


Chapter 1: Tia
 
 

Love can be a wonderful thing. It can also be dangerous. I knew the pain it
would cause, that’s why I stayed away from it for so long. Just the thought of
having that wonderful feeling and then having it ripped away can be
disturbing and also sad.

I knew what I was getting into when I put myself out there to the person I
really loved. The person I wanted to be with. But instead of him returning my
love, he trampled over it, making me re-evaluate the meaning of it and never
wanting to relive it again.

I had everything under control, or so I thought. But instead of putting the
truth out there, it backfired on me — big time.

Now, as I stand outside the front of Ashton Gardens, an event venue in
Houston, I have to figure out my next move. Should I continue to shield
myself from the notion of love, or go for it full force? Over the past four
weeks that I have spent with him, I realized that I didn't want the feelings I had
to go away.

Now, I know that I have a chance at love. I just hope he feels the same way.
Four weeks ago…..
“Thanks so much for coming,” Camille Anderson said as she gave me a

hug.
I returned the hug and gave my best friend a huge smile. She looked

extremely happy, pushing her long, dark brown hair off her shoulders. She
smoothed down her black lace dress, giving a happy expression through her
pretty chocolate eyes.

Throughout the time we’d known each other, Eric and I never thought
about getting together (mainly because of the fact that he was with Camille).
We did become friends, which later became more after the bachelor/
bachelorette party for Trevor and his ex-fiancée, Chelsea Parker.

Since I got Camille’s blessing to date Eric, the two of us have been
inseparable. We haven’t done anything without the other in the six months
we’ve been together. Since Eric is a consultant for a major publishing
company, one of the requirements is traveling, so he has taken me along on
his occasional weekend trips.

Being with Eric is truly wonderful. He’s the first real relationship I’ve had
in a long time, so I really want things to work out between us. Not only is he a
true gentleman, he cares about my thoughts and feelings. I couldn’t have



asked for anything more. He is perfect.
I stared at him, his smooth coffee brown skin, light brown eyes shining

brightly at me; the way he filled out his black suit gave me thoughts of
ripping it off of him. As much as the thought was creeping into my head, I had
to refocus my mind since there was a surprise coming for Camille.

She smiled at us as Trevor came over, all smiles.
“Is it okay to steal my beautiful girlfriend for a second?” he asked and

kissed the side of her neck.
My smile grew even wider at the two. The moment had finally come, and I

was too eager to witness it. Trevor informed me of the big surprise earlier
that week. While I was glad my friend told me the news, it was hard to keep
the secret from my girl.

“Of course,” I said as I gave Trevor a wink.
He gave me a look that read stop it as he took Camille’s hand. Before she

could respond to Trevor ’s look at me, he led her towards the front, near the
stage.

“What was that?” Eric asked as he looked at me.
“You’ll see in a second,” I said.
I turned to him, putting my arms around him.
“Did you ever think you would be at an event for your ex-girlfriend?”
Eric smiled and put his lips towards my neck, giving me a slight nuzzle as

he breathed in my perfume.
“No. In fact, it doesn’t even bother me.”
“Why is that?” I whispered.
“Because I’m here with the most gorgeous girl in the room,” he

whispered back.
He leaned his lips towards mine, giving me a kiss so powerful that I

wanted to quickly end this night and go back to my place. This man definitely
takes me away with his kisses, making me instantly wet.

As our kiss deepened, there was a loud feedback from the microphone as
Trevor stood near the stage looking at Camille. He seemed nervous, which
automatically made my eyes fill with tears. This was a long time coming, and
I was so proud to be a part of it.

“Seventeen years ago, we met outside of our parents’ homes,” Trevor
began. “I was just moving into the area, while you were standing outside,
wondering about the new family moving next door. I remember that day as if
it were yesterday. You were wearing a dark green dress that was kind of



heinous, but you made it look beautiful. You had your hair in a ponytail and
an expression on your face that was shy but intrigued. As soon as you noticed
I was wearing a Hakeem Olajuwon jersey, you asked if I was a Rockets fan. I
said, 'Of course.' You gave the biggest smile, and I remember thinking it
could light up the entire city. That, and the fact that we talked about video
games, let me know we would be instant friends.”

Camille smiled. “Of course, even though you pointed out several times
how much I suck at Halo.”

“That’s because you do, baby, but I still love you.”
Several partygoers smiled at the two, which made me smile even more.
“Throughout our friendship, I knew something was there, but I was too

stupid to tell you. Now that we’re together, I want us to stay that way, not only
as friends, but as husband and wife.”

He slowly pulled out a burgundy ring box from his suit pocket and opened
it. He got down on one knee, giving Camille a serious look.

“Camille Shanice Anderson, will you marry me?”
I looked at them, remembering the day Trevor asked me to go with him

to pick out an engagement ring for Camille. I didn’t think he would want me
to help pick out something so intimate, but he told me that she and I are
family, so he wanted me to be a part of this special moment.

I glanced over at my second parents, Keith and Claire Anderson and saw
Camille’s mother in tears. Yes, I considered her parents my own since I was
practically at their house every day through middle and high school. My
parents passed away three years apart from each other while I was attending
college, so the Andersons took me in as their own, which I will always
appreciate.

“It’s about damn time,” Keith said with a smile.
The crowd started to laugh as Trevor looked over at him and shook his

head.
Camille looked at her parents and then at Trevor with tears in her eyes.

She looked at the ring and at Trevor again, unable to speak.
“So, what’s your answer, baby?”
“Of course, Tre. Yes!”
Trevor pulled Camille into his arms and lifted her off the ground. As the

crowd began to clap and cheer for the couple, I sucked in a deep breath as the
tears began to flow down my cheeks.

Eric looked at me as he gently wiped my tears.



“You okay?”
I nodded my head.
“I’m fine. I’m just so happy for them, that’s all.”
“Let’s go congratulate the two,” Eric said.
“You go ahead. I’ll be there in a second.”
He looked at me, then gave me a kiss on the cheek. He walked over to the

crowd surrounding the newly engaged couple, offering their congratulations.
I looked at the scene, completely emotional at the moment. I was happy

for my two friends, but I had to wonder if I would experience that moment
when someone would literally sweep me off my feet. Will I ever be so in
love that I couldn’t imagine my life without him?

Even though I’m with Eric now, I have to wonder if my relationship with
him will be just another fling or the real deal.

I sighed as I walked over to the crowd and hug my best friends. I’m not
sure where my relationship with Eric is going, I just hope it will eventually be
towards my happily ever after.

 



 
 

Chapter 2: Charles
 
 

I watched as Trevor proposed to Camille, realizing how wonderful it was
to finally have those two together, let alone engaged. I have known them both
since taking sophomore English with them at Williamson High School. I
knew then they would be together, but of course, they didn’t. Well, they
probably did but just didn’t want to admit it. I’m happy for them, and I know
they’re going to have a great life together as a married couple.

I walked over to the open bar and grabbed a bottle of beer. I watched as
Trevor's and Camille’s parents went up to the two and began hugging them.
Something triggered in me as I began to think about my life and the path on
which it was heading. I had always lived my life without any consequences or
regrets. While Trevor was either a one-woman man or didn’t date at all, I was
the complete opposite, having flings or just the occasional one-night stand.
Even in high school, I was the serial dater, never considering the idea of a
relationship. I never was or wanted to be committed; and to be honest, I
wouldn’t want it any other way.

I looked at the crowd again, noticing Tia walking over to the bar. I had to
admit, she looked sexy tonight. I admired the gold and black sequin dress that
molded to her golden caramel figure and her long, dark brown hair swinging
across her shoulders.

Tia was always a beautiful woman, there’s no denying that, but I knew I
could never be with her.

She came up to me and grabbed a champagne flute that was near the bar. I
studied her lips as she put the flute to them, ultimately giving me thoughts I
definitely shouldn’t be having, especially about her.

I had to get my mind off of Tia’s lips.
“I can’t believe Cam and Tre are finally engaged. When he told me what

he was going to do tonight, I was shocked but happy,” I said.
Tia glanced over at me with an annoyed expression and gave a long sigh.
“Why are you even talking to me?”
I was taken aback by Tia’s rudeness, but I had to calm myself because

that’s her personality. She has always been kind of bitchy; well, towards me
anyway. The two of us have always been standoffish towards each other,
mainly because of what happened between us in high school.



I first met Tia through Camille while we were hanging out at Super Rink,
which was a huge hang-out spot back in the day. When I first noticed her, I
instantly wanted to talk to her. Why wouldn’t I? The girl was (and still is)
gorgeous! I knew we went to the same school but never really noticed her
since I rarely hung out with Camille. We exchanged numbers and became fast
friends during our junior and senior years. But that night, after our friend’s
graduation party, something changed between us, and since then, our
relationship went from good to downright bad. Now, we can’t go a day
without insulting each other (well, she can’t with me anyway). To be honest, I
don’t know why she still holds a grudge over what happened. Why should she
be mad at me for something she suddenly agreed to without giving me a say-
so on the matter?

“Listen, I don’t know why you still have this personal vendetta against me.
I thought that was over and done with.”

Tia gave me a questioning glance, while putting the glass to her lips again.
She downed the rest of the champagne in one swallow and put the glass back
on the bar. She stared at me again before walking off.

 
I watched her, wondering what the hell just happened. I drank my beer,

thinking back again to when Tia and I were good friends. The four of us
would always hang out together, doing crazy things that no one would have
ever thought about doing. Now that I think about it, I don’t even know if that
night caused the problem between Tia and me or if something else triggered
it.

No matter what caused the issue, I wasn’t going to let that affect me
tonight or any other night. Since my boy is getting married, it’s time for me
to think about planning a bachelor party that no one would ever forget.

 



 
 

Chapter 3: Tia
 
 

After staying another hour at the birthday-turned-engagement party, Eric
and I headed back to my place to relax. While he was in the living room
watching TV, I was in my bedroom, changing into something more
comfortable. I slipped out of my dress, laying it on my cherry oak armchair
near my bed. Still in my black strapless bra and matching panties, I walked
over to my full-length mirror and stared at the image before me. I examined
my caramel-colored skin and curves that would get any man’s attention. I
definitely looked like my mother when she was my age. Before she passed,
she showed me pictures of her throughout the years, showing one in
particular when she was 30. The reason I remember that one so clearly is
because that was the age she had me.

The picture was taken when I was six-months-old, and she and my father
were moving into their first home. I remembered her smiling, saying that she
was shocked that she got her pre-baby body back in such a short time, but she
also mentioned that Simmons women never had a problem with weight. Just
the memory of her makes me happy but a bit sad, too, because I miss her so
much. My parents, particularly my mother, were such an important part of my
life, and it hurt to know they wouldn’t be a part of the important milestones in
my life, from me getting married to having my first child.

A tear fell down my cheek, which I quickly wiped away. I stared at myself
a little while longer, thinking about the party again and the look Charles gave
me tonight. I couldn’t believe he tried to make small talk with me. Just
because we were friends at one point and now have to be social with each
other because of Trevor and Camille doesn’t give him the right to look at
me, let alone talk to me.

I know I shouldn’t be bitchy towards him, but I have my reasons. I hate to
admit it, but he did look good tonight. Not just good but panty-dropping sexy.
I always had a thing for men dressed in suits, so seeing Charles dressed in
one tonight proved my theory right that men are the sexiest when dressed in
a nice suit. It doesn’t hurt that he has a nice body to go along with it. That’s
something I always admired about him, especially the times I used to watch
him and Trevor play football while on break from college. I liked the way his
muscular arms looked with the sweat going down his dark brown chest since



he usually played shirtless.
What are you doing, T? I thought as I cleared my head of any thoughts of

Charles. I don’t even know why I’m thinking about him. Yes, Charles
Robinson is sexy, and he could practically make any woman drool over him
in an instant, but he is definitely bad for me. And will always be since that
night after our graduation.

A memory flashed of the two us together that night. The way his hands
felt on me, how slow and soft his touches were as he nibbled on my earlobe.

“I can’t,” I said, quickly letting go of the thought in my head. Why I’m
thinking about him? I don’t know, but it needed to stop. Now!

“What’s wrong, T? What can’t you do?” Eric asked.
I turned around and realized he was standing in the doorway. He came

behind me, putting his hands around my waist.
“Nothing, just thinking about something at work,”
“Oh, well hopefully it doesn’t distract you any longer.”
“Why do you say that?”
He bent down to kiss my neck, giving me a thrilling sensation that rose

from my belly.
“Because I was getting pretty lonely in there. I missed your company.”
I turned around and put my arms around him.
“Well, let me fix that, then,” I said softly.
My lips reached his as we walked over to the bed. Since being with Eric, I

had developed feelings for him that I thought I could never have with anyone.
Not only is he a gentleman, but he’s also caring and loving. He cares about
me. He may even love me, but I don’t know if I have those types of feelings
for him. Sure, I have those romantic and lustful feelings that any woman
would have for a man, but actually having those warm and fuzzy feelings
towards him is something I haven’t experienced yet.

To be honest, I don’t know if I will ever have those types of feelings for
anyone ever again.

As I stared into Eric’s eyes, the only thing I wanted to think about was
being pleased by him. And that’s exactly what he did. All night long.

 
~
 

The next day, I was on cloud nine. After the night I shared with Eric, I
wanted nothing more than to be with him again. But unfortunately, he left in
the early morning for a business trip to Dallas. Usually, he would ask if I



wanted to go with him. But this time, he was a little hesitant to even mention
he was leaving. That was kind of strange to me, but I let the thought go as I
pulled into Hugo’s Mexican Restaurant's parking lot. I was going to just lay
around all day and watch movies on Lifetime until Camille called, asking if I
wanted to talk about her wedding plans over lunch. I quickly agreed, feeling I
needed to do something with my time, and I wanted to hear the plans Camille
had so far for her wedding. The girl had been planning it since she was six, so
I was pretty sure she had everything already organized.

Since it was a gorgeous day in Houston, and the temperature was not
surprisingly hot for a July afternoon, we decided to sit on the patio, which
was surrounded with beautiful greenery and a spectacular fountain near the
exit.

We took a seat in the dark blue patio chairs, anxiously waiting to order.
“I love this place. Of course I have to get the enchiladas de pollo,”

Camille said.
“You and your chicken enchiladas. Can’t you ever order anything else?” I

said, looking at the menu.
“You know me, I like normalcy.”
“Well, I’m ordering something different, walking on the wild side. I’m

going to close my eyes and point to something. Whatever it is, I’m ordering,”
I said.

Camille shook her head and laughed.
“Only you would do that.”
“You know it.”
As soon as the waitress took our drink orders and Camille gave hers, I

quickly closed my eyes and pointed my finger out towards the menu. I could
sense the waitress staring at me funny since Camille was giggling. I opened
my eyes, to see what my finger landed on. Maybe I should have rethought the
whole ordering without looking thing.

“I’ll order the barbacoa,” I said.
“Excellent choice. I’ll be back with your drinks,” the waitress said as she

smiled and walked back inside the restaurant.
“Rethinking that choice, are you?” Camille asked, smiling.
“She said it was an excellent choice, so I’m taking her word for it.

Besides, I’m pretty sure lamb is good.”
Camille grinned and played with her napkin.
“I still can’t believe old Trev popped the question. He was so cute, being



all nervous. Congrats again, girl.”
She blushed and pulled her left hand over her napkin, displaying the huge

diamond engagement ring, which was about three carats. Of course, I picked
out the carat size since Trevor didn’t know a thing about diamond carats or
jewelry at all for that matter. But as he stated at the jewelry store, nothing
was too good for Camille.

“Thanks. Did you know he was going to do that?”
“Why would you think that?”
Camille gave me a knowing glance.
“Okay, so I did. Trevor asked me to go ring shopping with him.”
“Kind of figured. He doesn’t know a thing about jewelry. But even if he

would have bought a cubic zirconia, I would have still loved it.”
I smiled as I grabbed my drink the waitress just brought to the table.
“So, how are things going between you and Eric?” Camille asked, then

sipped on her drink.
“Things are going well for the most part.”
“For the most part? What does that mean? You’re expecting something to

happen?”
“No, not like that. I mean, everything is perfect between us, it’s a little too

perfect though.”
“That’s how a relationship should be.”
“I know, but maybe things are not where they should be.”
“Okay, you’re really losing me.”
“Cam, I feel that maybe my feelings for him may not be as solid as they

should be.”
“You two have only been dating for six months.”
“Don’t you think six months is enough time to realize the feelings you

have for someone?”
“Maybe, but everyone is different. Some may love someone instantly,

while others may take years to realize what they have. All I’m saying is give
it some time, T. Take your time and see where things will go.”

I sighed as I watched the waitress walk over with our meals. She placed
the barbacoa in front of me, giving me a warm smile.

“Enjoy your lunch,” she said as she walked off.
I took a piece of the lamb with cilantro and placed it in my mouth.

Surprisingly, it was good.
“How does it taste?” asked Camille.



“Great,” I said, taking another bite.
The sudden hunger I had been feeling was quickly fading as I glanced at

the beautiful day in front of me. There’s a reason I didn’t have the feelings I
thought I would have with Eric. Maybe there was something – or someone –
standing in my way. I quickly dismissed the thought and took another bite of
the barbacoa, thinking that maybe I still had time to figure everything out.

 



 
 

Chapter 4: Charles
 
 

Lounging around on a Saturday seemed like an ideal day for me until
Trevor texted, asking me to meet up with him at Buffalo Wild Wings. At first,
I was going to tell him no, but I figured he would either call repeatedly or
show up at my apartment; so I threw on the first thing I could find in my
closet, grabbed my keys and headed out the door.

Twenty minutes later, Trevor and I were inside, munching on Buffalo
wings and drinking beers while watching a baseball game on the big screen.
Since he arrived early, he had already ordered for the both of us. I looked at
Trevor, who was still smiling from last night. I have to admit, since he and
Camille have been together, he’s been a little too happy. I guess that’s what
love does to you. I remember having that feeling a long time ago, where you
only wanted to be with that person morning, noon and night. When that
person invaded your thoughts throughout the day. Although I said love was
never a part of my life’s plan, there’s a reason for that theory. I took a long
swig from my beer bottle.

“You know, I am a lucky man,” Trevor said as he put a wing to his mouth.
“I know you are. You’re getting married to a beautiful woman who is also

your best friend.”
“Exactly. I didn’t think we would ever get to this point. After the whole

situation with Chelsea, I didn’t think Camille wanted to be with me.”
“Tre, a lot of things happened during that time, but Camille loved you

regardless. There was never a doubt in my mind that you two weren’t going
to be together.”

“Well, you did point it out in high school.”
“Of course. That’s why I kept teasing you two.”
Trevor smiled as he grabbed a napkin from the center of the table.
“What about you? There’s not a woman you’re sporting for the week?”
“Actually, there are two women I’m sporting this week. Of course I wasn’t

going to bring either one to the party in case anyone knew the two.”
“Really, Charles?”
“What? I thought it was logical to think that. They may run in the same

social circle.”
“I’m not talking about that. When are you going to stop dating multiple



women and actually be in a relationship?”
I gave a long-winded sigh, knowing what was about to occur. Trevor and I

had this talk once a week: him saying I would eventually meet a girl that
would change my life around and me convincing him that I was happy with
the way my life was.

I didn’t want a relationship. And to be honest, I didn’t think I ever would.
“I get it, you want to date as many women as possible, but what if you find

that one woman that will make you change your ways? What if she’s the one
you want to spend the rest of your life with?”

“Can we just drop this? I’m happy, Trevor.”
“Are you really? You used to value relationships. In fact, you were a one-

woman man at one point.”
My expression went from annoyed to harsh at what Trevor said. In fact,

why was he even bringing this up?
“That was a long time ago. Things have changed since then.”
I grabbed my beer bottle again and realized it was almost empty.
“I’ll be back,” I said as I got up from the booth.
Once I did, I noticed someone walking into the establishment that made

me immediately stop in my tracks. She looked in my direction. When she saw
me, she gave me a bright smile, which I quickly wanted to turn away from but
couldn’t.

Trevor looked at the woman and then at me, giving me a look that read,
are you okay?

“Hi, Charles,” the woman said as she approached our table.
I stared at her, wondering what I should do. Should I talk to her, or should

I walk away? She did it to me before our college graduation.
The person standing in front of me is the reason why I stopped caring

about relationships. The reason is she left me with a broken heart eight years
ago.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Chapter 5: Tia
 
 

The weekend came and went, and I was now sitting inside my office at
Carter Inc. People I’d encounter always wondered what kind of company
Carter Inc. was since they never advertised. To be honest, I never knew it
existed until I applied for an office manager position right after I graduated
with my Bachelor of Arts from Texas Southern University. It is a
manufacturing company located near downtown Houston, specializing in
manufacturing mechanical and conditioning applications for various
companies throughout Houston and surrounding cities, including Dallas, San
Antonio, and Tyler. While I loved my job, I felt I should have been doing
more. Once I graduated college, I wanted to find something so I could start
paying back my student loans; since I loved the job so much, I decided to
stick around and potentially move up the corporate ladder. Once I received
my MBA from TSU, I thought about pursuing an executive level position with
the company, but since the pay was so good, I decided to put off my job
search. For now, anyway.

As I stared at the computer screen, I thought about the conversation I had
with Claire the day before about my life and my relationship with Eric.
Sunday is the most important day for me; besides going to church, I go to the
Andersons for dinner. Claire always made the best soul food meals. She could
give some of these soul food restaurants in the city a run for their money
with the meals she prepared.

After everyone at the table had their second helpings of pork chops,
collard greens, and candied yams, Trevor and Camille decided to call it a
night, which kind of made Claire a little sad…

“Why? I haven’t brought out the peach cobbler,” Claire said.
“We’re a little tired,” Trevor said and gave Claire a kiss on the cheek.



“Yeah right. I bet you two are tired, especially if it had anything to do with
what you two were doing in the kitchen earlier,” Keith said.

I laughed at the remark he made. I immediately remembered what
Camille told me about when her dad walked in on her and Trevor making out
in his parents’ kitchen awhile back.

“Dad, please,” Camille said as she hugged and kissed him.
“Leave those two alone. Can’t you see they’re happy and in love?” Peter

Williams, Trevor ’s father, asked as he and his wife, Amanda, also got up from
the table.

The Williams and the Andersons are such great friends. Since the
Williams moved into the neighborhood 17 years ago, the four have always
done things together. From weekly dinners to the occasional double date
night, those four were the best of friends.

“I have to be at work early for a presentation; other than that, I would
have stayed for your famous peach cobbler, Claire,” Trevor said.

“What about mine?” Amanda asked, looking at her son.
“Well, I can’t forget about yours, too, Mom,” he said as he looked at his

father. Peter looked at Trevor and laughed. From what I know about Trevor ’s
parents, Mrs. Williams can definitely cook, but when it came to baking, she
wasn’t exactly Betty Crocker. The last time she made peach cobbler, we all
were running to the bathroom in droves.

The rest of us looked at each other, not knowing what to say.
“What’s so funny?” Amanda asked her husband.
“Nothing, something I just thought about. We better go, too. We have an

early day as well.”
“Well, you could have taken some home, but you have to come back this

week since it’s not cooled yet.”
“That’s fine, Mom. We’ll be back later this week,” Camille said.
“Let me walk y’all out. You coming, Claire?” Keith asked.
“You go ahead. I’ll be outside in a sec,” Claire said as she looked at me.
“What about you, T?” Camille asked.
“I will, too, but first there’s something I need to ask your mom.”
Camille gave me worried look.
“Is everything okay?”
“Yeah, everything’s cool.”
Camille came up to me, giving me a hug before going over to Trevor. As

soon as everyone walked out the door, Claire looked at me, automatically



knowing what was bothering me.
“It’s about Eric, isn’t it?”
I nodded my head and sat down on the couch. Claire walked over and sat

beside me. Usually, I would only talk to Camille about my man problems
because frankly, I didn’t have too many other friends to talk to. But since she
was all in lovey-dovey land with Trevor, I figured I needed another person’s
opinion, someone who was wiser than the two of us combined.

“Claire, I’m kind of worried about him. He went out of town yesterday,
and I haven’t heard from him since the night of the party. Whenever we’re
not together, whether he’s busy or not, he finds ways to call me. Now, I’m not
sure if I should be worried about it or just let it go.”

“Has this just started?”
“Kind of. The last trip he took, we talked once on the phone.”
“T, I wouldn’t worry about it. Maybe he’s busier than usual and hasn’t had

the time to call yet. Just don’t get too stressed over it, okay?”
“I won’t. Can I ask you something?”
Claire smiled. “Sure.”
“How do you know when you’ve found the right one?”
“Oh T, love can be a fickle thing. I’m going to tell you what I told Camille.

No matter how much you try and fight your feelings for someone, the heart
does something totally different. You can’t help who you love or who you
want to be with.”

“Are you saying I’m fighting my feelings for Eric? I think I care for him if
I’m worried that he hasn’t called.”

“Could be, but I think there’s something else going on. Trust me, I’ve seen
what happened to Camille, so I know when someone is denying something.”

“I’m not denying anything. I’m perfectly happy with Eric.”
“Are you really? There’s not someone else, is there?”
My mind flashed back to that night in high school. Those hands on me,

those soft lips sliding down my stomach, the way his hands were wrapped
around my thighs…

“No, there’s no one else,” I said in a shaky tone.
Claire raised an eyebrow, showing me she knew I was lying.
“Okay. Well, remember, if you need to talk, I’m here.”
“I know, Claire. Thank you.”
She opened her arms, and I went into them. She gave me a deep hug, and I

remembered all the hugs my mom used to give me throughout the years.



As I stayed in Claire’s arms, I thought about Charles, hoping the memories
I had about him would go away soon….

“Tia. Tia, are you listening?”
I looked up and noticed my boss, Patrick Davison, standing in front of my

desk. I quickly observed the sullen look on his face. To me, he was always
upbeat and happy, even on a Monday morning. But this morning, he wasn’t
himself, which meant something was up.

“What’s wrong, Patrick?”
A long look was engraved on his handsome face as he sat down in one of

the chairs in front of my desk. He ran a hand through his salt and pepper hair
and took a deep breath.

“I guess you weren’t listening. The company has some news to share with
everyone. In fact, the president will be arriving in one hour to deliver it.”

Before I could open my mouth, he gave a tiny smile and walked out of my
office without saying anything else.

I glanced at the door, wondering what could possibly be going on if it had
Patrick a nervous wreck. I decided to start on my daily work. While checking
his calendar for any updates, someone walked into my office carrying two
dozen red roses. A surprised smile crossed my lips as I already knew who
sent them.

“Tia Simmons?” the deliveryman asked.
“That’s me,” I said as I got up to retrieve the roses.
The man handed me the signature pad as I accepted the delivery. I gave

him a $10 tip, which he gratefully accepted before leaving the office.
I peeked around the roses until I noticed a small note attached. I opened it,

seeing it was from Eric with a poem inside describing his feelings for me. I
smiled as I put the note back into the envelope, smelling the sweet fragrance
that occupied the room.

I knew I shouldn’t have doubted him , I thought as I put the roses on my
bookcase.

I knew I didn’t have to wonder why Eric didn’t call me. He was just busy
with work and couldn’t find the time to talk to me. Since I’ve known him, he
has always been committed to his job, so I shouldn’t be surprised if he’s
wrapped up in his work. Besides, the roses are a true declaration of his
feelings for me. That should be enough to know that he truly cares about me
the same way I care about him.

 



~
 

After updating Patrick’s calendar and compiling financial reports for the
department, I didn’t realize an hour had already flown by. I left my office,
hearing the heels to my black pumps clicking on the linoleum floor. That is
the most annoying sound ever. Once I rounded the hall towards the
conference room, I noticed Charles coming off the elevator. I had to do a
double- take, wondering why he was in the same building where I worked.

“Tia!”
I slowly turned my head towards him, giving a long sigh in the process. I

really didn’t want to talk to him, but I knew if I kept walking, he was just
going to catch up to me.

I walked over to him and folded my arms across my chest.
“Shouldn’t you be at work, which I clearly remember is across town?”
“My boss told me and several employees to come here at 10 for an

announcement.”
My curiosity really got the best of me as I wondered why Carter Inc. and

The Thomason Group, which was an architecture firm, would have a meeting
together.

“I guess we better go then,” I said as I walked beside Charles. I looked
over at him, taking in the navy blue suit, crisp white shirt, and blue and white
striped tie that completed the outfit. I suddenly became a little hot staring at
Charles, wondering how much his body had changed throughout the years.

What the hell is wrong with me? I thought. I’m acting like a horny
teenager, and that’s something I don’t and shouldn’t do. I have a boyfriend for
Pete’s sakes! I should be lusting after him and not after a guy I wouldn’t want
near me if my life depended on it.

We stepped into the conference room, noticing a majority of the big wigs
from Carter Inc., and, I’m assuming, from The Thomason Group as well as
some employees from the executive levels sitting in the front row of chairs
by the podium.

After a few minutes of waiting on more people to arrive, the president of
Carter Inc. and someone I didn’t recognize walked towards the podium.

“Can we get everyone’s attention, please?” Don Carter, the president of
Carter Inc. said to the audience.

In all my time here, I had only met the president twice, and that was during
our company’s annual holiday dinner. So I knew whatever this announcement



was, it was going to be big.
The crowd immediately became quiet, giving the two men in front the

floor to speak.
“Thank you. As everyone in this room may know, Carter Inc. is a family

business that has been passed down from generation to generation and has
been an important asset to the family. But as time has gone on and the
changes in the economy have become relevant, we knew changes had to be
made to keep the company going. With that said, Carter Inc. has decided to
incorporate a merger with The Thomason Group.”

Everyone immediately began talking at once after hearing this news. I
glanced over at Charles, wondering what this all meant.

“Please, everyone. With the merger, we expect the company will see a
small boost in revenue for both organizations. Now, to explain the future of
both companies, I will turn the floor over to Mr. Sullivan.”

Mr. Sullivan nodded his head to Mr. Carter as he stepped to the podium.
He gave everyone a warm smile, then cleared his throat.

“Good morning, everyone. I’m Mr. Tate Sullivan, and I am the CEO of
The Thomason Group. Although we would love to keep everyone on board
for the merger, with the size of the companies merging, keeping both sets of
employees is not an option, especially since both companies have employees
in duplicate positions. Therefore, we have to do cutbacks in various
departments. Until further notice, everyone will be on alert as to whether
their jobs will still be intact.”

I suddenly felt sick. How could they determine who would keep their job
and who would be fired? I glanced at Charles, who had the same expression I
had, which was worry mixed with anger. Not only are our employers merging
together, we may not even have a job.

I shook my head, wondering how my day went from great to downright
crappy in a matter of minutes.
 


