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CHAPTER ONE

I checked my watch as if I hadn’t been keeping track of every tick of the clock hanging in my office. Like always, a few hours in the office felt like an endless eternity. It’s not that I hated my job, but it was undeniably boring. Even on the days when I was busy, the monotony of sifting through contracts was enough to lull me to sleep.  

It could be worse. I was paid very well for doing mostly nothing. At least once a week, someone I knew from law school reached out to me, asking if there were any openings at my father’s company. Meanwhile, I was in my office daydreaming of leaving it all behind to open a coffee shop, where I could sell cute little homemade pastries and throw poetry slams. 

In an alternate universe, I was following my dreams. In this one, I was doing as I was expected. I clocked in enough hours at my father’s sports management firm to keep myself on his good side. And to offset how awful I felt sitting in a stuffy office doing dismally boring work, I tried to travel as much as possible and found any reason to leave early. 

“Where do you think you’re going,” Pops called out to me as I slipped out of the office. He looked at his watch. It was a little after one, but that didn’t seem to matter. His stern expression deepened, and he scowled in my direction, “You just got here.” 

“I’m going to lunch,” I said, deciding not to mention that I didn’t plan on returning to the office once my lunch date was over. I patted him on his shoulder and reminded him, “Make sure you take a break. At least grab something to eat.” 

“I’m fine. I used to lay bricks with your granddaddy in the middle of the Alabama summer. Twelve hours a day without any water breaks. This is a walk in the park. Look at me!” He raised his arm and flexed his muscles with pride.  

My father's passion for his business was inspiring, but not something we had in common. He built the foundation of an empire, one that me and my brother could and were expected to take over one day. It was very nice of him to consider generational wealth and legacy, but I wished I would have had the opportunity to figure out what I wanted out of my life without his influence. 

I didn’t even realize how much I hated being a lawyer until I started practicing. Didn’t seem to be anything I could do after the fact. I hated to think of myself as stuck, but it definitely felt that way. And if my law degree didn’t keep me chained to my desk, my father dished out enough guilt to make sure I didn’t go anywhere. The heaviness of obligation made it hard to have the mental capacity to picture doing anything else.  

As soon as the valet pulled my Benz to the front of the building, all my work-related worries faded away. There would be plenty of time to worry about it whenever I made my way back to the office. If I could get away with it, I planned to be missing in action for the next couple of days.  

Jayla would be able to help with a good enough excuse to keep my father off my ass. She was my best friend and the person I was closest to, so I never really needed an excuse to see her. The two of us went to lunch at least once or twice a month. It was always nice to be able to have a couple drinks and decompress. I was definitely looking forward to having some girl talk and getting some stuff off my chest. If I couldn’t count on anyone else for advice and a kind word, I knew I could turn to Jayla.  

I could not, however, trust that woman to be on time for anything. So before I took off towards the restaurant, I tapped on my phone to make sure Jayla wasn’t going to bail on me at the last minute. She sent me a message about running late, which wasn’t out of the ordinary. With two toddlers at home, that woman had the most chaotic schedule of anyone else I knew. 

On my way I promise, Jayla text back as I walked inside.  

After settling at the bar and telling her where to find me, my fingers moved and landed on the short and embarrassingly one-sided text thread I had with Iyanna. It had been three days since the last time I reached out to her. And every spare moment I had during those three days, I thought about what I could or should say to get her attention. 

Honestly, though, it seemed like a lost cause. She hadn't responded to me in over a week. The messages she sent before that were dry as hell. Not exactly what I expected after we spent such an amazing night together. 

At the very least, I hoped Iyanna and I would stumble into bed again. Couldn't lie to myself and pretend like I hadn't been hoping for a little more. She was feeling me from the second she laid eyes on me. The feeling was mutual. It was more than just physical attraction, though. We clicked. At least, I thought we had. 

Granted things had been a little strained the morning after, but I chalked that up to how busy she was with work. Sitting at the bar, I wondered if that was the reason for the radio silence. Then wondered if that made me feel better or worse. I’d suffered through plenty of busy seasons in the office, but never been too busy to take out a couple seconds to type out a text message. 

“I’m here,” Jayla announced, pulling me away from my thoughts. I slid off the barstool to give her a hug. When she let me go, she peeled off her sunglasses and gave me a once over, “You look cute.”  

“You peep the shoes,” I said, showing off the latest addition to my shoe collection.  

“It's always nice when you dress up for me.” 

“Hush,” I laughed. I turned back to the bar, “Do you want something? They have that martini thing you like so much.” 

“No. I shouldn’t. You know I have to pick up the kids at three.” 

I looked at my watch and playfully told her, “I’m going to need more time than that. You can’t have the nanny pick them up?” 

“I might consider it, if the tea is good,” Jayla smiled, grabbing the menu. Her eyes scanned the page as if she wasn’t going to order the same thing she always did. “What has been up with you, anyways?” 

I let out a long sigh, wondering whether or not I should be truthful about what had been going through my mind as of late. I hadn’t told anyone about hooking up with Iyanna. At first, it was a special moment that I wanted to keep to myself. Now, it was starting to weigh on my heart a little heavier. A part of me didn’t want to say anything. Another part of me felt like I needed someone else’s opinion to make sure I wasn’t  seeing things that weren’t there.  

“Your face just got so serious. What’s going on?” 

“It’s really not serious,” I laughed it off. I didn’t want her to worry, so I just let it out. “Just feeling a little lovesick.” 

“Goodness,” Jayla huffed and rolled her eyes. “Please, tell me its not that yoga instructor girl.” 

“No. That’s been dead in the water for a while,” I shook my head. 

I skipped the part about how the cute yoga instructor had my nose wide open before deciding she wanted to move to Florida to get back with her ex. It seemed like a million years had passed since that tiny heartbreak.  

In all honesty, that entire situation felt so small and insignificant to the way I was currently feeling. It made me feel like I was losing my mind, actually. The fact that Iyanna seemed to be avoiding me really cut deep. Deeper than it should have.  

“Who is it now? Where did you meet her?” 

“Well, you know her,” I smiled nervously.  

“Please, tell me you’re not hooking up with Aubrey.” 

“Girl, what? Why would you say Aubrey of all people?” 

Jayla flashed this devilish grin, “If its not her, than pretend like I didn’t say her name.” 

“This is why the nanny needs to pick up the kids. It’s totally unfair that you dropped that little bomb and I don’t even have time for follow-up questions.”

“You definitely don’t. Let’s focus on the woman that’s actually giving you the blues instead of trying to drag me down.”

I hesitated, but eventually admitted, “I may or may not have hooked up with Iyanna Hamilton after Reese’s party.” 

“God,” Jayla rolled her eyes. “Why would you do that?” 

“Have you seen Iyanna?” 

“I swear all you do is think with your clit. You get with these women who only want to use and abuse you.” 

“She’s not like that.” 

“Then why are you sitting here looking miserable? Or lovesick as you call it?” 

“I like her,” I said, kind of downplaying how I really felt. It wasn’t like this was my first crush on a woman. I knew it was much deeper than that. I thought I would have the opportunity to show Iyanna how I truly felt, but she wasn’t really interested. And I wasn’t really interested in explaining myself to Jayla. “I just can’t figure out how to convince her to call me back.” 

“You don’t even know the girl. You act like she’s the love of your life or something.” 

“She might be,” I shrugged, which made Jayla roll her eyes.  

“You sound crazy, Sky. You don't know anything about this woman," Jayla said, crossing her arms across her chest. "We went to school with her for what like a semester before she disappeared to go do God knows what." 

"Jayla, you're showing your privilege. Iyanna has been very open about having to drop out of school because of her financial situation..."  

Before I could completely finish my train of thought, Jayla took the opportunity to interrupt me again. "And that's another thing, is that really what you want to get mixed up with? Again? I thought after you were paying that one girl’s light bill every month you’d be done with playing captain save a hoe for broke bitches."  

My jaw dropped. Jayla could be kind of snappy but I did not expect her to take it that far. Calling Iyanna out of her name was unnecessary and honestly just annoyed the hell out of me. 

"Now you're pushing it. That woman is a successful business owner with the hottest haircare products out right now. I don't think her financial situation is anyone’s concern. You're really going to hold it against her that she couldn't finish school because of something she probably had no control over. Something that happened over ten years ago. What’s this really about Jayla because you're starting to do entirely too much?” 

She opened her mouth to speak, but seemingly decided against whatever it was she wanted to say. It was her go to move. There wasn't much in life that Jayla loved more than having the last word. But sometimes even she started to get confused by the bullshit she was spitting. 

"Just spit it out. What is it that's bothering you? Did the two of you used to have a thing or something and I just never knew about it?" 

I only asked because I didn't put anything past my dear friend, Jayla. Everyone else could fall for the holy and innocent act but I knew better. Sure, Jayla loved Lord and was a very devout Christian. I would never take that from her. But I knew her too well. I knew how territorial she could get. When it came to certain people, she had no problem showing off her claws.  

"Why would you even ask me some bullshit like that," Jayla sucked her teeth and rolled her eyes. 

"Because you're being extraordinarily bitchy. And you seem to have a lot of opinions about a girl that you yourself admit to only knowing for a semester or something. So, what's the deal?" 

Jayla was so reluctant to answer my question. Rolling her eyes, fiddling with the napkin on the table doing everything in her power to avoid eye contact with me. She huffed and finally gave me an answer, "She's just not a good fit for you. I didn't think so when she was lusting after you all of freshman year. And I don't think so now." 

I rolled my eyes and reached for my drink, "Jayla, please do not do this. I thought we were past this jealousy shit." 

“Its not jealousy. Just the truth. I saw how she was with you. And how you were with her. You didn’t need that type of distraction, so…” 

“So? What the hell are you going on about?” 

“You know what happened. I invited you to my room and made you forget all about her.” 

My jaw dropped, “Are you implying that you hooked up with me because you didn’t want me to get with Iyanna?” 

“There were a couple of reasons. Most of them, I don’t think we need to get into. But, yea, I knew if I didn’t get your attention soon that you were going to run off with Iyanna. And I thought that was a mistake.” 

Things between Jayla and I had been complicated since freshman year. She conned me into skipping the homecoming game to hang out in her room.  Then conned her way into my panties. Granted, it didn't take much. But even when I was young, dumb, and full of cum I knew messing around with her was a bad idea. 

I wasted my early twenties trying to convince her to love me the way I wanted her to. She wasted hers lying to herself about her sexuality, lying to me about one day starting a family together, and lying to everyone else about why we were always having these overly dramatic blow ups.  

Eventually, we made the mutual decision to stop the madness. I decided I needed to live my truth and not worry about whatever the hell Jayla decided to do. I didn’t even make a huge fuss when she announced she was getting married. At least I didn’t before she got petty and banned me from bringing a date to the wedding because she didn’t want to see me with anyone else on her big day.  

There were a couple of other snags along the road, but we’d stuck to a strictly platonic situation for years. Time helped with healing the wounds that once seemed unbearable. No lines had been crossed, unless you counted the occasional hurt feelings. Or moments when Jayla felt like she should have a say so about who I was spending my time with. 

I massaged my temples, trying to ease the beginnings of a major headache. I thought out loud, “It really seems like this is just the next chapter of some jealousy shit that should have ended back when we were still in undergrad.” 

"I am not jealous," Jayla snapped back defensively. “There’s absolutely no reason for me to be jealous. Why would I be?” 

She was obviously lying, but I let her have it. Gave her the benefit of the doubt for no other reason than to get to the real issue. I asked her, “What is it then? What’s your problem with her?” 

“I just have a feeling. And my intuition is usually spot on when it comes to things like this,” Jayla said. “I’m your friend and I’m trying to look out for you. Just like I always have.” 

Jayla was my friend and I respected her opinion, but not more so than I respected my own thoughts and feelings. I didn't know if things with Iyanna would turn into the happily ever after I'd always hoped for, but I planned  on exploring the possibility as much as she would allow me. And Jayla was not going to get in the way of that opportunity. Not again after admitting what she'd done during our college years. 

I wasn't the type to cry over spilt milk, but Jayla’s confession kind of threw me for a loop. Caught myself staring into space wondering what life would've been like had Jayla not stolen my attention as she explained it. Maybe it was kind of silly daydreaming about something that could've happened but definitely didn't.

"You know how much I believe in destiny," I told Jayla. "As strange as it sounds, and as much as I might hate to admit it, the universe put us all on the path we were supposed to be on. I might never understand why, but that is just how it is." 

"The Lord works in mysterious ways," Jayla said before taking a sip of the drink in front of her. She raised her brow at me, daring me to fall down another trap we'd been on way too many times arguing over semantics. 

“You're right. And for some mysterious reason Iyanna has come back into my life and I fully plan on taking advantage of that.” 

I left out the part that Iyanna wasn't really giving me the opportunity to do that. She wasn’t answering my calls and had been pretty much avoiding me since we slept together. Unlocking my phone, I restarted the almost compulsive act of checking for any sign that I wasn’t crazy and that Iyanna felt those same fireworks that I felt when we were together. 

My eyes lit up and a huge smile appeared on my face, “She just text me. Says she wants to see me tonight.” 

Jayla rolled her eyes, “You're way too easily impressed by these women, you know that right? She’s had you on ice for however long, but one tiny text message has you ready to risk it all. One little message and you're ready to jump off a damn bridge to get her affection.”

“Do you think I should get her flowers,” I asked Jayla, ignoring everything else she said. I was just excited to have an opportunity to romance the socks off Iyanna. I wanted to do it the right way. Wanted to impress her, not just roll through for a hook up. 

“Ummm...did I miss the part where this was a date,” Jayla asked, rolling her eyes. “Sounds more like a booty call.” 

“Nice bottle of wine?” 

Jayla let out an exasperated sigh, “That would be fine, but nothing too expensive. No flowers. It's trying too hard.” 

“I got it. You don’t think Iyanna is worth a nice bottle of wine.” 

“Not what I said. I just know how carried away you can get and I know that has never done anything but set you up to get your feelings hurt. Maybe, let’s pump the brakes a little bit and see how things unfold. At least for the time being.” 

I nodded in agreement. She was right as much as I hated to admit it. There was no denying that I had expectations, walking into this. Responding to Iyanna’s invitation, though, I tried to play it cool.  

Down for whatever. Looking forward to seeing you. You’ve been on my mind.

“Seriously,” Jayla sucked her teeth. “Are you that easy?” 

All I could do was smile. Yes, I wanted more than sex, but it would do for now. It’s not like I minded another opportunity to go to bed with Iyanna. Hopefully, though, this would also give me the opportunity to prove to Iyanna that the connection we had was special.  


CHAPTER TWO

I considered myself to be pretty confident, but heading up the stairs I felt like I was going to float away from all the butterflies in my stomach. After happy hour, I went home to prepare for the evening. Got dressed and sprayed a little extra cologne on my wrists, wanting to make sure I got Iyanna’s attention the same way I had before. Looking my best made it a little bit easier to push past my building anxiety and knock on her door.  

My heart thumped a little harder in the seconds that I was waiting. Maybe, I was over-doing it by bringing flowers. I should have brought wine, instead, I thought. But maybe not. I didn’t want all of our interactions to be fueled by alcohol.  

“I’m overthinking,” I said, taking in a long and deep breath. Letting it out, I shook off my nerves. Or tried to. I was still waiting outside Iyanna’s door and every second felt like a hour had passed.  

A few minutes ticked by and I convinced myself that Iyanna hadn’t heard me knocking. So, I knocked a little louder. Waited impatiently, tapping my foot for a little bit. I hadn’t heard a peep from inside. When I walked back to the stairs, trying to see if I could see anything through the window on the side of the building. Nothing. 

I kept staring at my watch. Five minutes turned to ten. Ten minutes turned to fifteen. The anxiety I’d been trying to ignore was at an all-time high. I was sweating bullets even after loosening the top few buttons of my shirt and trying to fan myself.  

I raised my fist to knock again, but decided against it. Either she had forgotten all about our date and wasn’t home. Or she’d changed her mind about hanging out and was pretending not to be home. Both possibilities made me feel pathetic.  

Turning away from the door with my tail between my legs, I tried my best not to unravel. In my mind, if I could keep it together until I got home than I could keep a piece of my dignity. “Can’t believe this.” 

“Skylar!”  

I turned around towards the door, expecting Iyanna. She wasn’t there, which made no sense. I knew I heard her voice. Unless I was so lovesick that I was starting to hallucinate. That couldn’t be the case, though, I told myself.  

“Down here,” Iyanna called out to me as she took the stairs two at a time. Within a minute, she was standing in front of me in the flesh. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to have you waiting. I completely lost track of time and then when I ordered a ride, the closest driver was twenty minutes away.” 

“It’s okay,” I said, letting out the most discrete sigh of relief. Iyanna had no clue that I was seconds away from leaving. I guess, I didn’t need to tell her. As upset as I had been about the possibility of being stood up, I understood that she had been busy. “I’m just glad that you hit me up. I know you have a lot going on.” 

“That’s an understatement,” Iyanna let out a nervous chuckle before reaching to unlock her door.  

She opened it and motioned for me to follow her into the dark apartment. I followed her lead, abandoning my shoes at the front door before walking into the living room. I wasn’t sure if I should make myself comfortable or wait for her to invite me to take a seat. It usually wasn’t this hard to read women, but Iyanna was giving me all types of conflicting signals that were impossible to decipher. 

“I was able to think far enough ahead to order pizza,” Iyanna announced, buzzing around the kitchen. In a quick blur, she dropped her things on the counter, and reached into the cabinet to grab wine glasses. “I didn’t really know what you liked, so I got one pepperoni and one vegetarian. As far as wine goes, I only have Cabernet Sauvignon.” 

“Whatever you have is fine,” I assured her, deciding to sit down at one of the bar stools at the kitchen’s peninsula. “I intended on stopping to grab a bottle, but...” 

“It’s okay. Trust me, I get it. Your days are probably just as chaotic as mine.” 

“Not even close,” I admitted. “Unless you count the days that I have a lunchtime workout scheduled with my trainer on the same day I’m supposed to meet Jayla for happy hour. I try not to overexert myself too much.” 

“Can’t relate,” Iyanna said, taking a greedy sip from one of the glasses in her hand before extending the other towards me. “Eventually, it will get better. Right now, though, I’m just grateful for whoever invented wine.” 

Iyanna let out an exhausted sigh as she sank down on the barstool next to me. I took a minute to admire her beauty. Despite obvious signs that she was burning the candle at both ends, she looked as beautiful as always. 

Her fingers wrapped delicately around the stem of her wine glass. Her dark brown eyes met mine, a softness in them that made my heart flutter. “I appreciate you for coming over on such short notice. I really just needed someone here with me to decompress. I guess I could have called Reese, but…”

I leaned in, anxiously waiting for her to complete the sentence. She never did so I was tasked with filling in the blanks with my own imagination. Her and Reese were good friends, but the mood she was in meant she needed someone who was more than a friend. I was happy to take that role, even if it was only for one night.

"It's just been a long day. A long week really," she said after another generous sip from her glass. She topped off her glass and looked at me. "You probably don't want me to bore you with the details, though."

"We can talk about it if you want."

"Maybe, its just that I don't want to," she giggled. 

I took the wine glass she offered me and took a small sip. Not exactly the taste I wanted on my tongue. I definitely would have preferred the taste of Iyanna. Had been dreaming about that since our first hookup.

But something told me that the evening wouldn’t be progressing in that way. Despite the booty call vibes I got from her messages earlier, I was getting put my bonnet on and go to sleep vibes from Iyanna now. Fine by me, though. 

I was just happy to be in her presence. Glad that of all the people she could have invited over for wine and pizza, she chose me.

“Go get comfortable before the pizza gets here. I can wait for you here. When you get back we'll talk about everything but work.”

"You sure?"

"Yes. Go get into your pajamas and your fuzzy slippers. Relax. You deserve it." 

"Okay," Iyanna said hesitantly, but eventually disappeared down the hallway to change. 

No sooner than she did, there was a light knock on the door. I opened it to find a woman standing there with pizza in one hand and the other one with her palm out, "That'll be twenty-seven ninety-eight."

"Okay," I nodded, reaching for my wallet. "Do you take card or..."

"Only if its pre-paid," she said. "I can only take cash."

"Okay," I nodded in slight disappointment. I hated that I couldn't just take care of it, but without any cash in my wallet I'd have to ask Iyanna. "Just give me one second."

It had been dark the last time I navigated to Iyanna's room and I had been a little bit pre-occupied, but it was easy enough to find it at the end of the hallway. The door was cracked open, so without thinking I pushed through the doorway.

Iyanna jumped. Startled by my presence she turned around to face me. Scaring her was not even the biggest issue. I'd walked in on Iyanna and she wasn't wearing anything but a pair of bright pink panties. She was topless and didn't hide away. Not that there was any reason to be ashamed. Iyanna's body was perfect. The sight of it had me foaming at the mouth.

"Was this just an elaborate ploy to get me out of my clothes," Iyanna asked, raising one brow in suspicion. "Because you don't have to play so many games with me."

"Ummm..." I struggled to find the words, so ended up standing there shaking my head no. I diverted my gaze, giving her an inkling of privacy out of respect. "The pizza is here. The lady said she only takes cash and...ummm..."

"Shit," Iyanna hissed, rushing across the room. "I don't remember where I sat my purse."

"Is it in the living room? I can check."

I jogged down the hallway into the living room and found where she abandoned her purse when she came through the door. With one misstep down, I decided not to start digging through her purse. Even though, the pizza chick was knocking again. "Just a minute."

"You found it," Iyanna asked, coming around the corner in sweatpants that hugged to her thick thighs and a crop top t-shirt. There was no time to admire her beautiful physique, though I definitely noticed how good she looked despite being dressed down. I handed her the purse and we both moved towards the door.

"Sorry for the wait," I said as I opened the door, again.

I turned towards Iyanna who was still fishing through the depths of her purse. She looked up at the both of us with embarrassment all over her face, "There's no way you can take card? Could I wire you the money with a little extra?"

The woman squinted as if considering, "Do you have that peach hair mask that you make? A jar of that would make it an even trade."

"I've got tons of Aura products," Iyanna smiled wide. She skipped down the hall and reappeared with two gift bags full of hair products. The pizza lady handed me the pies. I took them into the kitchen as Iyanna explained what each of the products was for. Even though, the woman agreed to trade the pizzas for one jar of products and Iyanna had far exceeded that, she still found a way to send her the money to cover the cost for the pizza and a big tip. Then Iyanna handed over her business card and encouraged her to reach out in a few months about possible job openings.

"Crisis averted," I laughed as Iyanna came around the corner.

"Seriously," Iyanna laughed. "I cannot even believe it. She said she saw my name on the order and because she knew I'd moved to town, she volunteered to deliver it. She's not even a delivery driver."

"What," I laughed a little harder.

"Yes, can you believe that? Its always crazy to me when people recognize me or my brand. But she didn't come to try to get free stuff. She was hoping to work in my warehouse once I get it open."

"Honestly, I don't think I've ever been that dedicated to get a job application. Sounds like she'll be a good worker."

"I think so, too. She said, she's a single mom and needs a flexible schedule. You know as long as people meet their quotas, they can work whatever hours they want."

"I've heard about that," I nodded. "Read an article about one of your employees who works four hours a day, but gets paid full-time. How that helps her have time to go to school and take care of her elderly parents."

"Tyra," Iyanna smiled. "She's such a sweetheart. People were so mean when that article came out. Said she was stealing time and everything else, but my company's productivity tripled when I started paying people for going above and beyond."

"Makes sense," I said in between bites of pizza. "I talk to my pops about the same thing all the time. Why are you punishing people for working faster by forcing them to do more work without paying them for it. He always blows me off and says that's the way it is. Says that when I'm in charge, I can run things how I want."

"Ms. Dunn, I had no clue that you were a CEO in the making."

"Absolutely not," I laughed. "That's what he wants, but I couldn't be more uninterested. I recognize how much work goes into being in charge. I've seen how hard he works. I can only imagine how many hours you put in with your business. The passion and work ethic is admirable. Its just not something I really possess. Or rather something I have as it pertains to the firm."

"Its not for everyone," Iyanna nodded. "People often minimize how much effort it takes to build a business, but its not for the weak. Sometimes, the stress is..."

She never finished the statement, but I could only imagine. I reached out and squeezed her hand, "Its a lot of responsibility being the boss."

"I appreciate you for understanding. I've seen you texting and calling and I've been wanting to get back to you, but things have truly been so chaotic. I've been really overwhelmed. I haven't even had the opportunity to sit still long enough to deal with how overwhelmed I am. I have so much to do and so many people counting on me."

"I definitely understand," I nodded. "And I know that as much as you've taken on and with all the people you are helping, its really important that you have someone in your corner who makes sure that you're okay."

Iyanna took in a deep breath and let out a debilitating sigh. She didn't have to explain what was going through her mind. It didn't seem like she had the level of support that she needed. I could give her that, though. I wanted to, at least.

Moving closer to her, I stood behind where she was sitting and massaged her shoulders. She melted in my hands. A soft moan escaped her lips as I dug my fingers into the knots in her neck, shoulders, and back. I could feel all of the tension she was carrying around after working so many hours and dealing with the highs and lows of having a business.

“That feels heavenly,” Iyanna said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you."

As I continued massaging Iyanna's shoulders, a sense of tranquility filled the room. The only sound that lingered was the gentle melody of her contented sighs. It was a simple intimacy that I enjoyed, even as the person doing all the heavy-lifting. I didn't mind at all. There were a million ways to bring pleasure to a woman and it was obvious that I was doling out plenty of it to Iyanna.

She appreciated it, too. Reached up as I kneaded her shoulders again, placing her hands over mine. With her eyes closed, she held them there. For a heartbeat and then a few more. Her voice was soft and tone relaxed when she told me, "I need more moments like this. I wish I could have more of this."

I bit my tongue, wanting so badly to volunteer to be her peace. I suspected, though, that being overly eager wouldn't help my case. I'd just have to keep showing her what I was all about. So, I leaned in to plant a sweet little kiss on Iyanna's cheek, one that seemed to catch her off guard, but that she accepted with a smile.

I winked before pushing her plate towards her. "While I'm here, I plan to take care of you. As much as you'll let me."


CHAPTER THREE

We ate pizza and enjoyed more effortless conversation. As the evening continued on, I noticed Iyanna becoming more and more relaxed. That was definitely my goal, especially as we left behind the kitchen and got settled on the couch together. I felt so comfortable and cozy having her close to me, and was so happy that she shared the sentiment. We leaned into each other both physically and metaphorically with each passing moment.

"I really do appreciate you for coming out tonight," Iyanna told me.

"Thanks for having me," I smiled. It was getting late, but I didn't really mind. I decided way earlier in the day that I was going to skip work the following day. I was more concerned about Iyanna getting enough sleep. I told her, "You can kick me out at any moment. I know you're tired."

"I'm fine," Iyanna giggled. "Or at least I will be."

The sound of an aluminum can popping open made me turn my head in curiosity. I halfway expected Iyanna to be cracking open a cold one. Instead, she had pulled an energy drink out of the fridge. I could tell because it was one of those obnoxiously bright colored cans.  

“What’s that for?” 

“Late night caffeine fix,” Iyanna said, raising the can to her lip.  

“Wait,” I said, holding up my hands to stop her. “Should you really be drinking that after having a glass of wine? You’re going to give yourself a heart attack.” 

“I don’t want to fall asleep on you.” 

My face twisted up as I moved towards her. I grabbed the can away and sat it upside down in the sink, so it could flow down the drain. “If you’re tired then you should go to sleep. Don’t get hyped up on this toxic sludge on my behalf.” 

Iyanna laughed, "Great. Now, I'm going to fall asleep on you."

"What's so bad about that," I asked. "Hell, I thought you were about to fall asleep like thirty minutes ago."

"Is that what you want?"

"That's what you need," I shrugged.

"But that's not what I want," Iyanna smiled deviously. "I mean, I thought it was pretty obvious what I wanted when I reached out."

I remembered what she told me earlier and laughed, "Was this just an elaborate ploy to get me out of my clothes, Iyanna? Because you don't have to play so many games."

"I thought it was obvious."

"It was," I confessed. "But coming here and seeing you so sleepy, I thought it was better if you actually got some rest."

"Haven't you ever heard the phrase, no rest for the wicked," she licked her lips seductively.

"No, but I'm willing to listen to your interpretation of that little saying," I responded with a grin, leaning forward and meeting her halfway.

Our noses touched, our eyes locked, the anticipation of what was to come dancing between us. Her lips parted slightly as she leaned in further, and I followed suit, closing the gap between us even more. The softness of her lips pressed against mine sent a shiver down my spine as our tongues gently tasted each other.

The kiss was slow and intoxicating, and it felt natural in a way that I couldn't explain. Her hands found their way to my shirt, fumbling with the buttons. With an impressive ease, she popped them loose, exposing my breasts. Iyanna pulled away just enough to admire my cleavage. Obviously, she liked what she saw. It set a fire in her eyes.

As I pulled her back to me, I felt the intensity reach a new level. Iyana's kisses were deeper than before. Her hands trailed down my chest with her fingers tracing the contour of my breasts. Her soft, but assertive touch sent chills through me and made goosebumps appear all over my skin.

Her thumbs brushed across my hardened nipples through the fabric of my bra. I moaned into the kiss, unable to resist the growing desire that swept over me like a tidal wave. The smell of her perfume mixed with the fresh scent of her skin was intoxicating, making me dizzy with desire.

"I think I understand now," I said, jokingly as she pulled away long enough for me to catch my breath.

"Yea," Iyanna chuckled as she pulled her shirt over her head and exposed her bare breasts. My mouth watered, watching her nipples become erect in the room's cool air. I reached out for her with plans to put my mouth there and a few other places. Iyanna stepped backward, moving just out of reach. "Anything else you want to talk about?"

"Right now? Nothing. I'm a little tired of talking," I told her, reaching out again.

My hands landed on the curve of her hip as she walked backwards out of the kitchen. I spun her around and flopped back on the couch before pulling her to climb on top of me. She straddled me, her braided hair falling down around our faces. I took a second to take a mental picture, wanting to remember this very second and how good she looked from this angle.

My breath hitched when she pressed her bare chest against mine. One of her breasts found my mouth, begging for attention. Her nipple was hard against my tongue. The taste of her skin mixed with the scent of her perfume set off a fire inside me. My hands wandered down to grab onto her ass, squeezing both cheeks before urging her to grind against me. We were moving slowly, savoring every touch, every kiss, every caress. Her sweet smell filled the room, making  the passion that was rapidly building between us even hotter.

She groaned softly, encouraging me to suck harder while her hands began adventuring between my legs.

Feeling her hands fumbling with my zipper made me gasp for air. I moaned into her breast, feeling her cold fingers against my throbbing clit. My eyes rolled back with pleasure as her fingers circled my pretty pearl, "Fuck, that feels good.

"Like that?" She asked between heavy breaths.

"God, yes," I replied, unable to take my eyes off hers.

"All I've been able to think about was how wet you got for me the other night. And how wonderful you tasted," Iyanna smirked. She pulled her hand from the front of my pants. Her fingers were coated with my essence, at least until she took them in between her lips and licked them clean.

It was the type of freaky shit that made my pussy jump with excitement. And then she offered her fingers to me, so I could have a taste. It wasn't something I usually did, but with Iyanna I felt comfortable and knew she wouldn't push me too far without checking in. Her touch was gentle, resting her finger against the tip of my tongue. I sucked her into my mouth, smiling as I saw her expression change. She was turned on.

"I want you, Skylar. Is that okay?"

I nodded yes, grabbing her by the neck and pulling her close. As our tongues wrestled against each other, Iyanna reached into the front of my pants again. She teased me, pinching my clit until I started whimpering into her mouth. I was beside myself and quickly losing control. And so was, Iyanna. I could feel the sexual tension building inside of her. Her desire sent a wave of heat through my core.

“Take off your pants.” Her voice was a mere whisper, but the command was as clear as crystal.

She watched as I wriggled out of my jeans. I tossed them and my boxers to the side, kicking them away. There was no hesitation in her actions, no moment of awkwardness or uncertainty. She knelt down in between my legs and looked at my sweet center with an insatiable hunger.

I spread my legs and ran my fingers along the wet folds of my pussy, "No one makes me wet like this."

She seemed pleased by the subtle compliment. Hopefully, she realized that I wasn't just blowing smoke up her ass. People mistook me for a player, but I didn't trust too many women with my body. And allowed even fewer between my legs. Our first experience had been a clear indication of how gentle Iyanna was. So, I trusted her to please me while also respecting me. That was a combination that had me dripping with anticipation.

Her lips buried themselves into the short tuft of curls on my mound. Tender kisses sent jolts of electricity through me. Iyanna lapped up my essence, relishing every moment and savoring every drop. I squirmed underneath her, a whining moan escaping my lips each time she flicked her tongue over my sensitivity.

This was not my first time, but it damn sure felt that way. The pleasurable sensations she sent through me had me biting through my bottom lip. My toes curled and I gripped the couch cushions underneath me. "Damn, that feels so good, Yanna."

"Mmmm," Iyanna cooed. Her lips vibrated against me. Her tongue moved faster. For a tiny second, she lifted her head long enough to tell me, "You taste so sweet, baby."

Three way Iyanna called me baby did something to me. I wasn't sure if she even realized. The first time we fell into bed together, it had been such a surreal moment to fulfill the fantasy of having a woman I'd been wanting for so long. It had only been a week, but my desire intensified exponentially.

Her lips returned to my slick folds, lapping up every drop of my arousal. I sank my fingers into her curly hair, anchoring her mouth against me as the pleasure built. I pleaded with her, "Don't stop."

Iyanna's hands explored the shape of my hips and thighs as her tongue dipped in and out of my pussy. My body yearned for more. I spread my legs even wider and grabbed the back of her head, gently pushing her towards the ache in the depths of my center. A quick orgasm sent a splash of cum against her tongue, Iyanna hummed with satisfaction. 

"Fuck me," I called out to her once the yearning had become too much to bear.

Iyanna lifted her head from between my legs, her chin glistening with my arousal. She slowly crawled up my body until we were face to face, her dark eyes boring into mine with unbridled desire.

"Are you sure?" she asked, her voice husky. Her eyes looked deeply into mine. She didn't even blink as she told me, "If you let me, I don't want to hold back."

Her words left me breathless. Speechless, too. I nodded, relaying my answer though I didn't have the strength to form words. I was so damn curious what she meant when she said she didn't want to hold back.

Iyanna gave me an amused smirk before returning to her explorations. Her tongue made slow circles against my clit. The pressure of her tongue increased with each circle. My toes curled as she pushed me to the brink of another orgasm. Feeling her fingers dip into my wanting pushed me over the edge. The gasp that escaped from me as her finger penetrated my tightness echoed around the room.

"Oh fuck," I moaned as she curled her fingers inside me.

Iyanna continued her assault on my senses, her fingers moving in and out of me with practiced ease while her tongue continued to circle my clit. The dual sensations were almost too much to bear, but I held on, wanting to savor every moment.

"So good," I whispered, my voice hoarse with pleasure. I reached down and tangled my fingers in her hair, pulling her closer to me. Iyanna responded by increasing her pace, her fingers hitting that sweet spot inside me that made my vision blur. I could feel another orgasm building within me, stronger than the first.

"Yanna! Yes!"

I felt her smile against me. She knew what was coming, and was determined to wring every last bit of pleasure from me. Tongue flailing and fingers stroking my trembling insides, the orgasm hit me even harder than I expected. The sensation made me feel like I was floating. Left me breathless and shuddering.

My thighs kept twitching even as the pleasure began to subside. Iyanna slowly pulled away, unleashing me from her beautiful grip. The satisfied look on her face was a sight to see. She stood to her feet and pressed a gentle kiss to my lips before walking down the hallway towards her bedroom.

"Don't keep me waiting," she said softly, a twinkle in her eye as she looked over her shoulder at me. "We're not done yet."


CHAPTER FOUR

I took a moment to catch my breath, my body still buzzing with satisfaction. If the living room was just a taste of what she had in store, I was in for an unforgettable night. With shaky legs, I scrambled to my feet. Another deep breath in and out was enough to recompose myself. Ready or not, I headed towards the bedroom.

The door was ajar, and I pushed it open slowly. Inside, Iyanna stood by the bed wearing nothing but a sly smile. Candlelight cast a warm glow on her flawless complexion. My eyes drank in every inch of her. Full breasts tipped with hard nipples. Flat stomach giving way to the swell of womanly hips. Thick thighs that I knew would soon be wrapped around me.

"The way you look at me...I don't think I'll ever get used to it, but I definitely enjoy it. Its like you've never seen a pretty girl before and I just know that's not true."

"Never seen anyone that looks as good as you," I told her.

Iyanna giggled approvingly as she sat on the edge of the bed. She crooked a finger, beckoning me forward. I stepped towards her, trying to contain my excitement. I extended my hand and she took it without hesitation, allowing me to pull her to feet. Once there, I swept her into her arms, picking her up and carrying her into the bathroom.

"Where are you taking me, Skylar Dunn," she asked with an amused grin on her face.

Heading over to the walk-in shower, I tried and failed to grab the door while Iyanna was still in my arms. Seeing me struggling, she reached out to help. It was an uncoordinated mess, but enough to send both of us into a laughing frenzy.

"Should I turn on the water," Iyanna asked.

I looked up at the waterfall shower spout and then decided to sit her on her feet, "Maybe not. How do you turn this thing on without getting your hair wet?"

"Shower cap, silly." Iyanna stepped out of the shower stall. After reaching into a drawer, she came back with two shower caps. "Take your pick."

"I want the one with the ducks," I giggled.

"Good, I look best in zebra print," Iyanna said. I helped her tuck her braids away under the cap before she turned to cut the water on.

"That feels good," I said, closing my eyes and holding my face up to the warm water cascading down on us.

"We haven't even started yet," Iyanna murmured with a teasing smile.

"You're funny," I laughed.

My hands found her waist and pulled her closer. The look in her eyes sent electricity crackling through me, making my skin tingle and my heart pound in my chest. I watched as her eyes moved up and down my body, taking in the sight of me as if she hadn't spent the last half hour in between my legs.

The hot water caused a cloud of steam to form or maybe it was the fresh wave of sexual tension flowing between the two of us. As the water kept pitter pattering around us, Iyanna leaned in closer, her voice dripping with desire, "You don't even realize how good you look right now."

I smirked and wrapped my arms around her a little tighter. Let my hands slide down to the roundness of her ass. "You can look but don't touch. Its my turn."

Iyanna's eyes sparkled mischievously, "Okay. I'll let you have your fun."

"That's okay with you," I giggled, fixating in on her plump lips.

Her lips curled into a devilish smile before she leaned in and lightly brushed them against mine, "It's perfectly fine. Just tell me where you want me."

"Turn around," I said firmly. Once she did, I grabbed her hands and put them on the shower walls. Iyanna looked over her shoulder, but I nudged her gently, "You said wherever I want you."

"I did, huh?"

I pressed my lips against the side of her neck. Kissed her soft skin. Again and again until she started to melt against me. I let my hands roam over her body. It was tantalizing, like a canvas as yet untouched, waiting for my exploration. The subtle curve of her waist. The firmness of her thighs.

Reaching between her legs, I heard her gasp for air. My fingers brushed over her freshly shaved pussy lips. I could feel her shiver under my touch as I teased her gently. She was so incredibly wet and it wasn't from our time in the shower.

"Skylar," she breathed out, the single word sounding like a prayer. I felt the anticipation building inside of her. Felt her muscles becoming tense as yearning overwhelmed her. My fingers traced slow circles around her already throbbing clit. I could feel her trying to push back against me, seeking more friction, but I held her steady.

Not yet. I wasn't done exploring her yet. Wanted to savor the moment I'd been dreaming about.

My free hand wrapped around her, tickling her with soft touches until I stumbled into her breasts. I took turns, massaging each of the full mounds before teasing her hardened nipples. A soft moan escaped her lips as I pinched them, bearing down on them a little harder the longer I held on. The sweet sound made me grin against the damp skin of her shoulder.

"You like that?"

She let out a shaky breath, "Yes...God yes."

The water continued cascading down our bodies, mixing with the slickness between her thighs. I could feel every tremor running through her as my fingers continued their dance around her clit, making her squirm under my touch.

The moans escaping from her was music to my ears, echoing within the confines of the shower. As I pushed against the tightness of her pussy, her pitch changed, shifting to a higher octave. And then higher again as I settled into her depths.

Two fingers pressed against her sweet spot had Iyanna ready to crawl up the wall. They moved in and out, pushing against her insides as they shuddered with each stroke. I pushed as deep as I could with each one, fucking her hard. Making her squeal and cry out my name.

"Sk-Sk-Sky," Iyanna stuttered. "Fuck! Skylar! It feels so good."

I twisted my fingers in order to make room for one more. Three fingers was a tight fit, but the stretch seemed to fill a hole that Iyanna desperately needed to be occupied. She hissed and cooed. Moaned. Hollered.

"Can't...hold..." she gasped, her legs trembling with the effort to remain upright.

"Shh," I soothed her, my fingers picking up their pace. The wet sounds were nearly drowned out by the continuous flow of hot water, and the intoxicating scent of arousal added to the heady experience. "Let go, babe. Let it all go."

With a cry that echoed off the tiled walls, she succumbed to the waves of pleasure that rocked her body. Her orgasm hit her hard, her back arching as she surrendered to the onslaught. Her knees buckled slightly, but I held her firm. My hand moved at the same pace as before. I didn't even consider stopping until her high had passed and her feet were firmly grounded. Despite the hot steam swirling around us, a cool sweat had broken out across Iyanna's body. She was leaning heavily against the shower wall now, struggling to catch her breath.

"That was..." she panted, turning around to look at me with this look in her eyes that was so much more than lust.

I leaned forward and gave her a sweet peck on the lips, "Let's clean you up, so I can get you in bed. Its way past your bedtime."




CHAPTER FIVE

The sound of birds chirping outside the window shook me from my sleep. I groaned, burying my face into the pillow in order to hide from the brightness of the sun. It took a second before I realized that I wasn’t in my bedroom or in my house.   

Memories of the night before brought a huge smile on my face. I thoroughly enjoyed every second I spent with Iyanna. Didn’t even remember how or when we ended up falling asleep.   

It felt so surreal. This was the woman I'd been crushing on since move-in day freshman year. I spotted her. Saw the rainbow colored bracelet hanging from her wrist and immediately fell in love. I could still remember the way my heart felt like it might explode when she smiled in my direction.   

If only my parents weren’t buzzing around nearby. They had no clue that I was attracted to women. In fact, I was still letting them believe I was dating the guy I went to prom with. My dad liked the idea of me being linked to an all-American football player who was heading to a Division I program. My mother liked that he was deeply involved in the church. Neither of them had realized he was just as gay as I was. We had only gone to prom together because we weren’t able to take the people we really wanted. My parents would have freaked the fuck out if my prom pictures were of me and another girl.   

Heading off to college, I hoped to have an opportunity to live the life I really wanted. I convinced myself as soon as my parents stopped hovering over me that I was going to find Iyanna. Imagined how I would ask for her number or invite her to walk along the lake on the eastern part of campus.   

In reality, I wasn’t nearly as brave as I liked to believe even when my parents weren’t around. Basking in my truth was a lot harder than the fairy tale I hoped it would be. I spent so much time worrying about all the people who might not accept me, I never bothered learning how to accept myself. Couldn’t even say the word lesbian, let alone tell anyone that was how I identified.  

My path crossed with Iyanna’s so many times. In the dorm, the cafeteria, and the student center. Our social circles intersected, so it was impossible to avoid her. A part of me wished I could. I was too much of a chicken to say anything to her, but was also deeply intimidated by her. Her beautiful smile stole my breath away and her pride in who she was made me envious.   

I really thought college would be the place where I’d be able to express myself freely. Instead, I was still ashamed and afraid. Didn’t know how the people around me might react if they found out about my big secret.   

Iyanna didn’t care. She never considered other people’s opinions. Never cared what they thought of her. Had even rolled her eyes at me a couple of times.   

There were actually a lot of awkward moments between us. Mainly, it was me. Putting my foot in my mouth. Not sure if Iyanna noticed. She was always as cool as a cucumber. Didn’t seem to notice me at all. Definitely didn’t suspect I was secretly crushing on her. Before I found the courage to confess my true feelings, she was dating some chick on the basketball team.  

I let my insecurities get in the way of that opportunity. As silly as it was, I always kind of regretted not saying something. I wasn’t sure what that would have changed.   

It’s possible Iyanna still wouldn’t have been interested in me. Or maybe, it would have changed the trajectory of both of our lives. The fact that I was still daydreaming about the possibility after all these years was a pretty good indicator of the significance she played in my life.   

Seeing her at the party made me think I was getting the second chance I never thought I would get. When she realized it was me, she had done a double take like most people did. I was one thousand percent confident in my skin, so it didn’t bother me when people made my new look a big deal.  

Iyanna didn’t, though. She offered acceptance. More than that, though. I knew when a woman wanted me and she had that look from the second we locked eyes.  

Reminiscing on the night we shared made me blush as I peeled myself out of bed. This was where so many fantasies had come true. I couldn’t help but wonder what other possibilities might become a reality  

“Where are you,” I called out to her, looking around the room. The blinds were open, allowing the sunlight to pour in, but making it impossible to see anything.   

I stumbled towards a door across the room, thinking it was the bathrmad in my sleep state,  but ended up in the closet. Not like it mattered. Iyanna wasn’t in either place.   

She was in the living room, sitting at a small desk. She was obviously in her zone with the TV playing low in the background as she furiously tapped on the keys of her laptop.   

“Good morning,” I said, walking up behind her and putting my hand on her shoulders. Iyanna jumped and put her hand on her chest. I hadn’t realized how deeply focused she was. She hadn’t even heard me walk up behind her. “Sorry. Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”  

“It’s okay,” Iyanna said, flashing a half smile in my direction. She spun around in her desk chair, “I didn’t want to wake you up, so I came out here to get some work done.”  

“It’s okay. I get it. You’re the boss. I’m sure you’re busy.”  

“Always,” she laughed nervously before turning around quickly. Whatever she was working on must have been important. She started typing again, but paused to tell me, “I’m not the greatest host, but I do have coffee in the kitchen. I think there might be some bagels in there if you want some.”  

“I’ll take some coffee,” I yawned. “Do you want a refill?”  

“You don’t have to.”  

“It’s cool. I got you,” I said, reaching over her shoulder to grab the coffee mug sitting by her keyboard. It was obvious that Iyanna didn’t want our hook-up to get in the way of ticking things off her to-do list. I didn’t blame her for it. Just decided to play the part of being supportive.   

As I stood in the kitchen, waiting for the coffee to brew, I fantasized what it might be like to wake up to coffee duty every day. It was presumptive, especially after only spending one night together, but the thought put a smile on my face. I would be happy to be the one making Iyanna’s coffee and toasting her bagel.  

“I assume you like cream cheese because I didn’t see anything else,” I said, placing the mug back in its place and the plate on top of the keyboard.  

She chuckled, “You didn’t have to do all of this.”  

“Something tells me that if I didn’t you probably would be at this computer for hours without eating.”  

“You’re showing off,” Iyanna smiled, turning the chair towards me as I sat with my own mug in the chair nearby.   

“A little bit,” I confessed. I liked to take care of the women in my life and hopefully I’d have a chance to show her how much. For the time being, I didn’t want to get too far ahead of myself. Just wanted to enjoy my coffee. “This is just a way to con you into having breakfast with me without pulling you too far away from your work.”  

“Thanks. I appreciate it. I definitely should be the one making breakfast and everything. Honestly, though, you were right. I usually sit here ignoring my stomach growling. It’s actually sad that I can’t even make the time to feed myself, but there’s so much to do.”  

“It must be tough. Do you have anyone that helps lighten the load?”  

“Yea,” Iyanna answered between bites of her bagel. “I have a small team, but they haven’t made the move, yet. The remote thing isn’t so bad, but it leaves me doing a lot of the footwork. Probably why my assistant has lunch delivered to my door every day.”  

“Well, at least I don’t have to worry about you starving to death until I see you again.”  

“No, I’m well taken care of. And now that I’m here, I’m sure Reese will be dragging me to every social event she can.”  

“Yea, you’ll have to find some time for me to drag you to dinner,” I said, standing to my feet. I was only halfway done with my coffee, but Iyanna had wolfed down her bagel and looked like she was ready to get back to work.  

“I think I can manage that.”  

She smiled at me and made it a little easier to accept that this was the moment for me to head out. There was a huge part of me that definitely didn’t want to. Ideally, the two of us would make our way back to the bedroom and roll around in the sheets like we had the night before.   

Instead, I went into the kitchen to wash out my mug as Iyanna rotated back towards her CEO duties. The last thing I wanted to do was overstay my welcome and be bothersome to her. That would definitely ruin any chances of the two of us having another night like the one we had.   

“You leaving,” Iyanna spoke over her shoulder when I reappeared with pants on.   

“Yea, I’m going to get out of your hair.”  

“Do you need me to walk you downstairs?” She asked out of obligation more than the desire to do so.  

Even sensing how pre-occupied with her work Iyanna was, a part of me still wanted to say yes. I didn’t want to sound needy but couldn’t shake the idea of leaning against my car as she kissed me good-bye.   

“No,” I shook my head. “I don’t want to mess up your flow.  

Iyanna smiled at me, “The more understanding you are the more self-obsessed I’m starting to feel.”  

“Don’t,” I insisted. “I know how it is.”  

She closed her laptop anyway and stood from her chair, “I can take a break. Probably need to take a break.”  

An overwhelming giddiness filled me. Inside, I was jumping up and down with joy. Trying to contain my excitement was no easy feat. As we headed out the door, I caught a glimpse of the dopey smile on my face as we walked past a mirror.   

“How long have you been working today?”  

“I got up around five,” Iyanna answered with a yawn. “Probably sounds crazy.”  

“Just a little. I mean, it feels like we were up all night. Aren’t you tired?”  

She shrugged, “It is what it is. The show doesn’t stop just because I didn’t take my butt to bed when I should have.”  

“I feel like some of that is my fault.”  

“We are both to blame,” Iyanna giggled. “No regrets, though. I definitely enjoyed myself.”  

Looking over to see her biting her lip made me smile so wide that my jaw hurt. I told her, “If you need another reason to close your laptop, you know where to find me.”  

“I do,” Iyanna nodded as I leaned against my car. “I can’t imagine what we would do.”  

It was a shame I hadn’t parked further away and we couldn’t have a longer talk, but as reluctant as she had been to pull away from her desk Iyanna didn’t seem to be in a rush to get back. She didn’t pull away when I reached for her hand. Instead, she stepped towards me until our bodies were pressed together.   

The fire that had been present the night before was still raging. My pussy twitched, feigning for her touch as if it hadn’t been a few hours since the last time she was on top of me.   

“I can think of a few things,” I said, resting my hands on her hips.   

This was the perfect lead up to a kiss. Iyanna felt it, too. She surprised me, though. Leaned forward and planted the softest kiss on my cheek. It was not the heated make-out session I was hoping for, but no less satisfying. There was something tender and sweet about her kiss.   

“I’ll see you later, Skylar,” Iyanna smiled, slowly stepping away from me.   

Watching her walk away was excruciating. I didn’t want this moment to end. It would have been so much better to have a kiss or to have Iyanna invite me upstairs for a repeat of last night’s shenanigans.   

That didn’t happen, though. As she started up the stairs, I slipped into my car and prepared for the drive home. I just kept reminding myself that this was only the beginning. Of what? I wasn’t quite sure. I just knew that there was something else for Iyanna and I to explore.   
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