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Chapter 1
Another day on the battlefield. Evie Solomon had no scruples, and there was no depth she wouldn’t go to show that she was the best real estate agent the company had. I was good at my job, but I did not need to broadcast it to the entire world because I was being paid for work done – not for showing everyone how much I did. I had thought about quitting so many times, but then I remembered that Evie Solomon would just continue with her life without remembering that I existed. I had to learn to develop enough mental strength to not let her obnoxiousness cause me to make irrational decisions when she would not even care if I lived or died.
I often wondered if she knew that everyone hated her, and my mother always told me that there was a reason for people who behaved like that. She said they were either suffering from an inferiority complex or there were so many negative things happening in their lives that they had to beat down on others in order to feel better about themselves. However, I did not feel as if either of those applied to Evie Solomon. It was a personality thing and everyone was sick of it, especially me. I was not sure if she could do anything about it though, but it didn’t mean that I should be subjected to her annoying behavior.
Evie had never addressed me directly because she and my other coworkers hardly noticed that I was there. I kept to myself and spoke to others only when my job required it because I was someone who process my thoughts and had conversations in my head. I was not an introvert, but I did not have a lot to say. I could hear Evie’s mouth yapping in the vice president’s office and I was sure he wanted her to get the hell out and go sell something. I wished that I was into gossip because I would know for sure if I was the only one having a problem with her and the way she never ran out of words. It was impossible that it was just me.
“Rolan, come here a second,” the deputy CEO called, and there was nothing I could have hated more than being summoned to a meeting with Evie being a part of it.
I was hoping she would leave before I got to the office, but she was still there, which meant that the meeting had something to do with her. She was pretending to be sweet by sitting there with a smile on her face, but she could not hide who she really was. Not from me.
“Yes, Mr. Granger,” I said.
“Have a seat,” he said and I sat and looked at him while keeping Evie in my peripheral vision. “How is the Pembroke house going?”
“Mrs. Lauder is definitely interested in purchasing it because of its ideal proximity to both school and work. She said her husband would be a little hesitant because he would think that it’s much too big for their family of four, but she could convince him to get it.”
“But I do not want to overlook other prospective buyers while she sweetly tries to convince her husband only for him to not proceed with the purchase,” he said to me but was glancing at Evie.
“Sir, there is Mr. Plummer. He’s also interested, but I feel as if Mrs. Lauder has more reasons to acquire that house than Mr. Plummer who is just looking for a change of scenery,” I explained.
“We are not interested in the reason. We’re interested in the sale,” Mr. Granger said. “And that’s why Evie is here. I would like to give this project to her and I’ll give you the Sliver Avenue townhouse…”
“Doesn’t Evie have her own set of real estate that she’s working on?” I asked.
“She does, and she can handle the one you have,” he said and turned to Evie. “Can you handle it?”
“When have I ever backed down?” she asked with a smile. “I say we go directly to Mr. Lauder…”
“Mrs. Lauder does not even want her husband to know that she was house-hunting. You have to give her time to break the news to him,” I said.
“No. We need to convince her to let us go to him and present this beautiful home which would be perfect for the family. He will complain about the extra space, but we need to remind him that his children are small and they will grow up and have sleepovers, in addition to the extended families who would rather stay with them than be thrown into a hotel. Mr. Lauder has the money, so that is not the issue. We just need to convince him that he needs the house, or he will need it in the near future,” she said and finally caught a breath.
“The house is yours,” he said to Evie and she looked at me with that silly smile that I just wanted to slap right off her face.
“I’ll have that house sold for you in no time, sir,” she replied to him then turned to me. “I could help you with the Sliver Avenue townhouse?”
“This woman is dynamite!” Mr. Granger said as he laughed.
“No, thank you. I can…”
“Nonsense,” Mr. Granger said. “Why would you refuse a little help? Evie is being very kind to make such an offer knowing that she would not be getting a cut of your commission. Don’t be stupid. Show your gratitude.”
This was the fifth time in five days that I wanted to quit on the spot, but I would not let her win. I was so good at keeping my thoughts buried that I could smile with her as I plan my revenge.
“Thanks, Evie,” I said with a smile.
“You’re welcome. I’ll go over my calendar and let you know when I’m free to look over the profile with you.”
“See that, Rolan? This is what Evie does and what makes her invaluable to this company. She doesn’t just focus on her assignments because she knows that this is one company and its success benefits us all,” Mr. Granger said as he looked at Evie proudly.
“I do my best, sir,” she said to him.
“Alright, ladies. Get to work.”
We exited the office and I turned toward my desk without acknowledging Evie, but she walked beside me.
“Why do you all react the same way when one of your assignments is given to me?” she asked and I did not answer. “You have to know that whatever I do is in the best interest of this company.”
“I’m sure we all know that,” I said then sat around my desk. “I’m not sure you do, though.”
“What do you mean?”
“It means that you seem to constantly feel the urge to prove something that everyone already knows.”
“I’m not trying to prove anything.”
“It’s the way it appears,” I said and picked up the phone.
“Well, you people are reading the situation incorrectly…”
“Hi, Florence. Can you put together the Sliver Avenue townhouse file and send it to me, please?” I asked the woman on the other line.
“I’ll prepare it then have Mr. Granger sign off on it then I’ll take it to you.”
“Thanks,” I replied then looked at Evie. “If we’re all reading the situation incorrectly, then you have nothing to worry about.”
“But I don’t want you all to think that I’m constantly proving myself because I’m not. I am just the way I am.”
“So you’re saying the need to constantly gloat and push and be lauded is just the way you are?” I asked.
“It’s not the way I am because I don’t do those things. They may come across that way, but that’s not my intention,” she said and sat on the chair beside my desk.
“And now you’re sitting. Great,” I said and started going through my file.
“I’m not sure what’s going on here, but I’m just trying to help you.”
“And if you want to pretend that nobody has ever said these things to you so that I would feel guilty and start doubting my assessment of you, then that’s wonderful,” I said and gave her a fake smile before returning my attention to the file in front of me.
“Actually, nobody has ever said that to me.”
“Really?”
“Yes,” she replied. “And by the way, I get invited to all their parties, dinners, and other events, but I don’t recall ever seeing you on any of those occasions, so maybe you’re the one they have a problem with.”
“Or maybe they’re sucking up to you because they see that you’re the teacher’s pet and need to remain on your good side while ripping you apart behind your back.”
“Have you ever heard it?” she asked, and I had to pause this very rare attack on another person.
The truth was, I had never heard it, but there was no way that it could not be happening because she was overbearing and obnoxious, and there was no way for anyone to miss it or be okay with it.
“No, I’ve never heard it,” I replied. “It must be all in my head. I’m sorry, Evie. You were just being kind, so I should have just accepted your offer and said thank you.”
“Okay,” she said and got to her feet. “Apology accepted. Let me know when you’re done setting up the Sliver Avenue account.”
“I will. Thank you,” I said and she gave me a half-smile and left.
I felt horrible for going at her like that, and this was the reason I always kept my mouth shut because I could not take back the spoken word. I usually did my working out in my mind and heart and left it there, but this woman got on everyone’s nerves that…wait, how would I know that? I was assuming, but there was no way I could be wrong.
I looked over at Bernice and I knew she had to be pissed at the way Evie could just keep going on and on whenever she closed a deal and came into the office, while everyone enjoyed their achievements quietly. I wanted to call Bernice over and ask her, but she would get suspicious because I had never asked anyone about anything like that. She might think it was a trap. I decided to just let it go because it was something I could live without knowing.
Florence brought the file to me and I looked over the images of the townhouse and all the details, then I went on my computer and brought up the folio number to look at the premises and its surroundings in greater detail. It was a beautiful house and I would have no problem getting this off my hands, which meant I did not need Evie. I would have been much happier completing the sale of the house to Mrs. Lauder, but of course, the boss took it away because Evie was better. How was she better when she completed her projects just as we did? What made her stand out? Yes, I must agree that she got the most difficult properties to get rid of, but still, a sale was a sale.
I found myself a few times per week with these same thoughts, but then I would come to a mental resolution about her only to have it revive again when shit like this happened. I took a deep breath, and I would take my mind off her and focus on my work. I needed to leave on time because I had to stop at the supermarket to get some groceries before going home. My mother was at home, and she drove. Why did I have to stop after a hard day of work to get stuff that she could get on her own? I had wanted to open an account online so that she could place her orders and have the groceries delivered, but she did not trust that. We needed to take up our own food with our own hands because the tomatoes would not be firm enough, and the lettuce would not be fresh enough. Sigh. Whatever. I would just go.
I did not see Evie for the rest of the day. She was probably out with a client. I had two to meet tomorrow and that did not include the Sliver Avenue townhouse. One of my clients would be coming in to the private offices downstairs to close the deal on her home because she was due to give birth any minute. I offered to take the documents to her, but she did not want her mother-in-law to know about the house until the sale was complete. My other client needed another look at the property and I would be meeting with her there at one o’clock in the afternoon.
I was not a hero, so I did not wait until everyone was gone before I left. When my time was up, it was up. There were days when there was something that could not wait for the next day and I would stay home late to get it done, but usually, I did not do today what I could do tomorrow. I said goodbye to those who were in earshot and I was out the door. I drove to the supermarket as I tried to remember the things my mother told me to get. I should have written them down, but what was the point when she was going to change the whole list whenever I called to ask her about a product? I should just not call her, but then I would go home and hear about all the wrong items I had bought, although it was the same ones she used every day.
I turned into the supermarket parking lot, then got out of the car and grabbed a cart. I would be going aisle by aisle because I did not want to come back tomorrow because I forgot something. I was in the produce aisle and I remembered a few of the things she had told me to get. I placed them in the cart and it seemed as if I had gotten them all, but to be sure, I had to call her before I moved on to the next aisle.
“Hi, sweetheart,” my mother greeted. “I already went to the supermarket so don’t bother to stop.”
“Are you serious?”
“Monica stopped by for a visit and we went together,” she said.
“So why didn’t you pick up the phone and let me know that I shouldn’t go in the opposite direction of the house to get stuff you’ve already gotten?”
“Sorry, honey,” she said. “Are you at the supermarket now?”
“Yes, mother,” I said and sighed. “Did you forget anything?”
“No, my baby. I got all that I needed.”
“Fine. I’m going to leave and…”
“Wait. Get me some scallion. I have a dish I think I’m going to make for you,” she said, and I really enjoyed my mother’s cooking.
“Scallion…scallion. Oh, here it is,” I said. “Got it. That’s it?”
“Um…get me some parmesan for the lasagna,” she added.
I walked three aisles down and found the parmesan then put it in the cart.
“That’s it?”
“Oh, you know what else I need? Fresh parsley.”
“I was just in that aisle getting the scallion!” I said tightly into the phone but low enough so that too many people wouldn’t hear me.
“If you’re having a problem getting the things I need to make food for you to eat then just don’t get them,” she said. “I already did the grocery shopping but I forgot those few little things. The least you can do is just be patient and get the damn things!”
I took a deep breath.
“I’m sorry, Mom,” I said. “Tell me what you need.”
“Fresh parsley,” she repeated and I went to the produce aisle.
“Got it.”
“London broil,” she said and I went to the meats.
“Anything else at meats?”
“No. A box of almond milk,” she said and I went to pick that up.
“Fresh thyme. Get me a small pack,” she said and I bit my lower lip and went back to the produce aisle.
“Got it.”
“Um…and a pack of riblets.”
“At the meat aisle?” I asked.
“Yes. Sorry you have to go back.”
“That’s okay, Mom,” I said and pushed the cart there. “One pack?”
“Two.”
“Got it,” I said. “Anything else?”
“No, honey. That’s it…oh, I need mozzarella cheese.”
“Is it beside the milk that I just got?”
“Yes. And pick up a tray of eggs while you’re there,” she said.
“No problem.”
“Oh, I need a squash as well. Oh my goodness, I almost forgot.”
“Is that back at the produce aisle?”
“Yes. I’m sorry, honey,” she said and I walked back to the produce then picked up the squash with my blood boiling in anger. “Oh, sweetheart, did I tell you also to buy cheddar cheese?”
I left the cart right there in the produce aisle and walked out of the supermarket, cutting off the call as I left. I walked to my car then opened the door and sat because I was not going to do this. It would have been so much better if she had not gone to the supermarket at all because I would just be getting everything she needed, but now, things were just popping up in her head and they were not in order.
I looked at her name on the screen as she called and I would not be answering her. I was heading home without the grocery and we could all fucking starve!
“Hi, Mom,” I answered.
“Sweetheart, what happened with the phone?”
“I realized that I left something in the car so I ran out to get it. I’m going back inside to get the cheddar cheese for you. Anything else?”
By the time I got to the register, I could hardly see above the cart. There was no reason for her to have come to the supermarket at all, and I felt as if she was buying things that she had already purchased because there was no way that she could have shopped and still needed all these things. I was on the verge of tears by the time I got home, and I was absolutely broken when I realized that my mother had already purchased some of the things she told me to get.
“Are you kidding me?!” I shouted when I saw the milk and cheddar cheese she already bought.
“I did not remember that I got those,” she said and I started to wonder if she was having memory issues, but that could not be the case because everything I had ever done since I was born was still very clear in her head, especially the things I did after I turned eighteen and had my first boyfriend.
She knew my business and everyone else’s. There was no sign of defect in those areas. It only manifested itself when I was at the supermarket, but today was the worst of all.
“I don’t see the point of you going shopping today because now we ended up with so many of the same things, and we don’t have anywhere to store them…I’m not doing this,” I said and walked away. “You need to pack them in. I’m going to take a shower.”
“Why are you in such a bad mood?” she asked as soon as I got to the kitchen doorway.
“Mom, anyone would be in a bad mood after what just happened at the supermarket and now with these repeated purchases.”
“I know what your problem is. You need a date,” she said.
“I am not interested in anyone.”
“But I have a very nice man for you. His name is Levi Dempstle. He is a business executive and…”
“And I am not interested. I told you that relationship bores me and I’m much happier without one,” I said.
“That is so stupid,” she said. “How can you be happier alone.”
“Aren’t you?”
“No. I’m not alone. I have you.”
“Well, I have you too.”
“But you need a family. This decision you came to about being bored with men is absolutely ridiculous,” she said with both impatience and empathy.
“I did not make a decision to be bored; I just am. There is nothing there that makes me want to fight to have it or see it as important.”
“What about sex?”
“I am not having this discussion with you, Mother.”
“But it is an important part of life and…”
“After the sex is over, then what?” I asked.
“You get to know the person…”
“Do you know how many people I have tried to get to know? Now my head is filled with all the work and family drama, medical conditions, fears, and all that crap,” I said. “From multiple people! I don’t want to hear any more. I am fine with just me. I do not need sex. I am fine. Pack away your groceries and I will see you in a little while for dinner.”
I headed up the stairs as my mother stood looking at me. I was sure she believed that there was something wrong with me, and she might be right, but my tolerance for people was at an all-time low. It made me wonder if this feeling was distorting my perception of Evie and assuming wrongly what others might be thinking of her. Maybe I had serious issues that needed to be addressed, but I was happy with my life and very comfortable in my mind. I did not need the drama that came with relationships because it was not just about sex; I still had to deal with the person after. That was the part I kept failing.
As for sex, I hated the monotony of it. It would give some pleasure, but after it was done, there was such emptiness and incompletion. It gave me no motivation to want to do it again because the period of pleasure and happiness was so short. I thought it would have lingered and kept a smile on my face for a while but that was not the case. Everything happened then ended just like that. The shit I had to endure after wasn’t worth the few minutes of pleasure. It wasn’t that my partners did not have the stamina, but not because he could keep going didn’t mean I enjoyed it for the whole time. Meh. I could do without it.
It wasn’t that I wasn’t interested in a partner, but it would take a lot more than sex-without-effect to get me to see that a romantic relationship with anyone was worth my time. I was comfortable and I had a job…for the time being. Mr. Granger had tacked Evie onto my project and I was not sure if by the time the house was sold I would still be employed. I had to keep my focus on not losing my job and not on the man my mother thought was perfect for me because Evie was the biggest threat to me at the moment without even trying. I needed all my energy to stand firm and not allow her to take me down.
Evie had everyone wrapped around her fingers, but I saw her for who she was, and by now she would have already known that I could see well beyond her pretty façade.


 




Chapter 2
The documents were signed. Mrs. Belvidere was the proud owner of the home in which she would be raising her family, and she could finally move out of her mother-in-law’s house. I wondered how that conversation would go. I hoped for the sake of the baby that her mother-in-law would be supportive of their desire to move out of her house and into a home of their own. It made me wonder about my own mother. I was sure that when she was planning on introducing me to the perfect man, she was not expecting him to take me out of her house. She would be devastated if I had to move out and leave her. My mother got so comfortable with me spending my entire twenty-eight years of life with her that she never factored in the possibility that a new man might result in a new home.
She would be coming back with another relationship conversation, and I would be waiting for her with this argument. That would make her scrap the plan altogether because she would realize that she would be alone in this house. I had lived with her my whole life and I had the means to find my own place, but what was the point of being on my own when I was not interested in anyone and I could come home to a warm meal every day? My mother and I spent quality time together because it was not all about the things that I was doing wrong in my life; we also watched movies, went shopping, and talked about everyone in her clubs and on her committees. My mother and I had a healthy relationship with lots of love and a dash of easily resolved conflict. No man was worth me messing up this peaceful and wonderful life I was living.
I sent the file with the signed document upstairs to the accounts manager for him to review and file, and that was a sale completed. I had one more to close and I had the Sliver Avenue townhouse to focus on. I could do it alone as I have done with the others, but Mr. Granger had to ruin my flow by adding Evie to my assignment. I was hoping she would forget because she was so caught up in the annoying, selfish life she was living. That would be great for me and I would not have to get any help from her, because somehow I had a feeling that this sale would end up being one of her glorious achievements. She was the type who would close my sale then rush to Mr. Granger and the department to let them know that it was all her. On my own, I just completed a sale and there was no confetti, but each time Evie did, it was a department affair.
I took out the file from my drawer to look at the Sliver Avenue townhouse. It was beautiful and it was suitable for a small family or a single person without mobility issues because there was a beautiful winding staircase and both bedrooms were on the top floor. It was a great neighborhood and it would take no time at all to sell. The file to upload to our website was ready and I knew the offers were going to start coming in, however, it could take several prospective buyers before the sale was complete. I hate making all those trips, but we dealt with our clients exclusively and did not have open houses for multiple people to show up at the same time.
I looked up and saw Evie approaching my desk and my day just took a nose-dive. She sat without invitation, but I ignored her as I had pretended to do multiple times on the job – probably the reason I still had one.
“Good morning, Rolan,” she greeted.
“Good morning, Evie,” I said and continued to look at the file.
“Why don’t you like me?” she asked and I looked up.
“Where did you get that?”
“From you.”
“When?”
“You told me that no one liked me and that I annoyed everyone, didn’t you?”
“You’re paraphrasing, but it was something along that line,” I said as I looked at her because I was prepared to tell her again.
“Well, I did a little research and you are wrong,” she said.
“Then I apologize,” I said and went back to work.
“So you’re the one with the problem. What have I done to you?”
“Nothing.”
“Look at this…I’m talking to you and you’re ignoring me.”
“Because I have work to do. We’re all not as gifted as you. You can sell a house with the snap of your fingers, but I actually have to put in the work…”
“Are you suggesting that I don’t work?” she asked and sounded as if she was getting annoyed.
“I’m not suggesting that. I’m saying that you have a special gift that makes you not have to work as hard as the rest of us. Additionally, you demand recognition and get it, but I choose to satisfy with only an internal reward for a job well done.”
“Are you jealous of my job and of the hard-earned praises that I get sometimes?” she asked and I closed the file and looked at her.
“Evie, we have been working together for four years and this is the longest we have spoken. You like the limelight and I like the shadows, so what on earth could I be jealous about? There is nothing that you have that I would want.”
“I’m going to look at a house. Come with me so we can talk about this.”
“Why do we need to talk about it?” I asked.
“Because it has been bothering me since you said it, and I want to know if people around me are annoyed with me and are just pretending that they like me.”
“Believe me. They’re pretending.”
“But how do you know this? You don’t talk to anyone.”
I looked at Evie and she seemed to be really shaken at the possibility that someone did not like her. I never thought she would care, but she did.
“I’m sorry, Evie. It probably was all in my head,” I said to her.
“But why would you think something like that? What did you observe that made you come to that conclusion?”
“Because you are just always…happy,” I said, choosing a different word than the one I wanted to use, but I did not want to hurt her feelings. “I just thought it annoyed everyone, but I was wrong…”
“Does it annoy you?” she asked, and I sat looking at her because I did not know what to say. “Does it?”
“Yes.”
“Why?”
“Because your personality is opposite to mine so it would annoy me, but others are in the middle and don’t mind it at all.”
“So what specifically bothers…”
“Evie, I have work to do. I’m sorry and I don’t mean to be rude but I can’t talk about this right now,” I said to her. “Maybe some other time I will be able to sit and talk with you about it.”
“Okay,” she said and got to her feet. “Um…catch you later.”
Evie walked away and I felt horrible. Why was she so concerned that someone did not like some things about her? I could not believe that she would even care because she came across as someone who was so caught up in her head that she would not notice a negative reaction or pay attention to my words. It was really strange, and it made me wonder if I was misreading everyone else. Anyway, I would not think about that because I had work to do and I told Evie that I would one day possibly sit and talk to her about what I had noticed. I hoped she never came back because I was starting to doubt what I had told her, and the problem might have been with me all along.
Wednesday.
“Hi, Rolan,” she came to my desk, but she wore a smile this time. “Ready to talk to me?”
“I’m a little busy now, so maybe later.”
Friday.
“How about now?” she asked.
“Today is the last day of the work week and I am swamped. How about on Monday?”
“Sure. No problem.”
Tuesday.
“Ready?”
“I said Monday,” I reminded her.
“I was not in yesterday because I had to do a multi-house tour with a client.”
“OK, but we’ll have to do it another time because I was prepared for yesterday.”
“Okay. No, problem.”
Wednesday.
“Are you…?”
“No.”
Thursday.
“Tomorrow will be Friday and the last day of the work week, so if we don’t meet today then it would be put off for another week,” Evie said and this was proof that I was right. She was relentless and it could be very off-putting.
“Fine. Where will we do it?” I asked.
“I have a new house that I need to visit and then we could stop for lunch because it seems as if you have a lot to tell me.”
“Okay, let’s go,” I said then signed out of my computer and picked up my purse.
We told Desmond that we were going to check out a house just in case Mr. Granger or anyone else needed us. Right away she automatically assumed that we would be taking her car and that was what proved to me that I was not wrong. This life was all about her.
“Nice car,” I said.
“Thank you. I love her. What car do you drive?” she asked.
“Certainly not a Mercedes,” I said as I admired the crisp interior of the one she drove.
“So what kind is it?”
“You don’t deserve to know.”
“Why?”
“Because we both drive and you never asked which car I would like to take. You just automatically decided that it should be your car because that is the kind of person you are,” I said.
“I chose my car because I am the one who invited you and I’m the one who has a house to look at. Would you think better of me if I had said we needed to take your car to do my job?” she asked and now I knew that everything I thought about Evie was wrong. I was the one with the problem and everyone else was fine with her.
“No. I’m sorry,” I replied.
“What is your problem?”
“I don’t know.”
“No wonder no one invites you anywhere. You are a killer of harmony,” she said. “You need to relax and try to find a little happiness – wherever that is.”
“I’m happy.”
“I don’t see it.”
“And I don’t see how others could really love your personality. I was wrong, and so are you,” I said.
“Okay, let’s prove them. We’re going to do a little investigation,” she said. “I did mine over the past week and everyone swore that they love how vibrant and happy I am, and they sometimes wished that they were a go-getter like me. You’re now making me wonder if they were lying, so you need to find out from them…”
“Nope. I don’t have that kind of conversation with my coworkers,” I said.
“I know, but this is how I’m going to prove if you know how to have fun. We’re going to pretend that we’re enemies…”
“Aren’t we?” I smiled.
“And there it is. I’m good,” she said and gloated.
“You take credit for everything don’t you?”
“If I’m involved in something wonderful happening, I’m going to take my share of the credit. I’m not stopping you from taking yours,” she said. “Anyway, you look very pretty when you smile; you should do it more often. You could start by going undercover to find out if the people in the office truly like me.”
“I’m guessing that they don’t. They know you’re our bosses’ favorite so they don’t want to get on your wrong side, but I bet they’re ripping you apart behind your back.”
“Those fuckers!”
“I didn’t say it was true,” I laughed. “I’m saying it is possible.”
“So will you do it?” she asked as she turned into the driveway of a beautiful house.
“I would be going outside of my comfort zone here, and I’m not sure you’re worth it.”
“Lunch is on me.”
“That’s a start. What else you got?” I asked.
“If you’re right, I’ll throw a party just for us and not invite anyone from the department, but if you’re wrong, I’ll invite everyone and I’ll start a rumor about you.”
“Have you lost your fucking mind?”
“Then dig deep and find someone who hates me,” she said and opened the door.
“But what if I’m wrong? What rumor will you start?”
“That your boyfriend wanted to sleep with me and…”
I laughed out.
“That’s the best you’ve got? I don’t have a man and I never will…”
“What?” she asked as she chuckled. “What do you mean you never will? Are you gay?”
“No, but I just know that I’m done with relationships.”
“A rumor isn’t about the truth. They will still look at you and talk about the man in your life that doesn’t want to be with you. Although it would be a lie, it doesn’t mean it wouldn’t hurt,” she said and opened the door to the house. “This is nice!”
“Wow. I love it,” I said and walked to the kitchen. “Do you already have a buyer?”
“No. It’s not on the website as yet. I just needed to see it first,” she said. “So we have a deal?”
“Deal about what?” I asked as we inspected the cupboards and drawers.
“About you investigating if my coworkers are pretending that they like me and if you’re right, I’ll throw you a party.”
“And remind me what happens if I’m wrong?” I asked and she paused and looked at me.
“I’ll…um…start a rumor.”
“Then you know my answer.”
“Fine. What happens if you lose?”
“You’ll stay away from me and not work on any projects with me,” I said.
“Then that’s a win for you. Clearly, you’re one of those people you claim don’t like me,” she said and walked out of the kitchen to check the rest of the house.
“It’s not you. I just don’t like hanging around people, that’s all. It’s the job so I tolerate everyone, but I don’t like to get too personal.”
“Okay, forget the deal.”
“That’s for the best. I get the feeling that you don’t really care if anyone likes you or not, and you have no plans of changing who you are,” I said, and she turned to me and smiled.
“We could be friends. You know me so well.”
She headed up the stairs and I followed her into the bedrooms. We checked all the spaces upstairs as she familiarized herself with the layout in order to do what she did best. I had to give her that. The woman knew how to convince a client that every house is their dream house.
“So do you have friends? Like a best friend?” I asked.
“I used to, but not anymore.”
“Oh? You became too much for her?” I asked.
“No. She got married and moved away, so we talked less and less until she is no longer in my life.”
“If someone is your best friend then no distance could ruin that friendship. I’m telling you, your personality is an acquired taste and not everyone will acquire it,” I said and she sat on the step at the foot of the stairs.
“So my best friend was happy to get rid of me?”
“Yes. Or her husband gave her the perfect opportunity to get away from you,” I said, and I truly did not believe it. “I’m sorry. I’m being really mean. I don’t know anything for sure.”
“You can’t apologize now because you’re putting all these doubts in my head. What did I do? I did nothing to Amy.”
“Did you always go over to her house uninvited?”
“Yes, it was understood that we were free to visit each other,” Evie replied.
“And did she come to your house without calling first?”
“Um…no.”
“Were you a third wheel on her dates before and after she got married?” I asked.
“Yes, but if I wasn’t there then their time together would have sucked,” she replied and I stood looking at her. “What?”
“It’s not your fault that you believe that everybody is okay with what you do because you’re all caught up in your head. I am not trying to damper your spirits but…”
“Aren’t you?”
“No,” I sighed. “Evie, why would you even listen to me? I have no friends or boyfriend, so I’m probably taking this out on you…maybe I’m jealous after all…”
“Bullshit! You’re saying exactly what you believe.”
“But it doesn’t matter. It’s just my opinion and I could be wrong. I don’t know you or the people in your life so I have no right to be talking like this. I think because I’m dull then your zest for life seems annoying to me but not to other people,” I said, and I was really starting to think that this was a me problem.
“Come. Sit beside me. Let’s test it out,” she said and took out her phone. “I’m calling Amy and I’m going to ask her to be honest with me.”
“Maybe you should let that go,” I said. “You’ll hurt even more if I’m right. She’s out of your life so leave it alone.”
“I can’t. I have to know,” she said and put the phone on speaker.
“Hey, stranger!” Amy greeted excitedly.
“Hi, Amy. How are you?” Evie asked.
“What’s wrong? Why so gloomy?” Amy asked. Evie wasn’t gloomy, but Amy was accustomed to much more excitement from her.
“I’m not gloomy. I have a question for you, but first, how are Jackson and everyone else?”
“He’s wonderful. We have a two-year-old and he’s doing great,” she said.
“You have a child and you didn’t tell me?” Evie asked.
“I should have, but I know you’re so busy…”
“I would have come to see you and the baby,” Evie said and Amy paused before responding.
“I knew you would, but one day we’ll make it happen.”
“How about next weekend?”
“Um…we’ll be out…we’ll be visiting his family for a month, but I’ll call you when we’re done with that and let you know when,” Amy said and I felt so bad for Evie because I could see the hurt on her face.
“Okay. Well, take care of yourself and your family…”
“You said you had a question for me,” Amy reminded her.
“No, it’s okay. We’ll talk soon,” Evie said and disconnected the call. She looked up at me.
“Maybe she’s just very busy with her family and has a lot on her plate. People do move on and we just have to understand that the journey has ended, so it’s nothing to be concerned about or for you to focus on. It’s just life,” I said and she kept looking at me.
“How do you want your party?”


 




Chapter 3
I needed to do damage control. Evie was changing around me and around everyone, and Mr. Granger was starting to notice. I realized that I liked her better the way she was because this new version of her was sucking the life out of the place. I realized now that she was a vital balance of harmony on the job and without her chirpiness and her bright confident smile and laughter, this place was a drab. Her personality was noticeably missing and it was all my fault. I noticed it, but maybe others saw it differently and were happy for the break. I needed to find out.
“Julie,” I said to the most approachable person in the department. “Can you please help me with something on my computer?”
“Sure,” she said and came over. “What’s wrong?”
“I had the Sliver Avenue apartment file and suddenly it disappeared. I have no idea where it could have gone,” I said. I knew where it was because I hid it.
“Let me see,” she said and started searching but she could not find it. “Lydia, come help me with this.”
Lydia came over and Julie explained to her what was missing and they both started working together to locate the file.
“You said you were just using it?” Lydia asked.
“Yes.”
“Then why is it not in recent activity?”
“I don’t know. It just disappeared. I could ask Evie but she’s in such a bad mood lately. Do you guys know what’s wrong with her?”
“Don’t know, don’t care,” Julie replied, and I was surprised she said that before Lydia did.
“What do you mean? I was thinking about asking you guys what we could do to cheer her up.”
“Her boss will take care of that. We don’t need to get involved,” Lydia said.
“What does that mean?”
“You don’t talk to anyone so you don’t know anything. We all know that she’s having an affair with Granger,” Lydia said.
“No, she’s not. I…I don’t think so.”
“She used to date Mr. Phillips then his wife found out and he left her, so she went to the next best thing,” Lydia said, not expecting me to say anything because I was so quiet and I never stayed back at work.
“Are you serious? Is this a fact or a rumor?”
“Mr. Granger gave her a diamond bracelet. He said to us that he gave Evie a gift to show his gratitude for her contribution to the success of the company, and the next day she showed up with the diamond bracelet he gave her.”
“Wow. I had no idea. But you guys all seem to be friends with her and she’s invited to every event you people have, so how can you not like her?” I asked.
“I don’t hate her. She’s just too much to handle, that’s all. She brags and has too much to say about how great she is.”
“I know, and I wonder how you people find it so adorable,” I said, giving a little so that I could get more.
“We invite her to our events because we have to stay on her good side because of management. They value the shit out of her and if we make her our enemy then they would come after us until we’re out of here with no job, so we are playing the game. You’re lucky that you don’t get involved.”
“Granger gave her one of my projects and told me to work with her on another. I don’t know how that will play out, but I was so pissed. He wouldn’t back down so I decided to just do it.”
“Oh no…you’re going to work with her?” Julie asked.
“Yeah.”
“I feel for you,” Julie said.
“Why did you give in?” Lydia asked.
“I tried to fight it, but Granger…,” I said and sighed. “I’m just going to do it and see if there is another side to her that we all don’t know about.”
“I doubt that, but for your sake, I hope you both get along,” Julie said. “Don’t push back. Just let her have her way.”
“I’ll take your advice. I don’t want any trouble with the boss,” I replied and they laughed.
The ladies were unable to help, so they told me to call the technical department for help. They went back to their desks and I picked up the phone and pretended to call support. I returned the file to the right folder then told the ladies that it was fine now. I looked around for any sign of Evie, but there was none. She was spending less time around because she believed me after Amy cut her out of her life. I was not sure how I was going to make this right, but I was willing to try.
I turned my computer off then got up from my desk and walked to Mr. Granger’s office.
“Yes, Roland. What do you want?”
“I’m going to check out the Sliver Avenue townhouse. I’m trying to match it to a past client who needed something smaller than the first one he got, so I’m going to see if this matches what he told me he needed.”
“Great! Now, this is the kind of initiative I like. Evie should be an example to you all,” he said, and just had to go there.
“I know. She is, and I’m happy you put her on this project with me. I will try to learn from her skills because we can always be better, sir,” I said.
“I like your attitude, Miss Todd. Evie has not been herself for the past few days. Without prying too much, find out if there is anything you or the company can do to lift her spirits. She is vital to this company and to all of us, so when you’re working on the Sliver Avenue property, try to see how you can help.”
“I will definitely do that, sir. I’m going to run out now…”
“Yeah, yeah, sure. Go.”
“Okay, sir,” I said and exited his office.
I grabbed my purse, phone, car key, and the bunch of keys for the townhouse then made my way there. I was hoping that when I got there, Evie would take my call and agree to join me. We had not gone to inspect it because she had her own projects, and Mr. Granger made it clear that it was my assignment but Evie would assist me. I saw the danger of Evie not being herself because, while she was doing the job excellently, her lack of enthusiasm was affecting how the rest of us worked. The others were happy for the break, but whether they liked Evie or not, she was good for keeping up the energy and momentum of the business.
I parked my car directly in front of the townhouse, then I opened the front door and entered. Before I even glanced around, I took out my phone and called Evie.
“Hi, Rolan. What’s up?” she said a little lackluster.
“I’m at the townhouse. I’m texting you the address,” I said. “Where are you?”
“I just finished lunch with a client.”
“Can you come by? I conducted an experiment and I want to talk to you about it.”
“Really?”
“Yes.”
“Do we even need to meet for that?” she asked. “Don’t we know what the result is?”
“We never agreed on that.”
“I later agreed with you,” she said.
“And what caused you to agree?”
“Amy.”
“My experiment started out with one goal and that was to find out if they truly liked you, but then it grew legs! Rumors,” I said.
“What kind of rumors?”
“Come and I’ll tell you.”
“I’ll be right there,” she said and disconnected the call.
I sent the address then occupied my time by inspecting the house and familiarizing myself with the layout. The pictures were on file, but it was much more beautiful in person because I could see the decorator’s dream it was. There was a balcony outside the master bedroom and it overlooked a pool and a lush garden. The house was not detached, therefore the neighbors had access to the pool and mini golf course on the sprawling property.
It did not seem as if a lot of time had passed before Evie called to tell me that she was here. I hurried to the front door and opened it, and I was happy to be greeted with a little smile. I could not understand how her personality could change so quickly, and it made me wonder if what I had seen was the true Evie, or if this was it. Sadness could also temporarily put our flames out, so I would just have to wait and see.
“Hi,” I greeted with a wide smile hoping it would spill over to her.
“Hi, Rolan,” she said and I stepped aside for her to come in. “I see you drive a BMW.”
“Well, I save a lot on rent or mortgage because I live at home with my mother. See? We all have problems,” I said and she chuckled.
“And living with your mother is a problem?”
“She’s great, but there’s the usual argument from time to time. Living with one or both parents is not a good look for a twenty-eight-year-old.”
“And it’s worse for a twenty-nine-year-old,” she said.
“What?” I asked and chuckled. “You live with your parent?”
“My mother.”
“Shit. How is that going?”
“It’s a nightmare,” Evie replied as she leaned against the door.
“Then why don’t you move?”
“Probably the same reasons you haven’t.”
“I don’t want to leave her alone for no reason. I’m not in a stable relationship or have a family of my own so there is no point in she just being there by herself. When my circumstances change then I will leave.”
“Exactly. Except your mother would sweetly let you know that her heart would break. Mine, she would never let me live in peace and she would walk me through the contractions she felt when she was giving birth to me – every fucking detail. Then I would have to go through all the sacrifices she made for me in order to give me a good life after my father died. It’s easier to just stay there. But as you mentioned, if my circumstances change, then I would have no choice. At that point, her words would mean nothing to me,” Evie said and I laughed.
“Let’s find a place to sit so we can talk about stuff other than our mothers holding us as hostages,” I said. “What about your friends? How it is whenever they came over?”
“No one has ever been inside my home. I keep everyone far away from my mother.”
“So no one at work knows that you live with her?”
“No.”
“Really? So you go to their parties, but they never came to one at your place?” I asked.
“No, but I have kept parties before. I rented a venue.”
“Oh, I see,” I replied and we sat on the stool at the island in the kitchen.
Evie put her stuff down on the counter then looked at me.
“How did the experiment go?” she asked.
“I really feel bad for causing this ball to start rolling downhill. You were so full of life and excited about every achievement by you or the company. I thought it was an annoyance, but now that you’re in this bad mood and hardly at the office, I noticed the difference…”
“Well, that should be good for everyone,” she said.
“It’s not good for me. I realized that I missed it and the place is suddenly drab. I miss your gloating obnoxious ways,” I smiled and I was happy when she returned it.
“What about the others?” she asked and the smile automatically left my face. I contemplated lying to her, but I did not want her to find out the truth later and be upset with me for keeping it from her.
“They think it’s a relief,” I said. “But they’re just jealous and I think you should continue to be who you are.”
“Maybe that was not the true me.”
“Trust me, no one can act that well. It’s definitely who you are,” I said and she laughed.
Her beautiful white teeth against sexy pink lips were just two of the things that were perfect on this beautiful brunette. Her hair was dark brown and straight and her dark brown eyes with thick long lashes made her an admirer’s delight. She definitely had a man, and I wondered how he viewed her. Did he love her exciting personality or was he secretly wishing that she would tone down a bit? Evie was tall and elegant, and I could see people being jealous of her because she seemed to be the whole package of beauty and brains. We all could be the problem here, and not her.
“So what’s the rumor?” she asked.
“I was talking with two people today and…”
“Wait. Didn’t they find it suspicious that you’re talking to them about me?”
“I asked one for help with a file that I had hidden, then she called someone else when she couldn’t find it. When they were having trouble, I said if you were around I would have asked you but you were in such a bad mood lately and if they knew what happened. Their response told me that you’re not their friend. I proceeded to ask what we could do to cheer you up and that was when I confirmed that my suspicions were right all along.”
“Then why couldn’t I see it?” Evie asked.
“Because you were being you, and there’s nothing wrong with just being yourself,” I explained. “If you were pretending, then you would wonder about how far to go. No thought was put into the things you did because how can someone not like you for being yourself, right? They just didn’t see it that way.”
“So what do I do?” she asked and seemed very concerned about it, which told me she had absolutely no idea that others found her anything but wonderful and adorable. Her brain was adjusting to the new reality and it had dampened her spirit.
“I think you shouldn’t let them win. They were being hypocrites all along, so they do not deserve you giving them all this comfort on the job,” I said and laughed. “I’m sorry. I just didn’t know you’re a wonderful person…”
“How do you know that?”
“Because I spent a little time with you and got to appreciate you for who you are. I used to be annoyed when I thought it was all a show, but now that I know it’s authentic, I see you for the happy, excited, fun-loving person you are,” I said.
“Boy, you really must have heard some pretty nasty things about me to be showing such empathy after how badly you treated me on my first day in your company.”
“That was because I truly felt that way. I don’t anymore.”
“That’s wonderful to hear,” she smiled. “And what rumors are they spreading about me?”
“Um…,” I said and sighed, but she chuckled.
“I’m happy to know that you didn’t believe them.”
“I don’t really know you, but I feel as if this is something you would never do,” I said and she didn’t seem worried about what it could be.
“What is it?”
“They said you’re sleeping with Mr. Granger,” I replied and it took a few seconds for her to understand what I just said, then she was falling off the stool in laughter. “And that you also slept with Mr. Phillips but his wife found out, so he left you and you went to Granger.”
“Stoooop!” she laughed and was now on the floor.
“Evie…,” I laughed and got off the stool to pick her up.
I wrapped my arms around her and brought her to her feet, but she was still laughing. She held onto the island and put her head down on the tile as her body rocked with laughter and it caused me to keep laughing as well.
“I can’t…,” she said and tried to catch her breath. She looked at me and tears were running down her face so I wiped them away with my thumbs.
“Aren’t you happy you came?”
“Absolutely. I can’t remember the last time I laughed so hard,” she said and was still laughing. “What did they say?”
“That you and Mr. Granger…”
“Stop!” she laughed. “I’m going to pee my pants.”
Evie’s laugh was infectious and I held onto the stool as my body rocked from the hilarious picture in my head of her and Mr. Granger. I was happy that she was making a good sport of it and not getting angry for them talking shit behind her back. Evie was clearly misunderstood. I was one of those people who thought that she was putting on a show for the attention because I could not believe someone could be so happy all the time and loved their job so much, but it seemed as if that was exactly the case.
“So what about my party for two?” I asked.
“Well, you won, so I’ll have to plan it. Is that something you would want though? You would spend time eating and dancing with me?” she asked, and because she was laughing so hard before, it carried over to this conversation which made her face light up with happiness – not because she was excited about spending time with me.
“I haven’t thought about how I would feel. All I know is that we made a deal and I won, so I should get what I’m due,” I said with a smile.
“I absolutely agree. How do you want your party to be?” she asked.
“Music and food. It doesn’t have to be anywhere fancy or special because it will just be the two of us.”
“Is there someone you would like to invite?”
“No. A party for two was the deal,” I reminded her.
“But we could tweak it a little.”
“Do you have someone you would like to take?” I asked and I held my breath because I didn’t really want her to take someone who would take her attention away from me.
“Who am I going to take? You just found out that everyone hates me.”
“They don’t hate you. They’re just confused,” I said. “I was in that same position, but now I don’t think that way.”
“But they got more time with me than you did, so they would have come around already.”
“Because I went straight to the accusation and you got a chance to talk from the heart. We had a deep conversation and my misconception was cleared up. They spent time seeing more of the same and never really got to know you.”
“Amy knew me,” she said. “And Amy thought I was too much to handle.”
“Amy wasn’t honest with you. If she had been, then you would have seen the boundaries and stayed behind them. I genuinely feel as if you were just misunderstood.”
“So what do I do?” she asked and it was a serious question.
“Now that I know a little about you, I wouldn’t want you to change anything. I don’t think anyone is worth you changing who you are. You will never truly be happy if you have to follow the blueprint that someone else designed for you. However, while we hold our ground, it doesn’t mean we shouldn’t be mindful of how our actions affect other people.”
“Give me an example,” she said.
“Um…,” I said and looked around. “Take this house. If we both worked on it and got it sold for the asking price, you should be proud of the role you played in getting it done and you should express that happiness, but then you have to be mindful that it is a team effort and acknowledge that part. Then we both would be happy.”
“I see what you’re saying. Usually, I would just be happy about my role because I think it’s your responsibility to be happy about yours.”
“And I would be, but your actions would make me like the achievement but hate the partner I achieved it with,” I said and her eyes showed that she never thought about that. “Do you understand?”
“Yes. Absolutely. It’s crazy that I never thought about that. It just put everything into perspective,” she said and hung her head.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel bad.”
“But I do,” she said and looked at me with tears in her eyes. “This moment is an awakening and I know exactly the reason Amy wants nothing more to do with me.”


 




Chapter 4
I was excited about this evening with Evie. I could not believe she pulled off this party arrangement so fast. Well, it was just for two people, but still I thought the preparation needed more than a week. She was hardly in office so she must have been using some of that time to prepare the place. I was not sure where it would be held, but I was expecting it to be in a room at her house, and I would get to meet her mother whom she had kept away from everyone else out of fear that she would embarrass her. Evie did not have to worry about what I would think because I had a variant of her mother living at home with me.
I told my mother that I was going to a party and she was excited that I was finally going out. She wanted to know about the guy who was taking me to this party and if he was serious about a life together with me. When I told her that I was going with a woman, she held her head and started praying for me to be cured of my homosexual ways. I ignored her and went to start getting ready for this very rare occasion.
I chose a white jumpsuit that came with a gold belt. It was a little on the formal side and I was not sure if this was a beer party or a fireside party by the river, however, Evie was an elegant woman who was always the best dressed in the office. She took the time to make sure that her attire and her total physical appearance were not the reasons she could not close a sale. Her confident words made her believable and the way she looked gave weight to those words. I dressed well for work, but it was not in the same league as Evie’s attire. It was tonight though.
I looked at my appearance in the mirror in my bedroom and smiled. My dark brown hair was way too long, but I was just noticing it. The hairdresser asked the same question every time I went to her and I told her not to cut it, so she trimmed the ends and let it be. However, I was now examining my appearance and saw that my hair could be much shorter. It had thick bouncy waves and it was healthy and smooth to the touch, just like Evie’s appeared to be. Hers was the same shade as mine, but it was much shorter – resting on her shoulders. Her eyes were dark brown and mine were blue, even in the dark.
Satisfied with the way I looked for my party, I made my way downstairs. I might be overdressed, but this party was in my honor and I had to look the part for my one guest. I chuckled to myself and I realized that Evie’s happy energy was spilling over on me. She would sometimes come to my desk whenever she was at the office and she seemed to be focusing all her happiness toward me instead of the entire department. People were starting to notice. I was glad that she was back to her old self, but she was setting boundaries and was not in everyone’s face the way she used to. I was especially happy that she did not seem to be deliberately changing herself. She was just being mindful while still being true.
“Wow!” my mother gave out. “I cannot tell the last time I saw you looking so lovely.”
“Thanks, Mom,” I said with a smile.
“Too bad all this beauty would be wasted on a girl. How will you ever have a family in this lesbian relationship you’re starting.”
“Lesbian couples do have families you know,” I said to her. “And I am not starting anything. This is someone I have known for years and she’s taking me to a party. I don’t understand why you’re getting so worked up about it.”
I deliberately did not tell my mother that Evie was a coworker because I did not want her to show up at my office with cookies just to see who this woman was that was turning me gay. I also could not tell her that Evie was throwing me a party because she would be mad that she wasn’t invited to the party for two.
“I’m happy that you’re going out, my darling, but I’m concerned about this woman who is capable of dragging you out of this house when many have tried and failed. What’s so special about her?” my mother asked.
“I like her. I don’t like many people,” I said and took my vibrating phone from my purse. “Hi, Evie.”
“I’m two minutes away from your house.”
“I’m ready. I’m just talking to my mom for a second. I’ll be right out,” I said.
“No worries. Take your time,” she replied.
“Thanks,” I said and disconnected the call then turned to my mother. “Please do not wait up for me.”
“I have to wait up. I’m not used to being here alone and I need to be awake in case you need me.”
“The phone still rings when you’re sleeping,” I reminded her. “And if I had gone on that date with Levi, you would still be here alone.”
“I’m okay. I just…,” she said and paused and I knew I would be in serious trouble if I were to get married and move out. This woman had no intention of letting me go. “Have fun, honey.”
“Do you really mean that?”
“Yes, I do,” she said and I smiled and kissed her cheek. “Goodnight, Mom.”
“I’ll be up,” she said and walked me to the door. “I think I should say hello.”
“I think you shouldn’t,” I said and looked at her with a serious face.
“Okay, honey. See you later.”
“Bye,” I said and left.
I walked toward Evie’s black Mercedes that was parked in the driveway then opened the door and entered.
“Holy shit!” she gave out and chuckled. “Why don’t you dress like this every day for work?”
“Then I wouldn’t have gotten that reaction from you,” I smiled and put on my seatbelt.
“You look really amazing,” she said.
“Thank you, and so do you. Unfortunately, you can’t get a wow from me because you’re always looking this beautiful.”
“Thank you,” she smiled. “I think we’re going to have a wonderful night.”
“Just be reminded that this party is for me.”
“I’ll keep that at the front of my mind.”
“Will it really just be the two of us, or will I see everyone you know there?” I asked.
“I’m now suspicious of everyone I know. You’re the only person I trust at the moment,” she said and I felt horrible that I came into her life and caused her to feel this way.
“You must know that I did not tell you these things for you to isolate yourself from your friends and coworkers,” I pointed out.
“Would you still want me to continue to be my old self around them knowing how they truly feel about me?” she asked.
“No,” I said softly.
“I still interact with them for the sake of the company, and give a laugh here and there, but I’m conscious of how they truly see me. It is not affecting me negatively at all, so don’t worry about it.”
“You can come to my desk anytime if you want to talk,” I said and she looked at me with a smile.
“You’re bitterly straightforward, but thank you.”
“I’m usually not that way and I keep things inside, but somehow you cause me to spill whatever is in my thoughts, even if they hurt.”
“Glad to know that I have that effect on you,” she said and smiled at me as she turned into a spot in front of a building.
“Be careful with that kind of talk. My mother thinks you’re going to turn me gay,” I said and she laughed just as hard as when I told her that there was a rumor that she was sleeping with Mr. Granger.
“Why would she say that?” Evie asked as she laughed.
“I guess because I don’t usually go out but you were able to get me to go to a party. She doesn’t know it’s for me and that there will be just the two of us. She doesn’t even know we work together. The less she knows, the better.”
“Oh my God, the nightmare if both our mothers should meet,” she said and shook her head at the scene in her mind. “She has never thought of me in a lesbian relationship because she was always chasing boys out of her house. I was crazy about sex in my teenage years and it only got worse in my twenties, so she had no reason to think that I might be gay.”
“So you have never been with a girl?”
“Yes, I have. Just not alone.”
“Oh shit,” I said and covered my mouth. “You were a wild one.”
“You have no idea. What about you?”
“What about me?”
“Have you ever been with a girl?”
“No. It’s not my thing,” I said. “I have never been attracted to a woman and nothing about a relationship like that appeals to me. As for guys, I have had more than my share and they all ended the same way.”
“And what way is that?”
“They bore me…”
“Oh my God! Me too!” Evie gave out then released her seatbelt and turned to me.
“Really?” I asked.
“Yeah! I thought I was the only one!”
“Maybe I should explain,” I said and chuckled at her reaction. “I would meet a guy and he’s great. At first, for me, it’s all about how good he is in bed. I am usually more concerned about that than I’m concerned if he is a good person…”
“Stop! You cannot be serious right now.”
“I am. After a while…”
“The excitement of the sex starts to fade and then the relationship feels empty,” Evie finished for me.
“Oh my God, I’m embarrassed,” I said and covered my face. “I’m embarrassed for both of us.”
“It is fucking sick!” she gave out. “Do you have any idea how many good guys I have walked away from because the fire fades just like that?”
“My mother has given up on me.”
“Mine too! Rolan, I don’t believe you. I think somebody told you about me and this is a prank,” she said looking around.
“Stop,” I laughed. “How many people know this about you?”
“No one! I was so afraid to express my feelings because I didn’t want to feel stupid for causing these wonderful men to walk out of my life.”
“See? And I have never told anyone.”
“I understand someone like me getting bored easily because I’m a high-energy person, but you’re not like that. Quiet and dull seem to be your thing,” Evie said.
“True, except in the bedroom. I feel as if I was always unfortunate to find someone who did not know how to fuck, or they knew at first but were unable to maintain it. I got so bored with the monotony that I kept feeling disappointed relationship after relationship, until I got to a point where I did not want to date anyone.”
“I’m so over sex. I just focused my attention on me, my job, my friends, and just to go out and have a good time. I have lost the friends so I have only me, the job, and the good time left,” she said and placed her head on the rest of the seat as she looked at me with a smile. “It’s not that I don’t love sex, because I do, but I’m just tired. Every time I meet someone, I’m expecting it to end in boredom and it’s frustrating.”
“I know what it is. There’s no spice to it. These men just feel as if once the dick is inside then that’s enough. That lasts for little while, but then it needs spice to keep it going.”
“I absolutely agree. I think we have been going about this the wrong way. We needed to bring the spice and not wait on them to do it. Although when you try that, they start looking at you as a one-night stand or a whore. These fuckers!”
“I have been on a two-year break. The next man I’m going to date needs to understand from the beginning that I need continuous spice to be added to our sex life and not just come home, shower, have sex, and go to sleep. Somebody needs to tie somebody up…”
“Fuuuck!” Evie gave out. “I need a man tonight.”
“No, you’re not doing that!” I laughed. “Let us sit and write down the criteria. Since they cannot be creative, we’re going to let them know what we expect.”
“Nobody is going to marry you with a list of demands.”
“And you want to get married?” I asked.
“Well, I want a long-term relationship, and that should lead to marriage. Anything else would just be me having one boring sex after another. I have already done that, so I would like the whole package.”
“We are like one,” I said and laughed out. “We should have had this talk before the party because I think we have a lot more of this topic to analyze.”
“I agree,” Evie said. “Let’s go to the party then we could go somewhere and talk about it…or if you’re too tired then we can talk about it after work tomorrow.”
“So why can’t I go to your house?” I asked and laughed.
“Please don’t make fun of me. I’ve already lost all of my friends because they hate me. I cannot afford for my mother to chase away the only person left who is willing to tolerate me right now.”
“I can’t take you to mine either. My mother thinks you and I are together, and she has a nice guy lined up for me.”
“What guy?” Evie laughed.
“I don’t know. Someone’s son,” I chuckled. “He will just be another disappointment so I won’t even try. Besides, if I don’t like him, I’ll leave him, then my mother would be too ashamed to show her face in public.”
“I can’t with you,” Evie said. “I had no idea you could make me laugh so much.”
“It doesn’t take much to get you to laugh.”
“What you saw in the past never went this deep. I really like hanging out with you,” she said.
“I surprisingly like hanging out with you,”
“Wonderful. Let’s go rock these bones,” she said and opened her car door.
I got out as well and walked around to her. We entered the building and I followed her to a door that led to somewhere else. There she gave her name and someone escorted us to another door.
“Please have a seat,” the man said to us and we sat on the leather bench by the door. “I’ll make sure everything is ready for you.”
“Thank you,” Evie said and he opened the door and disappeared.
“What’s going on?” I asked as I smiled brightly and looked at her.
“I don’t want you to go in and have to wait. The party must be started when you enter.”
“This is a really fancy place. I can’t believe you made such a bet and went through with it.”
“You won fair and square,” she smiled at me.
“And how do you know that I wasn’t lying to win?”
“Because a party is not something you would lie to get because you like hiding in the shadows, and you do not strike me as someone who lies. If you could, then you wouldn’t have told me to my face that I was obnoxious.”
“Did I use that word? I don’t think so.”
“You absolutely did,” she said and chuckled.
The door opened and the melodious sound of music was coming from inside.
“We’re ready for you,” the man said and Evie got up and held my hand.
We entered the room and my mouth fell open.
‘It’s Your Party, Rolan’ was glistening against the wall ahead and the room was beautifully decorated. No wonder she was the company’s most valued employee because everything she touched turned to gold.
“Evie…I can’t believe you did this,” I said in absolute shock. There was food to the right of the room with a server. There was a bar, also with a server. And there was a DJ.
“Rooolaaan!” he gave out. “Welcome to your party-for-twooo!”
Music started blaring and Evie took my purse and placed it on a table, then she came over and started to dance. I was laughing with so much happiness I hadn’t felt in a long time, and I watched Evie as she danced around me. She was a party animal and knew all the moves. I would have to go back about six years to find the moves that I had put on the shelf.
“Come on, Rolan,” she said. “Show me what you’ve got.”
“I’ve got nothing,” I said as I laughed.
“What do you mean you have nothing? Everyone has something. Let’s go,” she said then held my hand and spun me around.
It wasn’t a two-dancer kind of song, but she wanted to get me moving. I did a few steps and a few wiggles and then I was back to the beginning of my party days. I was dancing my ass off and Evie was trying to outdo me, as was her nature. She was winning by a mile, but I knew her now, and whatever she does was her true self coming out. I wanted her to be that way around me because I would never hold it against her, even when others would.
“You’re a really good dancer!” she shouted over the music.
“I’m following your lead,” I said and she laughed out.
Evie grabbed my hand and we started dancing and jumping around, then a few songs came on that we knew the words to so we sang at the top of our voices. There was no way that we wouldn’t be friends after this because I couldn’t just go back to my desk without remembering this amazing evening we spent together. We were tired, so we stopped and went over to the buffet table and the server made us a few plates of our favorites. Evie and I took turns taking the meals over to the table then we went to the bar and got drinks, wine, and water. When our meals were set out, we sat and the tempo of the music slowed.
“So how did I do?” Evie asked.
“Now I understand why Mr. Granger feels the way he does about the job you do. You put so much effort into everything and you deserve to be proud and happy, and everyone should see it. This is no different. It’s absolutely amazing…”
“And the night is not over yet,” she said as she ate.
“I have forgotten the last time I enjoyed myself like this. Thank you so much. We need to make another bet,” I said and her face lit up.
“I love it. What should we bet on?”
“I can’t think about anything except tonight. Tomorrow we’ll come up with something,” I said. “Over lunch.”
She stopped chewing and smiled widely.
“You’re taking me to lunch?”
“After a night like this? It’s the least I could do.”
“So are we friends?” she asked.
“Well, there’s no turning back now. Not after tonight,” I said and I knew she could tell how happy I was because I was feeling it inside and it had to be radiating on my face.
“And you won’t leave me like Amy did?”
“No, because I will tell you to your face when you’re being obnoxious,” I said and she laughed.
“Please do, because I have no idea when I’m crossing the line,” she said. “I’m an only child and my father used to let me roam free. There were no boundaries and everything could be done. My mother argued with him so much about the kind of child he was raising, but then he died from a heart attack…”
“Oh no. I’m so sorry.”
“It’s fine. I was ten years old so I had a lot of time to grieve, accept, and moved on,” she said. “My mother, in honor of my father, loosened her grip on me and allowed me the same freedom. I felt as if there was nothing I couldn’t do. I had a happy childhood…and adulthood. How about you?”
“Well, I don’t know my father. He disappeared when I was young, and I don’t remember him,” I said and she looked at me with sympathy that I really didn’t need because I had no memory of what it was like to have a father. “My mother was amazing and she gave me everything I needed to be happy. She too gave me the freedom to do whatever I wanted as long as I was not breaking the law, as a result, sex was the order of the day. I might have had too much of it and that is why I get bored so easily.”
“I don’t think so. I think it’s the spice we were talking about. We need to make rules for these men.”
“You’re right. Tomorrow we will meet and plan our next step. So, are we going back on the market?” I asked.
“Will we do it together? Because I can’t do it alone.”
“We will set the foundation together, then finding the spice would be up to you and him,” I said and took a sip of wine.
“Rolan and Evie,” the DJ said. “You’re spending too much time at the table. Make your way to the dance floor.”
“We are summoned,” Evie smiled and held out her hand.
I took it and we went to the center of the room. Evie released my hand and we waited for the DJ to play his selection.
“Let’s turn the light down,” he said and suddenly the room was dim. “This song is dedicated to the happy couple, Evie and Rolan.”
“What?”


 




Chapter 5
Evie and I stood looking at each other as the DJ branded us as a couple. At first, I wondered who the hell misinformed him but the shock on Evie’s face told me that she had nothing to do with it. I thought it was an awkward moment, but then she started to laugh and I joined in. Evie came closer to me and held out her hand.
“May I have this dance?” she asked as she chuckled.
“You deserve this dance,” I replied and went into her arms.
Evie held one of my hands and slipped the other around my waist and we moved to the music.
“Who told them that we were a couple? Is your mother here?” she asked and I laughed and fell on her.
Evie’s head rested on mine and I could feel her body rocking as she laughed, but we swayed to the music just the same. Then the laughter stopped and we just stayed that way. I closed my eyes and it felt wonderful to just be this close to another human being, even though it was the wrong gender. The DJ and the other two people in the room already thought that we were lovers, so there was no caution to exercise.
Evie was a great dancer and her body swayed effortlessly with mine. I was disappointed when she lifted her head and looked into my eyes. The light was dim, but I could still clearly see her face. She licked her lips and looked at mine then she looked away, no longer making eye contact. She was always smiling and happy but now she was serious and seemed to be inside her head a little, so I stopped dancing to get her to look at me. She looked down at her feet.
“Evie?” I said and turned her face to mine. “Look at me.”
“I can’t,” she said.
“Why not?” I asked.
“I don’t want to lose our friendship before it even began,” she said.
“That’s not going to happen. What’s wrong?” I asked but she didn’t speak. “Look at me.”
This time she did.
“I’m sorry, Rolan. I just had a moment, that’s all.”
“What kind of moment did you have?” I asked, but she did not respond. “Listen, I don’t want our friendship to be anything like what you were used to. I want you to be free to be yourself around me. Do you know why?”
“Why?”
“Because I will tell you when it’s too much or you’re crossing a boundary. You don’t have to worry that you will push me too far away because you will know how I feel before that could ever happen,” I explained.
“I am crossing a boundary…in my mind,” she said and I smiled.
“I think I know what it is,” I smiled and wrapped my arm around her waist then started dancing with her again.
“What is it?” she asked in my ear, and I giggled.
“You want my spice,” I said and she laughed out and her head went back. “This is how I want you to be.”
“I had a moment…”
“What kind of moment?”
“To um…I just got turned on. I’m sorry. It’s been a while,” she said.
“I understand. It’s been a while for me as well,” I replied. “So you don’t want my spice?”
“What would I be doing with it?”
“To spice up your sex life,” I said and she laughed.
“You might be on to something,” Evie said as we continued to sway to the music. “You and I have the perfect amount of spice, so we should practice and then when the right guys come along, we would have known exactly what to demand from them.”
“It’s like an experiment.”
“Exactly!”
“I would be down with a little experiment,” I said and she bit her lips and looked at mine then she went back to my eyes.
“We need to get out of here so we can discuss this further,” she said, but I would not have it.
“You’re not going to ruin my first party. We’re staying here until the end,” I replied and she looked at her watch then back at me.
“That’s two hours away,” she said. “Is it really your first party?”
“As an adult, yes.”
“Then it’s all up to you. Let me know when you’re ready to go,” she said and smiled at me as we danced.
Slowly our cheeks touched, and we were dancing with our bodies pressed against each other. I could feel her breast through the beautiful dress she wore, and for the first time, I felt attracted to a woman. I was not sure if it was brought on by her admission of being attracted to me, but tonight was truly magical so why wouldn’t it trigger deep emotions of friendship and even lust? I was not sure what tomorrow would bring and if we would regret tonight, but we were building this undefined relationship on openness and trust. It was shaping up to be something between friendship and romance, but we knew we were working toward a larger goal of finding that special someone who would bring the right amount of spice to avoid the usual boredom that caused our previous relationships to end.
“I think it is time to practice,” Evie whispered in my ear and I swallowed hard.
“We were going somewhere to talk,” I reminded her.
“But your party isn’t over,” she reminded me.
“Then we can start our practice here, and continue it somewhere private,” I whispered and I felt her shudder in my arms.
“Kiss me, will you?”
Our cheeks were already touching, so I just turned my lips to her skin then they moved toward hers that met mine a part of the way. Evie wasted no time in kissing me and it was electrifying. This was not the plan. It was supposed to feel good, but not to this degree. Eyes were on us, but they already thought we were a couple so they were expecting this. We weren’t. I had to stop this.
“Mmm,” I moaned. “Fuck…”
“Rolan,” she whispered on my lips. “We need to get out of here.”
“No,” I said and pulled away from her. “You’re not ruining my party for sex.”
“Spicy sex. I just have a feeling that this is going to be good.”
“Don’t expect too much from me. Unlike you, I have never been with a woman before,” I said and swayed with her.
“What the hell is that supposed to mean? A man has eaten you before, right?”
“Yes.”
“It’s the same thing,” she said then smiled. “Except yours will be so much better.”
“I’m not leaving my party,” I said then took her hand and brought her back to the table.
We continued with our wine as we looked at each other. Butterflies and goosebumps had taken over my body because I was excited to get into bed with Evie. I was yet to process the fact that I could not stand a bone in her body a few weeks ago and now she was already my best friend.
“So let me get this straight…”
“No,” Evie stopped me. “We are not talking about anything to do with sex or I might take you right here. I’m as horny as fuck, and I feel as if you have something amazing to teach me.”
“My sex drive has been dead for two years. I can’t teach you anything.”
“Mine was dead too, and you have already started working your magic. Those lips tasted so delicious and…”
“Wait a minute…how did we get here? I mean from me thinking you’re an awful attention whore to us kissing and needing a bed?” I asked.
“Because you promised me spice.”
“I did no such thing. I said our relationships do not last because they’re missing that key ingredient. I didn’t say I would give it to you,” I reminded her with a smile.
“But if we both need it and we both have it then why not give it to each other? We would actually be helping each other out,” she said and I chuckled. “It’s true. When our guys come along, we would be in full swing again, and now we would be demanding spice from them because we have proof that it is not us. There were times when I thought something was wrong with me.”
“Me too…well, I had thought that all along until I found a second person with the same problem. You made me realize that this is a real thing. People actually get bored with sex over time if their partners don’t add a little spice every now and then.”
“I’m so happy we’re friends because these are the kinds of constructive conversations I should be having instead of which store has the best deals on designer bags. Everything is about to change because I have someone in my life who is not afraid to tell me that I’m being a bitch,” she said and I laughed. “It means you’ll keep me focused. We’ll sell the shit out of those houses then turn our attention to each other.”
“What about the husbands? How will we see them if we’re only looking at each other?”
“They’ll have to wait until our lessons are over.”
“So this will be our little secret?”
“Has to be. No one can ever know. My mother would just die because she already has her eyes on the tuxedo my husband would be wearing down the aisle,” Evie said and I laughed.
“Mine too,” I replied. “Okay, I’m ready. I hope you can keep up.”
“Oh my darling, Rolan,” she said and my heart fluttered. “You have no idea what’s in store for you.”
“Party’s over. Let’s go.”
+++
I must say I was a little embarrassed at the speed with which Evie wrapped up the party. We had leftovers packed in the back of her car for us to take for our mothers and for us to have when our brains were not consumed with sex. I was not sure if the food would make it home in good condition because we were heading to a hotel. I could not take Evie home and she could not take me to her place. Our mothers would lose their minds if they were to find out that we were having a lesbian affair, and we could not tell them that it was an experiment because they would think that we were going mental.
We were adults, but our mothers saw us as children. It was our fault for being sympathetic to their desire to have us still living under their roofs because we should have moved out so that they could see that we were grown, independent women. It didn’t bother me before, but now that I wanted to spend some intimate time with Evie and we had to be going to a hotel, it was a problem. This might be the start of us making the long overdue break away from our mothers’ control. They would be devastated, but time would help them heal, especially when they saw us with a permanent partner which would lead to marriage and a family.
“If you change your mind I’m going to kill you,” Evie said as she parked her car in front of the hotel.
“Why would I do something as stupid as that?” I asked as the car came to a stop. “Come here.”
I removed my seatbelt and grabbed her hair then took her lips. Evie moaned and grabbed my breasts right there in the parking lot. She touched a button and her seat went back so I climbed over and sat on her lap as I enjoyed the lips of the first woman I had ever kissed. It was on another level. I gave Evie my tongue and she moaned and sucked on it then her hand went between my legs and started rubbing my pussy through the fabric of the jumpsuit I wore. I regretted not wearing that blue dress I had taken up first.
“Fuck,” I said into her mouth then gave her my tongue again.
“Mmm!” Evie moaned loudly and my hand went down between us. It went under her dress and found her panties. “Don’t fucking do it. You’re going to make me cum.”
I took her lips and ignored her, pulling her panties aside and finding her clit. I was touching another woman’s pussy and I shuddered from the rush of pleasure that washed over me.
“Oh God…,” I said and started breathing heavily into her mouth that was now open as she tried to cope with the intensity of my fingers rubbing her clit.
“Oh shit…I told you not to do it becau…”
“Shut up,” I said and took her lips then went lower.
She was wet.
The feeling of her nectar-coated pussy was too much for my brain to handle, and I fought hard and found a drop of strength to move my lips away from hers, then removed my hand from between her legs and returned to my seat.
I was aching and the throbbing in my clit was unbearable.
“Rolan…”
“Fuck!” I gave out and threw my head back against the rest.
“Come on. Let’s go…”
“No.”
“What?”
“This is going to be a problem,” I said.
“What problem?”
“I have never felt such intense passion before, so you and I will not be normal,” I said and chuckled nervously as I shook my head. “We have to do this right.”
“What the fuck are you talking about? Do not ruin this for me…”
“I’m not ruining anything. Let’s go home…”
“After you fuck me!”
“Calm down. It’s coming. Trust me,” I said and laughed. “I don’t want anything to hold us back or for there to be any concerns. We both have had other partners, so let’s go to the doctor and get the clearance we need.”
“You are such a fucking geek! No wonder you sit by your fucking little desk and not talk to anyone,” she said.
“I’m sorry, honey,” I laughed. “I know you’re sexually frustrated – as am I. However, you gave me the position of the level-headed one in this friendship to tell you when you’re heading into danger. It’s important that we get this out of the way.”
“Fuuuck!” she gave out and hit the steering wheel. “Fine!”
“Wait a minute!” I said and took her hand off the wheel. “Let me drive.”
“I gave you a wonderful party and this is the thanks I get?” she asked.
“I’m sorry, honey,” I said and laughed. “I’m going to come around. Please do not drive off and leave me standing in the parking lot.”
I took up my purse just in case I needed to call a cab, then I exited the car and went around to the driver’s side. Evie was so used to having things her way that it was difficult for her to accept no from anyone. I knew I was doing the right thing for us so I would overlook her whining and her verbal abuse because something amazing was in store the moment those results came back and we were in the clear.
Evie got out of the car and went to the passenger’s side. She was fuming, and it helped to distract me from the aching desire I had for her. We both got into the vehicle and I fastened my seatbelt then waited for her to do the same.
“I’m sorry you’re mad, Evie,” I said gently. “And I really appreciate my party.”
“I hate you.”
“Would you rather we take the risk?” I asked.
“No, because it seems as if you’re concerned that you might have something.”
“And you’re not?”
“No, because I always used a condom,” she said and looked at me with angry eyes.
“I always used one as well, but we don’t know if what we both just said to each other is the truth.”
“I don’t lie.”
“Neither do I,” I said and laughed. “But how do we know that this is even the truth?”
“Fine. I’ll get your stupid paper.”
“It’s the only way to be sure, honey,” I said and touched her hair and she pulled her head away. “I like calling you, honey.”
“Well, I hate it,” she replied and I laughed.
“You are so spoilt. You can’t always have things your way, Evie. We’re doing the right thing. Let’s go home,” I said and reversed out of the spot.
I realized that I did not know where I was going. Her car’s GPS had the direction to her home, but I needed to go to mine first. I entered the address for my house and then we were on our way. Evie was still fuming beside me and I had to try hard not to laugh because I never expected that she would be so upset about us not sleeping together when it never crossed our minds when she came to pick me up for the party. I liked how passionate she was about having an orgasm because it meant that we would have a healthy…temporary relationship…lesson…friendship. Whatever. It would be healthy.
“I won’t be in office tomorrow,” Evie said.
“You can’t take a day because you did not have an orgasm.”
“I can and I will!”
“But I’m going to miss you,” I smiled at her.
“You’re so full of shit. You never cared if I dropped dead so…”
“That was before I found out that you have the spice I have been missing all this time. Now I care very much.”
“Is everything a joke to you?” she asked, and I knew she was very serious.
“No, it’s not,” I said and did not speak until I was parked in my driveway. “Evie, you did something very wonderful for me tonight and I had such an amazing time with you.”
“I have to go,” she said and opened the door to the passenger’s side and got out, but I did not move. She opened the door and I remained seated. “I said I have to go.”
I got out and stood blocking her entrance to the car.
“What happened to all the smiles and happiness? Is it only there when you get to have your way?” I asked. “Your personality is so complex that you don’t even understand it. You need to learn to breathe and pick your battles. There is no need for you to get so upset when we’re just being careful…”
“That was all you. If it were up to me, we would be in that hotel room having sex right now.”
“And this proves that getting those tests done was the right call,” I said and she looked as if she wanted to scratch my eyes out.
“I need to go.”
“You’re angry. I would rather you don’t go around the wheel of the car until you’ve calmed down.”
“I am a grown woman and I can do whatever I want. Move,” she said.
“You know what? Now I don’t want to sleep with you.”
“What?”
“You’re acting like a child and the spoilt brat everyone believes you are. Please drive safely and do not let me regret going out with you tonight because it is the best thing to have happened to me in a long time,” I said then opened the back door and removed the food for my mother. “Goodnight.”
I walked away from the car leaving her standing there.
“Rolan,” I heard her say my name, but it was my turn to be petty, so I opened the door and entered the house, closing it behind me.
I went to the window and looked as she got into her car and drove away. This night definitely did not go according to plan.


 




Chapter 6
Each time I wondered if Evie had walked off the job, I caught sightings of her but she would not stay very long or she would be in Mr. Granger’s office. The rumors were flying high and the chatter I usually ignored, I was now paying attention to. There were conversations going on about Mr. Granger breaking up with Evie and how she was pregnant but she might not be able to keep the baby. There was one about the bosses contemplating letting Evie go because she botched a sale and now the buyer was suing the company. I wanted to laugh because they did not know that Evie’s problem was much simpler than that. She wanted sex and she was told to wait.
Evie was not taking my calls and she did not look my way at all. She would just grab whatever she needed, spoke to whoever spoke to her, then got her things and left. More than a week had passed since the party and today was Thursday. If we did not speak by tomorrow, then Monday when we returned to the office, another week would have passed since we spent that wonderful evening together.
I tried to tune her out and focus on my job, but memories of our kiss kept haunting me. I also remember the wonderful party she kept just for the two of us and all the effort she put into it. It would be a shame if things remained this way. I did not want to cause a scene, so I was afraid to approach her at work. I got the feeling that she would shout at me for not allowing her to take me to the hotel room and fuck me. Oh, how these people would love to have that story to tweak and create their own version for the staff in the other departments.
I had a meeting with a client tomorrow regarding the Sliver Avenue condo, but she canceled and asked me to meet her the next day. I did not work on Saturdays, but I would meet with her anyway because she could not get out of the emergency she was having. This was what made Evie so special to the company. There was no extra mile she would not go.
A new project came into my computer and just as I was about to open it, I saw Evie walking angrily toward me.
“Shit,” I said under my breath.
She stopped at my desk and stood looking at me as I looked up at her. She placed a paper on my desk and I picked it up and read it.
“Great,” I said and looked up at her with a smile when I saw that she was cleared.
“Where’s yours?” she asked.
“I did not go to pick it up because you weren’t talking to me.”
“So what?”
“I just thought you were no longer interested,” I said.
“You would love that, wouldn’t you? Let’s go.”
“Um…”
“I’m going to Mr. Granger to tell him we have an appointment with a client. You have three minutes,” she said and walked away.
I watched as her silky straight hair blew behind her with each step, and I listened to the clicking of her heels as she briskly walked away. I had to fight hard to hide the smile because I was really excited that she was back, although she was still angry. I knew she would be happy again because she was taking me to get the results and I knew she would not be taking me back to the office if everything was clear.
I walked away from my desk and usually, no one cared where the hell I was going, but if Evie was walking with me then all eyes would be on us. Our relationship was the most unexpected of alliances in this company because we were so opposite in every way – on the surface. That caused them to be fooled. Evie and I shared a lot more in common than they realized, and because I appeared to be of a quiet nature, they had no idea about the raging storms that went on inside me. I prayed they would never get an opportunity to see how I could truly be. It was not my go-to personality, but it was somewhere in there and I wanted to keep it hidden, especially from Evie, because she would not back down from it and the clash would be catastrophic for our relationship. Friendship.
“Come,” Evie said and walked away from Mr. Granger’s office. Which meant she already got clearance for me.
The few people who saw us leaving must be feeling so sorry for me that Mr. Granger put us to work together, and that I must be so unhappy to be spending any time at all with Evie Solomon. If they could have seen my tongue in Evie’s mouth that night, they would have dropped dead right where they stood.
“Slow down,” I said as I hurried behind her. “I’m not liking your angry steps.”
“I’m in no mood for jokes, Rolan. I gave you my results and I have no idea why yours wasn’t in your purse waiting for me.”
“I told you why. I’m taking my car.”
“Get in,” she said, opening her car door.
“You’re still angry. I want to drive,” I said.
“Get inside the fucking…”
“Okay!” I said and got in. “Geez, what’s wrong with you?”
“You ruined everything. I would have been two weeks deep in our lesson but you had to ruin everything in order to get a fucking STD screening when I told you that I was clear.”
“But do you know if I’m clear?” I asked. “Don’t you have a responsibility to be sure?”
“If there was a bet for a million dollars in that office about who has an STD, you would be the last person anyone would pick.”
“STDs do not have a face. You can’t just look at someone and know, nor can you know by their behavior. A woman can be promiscuous and her promiscuousness lands her in the bed of people who have nothing to pass on to her, and a woman can be faithful, having only one partner her whole life but he or she gives it to her because she took their word. I was doing this to protect myself and also to protect you.”
Evie turned to me and the same anger from the night I stopped us from having sex was still there.
“Tell me something, Rolan. Of all the partners you’ve had, how many did you send to be screened?”
Shit!
“Um…none…”
“You fucking…!”
“Wait!” I gave out because she was about to start a fight right here in the parking lot and everything would be further ruined. “Hear me out. I get screened all the time, and I always protect myself. I have never been with a woman before so I don’t know what protection with her would be like. I just know that if we’re both clean then we can just make love without any concerns. If I had planned to get married to any of those men I had slept with in the past, I would have asked them to do it.”
“You do know that a condom can break, right?”
“Yes. Has it ever happened to you?” I asked.
“Yes.”
“And luckily, you’re fine. I know a condom alone is not a complete solution, but I really couldn’t just walk around and screen everyone I was going to sleep with. I don’t know my results, and if I end up with something, then I would just see it as an unfortunate occurrence but not because I was careless.”
“I know. I understand,” she said and sighed. “I was just afraid that you would go home and have time to think then you would change your mind about me.”
“Well, it has been a week and a half and I have not changed my mind,” I said and smiled. “So please stop trying to bite my head off.”
“Okay,” she said, but she spent a whole week moping so now the smile was taking a while to come to her lips.
Evie drove out and I still could not get a smile from her, but at least she wasn’t angry anymore. I found the directions for my doctor on my phone and we drove there in silence. I prayed that the results were good because Evie would kill me if she had to wait for me to be treated. We got to the office and I put her to sit in the waiting area while I went to the receptionist.
“Hi, Rachel,” I greeted the receptionist whom I saw maybe twice per year, but she had been there a long time and knew me.
“Hi, Rolan. Did you have an appointment?”
“No. I’m just here for the results from my last screening. I don’t need to see the doctor or anything. I just need a copy.”
“Sure,” she said. “Just wait here a minute.”
“Thank you,” I said then waited for her to get it. I turned to Evie and gave her a smile and my heart danced when she smiled back at me.
“I’m sorry, Rolan, but the doctor would like to see you. Can you just sit for a little while?”
“Is everything okay?” I asked.
“I’m not sure. She just wants to see you.”
I walked over to Evie and she seemed worried. I sat beside her and I was a little concerned as well. What was stopping her from just giving me a copy? Unless something was wrong.
“What’s the matter?” Evie asked.
“The doctor would like to see me,” I replied. “The receptionist would not give me my results.”
“Oh my God,” she said and held her head. “Who did you fuck?”
“What?”
“Who gave you an STD?”
“We don’t know what it is so stop…”
“My doctor never asked to see me. They gave me a copy of the results and I was on my way.”
“It’s strange. Maybe I have something,” I said, but I was not as worried about me as I was worried about Evie losing her mind because sex could be further delayed…or might not happen at all.
“Okay, fine. How long will the treatment take?”
“What treatment? Do you even know what I have?”
“Listen, we made a deal. You promised me spice and I’m getting it, so your little trick won’t work. I’ll wait out your treatment and…”
“Rolan,” Rachel called. “She’s ready for you.”
“I’m coming with you,” Evie said and got to her feet.
“Stay here,” I ordered.
“I want to be there for you,” she said. “Please.”
“Okay. Come on,” I said and took her hand.
I went into the doctor’s office and she was surprised to see that I had company.
“Hi, Dr. Allen. This is my girlfriend, Evie,” I said.
“Hi, Evie. Nice to meet you,” she said and shook her hand.
“Nice to meet you too.”
“I’m sorry, Rolan. I need to talk to you, but Evie cannot be in here,” she said.
“Oh my God,” Evie said and covered her face.
“I would like her to be here because I don’t want to go back and tell her what happened and she thinks that I’m hiding something.”
“She can’t be in here because this is not about you. It’s about your mother.”
“What?”
“What?” Evie asked and removed her hands from her face. “Rolan is fine?”
“What about my mother?”
“What about Rolan’s results?”
“Alright, ladies. Wait a second,” the doctor said then opened a file and removed my results. “You’re clear and there is nothing for us to do until your next physical.”
“Yes!” Evie gave out and hugged me, then she hugged the doctor. “Thank you,” she said and took the paper from Dr. Allen’s hand, but she took it back from Evie and handed it to me as she laughed.
“I believe this is yours, honey,” I said to Evie’s smiling face. “Go have fun and wait for me outside.”
“Okay,” she said and took the paper then left the room.
“What about my mother?”
“She was due a physical a year and a half ago. We kept calling, but she kept making appointments and canceling them.”
“What?” I asked in astonishment. “She told me she went about…six months ago.”
“She never came.”
“Is there something wrong with her?”
“Well, her cholesterol was elevated so Dr. Vincent advised her about a special diet…”
“She’s not on any special diet,” I said. “She’s eating whatever the hell she wants!”
“Her blood pressure was also at the pre-hypertensive stage and that was to be monitored as well.”
“So why didn’t you tell me this when I came the last time or the time before that?”
“Dr. Vincent came to me to talk to you. Remember I am not her primary care physician, but either of us can see her when she comes,” Dr. Allen said. “I checked her last physical and there is nothing alarming so don’t worry about it or be upset with her. We just need her to keep her appointments so that nothing gets out of control without us being aware of it.”
“I understand. I’ll get her here,” I said.
“Okay. Which day is good for her to come?”
“Any day and time.”
“I’ll have someone call her and call you as well.”
“Thank you so much.”
We said our goodbyes and I left her office, but I would put my mother’s situation on the back burner for now so that I could focus on the very excited woman I just introduced to Dr. Allen as my girlfriend. I would have to warn her not to say anything to my mother because this was not real. It was an experiment.
I came out and saw Evie sitting with the results in her hands as she examined them, but when she looked up and saw me, she put it into her bag and got to her feet with a wide smile on her face.
“Ready?” she asked.
“For what?”
“Get your ass in the car,” she said then grabbed my hand and basically dragged me out of the doctor’s office.
“Wait…you’re going to make me break my heels,” I said as I tried to keep up with her long rapid strides.
Evie opened the passenger door and I went in and sat then she hurried around to the driver’s side. She came in then grabbed my hair and took my lips. Oh yeah! We were back in business!
“Mmm,” I moaned into her mouth as my tongue wrapped around hers before taking her lips.
Evie undid the buttons on my shirt and my eyes flew open to see if someone was looking in at us, but there was no one at the moment. Evie pulled my bra aside then released my lips and took my breast into her mouth.
“Fuck!” I gave out and grabbed her hair. “Evie…oh fuck…”
It had been two years since the last time I had sex, but I still remembered enough to know that this level of pleasure was on a different scale. I was not sure if the gender mattered, but this was fucking insane!
Evie pulled away.
“We need to get to somewhere…”
“No…,” I replied and pulled her head back to my breast. She sucked it into her mouth and pleasure shot through me. “Fuck!”
I opened my eyes to see someone getting out of their car, so I pushed her away and started re-buttoning my shirt.
“Yup. We need a place,” Evie said and started the engine. “Find something while I drive.”
“Why don’t we find it first then we…oh shit I’m on fire. I need you,” I said and held my breasts then squeezed them.
Evie drove out with no idea where we were going, and clearly, it didn’t matter because three minutes into the drive we were parked in the bushes and Evie’s tongue was in my mouth. I held her shirt and ripped it open, buttons flying against the dashboard. She did not stop. Luckily, the clasp for her bra was in the front, so I unhooked it and took her breast into my mouth.
“Aah! Fuck!” she cried out as I ravaged her flesh like an animal. I felt her nipple burning my tongue and I could never have imagined that a woman’s breast could be this delicious. “Yes, baby…suck them…fuck!”
Evie flew the seat back and I climbed over her. I undid the waist of her pants and slipped my hand into her panties as I sucked her breast back into my mouth. I found Evie’s clit and I thought I was going to black out because my body shivered from the feel of her hot flesh against my fingers.
“Oh my God, Evie,” I said and took her lips. She moaned as I rubbed her clit. I remembered the nectar the last time my hand was in her panties, so I went lower. I found it there at the opening, so I slowly slipped my finger into the pool and kept going until I was inside her. “I’m going to die,” I said into her mouth.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck…aaah!” Evie cried out. “Fuck!”
I went deeper and she gasped. Her eyes flew open then they rolled to the back of her head as pleasure took her over. Evie started moving her hips, encouraging my fingers to fuck her, and that was what I did. I went up and down her walls and I could feel her muscles crushing my finger.
“Fuck…this feels so good,” I said and sucked her breast deep into my mouth. I was in an awkward position and I ignored the pain from it because nothing was going to make me stop.
“I’m going to cum, Rolan…yes, don’t…stop,” she said and she whimpered as she grimaced from her approaching orgasm. “I’m cumming…fuuuuuck!”
And there it was. Oh shit! I felt Evie cumming and my pussy contracted tightly and I started to tremble. My orgasm came out of nowhere and there was nothing I could do to stop it.
“Fuck!” I cried out and buried my face in her breast as my body shook.
This woman had not touched me and I was cumming harder than I ever did in my life. I could just imagine the fire she would set off in me the first time she would use her tongue.
I trembled and she trembled. I bucked and she bucked.
“Rolan…what the fuck…,” she started but she was panting and finding it difficult to continue. “…did you do?”
“I…I couldn’t…hold it,” I said as I breathed rapidly.
I slowly removed my finger from inside her pussy and I had no idea when her pants went down to her legs. I got off her and fell onto my seat then I flew it back so that I could rest for a while.
“I can’t believe you came,” Evie complained as she fixed the seat and pulled up her pants. “You ripped my shirt!”
“You didn’t know?”
“I knew but I was too horny to care,” she laughed. “What am I going to do about this?”
“We need to get out of the bushes before the cops come to check,” I said and she fastened her bra and reversed onto the street.
“I’m driving naked.”
“We should do that,” I said and we both laughed. “I like this look on you. It makes you look sexy.”
“You cheated me out of a turn with you. Find a hotel,” Evie said.
“We need to get you a shirt first. Let’s go to your house and…”
“Are you crazy? I can’t go home with my shirt ripped and you in the car,” she said with a horrific look on her face as if the world would have come to an end. “Why don’t you take me home and give me one of…”
“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” I said with my hands up. “My mother has not done a physical in two years and she has been lying about it. I need to know the condition of her heart before I take you to my house.”
“Luckily, this is just an experiment because they would die.”
“As soon as we spice up our sex life and revive it, we are going back on the dating scene.”
“And it will be different this time because we will help each other to decide who is best for us,” Evie said. “As long as you don’t fall in love with me and sabotage the process.”
“You wish,” I said. “First of all, you’re not my type.”
“What? Why not?”
“You did not speak to me for almost two weeks because I dare to tell you no.”
“See, now that I have had an orgasm and my mind is clear, I can see it for the madness it was,” she said. “Understand that I was sexually frustrated because we had a beautiful night together and we kissed…you’re so fucking hot, and…please forgive me.”
“I forgave you, Evie, but you’re still not my type.”
“I don’t need to be your type, but just know that you made me a promise and I’m holding you to it,” she said and I laughed because I knew what it was.
“I’m doing it for me more than I’m doing it for you.”
“So am I, baby,” she said and smiled at me. “Where are we going?”
“Maybe a store. You need to change your…”
Evie’s phone started to ring and the car display showed that it was Mr. Granger.
“Oh shit,” Evie said and answered the call. “Hello, Mr. Gr…”
“Drop whatever you’re doing and come to the office right now,” he demanded and my eyes went to her pink bra that was exposed between the opening of the white shirt that had no buttons.
“Sir, can I make a quick stop…?”
“Evie, get your ass here in ten minutes, and if you get here in five, I might not be as fucking mad!”
“Yes, sir,” Evie said and Mr. Granger disconnected the call.
Evie pulled over to the side of the road and I wondered what sort of trouble the prized employee could be in with her boss. I also wondered why she pulled over to the side of the busy road when we were about five minutes away from the office. She put the car in park and looked at me.
“Quickly, give me your shirt.”
“What?! No fucking way am I going to give you my shirt, and I’m certainly not getting naked at the side of the road with people walking by.”
“The shirt, please.”
“Fuck you!”


 




Chapter 7
I sat in the parking lot of the company, and I could not go inside. I was waiting for Evie to find out what the emergency was then come out so we could find a store or go home for a new top to wear. I held the front of the buttonless shirt close together as I waited and prayed that the security guard would not see me in the vehicle and come over to check. It wasn’t such a great idea to have ripped Evie’s shirt open, but I was caught up in the moment and spice was the theme. I got a little carried away. Still, I smiled to myself.
I wondered if everything was okay with Evie, but there was nothing they couldn’t work out with her because they could not afford to lose her. There were companies waiting to snatch her away from Eliham Realtors, and Mr. Granger himself told us of the threats. He would find a way to sort this out, so I was not worried.
But then I saw Evie running toward me. She jumped into the car, drove out of the spot, then turned the car around.
“What’s going…”
“Here,” she said and quickly took off my top, so I did the same and we switched. “You need to go to Mr. Granger. He wants you. Go!”
I did not have time to find out what it was, so I ran toward the main door and entered the building. I went to the elevator then came out on my floor and hurried to Mr. Granger’s office.
“Rolan…,” he started and there were two other people in the room, including the CEO, Mr. Phillips. “Why are you and Evie wearing the same clothes?”
“Is it?” I asked and looked down. “I came to work this morning like this.”
“Yes, and Evie had on a white shirt.”
“Maybe she had one like this and…”
“So you didn’t notice that you both had on the same shirt? Where is she? I need…”
“Mr. Granger,” I said because he was onto us. “It sounded as if there is an emergency that is more important than the clothes we’re wearing.”
“There is. We are under investigation by the fucking FBI, but that is something to do with Evie. And by the time we got that news…”
“Wait. What FBI investigation? And how is Evie a part of it?” I asked because I was genuinely concerned.
“I cannot discuss that with you. What I can discuss is the Sliver Avenue apartment. Did you check the documents on that house?”
“You mean the ownership?”
“Yes.”
“Why would I do that when you have a department designated to handle that part of the business?” I asked.
“I’m not blaming you, Rolan, so you don’t need to get so defensive,” Mr. Granger said. “Pull the plug on it. It’s stolen property.”
“What?”
“Fake documents. Which house are you working on now?”
“Sullivan.”
“Okay. Deal with that and help Evie with her projects since she was kind enough to help you with yours,” he said, and I wanted to ask him at what point did Evie help me. She was supposed to help with the Sliver Avenue apartment, but now that project was stopped. Anyway, I didn’t want him to assign someone else to her because we had a lot of unfinished personal business to take care of.
“Yes, sir.”
“Where are you going now?” he asked.
“I have a lunch meeting with a potential client, and then some other things after. I’ll be in early tomorrow,” I said.
“Okay. See you tomorrow.”
I turned around and hurried back to the elevator. The other two men allowed Mr. Granger to do all the talking and they did not say a word to me. I was now hurrying toward Evie because I needed to know what the FBI wanted with her. I opened the door and got in, but she didn’t look perturbed.
“What’s this thing about an FBI investigation?” I asked.
“I sold a house and remains were found.”
“What?!”
“If you can believe that. So now the company is a part of the investigation and I would be asked to give a statement. Mr. Granger wanted to know if I found anything suspicious when I checked it, but I saw nothing.”
“So whose remains was it?”
“I have no idea, but the investigation started out-of-state and ended up here,” she said.
“But you’ll be fine, right?”
“I should be. I didn’t kill anybody. It seems as if the remains were there for many years. The house had three previous owners, so they will be able to track them down.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Granger asked about my top.”
“That son of a bitch! He asked me too. I didn’t know the guy takes note of what we wear to work,” Evie said and put the car in drive. “Let’s get out of here. What did he want with you?”
“The Sliver Avenue townhouse was stolen.”
“What the fuck?”
“Yup. Fake documents.”
“So what does that have to do with you?”
“That’s what I asked him. He has a department for that. Anyway, he was just telling me that that project was off and that I should help you with the ones you have,” I said with a smile.
“Yes! Oh, we will be fucking on the job until we break!”
“We need results. You already set the record so high that if things start to slow down, you will draw attention to yourself…and me.”
“Don’t worry about it. I know how to do both jobs well,” she said and smiled at me, and I became so caught up in our conversation that I did not realize we were driving up to a hotel.
“Really?” I asked and looked at her with a wide smile. “I like the way you think.”
“It’s what I do, baby.”
“But how are we going in with your top ripped open?” I asked and she turned off the engine. “They would just think that we’re here to have sex, and would they be wrong? Listen, enough people have seen us naked for today. You let me take off my shirt at the side of the road with people walking by.”
“And you didn’t die. Come on,” she said and opened the door. I picked up my purse and got out of the car. “Aren’t you going to close your shirt?”
“No, then it would look suspicious. I think I should leave it open with my bra showing and that way it looks like a style. If I hold it together, then it would look suspicious.”
“I can clearly see that’s a bra.”
“Some people dress like this,” she said and held my hand then walked with me toward the hotel. “Fuck…”
Evie turned around with me and I followed her brisk steps back to the car without saying anything because I could take a hint. She saw someone she knew. She did not speak until we were driving out onto the street and I could still see the pink bra that covered her perfect breasts.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“I cannot believe this! That is Mr. Phillips’s wife! What the fuck is she doing there?”
“Maybe she’s cheating on him.”
“Not everyone who goes to a hotel is there to have sex,” she pointed out. “I have to move out of my mother’s house. I’m a grown woman and I have to be fucking in the woods.”
“I can’t believe my first time with you wasn’t in a candle-lit room with champagne and caviar.”
“That’s not spicy. Sex in the woods is spicy,” she said and turned into a driveway. I looked around as she parked her car and wondered where the hell we were.
“What’s this?” I asked. She got her purse and looked through the bunches of keys and took out the one for where we were. “What are you doing?”
“I need to check on this house.”
“How about we go to a store and buy you a blouse?” I asked.
“We can do that after. Come on.”
I got out of the car and walked beside Evie as the wind whipped her shirt behind her, revealing beautiful breasts clad in a pink bra and her skin was begging for me to taste it.
“You don’t look professional,” I said to her as she entered the key into the door and opened it.
She locked the door behind us then she looked into the kitchen before holding my hand and heading up the stairs with me. She opened the door to the master bedroom and looked in, then she closed it and opened the one across the hallway. Evie released my hand and went into the bathroom then I heard the shower running.
“What the…?”
I walked in and saw Evie without her shirt and she was pulling her bra off.
“Get undressed,” she said and started removing her pants.
“Are you insane? I’m not going to shower in someone’s house…”
“It’s no one’s house. It’s not sold as yet.”
“But the company is responsible for it. You can’t do this, Evie,” I said and looked on in shock as she took a hotel-size gel from her purse and got into the shower.
“Is this something you do all the time?”
“I’ve never done it before.”
“Then what are you doing with shower gel in your bag?”
“Because I have everything in there. You never know,” she said and there was something mysterious about this woman. “Get in.”
“No, I’m not doing that.”
“It’s okay. I’ll eat you just the same,” she said and the foam all over her body was so appealing. I wanted to lather her body with it and feel my hands slipping over her curves.
“Fuck!” I gave out and started getting undressed.
“See? Some of your spices are hidden, and I just need to pull them out.”
“You’re so bad for me,” I said and stepped into the shower.
Evie held me and took my lips and I pressed my body against her, and they slipped over each other. I was in heaven. I could not stop my hands from taking her breasts and massaging the foam into them. I shuddered with passion.
“Baby…oh fuck,” I whispered and her soapy hands roamed all over my body. Evie held my nipples and rolled them as her fingers slipped over the hardened nubs. “Evie…”
She squeezed more gel into her hands and one caressed my ass cheeks while the other went between my legs.
“You are in so much trouble,” Evie said. “I’m going to fuck you so good…”
“Aaah!” I cried out when her fingers washed over my pussy. “Oh my God…”
She washed between my folds then she brought me under the water and washed the foam from our bodies. I took her lips with one hand around her waist and the other holding her breast. I was aching and I needed Evie’s tongue more than anything, so I pushed her down to her knees, lifted one leg, and placed it on the glass.
“You look beautiful. Let me taste you,” she said and brought her mouth to my pussy. This would be a first-time experience for me and I was shaking in anticipation of something extraordinary. I was right.
“Fuuuuuuck!” I cried out and grimaced tightly. “Oh fuck…shit!”
“Mmm!” Evie moaned as she devoured my flesh. Her tongue licked over my clit and I could not breathe. “Mmm…fuck…”
I held onto the shower glass as my legs started to shake because Evie’s tongue was unleashing its wrath all over my pussy – from my clit to my nectar-filled entrance. I brought my foot down for support and Evie turned me around and bent me over then she got back on her knees and ate me from behind.
“Evie…no! Fuuuuck!”
Never in my life had I felt anything like this and I was gasping for air as my brain struggled to cope with the pleasure. Evie pushed my ass back and she was wiping her tongue up and down my pussy, causing such unbearable pleasure that I started to cry.
“Evie…,” I cried as I felt her tongue licking up, down, and around. Then it went in. “Aaah! Fuck…I’m cumming…”
I stopped breathing and my body started shaking. I was being electrocuted so hard that I slipped down the shower glass and onto the floor. Evie took my lips and held me and I trembled in her arms, then I started to convulse. She held me as the water beat down on us, but it did nothing to dissipate the impact of my most powerful orgasm to date. I pulled my lips away from her so that I could get well-needed air into my lungs, and I took deep breaths in. Finally, I was almost functional again.
I looked at Evie who had the same proud look and bright smile whenever she sold a house, and I knew she was proud of her work. She deserved to celebrate because she fucked the shit out of me.
“What the fuck was that?” I asked.
“What did we say? The spice was missing? How could we ever get bored with each other?”
“Not possible,” I replied. “I think we’re going to cheat.”
“What?”
“When we find our partners and get married. If they are not willing to do these little spontaneous things to keep our sexual relationships exciting, then I’m going to turn to you.”
“Well, it would be their fault. If we don’t help each other out, then it would be the end of our marriages,” she said.
“So we’ll keep our sexual relationship a secret, right?”
“Definitely. We wouldn’t want anyone to suspect us because it would turn the spotlight on us even when we have our husbands.”
“I agree,” I said and got to my feet.
Evie and I rinsed the soap from our bodies, but now we were standing and dripping wet in the shower because we did not have any towels to dry ourselves.
“This is not good.”
“What are we going to do?” I asked as I squeezed the water from my hair.
“See what happens when sex takes over your brain? I never thought this far,” she said and I laughed. “Hold on. I’m going downstairs.”
“Naked and wet?”
“Yes. We’re alone in the house. I think I saw a roll of paper towels in the kitchen. I’ll be right back,” Evie said and stepped out of the shower dripping wet.
She carefully ran out of the bathroom and I admired her naked body as she moved. No one fucked better than she did, and I already knew that there would be problems in our marriages, whether or not our husbands brought the spice. I could not see a situation where we could look at each other and not want to make love. Our situation would make an open marriage ideal, so we could have sex with our husbands’ blessing. Our mothers would die. That was not an option, but I would be open to it in order to keep Evie in my life while having a family with my husband.
“Bingo!” Evie returned with a roll of paper towels.
She rolled off a huge wad then she came and dried my body and got out as much as she could from my hair. As she worked, I looked at her with a warm feeling inside to see her taking care of me before herself. When we spoke that first day, she struck me as the type who would dry herself first and then roll off a piece and give it to me to do the job. Evie was evolving, or maybe I just had a wrong perception of her.
I picked up my pants and Evie looked at me.
“What are you doing?” she asked.
“We’re not done?” I asked.
“You had an orgasm and that’s it?”
“I thought we needed to get the hell out of here, and besides, you had an orgasm in the car earlier.”
“Nice try,” she said then went up on the counter and opened wide. “I need that tongue.”
“Oh shit,” I said and went to her, licking my lips.
I looked at her beautiful folds and brought my fingers to her clit. The moment it made contact she jumped and lay against the mirror. I lowered my mouth to her pussy, and I slowly licked up and down then around her clit with feather-like brushes, but she kept moving away. I held her legs and pulled her back to the edge of the counter and continued my slow torture. I could see the tight grimace on her face as pleasure took control of her, but this was just the beginning. I had no idea that eating a woman’s pussy could take me so high, and I knew that in a minute I would be ravaging her and sucking every drop of pleasure I could from her hot, wet flesh.
“Ro, baby…please…,” she begged, but I was not sure what she was asking for. However, it had to do with what was happening between her legs.
Evie held her breasts and squeezed them as she looked down at me eating her. Enough with the gentleness. Without warning, I sucked her entire pussy into my mouth and the delicate flesh took me so high that I swore I blacked out for a moment. I was an animal between her legs, and my lips went up and down between her folds, coating them with her nectar. It was my tongue’s turn and it was as if I could not get enough on the outside of her, so I sank my tongue deep inside. My moan was loud and her screams were louder. Evie was losing her mind and so was I – a dangerous combination.
“Rolan…Ro…fuck,” she said as she hyperventilated because her orgasm was right there. “It’s…I’m cumming…”
It was something out of this world to feel Evie pulsating in my mouth as she came, but it didn’t last long before she started convulsing on the counter. I held her as she had done with me and her body rocked in my arms before it finally started to subside. I was hugging her, so I could not see her face, however, I could see mine in the mirror. I smiled, and for the first time, I knew what it felt like to achieve something so wonderful and it makes you feel so good that you have to celebrate. That was what Evie did a lot at the office, but I could not understand it. I ate Evie to an orgasm and I was proud of myself because I had no lesbian experience before her. I was happy with myself.
Evie held me away from her and looked into my eyes. She was not smiling. She kept brushing my hair back and caressing my face as she looked it over without saying a word. I wondered what was going through her mind because she could be a little difficult to read whenever she was not angry or happy. The in-between was a dangerous place because one never knew which way she would go.
“I don’t want a man,” she said and I choked on my tongue before I could speak.
“What?”
“I don’t want a man,” she repeated. “I want you.”


 




Chapter 8
I stood there looking at Evie because I was wondering if she had lost her mind. We had a discussion and we agreed that we would spice up each other’s sex life then move on to our partners. We would probably get a little spice from each other every now and then, but that was not set in stone because cheating was not really my thing. I was not sure where this was coming from at the moment but she was still reeling from her orgasm and might not be thinking clearly, so I would be gentle with her and give her a chance for her brain to settle.
“Evie, honey, I know you did not mean what you just said…”
“Why not? Why wouldn’t I mean it?” she asked.
“Because we had an agreement before we started and that this was just about adding a little spice to our sex life and then we would be better prepared for the next man who enters our lives.”
“But why do that if we have all that we need right here?”
“Because we cannot go to our mothers about our relationship, and we were thinking of husbands and children, right?”
“Yes,” she said and got off the counter.
She picked up her clothes and started to get dressed while I used the rest of the paper towel to mop up the water on the floor. When we were done, I held Evie by her shoulders and turned her to face me.
“Are you okay, baby?” I asked.
“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m sorry. I lost sight of the plan for a second, but I’m okay now. We’re just having fun until we start dating again.”
“Exactly,” I smiled at her. “We need to eat…and you can’t go like that.”
“Fuck,” she said and sighed. “I’ll have to take you home with me.”
“No. Take me to the office to get my car then we’ll both go home and get dressed. I’ll meet you at the restaurant.”
“That would be a good plan except we cannot go back to the office looking like this. Look at our hair. How did both of them get wet at the same time?”
“That’s the same question your mother would ask when she sees us. I have a better plan,” I said.
“What is it?”
“I’ll go into a store and buy a top for you, then we can go and have a late lunch or early dinner,” I said.
“That’s a better plan. Let’s go,” she said and we exited the bathroom, but just before we got to the stairs I grabbed her hand and slammed her against the wall.
“Mmm,” she moaned into my mouth when I took her lips.
I held her breast and squeezed the erotic mounds. There was an insatiable desire for Evie and I wished that I had a place of my own to spend the whole afternoon and night with her. I released her lips and pulled her bra aside and took her breast into my mouth. Evie’s moans filled the hallway and mine was stuck somewhere inside me because my brain did not know what to react to first – the overpowering desire between my legs or the mind-blowing feeling of her breast on my tongue.
I went back to her lips and she grabbed my long wet hair and wrapped it around her hand, pulled my head back and sucked on my neck.
“Fuck! Evie…oh God….”
I did not care when she held my top and ripped it down the middle then pulled my bra below my breasts and sucked them rapidly – from one to the other. Evie pulled the top and bra off me then she undid my pants and pulled them down, but impatiently she brought her hand to my pussy instead of taking the pants off. She was excited and all over the place because now she was taking her clothes off. I removed my pants and now we were both naked and rubbing our bodies against each other.
Evie’s hand went between my legs again, and this time her fingers searched for my opening. She entered one finger, then another.
“Oh my God…fuck!” I cried out. “Why are you doing this to me?”
She responded by taking my lips as her finger fucked inside me. An intensely sweet sensation was locked into the walls of my pussy and I was losing my mind. Evie removed her fingers and brought them to her mouth and she licked them clean as she looked into my eyes.
“Taste it,” she said and took my lips. I shuddered as her nectar-covered lips kissed mine in the most erotic kiss I had ever experienced.
“Mmm! Fuck!” I cried out in her mouth.
Somehow we ended up on the floor with our lips still attached, but when Evie broke away, I could never have imagined what she was going to do next. Evie held up my leg and brought her pussy to mine. My eyes opened wide and I tried to pull away but I didn’t really want to. I was just sure that both of us touching like this would cause some serious damage to my mind and body.
“It’s okay, baby,” she said. “We need to cum at the same time or this day will never end.”
“Um…I think we should…fuuuuuuuck!” I cried out when Evie pressed her pussy against mine and started moving her hips with rapid movements. She fucked me hard and we started at the end of the hallway and now we were in the middle. “Evie!”
“If you think for a second…that…oh fuck,” she said and her eyes rolled to the back of her head. “If you think…oh my God, I’m gonna cum…”
“Evie…aah! Fuck!”
I was now pressed against the hallway wall and there was no escape. Evie ground her pussy hard against mine, our clits crushing each other and sending pleasure waves throughout my body. My orgasm was right there, and Evie could not finish what she was trying to say. In unison, we both cried out as our orgasms collided, causing us to jolt from the impact of it. We were not okay. Evie fell on top of me and I was convulsing dangerously. I didn’t want to hurt her, but I had no control over my body. I was flung and tossed about, then finally, I was able to check on Evie who was just lying on her side in a ball as her body tried to calm down. I could still see twitches which told me she was not quite there.
I brought her into my arms and held her as I listened to our heartbeats that were so loud in the quiet empty house. Oh, how Mr. Granger would lose his mind if he were to see us lying naked in our client’s house. As much as Evie was the star of the company, nothing could stop him from firing us both. Usually, the owners handed over the keys and left the properties in our care, therefore, I was sure that we were safe. It was just the wrongness of it that I was having a problem with, but that would have to be brushed aside because I would take any fall that resulted from what I just experienced.
Evie was absolutely amazing and I could never see myself getting bored with her. I had sexual experiences that were great in the beginning and faded over time, especially if there was nothing new to it or my partner was not willing to go along with something adventurous, but I had never felt anything like this. The degree to which this experiment had taken off told me that there was enough to keep us for a lifetime, and that was what I wanted in a man. If he was not able to take me close to what I just experienced…
“If a man cannot take me close to what I just experienced, he would have to go,” Evie said and I pushed her from my arms. “What’s your problem?” she laughed.
“You just finished my thought!” I gave out. “I was just fucking thinking that!”
“Ro, remember that people think the same things all the time. It doesn’t just happen to us. Come back here. I like lying in your arms,” she said and put me back to lie on the hard surface.
“We’re going to have a problem,” I said, then I remembered that she was trying to say something to me before she had an orgasm. “What were you saying to me before? ‘If you think for a second…’, that’s what you said.”
“It’s okay, baby. It was just sex talk.”
“I still want to hear it,” I said and she went up on her elbow and looked at me then she brushed my hair from my face and smiled beautifully. “Your eyes are beautiful – so blue and penetrating.”
“Thank you,” I said and smiled. “And you were saying before you came?”
“If you think for a second that I am ever going to leave a pussy this good…”
“What?” I laughed.
“I told you it was sex talk,” Evie giggled. “I’m starving, baby, and we need to get your car. Can it stay at the office tonight? I could call Daniel and let him know that you’re leaving it there until tomorrow.”
“Why would you call to tell him that my car would be there until tomorrow?”
“Oh, you should do it.”
“Yes, I should,” I said and we got to our feet. “You’re fucking kidding me!”
“What?”
“You ripped my top!”
“And what did you ask when I said those same words after you ripped my buttons off?” she asked.
“You didn’t know?”
“Exactly.”
“Fuck. Now we both have to go outside with torn blouses. Who’s going in the store to get the tops.”
“Neither of us. I’ll have to take you home with me,” she said and hung her head.
We got dressed and we looked so ridiculous walking with our bras showing. It was even worse for me because my top had spandex so most of it was toward my back. Evie’s was cotton so she could bring the sides together, but she left it open.
“Baby, you’re the best fuck I’m ever had,” Evie said as we hurried to the car.
“I feel like a one-night stand,” I said and she laughed.
“You’ll wish you were. I don’t see an end to this,” she said and got into the car. I joined her and she continued. “I’m sensing there will be a problem with finding the right man. I have been with more than my share of them and none has ever come close to what I just felt.”
“You’ve been with a woman before,” I reminded her.
“Yes, I have, but we were being shared so it’s not the same. I had you all to myself and my entire brain was focused on you and how you were making me feel. I’m telling you, we’re in trouble.”
“We can’t start dating until we get control of this desire for each other. It will tone down in a little while and then we can discuss bringing other people in.”
“You are so intelligent. Who would have known that the quiet little mouse in the corner was hands-down the spiciest human being in the building?” she asked.
“You should know because you slept with all of them,” I said and she burst into laughter.
“My sex drive was dead,” she said as she maneuvered her Mercedes toward the dreaded destination. “You revived me, and now you’ll have to pay the price.”
“Where did you learn to do that?”
“What?”
“That thing with both of us touching,” I replied.
“Don’t you watch porn?”
“No,” I replied.
“Well, you don’t need to do that now. I have all the information we need right here,” she said pointing to her head.
“I love you…”
The horns blared as Evie turned the car off the road.
“What did you say?” she asked with her eyes wide open.
“You are so dramatic! You were going to kill us both over a little ‘I love you’?”
“Little!”
“Calm down and don’t think so much of yourself. I didn’t mean I’m in love with you. I mean I love the way you are…that you have so much to bring to the table,” I said and she kept looking at me. “You had all the porn moves in your head and I love that you do. Get over yourself.”
Evie slowly brought the car back onto the road as I held my blouse together, and if things could not get any worse, the cops pulled us over.
“Fuck,” Evie said and stopped, then she removed her license and registration before she was even asked. By the time the cops got to the window, they were already in her hand.
“Close your shirt,” I said and she grabbed it.
Evie rolled down the window.
“Good day, sir,” she greeted with a smile and the cop at Evie’s window looked at us holding our blouses.
“License and registration, please,” he said and Evie handed them to him. “Give me a second.”
“Sure,” Evie said and he walked away while the other cop was standing and looking at us through the windscreen.
I was so embarrassed because we were both just sitting there holding our tops like idiots and most of my skin was bare. The cop who left with Evie’s documents returned and looked in at us.
“Is everything okay in here?” he asked and looked at me.
“Yes. Everything is fine,” I replied then he looked back at Evie.
“Are you aware that you cut across two lanes of traffic without an indicator which is dangerous for you and the other motorists?”
“Yes, sir.”
“And do you understand that I will have to give you a ticket?” he asked.
“Yes, sir.”
“What happened to both of you? What’s going on with your clothes?”
“My girlfriend and I were having sex and we got a little carried away. I’m heading home for us to change but my mother is against lesbian relationships and I can’t let her see us like this, but we can’t stay like this forever,” Evie explained.
“And what about your house?” he asked me.
“It’s the same…,” I said and paused when I saw Evie crying. “Honey,” I said and held my blouse with one hand then pulled hers from her face. “It’s okay, baby.”
“So what was the reason you switched lanes so suddenly?” he asked Evie.
“She told me she loved me and I didn’t want that because I can’t take her into my life and there is no place in hers for me,” she cried.
“I’m sorry,” he said and looked at us with sympathy. “I’m going to just give you a warning but be careful next time, okay?”
“Okay, thank you,” Evie said.
“Are you okay to drive?” he asked her.
“Yes, sir. I can,” Evie said respectfully.
“Hold on a second,” he said and walked away, then he returned with a shopping bag. “I bought these for my wife and you’re around the same size.”
“Oh my God…”
“Really? Thank you so much,” I said.
“No problem. Just don’t tell her,” he said and we laughed.
“May I have your name?” Evie asked.
“Officer Roberts,” he replied.
“Thank you so much, Officer Roberts. Here’s my card,” Evie said and took it from the console. “I know you’re a cop and your job is to help us, but if you ever need anything, please give me a call.”
“It’s good to have. Thank you. Drive carefully now and I hope everything works out in the end with your parents.”
“I hope so too. Thank you,” Evie said and the cop tapped the car for her to go.
Evie put on her indicator this time and drove off then she turned into the first parking lot she could find. We opened the bag and saw two beautiful blouses wrapped in tissue paper and we each took one.
“Oh my God…look at us!” I said.
“They’re beautiful,” Evie said. “Officer Roberts, you’re fucking awesome!” she gave out. “We don’t have to go home and face my mother. Let’s go to lunch,” she said and started looking around.
“I was so heartbroken to see you crying,” I said and held her hand as I looked at her sympathetically.
“Those tears got me out of a ticket. I can afford to pay the ticket but I do not want the points off my license for dangerous driving,” she said.
“That was fake?!”
“Yes, Rolan.”
“So you’re a liar?”
“I’m not a liar. I did not lie to him. Everything was the truth, except I spiced it up a bit,” she said and searched her phone for the nearest restaurant. “We’re hungry and we’re about to fight.”
“I can’t believe you were faking. I felt so bad for you and I just wanted to hold you…,” I said and tears came to my eyes.
“Oh shit,” she said and sighed. “Are you falling in love with me?”
“Fuck you,” I said and we continued in silence until we were parked in front of an Italian restaurant.
Evie turned to look at me, but I kept my eyes ahead.
“Come on, baby. Let’s go eat before you really start hating me.”
“Too late,” I said and opened the car door.
Evie took my hand and I wanted to pull it away, but she had warned me about the dangers of being hungry so I decided to let it be. We walked into the restaurant and were shown to a table. We went straight for the menu and started searching for the first thing that looked a little enjoyable.
“What are you getting?” Evie asked.
“Anything with chicken. That’s the safest, because I don’t have time to go through the entire menu,” I replied.
“Are we getting appetizers?” she asked.
“Yes. You decide and make it quick.”
“Alright, alright.”
The waiter came with a basket of garlic bread and filled our glasses with water. We immediately broke off a piece before we placed our orders, and at the rate at which we were going, we won’t have room for our meals.
“Baby, you have to stop,” Evie said. “The appetizers are coming.”
“Then why are you still eating?”
“I’m going to stop right now,” she said as she chewed. “Can you believe the cops gave us these blouses? They’re beautiful.”
“Why are your lashes so long? Are you using a serum?”
“No. Why are your eyes so blue? Do you have contacts in?” she asked.
“No,” I replied and chuckled, then I looked at her for a while. “I want you,” I said and got to my feet. “Meet me in the bathroom.”
I walked to the waiter and told him that we were going to wash our hands and freshen up so he should hold off on the appetizers. I saw Evie heading to the bathroom ahead of me and I hurried toward her, eager to make her cum again. I was happy that when I entered there was no one else inside but Evie, and I pushed her into the stall then entered and locked the door. I took her lips and she moaned, so I broke our kiss and whispered in her ear.
“Shh, baby.”
I slipped my hand into her pants and took her lips again, but I needed greater access, so I opened the hook and pulled down the zipper. Evie put one of her feet on the bowl and my hand went into her pants and straight to her pussy, working my way to her entrance then slipping my finger deep inside her. Evie broke away from my lips and opened her mouth wide so she could get enough air. She gasped then buried her face in my neck while my finger was deep inside her, and I vigorously fucked her.
Someone came in and I continued to work against her walls but I had to fight hard not to make any sounds. I felt her muscle hold on tightly to my finger and I entered another as she bit into my shoulder. Her mouth opened to get air and my thumb rubbed her clit as my fingers fucked her, and while the person was washing her hands, Evie was trembling in my arms from a powerful orgasm. I smiled as she came and it was definitely the highlight of our lovemaking. It was such a satisfying feeling to bring her to the ultimate heights of sexual pleasure, even if she went there alone.
Evie opened her eyes and looked at me with a smile then I removed my fingers from her pussy and we both examine her release. She fixed her pants and I opened the door and looked out to make sure we were alone. We both went to the sink to wash our hands with a smile on our faces, then Evie glanced at me as someone walked in. We dried our hands and exited.
“Which man will ever be able to fit your shoes, Ro?” Evie asked softly as we made our way to our table.
“We are so fucked.”


 




Chapter 9
I just got back from a viewing and I was exhausted. Evie was in one of the private offices with a client who was there to sign some documents, and I wanted to have lunch with her, but everyone was looking at us a little suspiciously. They had to, because we seemed to be always working together without any objection from me. Although I didn’t talk much at the office, there would have been some verbal or visible resistance, however, I happily ran out with her whenever she came to get me. My fellow coworkers believed that we were always working, but they had no idea that we were fucking from hotel to hotel, property to property, restaurant to restaurant, and from her car to my car.
Evie loved spending time with me and our talk of finding that right man had become less because we were so caught up in all the fun we were having together, but a family with a man who knew how to keep us sexually entertained was still the goal. We were setting the bar so high that it would be difficult to find someone to fit the mold we had made, and I was sure that anything less than what we were experiencing with each other would send us right back into boredom. We needed to tone things down a bit because we were making the dream almost impossible.
I picked up my phone and called Evie.
“Hi, babe,” she greeted.
“Hey, are you still in the meeting?” I asked.
“Yes. Just finalizing some stuff with the verification team and I’m with a representative from one of our affiliate banks, but I’ll be done in about…um…fifteen minutes.”
“I’m taking you out for lunch because we need to talk.”
“Can that be tomorrow?” she asked and I did not answer. “I already have plans for you today, so wrap things up because I’m coming to get you in fifteen minutes.”
“Um…okay,” I said.
“Great. See you soon,” she said and disconnected the call.
As usual, I started to get excited whenever she said she had plans for me. I looked around at the others who had no idea that Evie and I were lovers and it felt exciting to have this little secret. They knew something strange was happening because Evie was no longer the same person. Something else had caught her attention. She no longer boasts about a sale, and it was only when Mr. Granger made the announcement to the team and patted her on the back that the others knew of her achievements. That was not the case before. Additionally, she hardly interacted with them because after finding out that they were not really fond of her, she only spoke with them about something pertaining to the job. She had been refusing all of their invitations because she wanted to spend all of her free time with me.
Fifteen minutes later when Evie’s heels clicked into the department, all eyes went to her and they followed her until she got to my desk, then they followed us as we left.
“Oh boy,” Evie said as we got to the elevator. “They’re onto us.”
“Really? I don’t think so. They couldn’t even imagine something like that happening between us.”
“Well, they at least think we’re best friends and that in itself is weird,” she said and chuckled.
“Yup. Where are we going?”
“You should not waste precious time asking questions like that. Your time would be better spent being absolutely afraid.”
“What?”
“Oh, the spice I have in store for you, my darling, is going to make you wish you had never called me obnoxious that first day. If you had just been polite, we would have gone our separate ways,” she said to me and smiled then we exited the elevator.
“Wait…wait…what?” I asked as I hurried beside her. “What are you going to do?”
“Blow your mind.”
“No, wait,” I said as we walked toward her car. “Baby, I actually wanted to talk to you about that.”
“This is not a talking trip,” she told me as she put her leather folder in the back of the car then opened the driver’s door and got in. “Come in, sweetie.”
I stood outside and looked from her car to the building in front of me. Should I run inside, or should I follow Evie to whatever the hell she was up to? My brain and my body were in conflict and only one could win. I got into the car.
“Baby, I need us to have a serious conversation,” I said.
“Okay. We’re making a stop at a client’s house first, so you can go ahead and talk.”
“Thank you,” I said and cleared my throat. “So our goal was to add a little spice to our sex life and kick it back into action. We have accomplished that…”
“From the very start,” she smiled.
“Yes, and now we are still at it…”
“And you’re disappointed?”
“No, I’m too excited, but I think we’re setting the bar a little too high for when our husbands enter our lives. If we don’t tone things down then we are going to get bored with them,” I said.
“True, but we have each other to kick things back into motion.”
“We are not getting married and cheating on our husbands. Whatever we’re doing has to end once our relationships become serious.”
“Hm,” she said and seemed to be thinking. “I get what you’re saying, Ro. If we don’t temper things with us, then we’re going to find ourselves back at square one. These men will not be able to keep our interests, so we’re going to end up in a boring marriage for the rest of our lives. I don’t want that. I’m telling you right now that I will walk away.”
“Me too, so we have to make sure we’re not doing more harm than good with this little experiment.”
“You are absolutely right. We need to calm things down a bit,” she said. “Starting tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow?”
“I already have things in place for today, so tomorrow we’ll revisit this conversation,” she said and turned into a driveway.
“Haven’t we been here before?” I asked then immediately remembered. “Oh yeah, the place where we showered and had to dry our bodies with paper towels.”
“How about the place where you ate me for the first time?” she asked with a smile.
“Haven’t had a buyer yet? You’re falling off your game, Miss Solomon,” I joked.
“Actually, I have a buyer and I’m just a signature away from closing the deal.”
“You’re good.”
“So I’ve been told,” she winked then got out of the car.
She removed the folder and her purse from the back seat then we walked to the front door and opened it. We entered the kitchen and she put stuff on the counter. I put my bag beside hers. Evie looked around then took my hand and led me up the stairs.
“What are you still looking for? Don’t you know the place like the back of your hand?” I asked.
“I need a final look before the final signature,” she said then opened the master bedroom.
We entered and she closed the door. There was a bed that was never there before. I was shocked when Evie started taking off her clothes.
“What are you doing?” I asked. “Are you seriously going to fuck in the client’s house again?”
“A signature is missing, so it’s not technically theirs at the moment,” she said and pulled off her pants.
Evie was standing naked in front of me.
“Well, I’m not taking off my clothes…”
“I would like to remind you what happened the last time we were here. We both left this house without a complete top,” she said then came over to me.
“I don’t think we should do this here when…I mean, I don’t have a good reason because we do this sort of thing all the time, but now I think we need to slow things down.”
“And I said we would talk about that tomorrow.”
“Stop,” I said when she tried to take my top off.
“So, that’s it. We’re over?” she asked.
“No! Of course not,” I replied quickly.
“Okay, tell me what you want and we’ll do that,” Evie said. “I’ll get dressed and we leave if that’s what you want.”
“Yes, Evie. I want you to get dressed and I want us to talk about where to go from here,” I said and she touched my face and smiled.
“Okay, baby,” she said. “It’s okay. Whatever you want. We knew what this was about, so forgive me for not seeing that line at the moment.”
“It’s getting really crazy, Evie,” I said and held her hands. “I’m wanting you all the time and thinking about what you’re doing and when I’m going to see you. I’m obsessed with our lovemaking and I love just seeing you and being in your company.”
“Me too, baby,” she said and smiled. “I’ll get dressed and we’ll talk and tone things down a bit.”
I looked down at her breasts and licked my lips. My hand went up to one and I wrapped my fingers around it. Evie was so hard to resist, and although I wanted us to take a step back, it was difficult to hold that position when she was standing naked in front of me and I was so attracted to her.
“Fuck…,” I said and brought my other hand to her other breast. “I can’t think straight when you’re…fuck,” I said and sucked her nipple into my mouth then flicked my tongue over it.
“Oh shit…I thought…you wanted to…wait,” she said as she fought the pleasure.
“I want you,” I said and took her lips.
I could not get enough of this woman and my obsession with her body and everything about her was insane. We needed a plan, but now was not the moment. As I sucked on Evie’s tongue, she started to go forward and I went back until I was against the wall. She held one of my hands above my head and sucked on my neck, and before I realized what was happening, Evie reached across and my hand was locked in chains.
“What the fuck?” I asked as my mind was still trying to figure out what was happening, and while I was working on that, she held my other hand and locked it in. “Evie, what are you doing?” I asked with a serious stare.
“Adding spice,” she said with a smile.
“Get your fucking spice off my hands!” I gave out.
“I don’t like your tone,” she said and went on her knees. I looked down and there were ribbons tied to protruding metal rings that I had not seen when I walked in.
Evie removed my shoes and tied the ribbons around my ankles then she got to her feet and looked into my eyes.
“Evie, I did not agree to this,” I said.
“How can you agree to spontaneity?” she asked then took my lips but I did not return her kiss.
“What kind of dungeon is this? Which idiot agreed to buy a house with these things in the wall?”
“Someone who believes in spice in the bedroom. We’re not the only ones with that dream, my darling,” she said and licked along the length of my neck. I gasped slightly and my eyes closed because her tongue was magical. She pulled away and looked into my eyes. “I’m so sorry you didn’t remove your clothes before you got chained to the wall, but I anticipated that, and I planned for it.”
“What?” I asked and she walked over to the closet then went in and came back out with a pair of scissors. “Are you fucking insane?”
“This is your fault,” she said with a smile.
“I swear to God if you cut my expensive suit, I’m going to fucking kill you!”
“I wouldn’t dish out threats when I’m chained to a wall,” she said then came over to me and brought the scissors to the right sleeve of my jacket then slipped the scissors under it.
“Evie don’t you dare! Don’t you fucking dare…,” I said in a tight warning. Then I heard the sound. “You fucking bitch,” I said and shook my head.
I stood there in horror as Evie cut my beloved suit to shreds. Piece by piece it fell to the floor and I just watched helplessly, but I would be patient until I was free, and then I was going to fuck her up!
“Baby, I’m on fire. Why do you turn me on so bad?” she asked, but I did not respond. She stepped back and looked at me handcuffed to a wall in only my bra and panties. “You’re so fucking sexy. You’re hands-down the most attractive person I have ever met.”
“And you’re the worst.”
Evie opened the scissors and brought them between my breasts.
“Will you still feel that way when I cut this beautiful bra and reveal your breasts?” she asked.
“Yes.”
She cut it and the bra flew from my breasts and made them available for her.
“Someone must be lying,” she said with a smile. “Why are your nipples so hard?”
“Because I’m scared.”
“Really? You’re scared and still turned on?”
“Yes…no, I’m not turned on,” I replied.
“It is yes…?”
She sucked my breast into her mouth.
“Aah!”
“Or no?” she asked and sucked the other into her mouth. She released it and looked into my eyes. “Yes or no?”
“Y-yes,” I replied and she smiled.
“So do you want me to release you?” she asked and took my lips, then she pulled away and looked at me. “Hm?”
“Yes.”
Evie went on her knees then her hands went between my open legs and grabbed my ass. I almost blacked out when she pulled me toward her and sucked my pussy into her mouth.
“Eeevieee! Fuuuuck!” I cried out as she licked me fast and hard, then she pulled away. “Fuck!” I gave out as I panted with my head hanging down.
“You said you want to be released?” she asked again.
“Yes, release me.”
Evie walked away and came back with the key. She opened the cuffs and untied my legs then she smiled at me and caressed my face.
“It’s okay, honey,” she said and went into the closet then returned with a new set of clothes that she had bought just in case I resisted and she had to use the scissors.
“Wait,” I said and took them from her hand and placed them on the bed. I pulled her into my arms and tried to kiss her because I needed relief, but she turned her head away. “What…what are you doing?”
“You asked to be released and I released you. Now, I’m asking you not to try to kiss me,” she said and my heart started racing out of fear that she might be putting a stop to this experiment.
“I want you.”
“No,” she said and pulled away.
“Why not?”
“Because I don’t want to make love to you the way you want, so the best thing is to not do it at all since we cannot agree.”
“So you’ll only make love to me if I’m tied up?” I asked.
“Yes, but I’m not forcing you. We can end this right now.”
“You’re so fucking spoilt,” I said to her in shock that she would have suggested that to me. “It has to be your way or no way at all?”
“What are you talking about? You are the one who got your way. You asked to be released and you were,” she said. “I wanted you bound to the wall; are you bound to the wall?”
“No.”
“Then I’m not getting my way, and I’m not arguing about it,” she said and took my panties off the bed. “Come on, get dressed.”
“Evie, baby…”
“Rolan, we are wasting time here. Let’s go,” she said and I went back against the wall. “What are you doing?”
“Cuff me. I want you to take me like this,” I said.
“The mood is lost. Let’s get dressed,” she said and turned to get her clothes, but I pulled her to me. She wouldn’t let me kiss her, so when she moved her head, I sucked onto her neck.
“Ro…lan…,” she breathed. “Stop.”
I switched her around then held her hand and closed the handcuff around her wrist. She looked at me with a serious expression, and I took her other hand and locked it in as well. She did not put up a fight, but she seemed angry. I ignored it and tied her feet with the ribbons then I stood up and looked at her naked body. Her pink nipples were not erect like mine were and that might be because she was angry at the moment, but I knew how to fix that.
“Your nipples need a little attention, baby,” I said and I saw her chest heaving as she breathed harder in anticipation of what was to come.
I leaned in and used just the tip of my tongue to gently brushed over her nipple, and immediately it came to life, but she was being defiant and did not make a sound. I would get the sounds out of her. I licked the other and she flinched, but still silent. I stood up and lifted her chin and examine her face before stopping at her beautiful dark brown eyes.
“Do you want to be released?” I asked but she did not respond. “Or do you want me to fuck you as you helplessly endure the pleasure without being able to move?”
She remained quiet and I wrapped my fingers around her breasts and took her lips, but like me, she did not respond to my kiss. I almost laughed because I wondered what was the point of the handcuffs if we both were going to get angry whenever we were held by them.
I left Evie’s lips and went down to her breasts and sucked one into my mouth. I glanced up at her and her eyes were shut tight. She folded her lips as she tried to suppress her sounds so that I would not get the satisfaction of hearing her enjoy my lovemaking. I would get it out of her. I was certain of it.
I flicked my tongue rapidly over her nipple then sucked it in and I heard a suppressed moan, then I went to the other and her mouth opened this time as she pulled in enough air. I knew where to go to get the sounds I wanted from her, so I went on my knees then spread her lips apart and looked up at her with a smile.
“Baby,” she said and I knew she could not hold out. “Please.”
“What are you begging for, my love?” I asked but she did not speak. “Do you want me to release you?”
“No.”
“Then what do you want?”
“Please, don’t…,” she said and licked her lips because the gasping of air was causing them to become dry. “Please be gentle.”
“Gentle? Don’t you think that would be worse?” I asked and she looked scared. “Please don’t pull on your hands because we don’t want to have to explain the marks to Mr. Granger, or worse, your mother.”
“Okay,” she said.
“So gentle or hard?”
“In between.”
“I’m sorry, but I don’t know how to do that,” I said and sucked her pussy into my mouth.
“Fuuuuuuuuck!” Evie screamed and I was expecting the police any minute.
In spite of the danger, I kept going – sucking and chewing everything between her legs.
“Mmm,” I moaned because she tasted so delicious. She was screaming and I knew she would cum any minute.
“Rolan! No, I caaaan’t…oh fuck…aaaaaah!” she cried out and then I felt it.
Evie came and it was so painful to watch that I grabbed the key and released the handcuff from her wrist while her body was convulsing from her orgasm. I removed the ribbons first before I unlocked the other cuff because I did not want her to lose her balance with her legs still tied.
“Evie…Evie, honey, look at me,” I said but she fell on me and started to cry. This time it was real and my heart broke. I took her over to the bed and put her to lie on it. We had broken every protocol of the company, but right now, I was more concerned about Evie.
“Rolan…,” she said my name, and I was not sure what to do.
“Evie….”
Tears came to my eyes because I wasn’t sure if she was hurting or what was causing her to cry. I climbed up onto the bed then held her in my arms, and she sobbed as I caressed her. Finally, the sobbing got less and less until it stopped, and her heavy breathing told me that she had fallen asleep. I looked over at the wall with the handcuffs hanging from the metal rings. They seemed exciting in theory, but in reality, it was clearly a little too spicy for us.


 




Chapter 10
I opened my eyes and it was dark. We had been asleep in our client’s house and I had no idea what time it was because our phones and purses were downstairs in the kitchen. We needed to get out of here. There were light strips on the floorboard and it illuminated the room enough for me to get to the light switch. I turned it on and Evie did not even move. I got dressed in the clothes she had bought for me because clearly, this was all premeditated. I got dressed but did not put on my shoes because I did not want to wake her, although we needed to go.
I went downstairs to get our phones to see if anyone was calling us. I turned on the kitchen light and entered and saw that her phone was password protected, so I checked mine. Of course, my mother was calling me, so I returned that first because there were no business-related calls.
“Rolan,” she greeted. “Where are you?”
“I’m at work, Mom.”
“Those people are really slave drivers,” she said. “Are you coming home for dinner?”
“No, I think I’m going to have dinner with some people from work,” I said.
“There’s something strange going on with you lately. You always came home no matter how busy you were, so what’s going on?”
“More work, so more time at the office,” I said.
“I hope you’re not seeing anyone and keeping it from me,” she said and I felt horrible that she was in the dark about someone I felt so strongly about. “Because you know you can talk to me, right?”
“I’m not sure. I think I can talk to you about some things and I think I can’t talk to you about other things.”
“Who is it?” she asked. “Because I have a perfectly good man waiting for you.”
“And I’ll have a drink with him when the time is right. Now is not the time.”
“Why not.”
“I’m trying to mentally get myself in that place. I’m not there yet,” I said.
“But by the time you get there, he’ll be gone.”
“Then it wasn’t meant to be.”
“Why do you need more time? You’ve taken years,” she reminded me.
“Something is happening and I feel a change coming on. Soon I’ll be able to go for that drink.”
“Oh darling, it would make me so happy,” Mom said. “I just want you to be loved and to have a family.”
“I know, Mom. It will happen soon,” I said. “I have to go. I’ll see you later.”
“Okay, my darling. I love you.”
“I love you too, Mom,” I said with a smile. “Bye.”
“Bye, sweetheart.”
I disconnected the call and took a deep breath. I knew that Evie and I were experimenting, but we were so amazing together so why would we walk away from this in order to start over and figure someone else out? That didn’t make any sense. There were our mothers who would die if we were to introduce ourselves as a couple. As for the people at work, how would that go? Mr. Granger would fire me because they would think that I would be a distraction for Evie and it would affect their bottom line. They didn’t give a shit about love or anything like that. They knew that Evie got them results and that was their focus – not on who she loves or if she was going to spend the rest of her life without a child.
I did not want to think about this, but every moment we spent together proved to me that this was where we should be, but we kept talking about the men that would be coming into our lives. I got the feeling that Evie did not want this long-term, and she got the feeling that I did not want this long-term either. Did I? I imagined myself with Evie on my arm as my wife and it brought a smile to my face. Of course, I would want that. She brought the spice I was looking for, but there was so much more to her than sex. She was beautiful and intelligent and successful in everything she did, so why wouldn’t I want this amazingly wonderful person in my life?
Evie did not want that, and I would never tell her how I was feeling because I did not want her to feel as if I was forcing her to live a life other than the one she truly wanted. I did not want this experience to turn into regret because it would kill me. I wanted her to see it for the beautiful gift it was for both of us, and as we moved on, we could remember this amazing time in our lives and hold it in a special place in our hearts.
I did not realize that I was crying, and I wiped my eyes and took deep breaths. I did not want Evie to see me like this because it was not the agreement we had. We were to have fun and find our passion again then move on and start our families. My mother had someone waiting for me and I would give him a try, but I would not make the first move. I would wait for Evie to find someone before I moved on because I wanted to be sure that we were not an option. I would hate to move on first then later learn that she was in love with me. I smiled because it would be wonderful to hear. Not later. Now.
I sighed and put her phone back into her purse then I put her folder close so she wouldn’t forget it. I knew it was job-related, so I opened it to see which project she was working on.
“Oh my God…,” I said breathily. “What the fuck?”
I wiped my eyes and read the contract carefully. There was one signature missing. Mine!
I ran to the main door and opened it then I looked at the number on the wall. 17165. I ran back inside and checked the sales agreement. 17165. Evie and I were the owners of the house! I looked through the agreement…
The fucking woman knew my social security number. Everything went through the company and…my credit report was attached and the bank…she was meeting with a representative today! She secured the mortgage because we had an affiliate bank, so all I had to do was sign the papers and the house would be ours!
“Fuck…,” I said under my breath.
What was the meaning of this? Did she want us to live here together or was this an investment…no. If it were for investment purposes, she would have told me. It was not that at all. Maybe she wanted us to have our own little getaway place, but what would happen when we have our husbands? What would be the point of a secret home?
“It’s for us,” I said and covered my mouth in shock. “Evie wanted this for us. She wants us to be a family.”
I searched for a pen inside my bag. I did not need to speak to her first because her name was on the document and so would mine. It meant we were stepping into the future together, and I was one hundred percent in. As a real estate specialist, I knew the importance of reading every line of an agreement before signing it, but I did not need to do that. Evie’s name was there, and that was all that mattered.
My heart was heavy with that feeling I had been carrying since the night we dance at the party-for-two. I had held her in my arms and believed the feeling was just the start of a new friendship, but it never left, so it had to be more than that. It had to be love.
I was never raised to believe that one day I might fall in love with a woman or that we could have a family. I knew about lesbian couples and whenever I saw them together it was just beautiful, but somehow I never saw myself in that picture. Now it was all I could see, but I would suppress it and wait for Evie to lead the way. It was an experiment and I knew that before we got romantically involved. It would not be fair to Evie to start declaring my undying love for her and derailed the plans that she had for her life.
I wiped my eyes and climbed the stairs and when I entered the bedroom, she was fully dressed and sitting on the bed.
“Hey,” I said softly and went to her. I caressed her face and I could feel the love in my heart for her. “Are you okay?”
“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m sorry about earlier,” she said and I looked toward the wall and saw that the handcuffs were missing.
“What did you do with our tools?” I asked with a smile and she chuckled and looked down at her fingers.
“It’s not for us,” she said.
“There’s nothing wrong with trying something and changing our minds about it after,” I said. “But before you do that, I need to get my turn. Not today, but soon.”
“Where would we do it?” she asked and I knew I was not mistaken about the sales agreement downstairs.
“In our house,” I said and she kept staring at me with an unreadable expression.
“Which house is that?”
“This one,” I said.
“How?” she asked and I smiled at her and lay on her lap. “Your hair is so long and beautiful.”
“I’m going to cut it, but I’m just waiting to go to the…”
“No, please don’t. Just trim it a little,” she said and caressed my hair then my face. “You’re so beautiful.”
“So are you, babe,” I said. “We slept for a long time and I couldn’t check your phone because it is password protected so I don’t know if Mr. Granger was calling you.”
“Did he call you?”
“No,” I replied.
“He would have called you if he couldn’t reach me,” she said and traced my lips. “Why did you say this is our home?”
“Because I signed the papers,” I said and her hand paused.
“You did?” she asked and started to cry, so I sat up and looked at her.
“Baby…”
“You signed it?” she asked and tears ran down her face.
“I didn’t even read it. I just signed all the places you tabbed.”
“So you want to live with me?” she asked.
“Yes, baby, I want to live with you,” I said and smiled. “But what are you going to do with your husband?”
“I know what I’m going to do with my wife,” she said and chuckled through her tears.
“Who will be your wife?” I asked.
“The only person who is incapable of boring me,” she said and I laughed.
I caressed her face and she leaned into my hand. I brought her to my lips and kissed her sweetly.
“You scared me earlier,” I said and looked at her.
“I’m sorry, but I was fighting these feelings for so long and they just came rushing back, and I just knew that I would not be able to live without you,” she said as tears ran down her face. “I knew at that moment that I’m so in love with you…please don’t run away…please. I know this wasn’t the plan but how can I let you go? I would be miserable with someone else.”
“Me too,” I said and smiled.
“What?”
“Everything you said, I’m feeling too,” I replied. “I was so afraid of my feelings because this was not the plan, and I thought it wasn’t fair that we agreed to an experiment and I turned it into something else.”
“So you…love me?”
“Oh, baby, how can I not love you? You’re the first thing I think about when I wake up and the last thing before going to sleep. I look forward to my day with you and…,” I said and tears ran from my eyes. “You have become my world.”
“Ro…,” she said and covered her mouth as she cried then she fell on me and I held her.
“I love you, Evie,” I said and she sat up and took my lips.
“I love you. I love you,” she said between kisses.
We fell onto the bed and I kissed her face all over then we lay looking at each other.
“I can’t believe we’re in love. You were the most irritating person to me,” I said and she laughed. “I guess we shouldn’t have sex with our enemies.”
“You’ll end up marrying them,” Evie said.
“Are you serious about that?”
“Yes. I want to spend the rest of my life with you.”
“And what about our parents?” I asked.
“They already lived their lives and made their decisions. We’ll tell them we’re together and we’re going to get married and have a family.”
“They’re going to die.”
“Then we mourn our losses and move on, but this is happening.”
“So this is our home?” I asked.
“Yes, and this is a bed I bought for the guest room.”
“What made you get the house?”
“I thought you deserve a nice place for us to make love instead of going from hotels to all the other places and corners we made each other cum. For all your talent, you deserved better,” Evie said and I laughed.
“So you paid all of the down payment for the house?”
“Yes.”
“Where did you get so much money?”
“Baby, I’ve been living at home rent-free and I’m very well paid, so it was nothing,” Evie said.
“I’ll give you my half.”
“Not necessary. I already paid it, but we’ll split the mortgage.”
“No, I want all the expenses to be split down the middle because I need to have equal say in my home.”
“Baby, I’m making much more than you, plus commission, plus bonus…”
“You get bonuses?!” I asked and sat up. “That fucking son of a bitch!”
“Baby, come on. You’re going to be my wife and I have to be honest with you, but this is something private that no one in the department knows about. I’m telling you because we’re a couple.”
“I know you work hard and you are their prized possession, but others work hard too and deserve a bonus.”
“I agree, but you were fine not knowing,” Evie said. “I want you to not take this knowledge outside of this house. Do not start cursing off our bosses because you feel as if he is being unreasonable. I would like our children to be able to go to school.”
“Fine,” I said and lay back on the bed.
“My benefits will also be your benefits because we’re a family, right?”
“Yeah,” I said. “Fine. This is about us and our future together. How many children are we talking about here?”
“Two.”
“Who’ll have them?” I asked.
“You.”
“What about you?”
“Because I’ll be working hard to take care of you when your feet are too swollen to go to the office. Besides, I’m able to squeeze more money from the company for the family coffer,” Evie said and I saw her point. “Let’s get married before we go to our mothers.”
“I’m sure you’ve lost your mind,” I said. “That’s crazy talk.”
“I don’t want anything to go wrong for us not to end up getting married. My mother could fake a heart attack just to get me to stay away from you, but if we’re already married, then what could they do?”
“Oh my God, I’m having a panic attack,” I said and held my chest, but Evie just laughed because she knew it was just an expression. “My mother will not survive this. I absolutely get what you’re saying because I know they will try to stop this. If my mother is present when we’re standing at the altar, she will object to our marriage.”
“I’m telling you, those two women are the same.”
“Give me some time, honey. We need to think this through.”
“I’m done thinking, but I’ll give you all the time you need. Just don’t take too long,” she said and brought me down to her. “When I have something to do, I can’t rest until it’s done. I know that this is different because there are two people involved, but just know that I will bring the priest right here into our bedroom and marry you if my patience runs out.”
“I know you will, honey,” I laughed. “I think I’m the only person who could be a lifetime partner for you.”
“I absolutely agree. You are patient and understanding and you’re happy with me just being Evie.”
“I am, baby,” I said and caressed her face. “Will our marriage affect the job?”
“If it does, then I’m leaving and starting my own real estate company.”
“I could leave and find another…”
“No way. I don’t want to be in competition with my wife. Don’t worry. I have a plan. We’ll own our company soon. After you have our children. Twins would be good. One shot,” she said and I laughed out.
“Honey, I can’t take care of two babies at once,” I told her.
“Who said anything about you taking care of them?” she asked. “Do you think, with those two grandmothers, you’ll even get a chance to do anything other than breastfeed them?”
“True,” I said and we both laughed. “We are going to be motherless at first, but as soon as the pregnancy announcement is made, they’ll be back on board.”
“They’re no match for us. And to avoid the fight, we’re going to have two at once so they each get a baby. And to make that not a problem as well, we’ll have one biologically yours, and one biologically mine.”
“This is why you’re the best. Your brain works on another level,” I said and Evie took my lips.
She held my nipple between her fingers and rolled it and I moaned into her mouth. I did not have an orgasm after the handcuff episode, therefore, it took nothing for my body to pick up where it had left off. Evie was gently making love to me and it was unbearable. I would have preferred if she went hard so that I could release this crippling pleasure that was trapped inside me. Evie went between my legs and started eating me, and my lower half felt as if it would explode. It was crazy that she could take me to this level every time we made love, but that was what we both wanted. All the other areas of our lives were in a good place and we knew how to navigate them. The issue was always how easily bored we would become in the bedroom, so luckily for us, we found each other and it was impossible for us to be in that position ever again.
Just when I could not take any more, Evie took her mouth from between my legs and replaced it with her dripping wet flesh. When they touched, I cried out and grimaced. She was shocked by the contact and pulled away a little, giving ourselves a chance to breathe, then she brought them together again.
“Oh fuck!” she cried out and her head went back. “Oh my God,” she said and her head fell forward.
Evie started fucking me hard and I could hear the mixture of our juices as our pussies worked against each other.
“Evieee! Fuck…baby, I’m cumming…oh shit,” I said and tried to get up but I fell back onto the bed.
“Ro…fuck…,” she breathed as her hips worked faster.
“It’s here!”
“Fuuuuuuck!”
Waves upon waves of unbearable pleasure rocked our bodies. I could not breathe. Evie fell on top of me and she was convulsing without making a sound, and neither of us could help the other. My clit and inside my walls were contracting and I had to get off the bed and struggled to the bathroom to pee before it was all over the bed. I was still grimacing because I could still feel the pleasure inside my clit. Slowly, it went away and I was absolutely spent.
I went into the shower and Evie came into the bathroom to go through the same process I did, and I smiled at her through the shower glass. She got up and came in with me.
“I cannot believe this whole time you were sitting at your desk with everything I had ever dreamed of,” she said. “I’m so lucky that you hated me and had the guts to say it to my face, or I never would have known how much you could love me.”
“I really do love you, Evie,” I said and she kissed me as the water beat down on us. I pulled away. “Are we really in this same shit again?”
“What?”
“No towel…or soap!” I said.
“Baby, this is our house now. I made better plans this time,” she said and came out of the shower. She opened a closet and removed two towels and a few bottles. “I should have gotten them before I came into the shower, but you make me can’t think straight. But don’t worry, I have bagels for breakfast.”
“What?” I asked. “We’re spending the night?”
“You bet your ass.”
“I can’t…my mother,” I reminded her.
“You’re my wife.”
“To be.”
“To be,” she corrected. “And I want this night with you.”
“How about tomorrow night?”
“I already ordered dinner, and I hid the key to the car,” she said with a smile. “Also, you didn’t complete your handcuff routine. I paid quality money for those handcuffs and you’re completing your session.”
I laughed and hung my head then I looked up at her.
“Fine. Let’s do it.”


 




Chapter 11
“Mom, I’m at work. I can’t talk right now,” I said into the phone at my desk. She called the company when she wasn’t getting through to my cell phone. “I’ll come home later and we’ll talk.”
“You never slept out before,” she said. “What’s going on? Were you with your new boyfriend?”
“Mom, I can assure you that I was not with a new boyfriend.”
“Then where were you?”
“I was with Evie. We went out and I stayed with her.”
“Who the hell is Evie? The lesbian who came to pick you up?” she asked and I rolled my eyes.
“Who told you she was a lesbian?”
“It’s a feeling. Do not let her talk you into being like her. The Bible told us…”
“The Bible did not tell you anything about lesbians. Anyway, I have to go. When I get home, we’ll talk and you’ll have all your questions answered, but now I really have to go. Bye, Mom. I love you.”
I disconnected the call and put my head on the desk. Now my cell phone is ringing and I just knew it was my mother calling back.
Evie!
“Hi, baby,” I greeted.
“Meet me in Mr. Granger’s office bathroom. He went upstairs to a meeting,” Evie whispered.
“Have you lost your fucking mind?”
“Bring a file with you. I’m already in the bathroom. Come now,” she said and disconnected the call.
“Fuck,” I said under my breath.
“Rolan,” Simone said. “I want you to take a look at…”
“Sorry, I have something for Mr. Granger,” I said and picked up the file then got to my feet.
“But he’s gone to a meeting,” Simone said.
“He asked me to do something in his office. Ask someone else or ask me later,” I said and walked away.
I entered Mr. Granger’s office with my heart on my tongue. Then I turned the handle on his office bathroom and went in. Evie took the file from my hand and threw it on the floor then she took my lips and locked the door. She grabbed my hand and slipped it into her pants and I found her clit.
“Fuck,” she whispered then she opened the waist of my pants and slipped her hand in.
We were both massaging each other’s clits as we kissed and I moaned softly into her mouth. The forbidden place where we were fucking made it so much more erotic and exciting. I started moving my hips because I had no reason to hold back my orgasm when this was supposed to be a quickie. I slipped my fingers to her entrance and bend my wrists, sending a finger inside her. This was to my disadvantage because Evie lost contact with my clit as pleasure affected her motor skills. She grabbed me and her mouth opened wide as her orgasm raced forward. Her mouth fell to my neck and she sucked my skin hard as her body started to shake.
I could feel her cumming on my finger and it was as magical as always. Evie did a good job of keeping her sounds in, and I was happy that at least one of us got to completion, and even happier that it was Evie. I could wait, but she would insist that I make her cum even if it had to be done at my desk.
“Your turn, baby,” she said into my mouth.
“No,” I said then pulled away and re-buttoned my pants. “We need to go. Wash your hands.” She did not move, so I buttoned her pants and brought her to the sink. “We need to get out of here.”
“Okay,” she said and washed her hands. “We could have made it quick.”
“I know, sweetie, but I’ll wait until…”
The handle on the door turned.
“Fuck,” we both said under our breaths.
“Why is the door locked? Is someone in there?” Mr. Granger asked and Evie quickly picked up the file and opened the door.
“Hello, sir,” Evie said and he looked from me to her.
“What’s going on here?”
“Business,” Evie said.
“Is this a new strategy?”
“You could say that.”
“What’s in the folder?”
“Rolan was asking for my advice,” Evie said.
“And why couldn’t she ask it at your desk, her desk, or in my office? Why the bathroom?”
“We were washing our hands.”
“And why not do that in the staff bathroom?”
“Because we were already discussing it in your office.”
“Then why is the bathroom door locked?”
“Accident.”
“Hm. I see,” he said and looked from Evie to me. “I would like to have a meeting with both of you in an hour. Coordinate your story so that it’s more believable than the one you just told me,” he said then stepped into the bathroom and closed the door.
Evie and I hurried out of his office and we both walked to my desk as the others looked on, trying to figure out what the deal was with both of us. They would know soon enough.
“Shit,” I said as I sat at my desk. Evie sat there with me.
“He’s on to us,” she said.
“You think?” I said and rolled my eyes.
“My mother was so mad at me when I called her this morning. What about yours?”
“Don’t even ask. I’ll have to tell her when I get home today.”
“Don’t you dare,” she said tightly in a whisper. “We’re not telling them shit until I have a ring on your finger.”
“We need them at our wedding.”
“The wedding is not going to happen. You need to trust me on this.”
“I cannot keep lying to my mother. We were all each other had my whole life, and as difficult as she is, I am not in the habit of keeping things from her. She deserves better,” I said. “When you tell your mother is up to you, but I’m telling mine when I get home.”
“Okay, so let’s tell them together. We’ll invite them over to our house and tell them.”
“You would put those two lunatics in one place to break a news like this to them?” I asked.
“No. I would rather not tell them until after you give birth, but since you insist, I think it’s best we do it together.”
“Okay, fine. I’ll pick my mother up and you get yours and we’ll meet at the house.”
“Okay, baby. I love you.”
“Love you too,” I smiled at her and she got to her feet.
“Baby,” Evie said and I was shocked when she bent over and kissed my lips then she smiled and walked away.
I was too afraid to look at the others who definitely saw what she did, and just as I thought, three people came over to my desk because they would never dare approach Evie with any questions they might have.
“Rolan, what…what was that?” Lydia asked.
“What was what?”
“Did Evie just kiss you?” Julia asked.
“Was that what you saw?” I asked and started typing on my computer.
“Yes!”
“Then I guess she did.”
“So…are you like…having an affair?” Jessica asked and I turned my chair around to them.
“Define affair,” I said and they looked at each other. “As far as I know, she’s not married or has a boyfriend or a…”
“So you’re gay? I never knew you were.”
“Why would you? We’re not friends,” I replied.
“But Evie is not gay…right?” Julia said and looked at the others.
“It goes to show that you see people and make assumptions but you really don’t know them,” I said.
“Is this a meeting?” I heard the voice I love say.
Everyone turned to look at Evie, and then they hurried away. She was not the boss, but everyone treated her as if she was.
“Were they harassing you, my love?” Evie asked.
“No. You shocked them and they had questions.”
“And did you give them the answers?” she asked with a smile.
“Not really. They can continue to speculate. They’re good at it.”
“I love you,” she chuckled. “Anyway, we have a meeting with Granger soon, and then I’m taking you to lunch. I owe you an orgasm.”
“Don’t tell me we’re going up to Mr. Phillips’s office to do it,” I said and Evie laughed.
“No, baby, but this first opportunity I see, you’re getting one,” she said and touched my face. “See you soon.”
“Bye, babe.”
I tried to put a little work in, but there was this amazing glow inside me that made me break out in a smile, even under the stress of the workload. I had three meetings tomorrow and I would be out of office all day. I would miss Evie, but we would be living together soon. I would be slowly taking my things to the house, and we had not yet decided on the furniture to get. We had opposing tastes because I liked more masculine and pastel decor while Evie liked everything bright and girly to fit her personality. We would be working on a compromise and to finding a middle ground to satisfy both our tastes in décor.
“Rolan,” someone whispered and I looked up to see Angelica, whom I knew was sent by the others, but she was so sweet that there was no way I could be mean to her.
“Hi, Angelica. What’s up?”
“Can I ask you a question?”
“Sure,” I said to her with a smile.
“Are you and Evie having a relationship?” she asked.
“Please tell the people who sent you that my relationship or lack of relationship is not their business. If Evie and I are together, they will know soon enough.”
“Okay,” she said and the poor thing hurried away.
I returned my attention to my job and it seemed like only five minutes had passed when Evie came for me to go to Mr. Granger for our meeting. We walked together and everyone was looking at us, but Evie was a different person now and they seemed to not exist unless it was about the job.
We entered Mr. Granger’s office and sat on the two chairs at his desk. There was an uncomfortable silence as he looked at us, then finally he spoke.
“There is something strange going on here,” he said. “And I wonder if this is my doing. I put you both to work on the Sliver Avenue townhouse and for you both to assist each other, but I have a feeling that somewhere along the way, something else developed between you two.”
“Like what, sir?” Evie asked.
“Why are you always the one talking? What about Rolan?”
“You know she is reserved and you will not get from her what you can get from me. I don’t have all day for you to sit here and try to pull information from her. She’s excellent with communicating with her clients and that’s where she shines, but in a setting like this she’ll…”
“Will you stop!” he gave out and hit the desk. “You are the master of words and manipulation and you will convince the unsuspecting fool to go along with whatever you say, but I am your boss for a reason. You can’t fool me, Evie Solomon. What’s going on with you and Rolan? No,” he said and looked at me. “Rolan, what’s going on with you and Evie.”
“You put us to work together.”
“And that’s all the relationship you have? Just a professional relationship?”
“Well, that would make it difficult to synchronize or correlate if we kept silent between business. In order for us to maximize our successes then we would have to form some kind of interactive relationship and that being said, it would be….”
“What did I tell you? Did you get anything from that?” Evie interrupted. “I’m the best one to answer your questions.”
“Both of you get out of my office,” he said.
“Yes, sir,” Evie quickly said. “Come on, honey.”
The moment it left her lips, we knew we were caught.
“Sit.”
Fuck!
We sat and looked at each other knowing that it was official. Mr. Granger knew or would know exactly what our relationship was.
“So you both were wearing the same clothes a few days ago. Your car was left on the compound many nights because you left with Evie and never returned. You both were fucking in my office bathroom…”
“Mr. Granger!” Evie gave out. “That’s a serious accusation, sir.”
“And you have a hickey on your neck,” he said to me, but I did not show the shock I felt inside. “What’s that mark on your wrist?” he asked and I looked down and saw the red bruises showing under the long-sleeve blouse I wore to hide it from everyone.
“Um…it’s a mark,” I said.
“From what?”
“Handcuffs,” Evie said and I almost died.
“So this is what you have been doing every time you told me that you and Rolan were going out to meet clients.”
“Not every time.”
“I hope you’re not having sex in our clients’ houses,” he warned.
“Why would we do that? We already bought a house together, so there’s no need to do something like that.”
“So you two are lovers?” he asked.
“She’s my girlfriend, yes. Soon to be my wife.”
“You know you can’t work here together, right?”
“Says who?” Evie asked.
“Says our company policy.”
“Well, you’re one of the owners and you can change it.”
“I will do no such thing,” he said and I could not believe we were jobless with a mortgage to pay.
“Then we’ll tender our resignations today and I’ll start my own company,” Evie said and got to her feet. “It was nice to have worked with you, Mr. Granger, and thank you for all the opportunities you have given me, but I will never compromise on my love for Rolan. Come on, honey. Get your stuff and let’s go.”
I got to my feet because I knew we would figure this out. There was nothing we could not achieve together.
“Wait,” Mr. Granger stopped us. “You’re not going anywhere,” he said to Evie and sighed. “Fine. We’ll change the policy, but I’m moving you off this floor.”
“To where?”
“You’re getting your own office upstairs. With your own bathroom,” he said and shook his head.
“Sound like a promotion,” Evie said.
“It is, so you need to sell twice as many houses for us to afford your new salary.”
“I can do more than that if I have Rolan available to work with me.”
“No. She answers to me.”
“But I need her,” Evie said. “Okay, she answers to you, but can we continue to work together?” she asked and he was silent. “You want something that I can offer to you, so why are you standing in my way?”
“Fine. Rolan works with you and I’ll pretend that she reports to me. I don’t care what you two do. Just get me results.”
“We will, sir,” Evie said.
“Both of you, out of my sight. You’re giving me a migraine.”
“Sorry, sir,” we said and hurried out of the office.
“You are the best fucking decision I ever made,” Evie said as we walked away from Mr. Granger’s office. “Get your bag. I’m taking you home.”
“I have work to do,” I said.
“I’m your boss, and I want to make you cum right now. Get your stuff.”
“Yes, ma’am,” I said and walked to my desk with a smile on my face with everyone looking curiously at me. I could not pay attention to them at the moment because my boss wanted me at home with her, and I was excited about what she might have in store for me.


 




Chapter 12
Despite the fact that Mr. Granger noticed and spoke about my car being left in the parking lot of his business, that did not stop Evie from doing it again. We arrived at home in her Mercedes and my car was left behind. We entered the house and we started removing our clothes right away, leaving a trail as we made our way upstairs. We were trying to make it to the bathroom but we only got as far as the stairs before we were all over each other. Evie’s back was pressed against the steps because her breast was in my mouth. She held onto me and cried out as I moved to the other.
We eventually were able to make it to our feet, but getting to the bathroom was a struggle because we could not let each other go long enough to get there faster. We finally made it and got into the shower.
“Do not touch me,” Evie said. “This is not where it’s going to happen.”
“Where?”
“If I tell you now, you might not want to do it.”
“Oh my God…I’m beginning to think that you’re way too much spice for me.”
“Next time, be careful what you wish for,” she said and we both laughed.
We finished our shower without getting our hair wet because we were just stealing a little time from the job. Evie held my hand and took me out of the bathroom then led me into the bedroom, but we did not stop there. We were now on the balcony naked.
“Are you fucking…”
Evie took my lips and cut me off. I wanted to pull away, but my body stopped me.
“You don’t want me to fuck you here?” she asked into my mouth.
“You can fuck me wherever you want.”
Evie released my lips and turned me around then got on her knees. I held onto the decorative rails of the balcony as she sucked onto my ass cheeks. Not satisfied with my position, she got up, pulled my lower half toward her, and pushed my upper half forward before getting back to her knees.
“Evie…oh my God,” I said in anticipation. I was already trembling and she had not yet made contact.
Evie pushed my cheeks up and I could feel the cool air against my entrance. I knew she was looking at my pussy because she was taking a while.
“Oh fuck, look at you,” she said and I was hanging over the rail with my breast pressed against the cool metal.
Evie’s tongue went up and down my entrance, and I left my body for a moment. I could not scream out the way I wanted because the neighbors would hear me, but they were probably seeing me at the moment.
“Fuck, fuck, oh God…Evie,” I said and held on tightly to the rail. “No, no, no…fuuuck!” I cried out this time.
“Mmm!” she moaned and ravaged me.
Evie took me to the brink of madness, and in order to save myself, I had to pull away from her. Just as I did with the handcuffs, I switched positions with her. She was now over the rails and I was eating her from behind. Unlike me, she actually cried out and I was sure we were being filmed.
Evie was probably on the brink of an orgasm before she even started eating me, so now it would not take long for her to explode. She tried to escape, but I held her to my mouth until she started to cum. I moaned into her pussy as my eyes went to the back of my head, and the most erotic feeling of her cumming into my mouth brought my orgasm to the surface.
“Mmmm!” I moaned and rubbed my clit with my lips still buried between her folds.
I came hard, and I knew Evie would be mad at me for going to the end on my own, but it was out of my control. It felt so free and liberating to be naked and making love in the open, but now that we were no longer under the spell of passion, we ran inside laughing.
“I can’t believe you let me fuck you on the balcony. What were you thinking?” Evie asked.
“Really?”
“I love you,” she said and kissed me. “But I’m mad at you. Couldn’t you hold it?”
“I was eating you from behind outside. That was after you had already taken me to the brink of an orgasm.”
“I guess that would have been hard to hold back,” she said. “Okay, let’s get dressed before Mr. Granger fire both of us.”
“He should have fired us today. You had sex in the man’s bathroom. That’s disgusting.”
“I know. I don’t understand why you allow me to do these things,” she said as we walked down the passage to get our clothes. We did not have another outfit because Evie had only bought one for our first night together, so we had to get dressed in the same one. Besides, Mr. Granger was taking note. “I love that little rambling you did in his office and gave me a chance to retake the wheel.”
“I knew you would take him down, baby,” I said with a smile. “You’re the best.”
“You, I believe. Those hypocrites in the office, not so much.”
“Well, you’re going up to the big league, so they won’t be in your way anymore,” I said.
“They will be so jealous when you keep coming up to my office for a little action.”
“I will be coming up to your office to work, and maybe for lunch. Nothing more.”
“You say that now, but when I’m naked on my desk, you won’t be able to resist,” she said and took me into her arms.
“So you’re going to allow sex to get you fired? Then our children have nothing to eat?” I asked and Evie laughed out.
“I will be careful. Our children’s meals are secure.”
Evie’s phone started to ring.
“Fuck,” she said and went to get it from her purse. “Hi, Mr. Granger.”
“Where are you?”
“I’m on the job.”
“Where?”
“Planning with Rolan for a meeting in an hour.”
“I asked where you were!”
“At my house?”
“The one you both just bought?”
“Yes, sir. It was still a sale for the company,” Evie said.
“So you left the office to go home to have sex?!”
“No, sir. We’re just getting something to eat because we have a mortgage now and will be having a family soon, so we have to cut back on the restaurant food, you know?”
“Mhm, makes sense. Okay. Have your lunch and let me know how the meeting went.”
“Yes, sir. Thank you,” Evie replied, and this woman knew how to play her hand.
“I need an update from you on what Rolan is working on.”
“I’ll have that for you first thing in the morning.”
“Okay, Evie. Bye.”
“Bye, sir,” she said and disconnected the call. Evie looked at me with a smile, but I was not smiling. “What’s wrong?”
“Do you even love me?”
“I sure do,” she replied.
“You’re so good and smooth that I wonder if you’re serious about us or if this is just a con game,” I said. “I see you at work and Mr. Granger called you a master of manipulation. How do I know that everything you said was real and this is not just you playing your hand to have someone fill the gap in your life until something better comes along?”
“Only you can answer that,” she said then picked up her purse and walked to the front door.
“Evie,” I called, but she did not look back. I got my purse and walked out as well, then I locked the door with my copy of the keys. “Evie!” I called again and caught up to her as she got into her car. I went in beside her. “I’m having a serious conversation with you and you walked away,” I said and she ignored me then turned the car around and drove out onto the street.
She kept going and she never responded to anything I said to her. In the silence, I had a moment to think about the things I had said and they started to sound horrible to me, so I tried to talk to her but she would not respond. Evie was just shutting me out. I wanted to cry and I felt even worse when she drove into the parking lot beside my car and told me to get out.
“Evie, I’m not getting out until we talk about this,” I said.
“There is nothing for me to say. You are the one who has something in your head to work out, not me. I don’t have a molecule of doubt in my mind of who I want to spend the rest of my life with.”
“I was scared for a moment that this might not be forever like I thought, but it was a mistake and I’m sorry,” I said.
“It hurts, Rolan. I have never felt happier or more certain of anything in my life and for you to question that, even for a second, has cast a dark shadow over something I thought was perfect. Do you think I would go to the extreme of buying a house with you in order to have a temporary fix?”
“No, it’s stupid. Something came to my mind and I blurted it out, then I got a second to think about it. I know I hurt you, and I’m sorry,” I apologized. “Remember that first day we spent together, I just said what was on my mind, but I changed it when I realized that I was wrong. The same thing is happening now. I see the mistake I made, and I’m truly sorry.”
“Okay,” she said then she looked at her watch. “I have a meeting in half an hour, so I have to go.”
“Will I see you after?”
“I don’t think so. I know you’re sorry, and I forgive you, but I need a little time to get out of this mood.”
“Can we have lunch or dinner after your meeting?” I asked.
“I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Okay,” I replied then got my purse. I was feeling so sad that we had such an amazing time and I said something stupid and ruined everything. “See you tomorrow.”
“Baby?” she said and my heart soared. She reached over and caressed my face then she kissed my lips. “It’s okay. I love you.”
“I love you too,” I said and started to cry, then I opened the door and walked to my car.
Before I could open the door, Evie caught up with me and held my hand.
“Come on, honey. Come with me,” she said and took me back to her car. She opened the door and I got in, then I fastened my seatbelt as she came around. “Are you okay, baby?”
“I’m sorry.”
“I know you are, Ro,” she said then drove off with me.
She held my hand for most of the way, only releasing it when she needed to make a turn. When we got to the location, Evie called the client to let him know that she was at his office, and I told her that I would stay in the car. She wanted me to come, but I told her that I needed some time alone to think. She kissed me and left, and as I watched her walk toward the door with her briefcase, I was so proud of her as a coworker, as a girlfriend, and would be even prouder to have her as my wife. How could I have questioned Evie’s love and commitment when she had done nothing to show that she wasn’t a hundred percent invested in this relationship? I shook my head in regret.
I took out my phone and looked at the company listing, and not all of the properties were posted here because some of the real estate we were hired to sell were exclusive to some of our investment clients. Usually, those are the ones Evie handled. She was truly amazing and was a major asset to the company. She was given a promotion and it might have come by way of an unconventional method, but it was well-deserved.
I did not want my relationship with Evie to interfere with my job, so I developed a mental system to keep her out of my mind while I worked, but it was difficult to focus when I almost ruined everything with her. Since I could not concentrate on work, I decided to call my mother to check up on her.
“Hi, sweetheart,” she greeted.
“Hi, Mom,” I said and started to cry, but I held my sounds in.
“What’s wrong?”
“Nothing. I just want to see you.”
“Oh, my darling. Why don’t you just come home?”
“I can’t. I’m working,” I said.
“But it’s almost dinner time. I made something wonderful for you because you missed dinner yesterday,” she said and as much as she got on my nerves most of the time, whenever I was feeling like this, my mother gave me the most comfort. I would be utterly heartbroken if she were to reject Evie. “Is everything alright, honey?”
“I hope so. I would like to show you something.”
“How? When?”
“I’ll be home soon and I’ll be taking you somewhere,” I said.
“I’m not going anywhere I don’t know about. Tell me,” she demanded.
“It’s a surprise. Trust me please, Mom.”
“Okay. I’m going to get ready. Let me know when you’re on your way.”
“Okay, bye.”
“Bye, love.”
The conversation ended just in time because Evie was on her way back to the car with a smile on her face. She opened the door and got in.
“Sold!” she gave out. “Our babies will eat after all,” she said and laughed, but tears came to my eyes. “What’s wrong, honey?”
“I’m still not…I’m sorry.”
“Baby, we’re going to have disagreements and arguments sometimes. It doesn’t mean that we don’t love each other or we still don’t want to spend the rest of our lives together.”
“But you shut me out and that was scary because I did not know what you were thinking.”
“You know it’s rare for me to be at a loss for words, but this one knocked the wind out of me,” she said. “I just didn’t know what to say because if you can’t tell by now that I want to spend the rest of my life with you, then I have nothing.”
“I can tell. It was just a moment.”
“Then it’s behind us. Just promise me that you will never question my love and commitment to you ever again.”
“I promise. I love you.”
“I love you too, baby,” she said and kissed me. Then she looked into my eyes with a smile on her face. “Should we do it here?”
“Do what here?”
“You know.”
“Oh my God, are you ever satisfied?”
“Are you?”
“No,” I replied and we both laughed. “But we can’t do it here. Besides, we have to go and get our mothers.”
“I thought we were having an early dinner. I’m starving.”
“I’m too nervous to eat. Let’s get the meeting out of the way and if they don’t kill us or disown us, then we all go out to eat,” I said.
“I can guarantee that my mother will want nothing to do with me. She is completely against lesbian relationships. I used to sneak boys into the house and she knew that I was sex-crazy, but she was patient and understanding by her standard, which was still bad, however, they were boys so it was normal. I heard how she spoke about people she knew who had children who were gay, and she would get so mad you would think she gave birth to them. This will not end well.”
“Oh my God,” I said and held my head. “I just called my mom to tell her that I was coming to get her for a surprise, and I’m shaking. My mother was my best friend before you came along…”
“And now I’m your best friend?” she asked with a smile.
“You’re both my best friends,” I replied. “I would die if my mother turns her back on me because I’m having a relationship with a woman. The woman started quoting the bible to me this morning. Oh God, I can’t.”
“What will you do if she turns her back on you?” Evie asked and seemed to be holding her breath, but there was no need for her to do that because I would never be okay spending the rest of my life without her.
“Then I would get pregnant right away,” I said and Evie released the breath she was holding and laughed.
“They can’t resist, right?”
“Nope. But it would hurt for a while to not have my mother by my side or for her to not accept you as my wife.”
“Yeah. My mother is going to hate me,” she said and sighed.
Evie opened the glove compartment and removed two nutrition bars.
“Get your sugar level up, baby, and let’s go get our mothers.”
+++
I arrived at my mom’s house and she would be the only thing standing in the way of complete joy for me. If only she could support my happiness and put aside her uninformed views on what true love really was. I wanted her to see that Evie made me really happy, and even if she did not believe wholeheartedly in my choice to follow my heart, then at least not let me have to choose between them. Her support would mean everything to me and I was hoping for a miracle, however, I had seen and heard enough to know that she would never support a lesbian relationship. There was no room for someone like that in her life – not even her own child.
Then there was Evie’s mother. She seemed to be more difficult to convince than my mother. She was very liberal in the way she brought her daughter up, but it was in honor of Evie’s father that she gave her free rein. Still, there were still limits, and a lesbian relationship was one of them.
I opened the door and went inside and my mother was sitting on the sofa waiting. She looked beautiful and elegant in a white dress with a floral hemline.
“Hi, Mom. Ready to go?” I asked.
“Yes, dear. You have me wondering what this surprise could be.”
“That’s what most people do.”
I waited for her to get her purse and the keys to the house, then we walked to my car.
“Why couldn’t you eat first? What is so urgent?” my mother asked.
“I will eat. I just need to show you something then we’ll come back for dinner…or I might just take you out,” I said, then we were on our way.
“Why would we go to a restaurant when we have food at home?”
“Because it’s entertainment and something different to do to lift your spirits,” I replied.
“Kids,” she said and sighed.
“I’m twenty-eight years old.”
“Don’t remind me. No husband and no children,” she said. “Such a beautiful girl. What a waste.”
I did not speak for the rest of the way, but that didn’t mean inside the car was quiet. I had to listen to who got married, who had children, and how embarrassed she was to be the only one of her friends who was not a grandmother. When I was about two minutes away from my new home, I called Evie.
“Hello?” she greeted me, and I knew she was with her mother.
“Hi. Where are you?” I asked and she paused.
“Here,” she replied and I knew what that meant. We each did not want to give our mothers any clue that they were meeting anyone.
“I’m here too.”
“Great,” she said and I disconnected the call and turned into the driveway.
“What’s this? Whose place is this?” my mother asked.
“I told you it’s a surprise.”
“Just be mindful that my heart might not be so good.”
“Don’t worry. We will know next week when I take you for your annual physical,” I said.
“I usually go by myself. I don’t need you to take me.”
“Oh, I’ll be taking you this time,” I said, not making her aware of my conversation with Dr. Allen. She would not be sneaking her way out of this one.
Mom and I walked up to the front door. Evie was already inside so she would have kept the door open. I turned the handle and then stepped aside for my mother to enter first.
“Hello,” I heard her say.
“Hi, Mrs. Todd, nice to meet you,” Evie greeted her and I stepped in and saw her mother sitting on a folding chair that Evie must have brought from home. Her mother looked like a sweet mature woman and not the scary person her daughter described. “Mrs. Todd, this is my mother Lyla Solomon. Mom, this is Rolan’s mother. And this is Rolan.”
“Nice to meet you both,” Mrs. Solomon said.
“Nice to meet you too,” my mother replied.
“Nice to finally meet you, Mrs. Solomon. Your daughter told me a lot about you,” I said and she smiled.
“Don’t listen to a word she says about me. I’m a good mother,” she replied and I laughed.
“Well, I was promised a surprise and now two parents are meeting in an empty house. This can’t be good,” my mother said as she sat on the only other available chair.
Evie and I stood side by side looking at the women sitting beside each other.
“Something is going on. What the hell is this, Evie?” her mother asked and suddenly I was scared.
“Rolan and I have something to tell you both, and…um…,” she said and looked at me. I could see that she was scared of how her mother would react.
“Mom,” I said to my mother. “I know you have always had big dreams for me and I have not always met them. I also know that you are looking for me to one day get married and have children with my husband, but I’m begging you to please support me on this…,” I said and started to cry. “I love you and I don’t want you to hate me…”
“Mommy,” Evie said and got on her knees in front of her mother. She held her hand and pleaded. “I want you in my life and I want Rolan too. I love her, Mom. So much. I know how you feel about lesbian relationships and I don’t want you to be disappointed in me and cut me out of your life. I want you to be a part of this journey we’re taking together, please.”
Evie’s mother did not respond, and she had that same blank stare that Evie would give me sometimes.
“Mom, I love Evie,” I said to my mother as the tears ran down my face. “You have made it clear how you feel about same-sex relationships, but I had given up on love and a family, then Evie and I found each other and everything changed. We were so scared to let you know and we even thought of getting married without telling both of you because we didn’t want you to stop us or do something for it not to happen, but we decided that you are our mothers and our best friends and it would be heartbreaking not to have you there supporting us. Please, Mom.”
My mother did not answer either and Evie started to cry. I went to her and got her to her feet then I hugged her and tried to soothe her, but she turned to face her mother again.
“I want to be with her, Mom. Please don’t make me choose. We bought this house together and we’re going to get married and start a family and we want you both to be there in our lives. You can cut me off if you want!” Evie was starting to get angry and this would not be good. “This is my life and I love her! If you make me choose then it will not be you!”
“Okay, sweetie,” I said and turned her around to face me. “We did not invite them here to argue with them. We invited them to share the good news. If they don’t want to be a part of it, we will not be angry. We will just move ahead with our plans without them until they come around. Okay?”
“Okay,” Evie said and I gave her a smile and a hug. Then we turned to face our mothers.
“We have nothing more to say,” I said to them. “Just let us know what you decide.”
Evie and I stood looking at them and they were just sitting there staring at us. After a while, my mother threw up her hands and turned to Evie’s mother.
“Don’t judge me. I did my best,” she said.
“Despite our best efforts, it’s possible to raise idiots,” Evie’s mother replied and shook her head.
“Where did we go wrong?”
“I don’t know,” Evie’s mother said as she threw up her hands. “These two loonies thought that we would turn our backs on them if they fell in love and decided to be a family.”
“Making us out to be monsters. What have we ever done to them?”
“But love them and let them know they have a shoulder to lean on.”
“Did you see the way they were pleading and crying?” my mother asked as if we were not standing there.
“What if someone should see them? They would think that we’re horrible parents.”
“I mean we expressed our views on same-sex relationships, but we could do that because they weren’t our children. Now that they have fallen in love and want to be together, everything changes. Do they think that we were going to walk away from them…?”
“And our grandkids? Which I had given up on, by the way.”
“Idiots,” my mother said shaking her head. “I could be home right now eating my chicken cacciatore that I labored on all day, making the sauce to perfection.”
“That is actually my favorite dish.”
“Really? Well, since we’re going to be a family, you should get used to my cooking because I do that a lot,” my mother said. “Come to my house and let’s have dinner.”
“I would love that, and we can work on baby names.”
“Oh my God, I never believed the day would come,” my mother said and picked up my car key off the floor then turned to me. “Ask your girlfriend for a ride. If you decide to come home.”
“You know Evie did not come home last night,” her mother said to mine.
“I made a lovely dinner and Rolan never showed up,” my mother added as she walked to the door with Evie’s mother.
“Now we know what they think of us.”
“They hate us, but we’ll still go to the wedding. I mean, you give them your heart and it’s not enough. I remember when Rolan was eight and I…”
The door closed and we could no longer hear them, and for about ten minutes after they left, Evie and I were standing in the same spot too shocked to move. Then she took my hand and led me up the stairs without saying a word. We got onto the bed and lay with our hands on our stomachs as we looked at the ceiling.
“I’m confused. What just happened?” Evie asked.
“I’m…I don’t know. Are we awake?”
“I’m starving, so I think we’re awake,” she said. “Baby, did we…is something wrong with us? How could we have gotten this so wrong?”
“We followed the evidence we had been seeing and hearing our whole lives. How the fuck would we have known that once it happens to us they would do a complete one-eighty? The woman started quoting scriptures to me!” I gave out and sat up.
“We cried like fucking idiots in front of them and they just sat there and let us pour our hearts out, then they looked at us as if we were wicked and ungrateful children!”
“I know! I’m so embarrassed. We went through all this hiding and worrying for nothing! We almost got married behind their backs.”
“Their reaction doesn’t make sense to me,” Evie said. “I mean, we’re happy about it, right?”
“Yes, but…whatever. We need to focus on us and the wedding we’re going to have. You know it cannot be small and private anymore, right?”
“The two homophobes are going to invite the whole world so they can show them that we’re not dying alone and childless like they once thought,” Evie replied and we laughed.
“Good call on us having twins. We just solve a whole lot of problems right there.”
“Let’s make those babies right now,” Evie said and took my lips. We both fell over onto the bed laughing.
“Baby, no,” I said and got off. “Let’s order some food. I’m starting to shake.”
“Listen, lady, forget about the food for a second and get out of those clothes. I promised you spice and that’s what you’re going to get,” Evie said and started getting undressed.
“Honey…”
“You didn’t get a chance to cum on the balcony, remember? Your turn. Come on,” she said and I smiled because my body was reacting to the spiciness of having sex outside. I started removing my clothes and Evie’s face lit up. “I love you!”
We were naked, and we went out on the balcony. It was almost dark and the wind was a little cool but not enough to deter us from the mind-blowing orgasms we were going to have. Evie pressed her naked body against me as mine pressed against the decorative rails. She left my lips for a second and sucked on my breasts before kissing me again. This was now our new favorite spot…and then it all shot to hell!
“Oh my God!” a voice gave out from below and Evie and I looked over to see our parents looking up at us.
“Fuck!”
“You disgusting little brats!”


 




The End
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(Also see)
●                   A Long Way Home
●                   This Year
●                   The Guardian
●                   Baby, It’s Christmas
●                   Friends
●                   Caught
●                   Under Her Desk 4
●                   The Years Between Us
●                   More to Love
●                   Under Her Desk 3
●                   Visions of Us
●                   Under Her Desk 2
●                   Legend
●                   Identical
●                   69
●                   Under Her Desk
●                   Breaking Free
●                   A Wild Vacation
●                   As Is
●                   The Door
●                   Alone at the Altar
●                   Elle
●                   Late
●                   Heart to Heart
●                   Pleasure War
●                   The Island
●                   The Wedding Invitation
●                   Revenge
●                   Five
●                   Speechless
●                   The Christmas Tree
●                   The Promise
●                   Finding My Wings
●                   I Did
●                   The Birthday Clash
●                   A Message from Eve
●                   Sleepwalker
●                   Addicted to Love
●                   The Will
●                   Around the Corner
●                   Remember me?
●                   Reality Imagined
●                   The Juror
●                   Save Me
●                   Love on the Ground
●                   LOST
●                   Love is Not Enough
●                   To Love and Protect
●                   Breaking the Law
●                   The Interview
●                   Saving Diamond
●                   Stork
●                   Secrets
●                   Watching Her
●                   The Love Test
●                   A Home for Cassidy
●                   Annabelle
●                   Three Ways
●                   Trapped 1
●                   Trapped 2
●                   Trapped 3
●                   Trapped 4
●                   Trapped 5
●                   Trapped 6
●                   After the Divorce
●                   The Color of You
●                   Squirt
●                   The Business Trip
●                   Not Allowed
●                   I will find you
●                   The Choice
●                   Straight...Until You (1-6)
●                    Trapped (The Whole Story)
●                    Straight...Until You (The Whole Story)





 




Thanks for reading.
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