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Chapter One: ​Work Life Balance
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I thought this working situation would be awkward, but so far, it seemed to be working out.

"Hey Tyler," my boss, Mrs. Cooper, said as she walked through the door.

"Hi," I replied.

She said hi to everyone else and then went into her office. This was the norm. There was no tension or anything like that; it was a regular work day.

"I told you; it would work out!" Gary said as we sat on the couch playing video games.

"Yeah, you are right," I smiled at my best friend.

We had been friends since our first year in high school. Now, in our late twenties, we are still as tight as we were then.

Gary and I parted ways after high school. We went to different colleges. He liked working with his hands, and I enjoyed working with computers. Even through our college years, we kept in touch.

Gary had just divorced Jeri, his wife. They had been married for seven years. I had never tied the knot or had a long-term relationship. My longest relationship lasted seven months. Since then, I have enjoyed the single life.

I had moved back into the area, and Gary had a spare bedroom, so it was convenient for both of us for me to move in and share the bills and help each other out.

"And you thought my mom would give you trouble," Gary laughed.

"I know, I was just thinking it would be awkward," I responded.

I have known Mrs. Cooper or Sara for most of my life. She helped me get into college and taught me how to drive, seeing as my mom was sick throughout my whole high school years.

I remember when Gary called me and told me that his dad got killed in a hit-and-run. I was at the funeral. So, I thought that, with all that history, the two of us working together would make things difficult.

I was wrong. Sara was my boss, and at work, we had a working relationship, nothing more; she didn't discuss anything that wasn't work-related, and I did the same.

"So, when is your date?" I asked, looking at the time.

"Eight," Gary stated.

"Bro, it's half past seven," I told him.

"Fuck!" Gary said, dropping his controller and running up the stairs to his room.

"You're going to be late!" I yelled.

That was Gary's major flaw; he always left things until the last minute. I was sure that's why his marriage failed. He said it was because his ex-wife was a bitch. I bet that she was a bitch because he was constantly procrastinating.

"Bro, seriously, take a shower, you reek!" I said as he came down the stairs a few minutes later.

"What?" Gary shrugged. "I do..." he paused to smell his armpits. "Fuck that's gross!"

"I told you!" I stared him down. "And those clothes have stains all over them."

"I washed them," Gary tried to say.

"Probably two weeks ago," I stood up. "Call her and tell her you will be late."

"I can't," Gary shook his head. "This is our third date, and I was late for the other two."

"Well, if you go like that, she will definitely leave before you guys sit down," I stated. "But do what you want."

I went into my room, which was downstairs, and listened to Gary try to tell the woman he was dating that he would be late again. By the arguing, I guessed that she didn't take it too well.

Gary was late for everything. It was a wonder how he kept a job, but working as an independent contractor for a mobile handyman service was right up his alley.

All Gary had to do was go to people's houses when the main office told him to go, fix, repair, install, or whatever they wanted, and then go to the next job. Sometimes, he would meet up with others for larger projects, but usually, it was only him.

'Going to the bar, you want to come?' Gary texted me.

'Nah, got to get up early, have fun,' I replied.

'Your loss,' Gary responded.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"HERE ARE THOSE PAPERS you wanted," I said as I put the reports on Sara's desk.

"Wow, already," Sara smiled as she looked at them. "And correct," she said as she looked them over. "I wish everyone was as efficient and as timely as you are," Sara said.

"I like being on time with things, it just makes things easier for everyone involved," I shrugged.

"Not like my son," Sara stared at the picture of Gary on her desk.

I smiled.

"I thought living with you these past months would change him," Sara picked up the framed picture. "He gets it from Max."

"I remember," I laughed as I remembered her husband, Maxwell. He was always saying things like better late than never or just made it.

We would always be late whenever Gary's father had to pick us up or drop us off for anything. 

This was the first time we talked about anything other than work.

"How is he doing with the new girl, Tianne or something like that?"

"Tiera," I corrected her. "From the sounds of the arguing yesterday I think it is off."

"Late again, huh?" Sara shook her head.

"Yeah, third time was the limit," I said.

There was a knock on her office door as one of the other associates needed her.

I waved as I went out the door.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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GARY AND I WERE TWO different people. As weeks went by, it became evident that I was the more mature one. I found it challenging to live with him.

The first few months were easy. I just pushed through the problems because I needed a place to live, and he was helping me out. However, as time passed, I found the lack of organization and cleanliness annoying.

Fast food wrappers and cups were all over the living room. Dishes were stacked high, even though we had a working dishwasher that Sara provided. Also, his clothes leaked out of his room and crowded the hallway.

We had a dedicated washing room with a washer and dryer upstairs. I was constantly picking up clothes and piling them at his door just to get to the washroom.

If this was how he was with his wife, I couldn't blame her for leaving him.

~~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"YES," SARA SAID AS we all met for dinner.

When Gary left for the bathroom, I had to ask her.

"Always?" I asked.

"Yes," she repeated. "Jeri is a very nice woman, patient, understanding, organized. We can all be messy sometimes," she smiled.

"I know, I can be, but on my days off I clean it all," I smiled.

"Yes, I remember," Sara laughed.

"You still talk to her?"

"Absolutely," Sara admitted. "She is doing great, has a new man in her life and is expecting a baby boy."

"Wow, she didn't wait," I replied.

"It's been three years," Sara told me. "She waited for Gary to mature, but as you can see...."

I turned to see Gary talking to some teenagers, watching videos on their phones.

I was turning thirty in two weeks. Gary had already turned thirty, but he acted like he was sixteen.

"What?" Gary said as he returned to the table.

"Nothing," Sara and I said in unison.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~
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"WE HAVE TO ASK YOU something," two of my colleagues said as they sat near me.

The new guy stench must have been wearing off because they were not avoiding me anymore.

"What's up?" I asked.

"You know Sara, right?" one of them asked.

"Yeah," I replied, a bit wary about where this conversation was going.

"Is it true that she has grandkids?" another asked.

"Yeah, three, and one on the way," I answered.

"I told you!" one told the other.

"She doesn't look like a grandma," the other said.

"I told you she was a total GILF," the other smiled as they stood up and left my table.

I shook my head.

I had never thought of my friend's mom as a MILF or now a GILF. She had always been Sara or Mrs. Cooper.

I worked late into the evening and didn't keep track of the time. I was working on some presentation papers for a deadline in a few days.

'Hey, it's getting late, are you okay?' my phone vibrated on the table.

"Shit!" I said, looking down at the time. It was past seven in the afternoon.

'Yeah, lost track of time,' I responded to Gary's text. 'On my way back now.'

I quickly packed my things and turned off the computer.

I couldn't believe I had worked that late into the afternoon.

I started heading out of the office when a distant light caught my eye. 

"That better not be one of the cleaners on the computer," I said as I walked over to Sara's office.

Then I heard it. "Mother fucker is watching porn!"

It was the sounds of people fucking, and I knew those fake moans and cries from any porn site.

I turned the corner in a rush to confront whoever was in Sara's office watching porn.

Just as I was about to say something, the view caught my eye.

Sara had her back to me as she had her tablet on the table facing her. I could see the tablet's screen. It was a black man fucking a white woman from behind.

'What the hell?' I thought as I stepped back.

I could hear the muffled moans and the sounds of a vibrator working itself in and out of Sara. I couldn't see it, but I knew that sound very well.

'She's really into it,' I thought as I stared at the back of Sara's head.

"Oh, fuck me!" Sara said as I could see her hand moving back and forth. "Fuck me, Tyler!"

I was stunned as Sara said my name. 'Maybe it's another Tyler,' I thought.

"Fuck me with that huge black cock!" Sara yelled.

I quickly rushed toward the elevator, knocking over a trash can and a standing plant on the way. I didn't stop to pick it up.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"YOU OKAY?" GARY ASKED as I entered the house.

"Yeah, I am good," I tried to assure him.

"Got worried that something happened to you," Gary said as I went straight to the fridge.

I downed a beer quickly and reached for another.

"You don't look okay," Gary said as he looked at me.

"Nearly got into an accident, that's all," I lied. "I am going to lie down."

I went to my room and closed the door. I couldn't believe what had happened. The whole way home, I was expecting Sara to call me. She could easily look at the cameras and see who knocked over the sizeable standing plant and the trash can.

Even now, I kept staring at my phone, thinking a text message or a call would come through.

Sara had called my name, not once but twice, while watching a porn video. She was sitting in the chair, getting herself off to an interracial video while thinking of me.

The thought of it kept playing in my mind until I fell asleep.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
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"YOU ARE OVER HOURS," Kyle said as I sat at my desk.

"I know," I stated as he looked at me.

"Make sure you cut some hours, there is no overtime," Kyle said as he left.

I shook my head at him.

Sara didn't let on that she knew that I saw her last night. Everything was the same as it was every day.

I counted my blessings; maybe I could put those thoughts behind me.

I was about to leave a bit late, but since my papers would be turned in before the deadline, I knew I could cut hours tomorrow and the day after.

"Here you go," I said as I put the papers on Sara's desk.

"Thank you," Sara smiled.

"See you tomorrow," I said as I headed for the door.

"I had to throw the plant away," Sara said as my hand was on the door handle.
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