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CHAPTER ONE 
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SYDNEY

MY BOYFRIEND JONATHAN Myers, super sports agent to the top performing athletes, had been away on business. He’d return today. A part of me missed the idea of him being close. Yet, deep down, I felt something else was missing. The empty void often left me questioning if I’d chosen the right man. On paper, he was every woman’s dream, educated and successful. To the naked eye, most women would tell me I was crazy for questioning our union. His muscled, golden-brown body would surely tighten any woman’s core. He was drop dead gorgeous. Sometimes I questioned if I’d be all right living without what I wanted most out of life. Maybe that package that appeared perfect wasn’t all that it was cracked up to be.

The key jiggled in the lock. I turned my attention from the TV, jumped to my feet, ran across the low-lit living room, and opened the front door. My smile widened.

Jonathan dropped his luggage at his sides, crashing his lips into mine before stepping over the threshold of the condo. He held me firmly in his arms. 

“Sydney, I missed you.”

“I missed you too.”

“Baby, I love the way your ass looks in those jeans. However, I’d rather see you naked.” He grinned.

“That can definitely be arranged.” I winked.

Jonathan grabbed his luggage. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pushed my tongue into his mouth. Our lips were still attached as he clutched my waist, pushing me inside. I slammed the door shut. Jonathan dropped his bags outside the kitchen. The glimmer of light pouring from the bathroom down the hall lit our path. No words were said as he led me into our bedroom. We quickly shed our clothes. 

He swept me off my feet, throwing me up against the wall. I slipped my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist. I gripped his face, gazing into his eyes. My lips devoured his again.

“Sydney, baby, I love you.”

“Jonathan, I love you, too,” I moaned into his neck.

“I want it to be just me and you forever,” he murmured as we made love.

Those words, ‘just me and you forever’ pierced my heart. I wanted more. And he knew that.

Jonathan laid me down on the bed, then slapped my ass.

I propped myself up on my elbow so I could watch his sexy, brown, tight ass as he walked into the bathroom. 

Jonathan was six-one in height with golden brown skin. I was taken by his sexy dimples and gorgeous panty dropping gray eyes. He wore his hair cut in a low fade. His eight pack of abs was proof he spent hours in the gym. 

If Jonathan didn’t know how to do anything else, he knew how to please the fuck out of me.

I threw my back against the bed frame in awe. Damn. That man is so fine. I’d love to be with him forever, if only he wanted to get married and have a family one day. Jonathan wanted to be in a committed relationship with me, but on his terms. He was a workaholic. Yet still carved out time for his love of travel.

He believed kids would only slow us down. He said he knew I was the woman he wanted to be with forever after getting swept up in my beautiful eyes during our first conversation. I was five-five in height with amber eyes. Jonathan loved my milk chocolate skin and my big, round ass. My short, blonde and black hair made me look fierce. I didn’t wear a full face of make-up that often, especially not in the courtroom. I was a corporate attorney. When men saw me strut into the courtroom, they were swept away by my cute looks and coke bottle shape. They thought I’d use my looks to win a case instead of my brains. However, my intellect won those cases every time. 

Travel was a necessity. Why not see the world? You only live once. The finer things in life were something I’ve grown accustomed to. When I was growing up, my parents struggled to make ends meet. Jonathan and I made more than enough money to support a family. He was a successful sports agent, repping some of the best in the business. I met Jonathan at a company function. My firm had a large range of clients, from the corporate tax evader to athletes.

“Baby. Baby,” he called.

“Huh,” I responded, popping back to reality.

“What were you deep in thought about?” he asked, leaning over, kissing my lips. 

“I was thinking about you and how good you make me feel.” I smiled.

“Good. Keep that thought because I am about to fuck you good again.” Scooping me up, he threw my petite frame over his shoulder and carried me into the shower.

***P***

After our shower, I shimmied my ass into a pair of blue boy shorts and slid a pink tank top over my head. Jonathan threw on a white wife beater and Laker basketball shorts. He called our favorite restaurant that was on speed dial and placed a delivery order. Once our food arrived, we placed our carryout containers on the coffee table in front of the couch and began eating. Just like that, Jonathan was back at work while watching the New Orleans Saints versus the Atlanta Falcons football game. He loved anything to do with sports. When we hung out with friends, he spent most of the time talking about sports.

Jonathan just returned from San Francisco. He met with Taynard Morris, a running back for the San Francisco forty-niners while he was in town. Taynard’s goal was to play for his dream team, the New England Patriots, one of the top teams in the business. Jonathan signed him to a contingent deal. On one condition, that he could obtain the contract. Jonathan succeeded. 

I didn’t mind Jonathan being a workaholic because I was one, too. This was normally how we spent our nights. Jonathan focused on the game and stats of each player, and I pecked away on my laptop, preparing for my next case.

Later that night, I laid in Jonathan’s arms, staring at the ceiling. I was twenty-seven years old, living with the man of my dreams. What more could a girl want? Okay, maybe a few small tweaks in our relationship would go a long way. I glanced over at my handsome hunk, sleeping peacefully. When we first met, why didn’t I look past his success and handsome face? And focus on the red flags. Going to the altar was never in his plans, nor was a family. I’ve always wanted a family. I love kids. I loathe the thought of my wonderful relationship with the man I love suspended in existence due to my need to have children.

***P***

NOW THAT JONATHAN WAS home from his trip we were back to our busy schedules. Nevertheless, I made it a point to drop by his office once a week to have lunch with him. The women turned their lips up and rolled their eyes as I strolled through the office. I twisted my lips and held my head high in passing. They were desperately waiting for him to be single again. Jonathan sat on his office desk surrounded by wall-to-wall windows aided by a beautiful view of the city. He was wearing his headset, which meant he was probably working a deal. Nothing broke Jonathan’s concentration when he was in the zone. Our eyes locked. He flashed his big beautiful smile, then walked out to greet me. He showered me with kisses, driving the catty office women crazy. 

He mouthed, “Hi, baby.”

“Yes, Tim. This is what our boy wants, thirty million over three years,” he protested before leaning down to kiss my lips again.

He grabbed my hand, led me into his office, and closed the door behind us. I set our lunch on the table across the room where we often dined. I persuaded him to purchase the table a few months back. He needed a place to eat comfortably while he worked, since he was there roughly thirteen hours a day sometimes. 

“Alright, Tim, I expect to hear from you by six this evening. Goodbye.”

He hung up his wireless headphone set, then laid it on his desk.

“Yes!” he shouted, raising his fist in the air. 

I walked over, pressing my lips against his. Feeling his soft, warm lips always made me feel good.

“I love you, baby.” I flashed a half-smile.

“We are celebrating tonight,” he confirmed.

“Where should I make reservations?” 

“Aria in Buckhead. I want you to wear that sexy red dress tonight that accents that pretty fat ass of yours.”

“That can be arranged.” I turned, walking toward the table.

I opened a bottle of water, then took a swig, staring at the wall.

Jonathan’s smile dwindled. “Sydney, is something wrong?”

I placed the water bottle back on the table. 

He moved closer, raising my chin with his index finger, forcing our eyes to meet. 

“Nothing is wrong,” I uttered.

“Sydney, then why are you twisting your ring finger? You only do that when you’re upset about something.”

He pushed me to the edge of the table, leaving no space between us. 

“Jonathan, they’re watching.”

He glanced out the window. Everyone immediately returned to their tasks. 

He grabbed the remote off the table, tapped a button, lowering the shutters. “That’s better.” He pushed our lunch to the other end of the table. Jonathan hoisted me up onto the table, placing his hands on my face. “Baby, how many times do I have to tell you? A wedding ring doesn’t define you. Doesn’t define us. I only want to be with you.” His lips softly fell upon mine. 

“And to please you,” he whispered, pushing my skirt over my ass, gathering around my waist. His finger slipped into my panties, then my core.

“Mmm,” I breathed.

I held onto the nape of his neck as I pushed my tongue past his lips, capturing his tongue. My mind was hazy, but the thought was still there; I wanted to be his wife.

“Are you on the pill?” he asked against my lips. Jonathan unfastened his pants and released his dick.

“No, and why would you ask that now?” 

“Baby, we’ve been together for two years and we don’t plan on being with anyone else, so why won’t you get on the pill?” He pushed his dick against my mound.

I scrunch my eyebrows together. I could feel my blood boiling. My body vibrated. “Because I want a baby with you, and I want to be your wife,” I pleaded, grabbing his shirt. 

His erection was gone instantly.

“Why do you do that?” He straightened his clothes.

My eyes narrowed. “Do what?” 

“Ruin a perfectly good moment with the talk of kids,” he seethed, stepping away. 

“Sydney, I’m done discussing this. For the last time, I don’t ever want kids.” His deep voice shook me from the inside out. 

“Please don’t push the issue. Syd, you alone make me the happiest man in the world.” His voice calmed. “I don’t want a child who I would never see because of my demanding work schedule.”

“Jonathan,” I said, with sadness in my eyes.

“Oh, so what, putting a ring on your finger will make you feel better about us?” he spat.

“Jon, that is not at all what I’m saying. If we are meant to be, I should be able to share your last name. I’m just asking you to think about it. Baby, I love you.” I shimmied my skirt down. 

Stalking across the room, I crashed my lips into his with all the passion I could muster.

“Did you hear me? I love you,” I said firmly, holding his face in my hands. I will never forget the distinct scowl on his face.

“I hear you, Sydney. You just refuse to hear me.”

His gray eyes pierced my soul. I finally heard him. I knew then he wouldn’t ever change his mind. I acknowledged the deafening silence of my relationship ending.

Knock, knock.

“Who is it?” Jonathan asked.

“Allen.”

I stepped back from Jonathan, grabbed my purse, and headed for the door.

“Sydney, I’ll see you at home.”

I opened the door; trying to hold back the tears searing the backs of my eyes. “Hello, Allen.”

“Hey, Sydney,” he replied. His brows wrinkled.

“I can come back,” Allen said.

“I’m leaving,” I said, pushing past him.

“See you at home, Sydney,” Jonathan yelled again as I continued on my way.

Everyone was a blur in passing due to the tears forming in my eyes.

I rushed through the hall toward the elevator. I realized I couldn’t make it to my car fast enough, so I slipped into the restroom. Closing the stall door behind me, I pulled off half the roll of tissue, then plunged my face into my hands, crying my eyes out. 

I was disgusted with myself for thinking I could change that man’s mind. I admit he was very clear about what he wanted and didn’t want early on. I was hoping when he fell in love with me, he’d change his mind and want the whole package with me. I sobbed. “Shit, I have to pull myself together,” I whispered. 

My phone vibrated. I reached into my purse, pulling out my cell. 

The text read:

Rich: Where are you? You have court in an hour. You need to get to the courthouse so we can prepare for the case.

I replied: I got tied up. I’m on my way.

The devastating reality of my relationship falling apart engulfed me. 

I rushed out of the stall, threw the used tissues in the garbage and freshened up my make-up.

An older woman walked into the restroom. I blew my nose, then checked my appearance in the mirror.

“Dear, are you okay?” she asked, stepping closer.

“I’m fine. Thanks,” I sniffled.

“Oh, I know that tone. It tells me there’s more to the story. Am I right?” she asked, standing close to the counter. 

“Ma'am, no offense, but I don’t know you. I can’t just start spilling my guts.”

“All the more reason for you to tell me. We will probably never see each other again. Listen, I’ve been around for a long time. I’ve learned it’s good to get it off your chest. Just think, you don’t know me, so I can’t be bias for you or him.”

My eyes widened. “How did you know there was a him?” 

“Honey, there almost always is.” She smiled.

I stood there in silence for a moment. 

“To make a long story short, my boyfriend loves me. He doesn’t want to get married or have a family. He just wants it to be me and him. But I want to get married and have a family. He told me upfront he didn’t want that,” I said in one breath.

“Honey, it’s very rare that a man will change his mind about something like that. If he gives you what you want, your relationship could change for the worst,” she replied with a thick southern drawl. “Sounds like he doesn’t want to be an inadequate father. I think you know what you need to do if you want a family. I understand how captivating a man can be to make you second guess if you can live without what you really want in life.” Her green eyes sparkled.

“Now if you can go through life filling that void with something else, such as travel or shopping and the love of your man; then fine. I just don’t want you sitting in the park when you’re my age, watching children play, wondering what your life could have been like if you hadn’t given up on what you really wanted.”

I glanced at my reflection in the mirror one more time.

“I better get to court,” I stated, as I looked down at my watch.

“Thank you so much for the advice,” I said, leaning over, hugging her short frame.

“You’re welcome. I hope it helped.” Her pale face lit up.

I turned back to her before leaving the restroom. “It did.”

***P***

I arrived at the courthouse with fifteen minutes to spare. Rushing up the courthouse stairs as fast as my stilettos would carry me, my hot cup of coffee rested in the same hand as my briefcase. I dug through my briefcase frantically for my identification. I glanced down briefly as I continued scrambling. Just as I obtained it, I slammed into a tall, brooding man; hot coffee splashing all over his shirt, my hand, and jacket. 

I attempted to step back, then began descending backwards. He caught me mid step.

He pulled me against his muscular physique, ensuring I didn’t tumble down the stairs. I think we were both in shock, not realizing we’d been burned by my scalding coffee. His big, beautiful, emerald eyes peered into my amber ones. His eyes reminded me of a tadpole leaping across a pond on a beautiful spring day. The stranger’s handsome face overtook me, along with his kissable lips. If he took my lips with his at that moment, I wouldn’t object. A warm vibration shot through my body. Or was that my hand pulsating from the hot coffee? His black hair was slicked back perfectly, not a hair out of place. Still in shock from our bodies colliding, I took a step back, not wanting him to let me go. I wasn’t sure why.

“I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to step out of bounds. But I wanted to ensure you’re safe.” The words fell from those sexy lips.

His voice was deep but soothing.

“Thank you.” I smiled. My eyes connected with his wet shirt.

“Oh, my god. I’m so sorry I got hot coffee all over your shirt.”

He retrieved the cup from my hand, throwing it into the garbage can a few steps away, then returning to my aid.

I dug in my bag, retrieving some Kleenex. I began dabbing his shirt.

“Again, I’m sorry for not watching where I was going. I’m trying to get to court.” 

My skin felt like it was going to disintegrate. 

“Ouch!” I yelled, grabbing my hand and holding it.

His eyes widened.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes, I’ll be fine.”

He caressed my hand. 

I cleared my throat. “Don’t worry about me,” I replied, pulling my hand away. “The least I could do is pay for your dry cleaning.”

His emerald, green eyes flickered, and he flashed a handsome smile. 

He retrieved a handkerchief from his inside jacket pocket, then began wiping his shirt. “That won’t be necessary Ms.?” 

“Sydney Chambers, attorney at law,” I said, retrieving the handkerchief from his hand as I began blotting his shirt for the second time. My hand pressed against his chiseled chest.

Damn, he took good care of his body. He gently grabbed my hand, removing the handkerchief. 

“It’s okay. I will live. What about you? You probably should put aloe vera on your hand. Something my mom always used when I burned myself.”

“I will,” I blushed.

“What are you planning to do about the coffee stain on your jacket?” 

“I’ll be fine. I’ll remove my jacket before I try my case. Well, if you change your mind, here is my card. Call me and I’ll be happy to pay the dry-cleaning bill, Mr.?”

“Sebastian Johansen.”

“Well, goodbye.” I smiled brightly.

Why did I smile at him like I was a schoolgirl? 

“Goodbye, Ms. Chambers. Good luck in court,” he yelled out.

I nodded, turned, then walked into the court building.

***P***

GOOD THING I PREPPED for the case last night.

I poked my head into the waiting room. “Rich, come on. I’m ready for court.”

Rich grabbed the briefs, placed them in the folder, and hurried out of the room. 

“What happened to your jacket?” he asked.

“It’s a long story. I will explain later. I’ll remove my jacket once we are in court.”

Rich laid my documents on the table in front of me. I unbuttoned my jacket, then draped the navy-blue suit jacket across the back of the chair. Rich and I shook our client’s hand before starting our case.
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​​CHAPTER TWO
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SEBASTIAN

SPEECHLESS WAS HOW I was after Sydney bumped into me. Her beauty literally knocked the wind out of me. If I could have stood holding her in my arms for hours with burning hot coffee all over my chest, I would have just to keep staring into those beautiful amber eyes of hers. I could tell she didn’t need a man to satisfy her. Something I’d love to do. I was interested in getting to know her. I sat behind the wheel of my blue and black Bugatti, wondering how I could see her again. Do I just call her office and ask her out to lunch?

I ran my hand along the stubble on my tanned face, thinking of different ways I could get to know this woman. 

Maybe I was overthinking it. She could have a boyfriend. I should probably forget about her, I thought as I touched my chest with my free hand where the hot coffee burned my skin moments ago. My cock hardened. “All right, down boy.”

I pulled into the parking lot of my office, nestled away in beautiful Buckhead. 

My brother and I owned a software company. We were fortunate to have a comfortable life growing up. We went into business for ourselves instead of the family business; Real Estate. My family was well known; Johansen Real Estate. My father could get any of his lackeys to take over the company or run one of the many offices.

I was greeted by passing employees from the moment I exited my car as I walked through the building on my way to my office.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Johansen.”

“Good afternoon, Mary. Is my brother in?” I asked my secretary.

“No, he isn’t.”

“Alright, thank you,” I said, removing my suit jacket and throwing it on the couch in my office.

“Sir, what happened to your shirt?” Mary asked, rushing to my closet to retrieve a new one.

“A Ms. Chambers bumped into me this afternoon. I guess you can say I was hit by a woman fumbling through her large purse while walking with scalding hot coffee,” I laughed as I unbuttoned then removed my shirt.

“Mr. Johansen, you don’t appear to be upset this happened,” she stated with eyebrows raised.

Mary handed me a clean white dress shirt.

“I don’t know. I guess I’m not. I’m actually thinking about paying her a visit tomorrow. However, first things first. Send Ms. Chambers a bouquet of purple orchids. Then find out everything you can about her.”

***P***

I couldn’t get any work done. I kept thinking about the career orientated woman who ran into me today. I know we are strangers to each other, but I couldn’t stop thinking back on our interaction.

I spoke to my brother by phone recently. He took a last-minute trip this weekend with his girlfriend. They flew to Aspen. If I had a girlfriend, maybe I would take impromptu trips. Don’t get me wrong, there are plenty of women interested. I’m six two, lean body with three tattoos; one on my arm, chest, and leg. I’m a Caucasian male with dark green eyes. Women often say my eyes are the color of emeralds. My medium black hair looked perfect, probably because I wore too much mousse. I sometimes wore facial hair because If I didn’t shave daily, I’d get stubble like today. My dark features, such as my thick eye-brows, were mysterious to most women. When I let my beard grow, women appeared to act more aggressive when getting my attention. I believe I looked like a young boy when I was clean shaven, so I liked wearing a beard to make me look a little older. I felt I got more respect. A sly smile curled the end of my lips.

The women I’ve encountered are all educated. They laugh at my jokes and tell me everything they think I want to hear. I didn’t take Ms. Chambers as that kind of woman. 

I hit the intercom button. “Mary?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Make a new client consultation appointment with Ms. Chambers. Say it's urgent. I’d like to meet with her sooner rather than later.”

“Right away, sir.”

What can I say? I’m curious about her. 

I’ve been dating Stephanie Porter, a woman I've known since high school. My parents think we’re made for each other. I'm not convinced. We went together in our junior and senior year of high school. We broke up in my first year of college. However, we still date off and on. Even though in college I dated other women, I felt the need to see what else was out there. I've dated Hispanic, Indian, Chinese, black, and white women. It didn’t matter what their nationality was as long as they were fun to be around; we were good.

I'm originally from Rochester in upstate New York. We moved here when I was in ninth grade. My parents were tired of the brutal winters. They were torn between Florida and Georgia. They decided on Atlanta, Georgia, because we had some extended family here. 

My brother, Seth Matthew Johansen, is two years older than me. He has short sandy brown hair, green eyes, and a six three, stocky build. He also had it easy with the ladies. He often made women his girlfriend after a month of dating. He liked the feeling of being exclusive, but in small doses. Not sure if he would ever settle down. 

One day I hope to settle down with my best friend, whoever that might be. I like a spitfire of a woman so I could tame her. The woman who captures my heart is someone who is genuinely interested in me. She won’t bullshit me. The idea of having a wife and kids one day warmed my heart. 

That’s right, Sebastian Caden Johansen wanted a family. I exhaled, gazing out of my picturesque window. For now, I would continue to have fun, date, and live life.
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​​CHAPTER THREE
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SYDNEY

MY CASE WENT WELL. I was able to get my client off. He only had to pay fines to the IRS. He managed to beat doing time in Federal prison. You could imagine his joy.

“Sydney, do you want to grab a bite to eat?” asked Rich.

“No, I have dinner plans tonight with Jonathan. He was successful at getting one of his clients a thirty million deal over three years.”

“That’s great! Did you get my signed football from G. Mason?” 

“Shit, I forgot to get it. Let me shoot Johnathan a text. I’ll have him bring it home tonight.”

I sent the text to Jonathan. “There. Hopefully, I’ll remember to bring it in to work tomorrow. Be sure to text and remind me later, though.”

“I will,” confirmed Rich.

“I’m on my way to the office. I will see you in a bit.”

“Alright. Syd, I’ll bring you a salad, anyway. That way, we can discuss what happened before our case today.”

“Fine,” I breathed.

On arrival, I sat my briefcase and jacket on the couch in my office. I scurried into my private bathroom, scanning the medicine cabinet for some burn cream I kept in a first aid kit. The coffee burned my hand worse than I thought. I smiled to myself, reminiscing about that moment.

His dark features and those green eyes compelled me for a moment today. I applied the burn cream.

He’s a very handsome man. His hand felt good against mine. All right, that’s enough, Sydney. Even if I broke up with Jonathan, I would be sure to give another brother a chance. 

I didn’t date white men. Never had, never would. My parents believed in diversity in the workplace and that was the extent of it. Don’t get me wrong, my parents didn’t have a problem with interracial relationships, just not for their kids. My brother brought a white girl home one time; that was the last. 

My parents believed that too many black homes were broken because we didn’t stay together. They believe a woman should uplift her man; build him up. My father said black women were quick to tear a black man down. I was raised not to do that. I was always respectful to my man. When he was wrong, I didn’t challenge him. My mother told my brother he could find a good, black, educated woman that would respect him. 

He just had to be patient. Lo-and-behold, my brother did. He secretly dated a few white women. However, he married a black woman named Anisa. She was sweet, respectful, and supportive. She had her sassy moments. Anisa was a good match for my brother. 

I love my four-month-old niece Kayla and would love to have her over more often if Jonathan didn’t disappear every time I had her over for the weekend. He cringed. He refused to hold her, let alone change a diaper. 

When I got back to my desk, I searched the internet for new town houses to rent in Virginia Highlands. It pained me to come to this conclusion in my relationship. I have to move on. I finally came to my senses and realized he would never give me what I wanted, which was a family. “Shit!” I yelled in a whisper.

Knock. Knock. 

“Come in.”

Rich walked in with a large bag. He pulled a salad container out and placed it on the desk in front of me. He sat down across from me and began eating his food.

“Now spill. Tell me what’s going on.”

“Rich, nothing’s wrong.”

“You are a piss poor liar.” He sat back, laughing.

Rich Michaels was five ten, slender, yet had a fit frame. He was drop dead gorgeous with those blue eyes and short blonde curly hair. None of that mattered, because he was married to a beautiful woman named Marcy. They had two gorgeous little kids, a boy and a girl, and a dog. I envy Rich. He has it all. He loves his family and I love hearing about them. 

I’ve been over to his house for dinner several times and it always ends with me reading the kids a bedtime story. Emma Jane was five and Cooper James was three. They love to watch cartoons and play with their dog, Roogie.

“Listen, you know me. We have worked together for over two years now. Tell me what is wrong, Syd.”

“You know what is wrong! Jonathan and I had another fight about having a baby. He still doesn’t want a child.”

He shoved a fork full of Lo Mein in his mouth. After he swallowed his food, he stated, “Syd, you want a baby with a man who will never give you one willingly. I told you a long time ago to not get into a relationship with him, but you didn’t listen. Am I wrong?”

“No!” I spat out, folding my arms and frowned.

“He made it very clear again today. We were supposed to have lunch but began fooling around. I may have blurted it out that I wanted to be his wife and have his baby.” I cringed, closing my eyes.

“Let me guess, asshole times ten?”

I laughed. “Yeah, he shut me down. Told me that will never happen and that I needed to accept it being just him and I. Needless to say, I ran out of his office crying. I dipped into the restroom and met a woman on my way out. She told me the same thing you did. If we have a child and get married, our relationship would change and he may hate me for it. So, I’ve decided to move on with my life. I am looking for a place to live.”

“Wait, why are you looking for a place? Sydney, that is your condo.”

“I know, but I’m weak when it comes to him. He will flash those beautiful gray eyes and I will be back at square one. I know he loves me. I was wrong to get into a relationship with him, knowing what I wanted in life. He was honest with me upfront and I should have walked away.”

“Sydney, don’t beat yourself up. He knew you wanted kids and to be married. He hoped he would be enough and you would push that dream aside.”

I glanced down, clutched my hand, and began rubbing it.

“What happened to your hand?” 

“Funny story.” I half smiled and flashed my eyes up at him, then back down at my hand.

“On my way into the courthouse, I began searching my bag for my ID. I wasn’t watching where I was going and ran dead smack into this guy, Sebastian Johansen.”

“I know that name. It sounds familiar,” he said, grabbing his cell and typing something in.

“Anyway, my coffee spilled on my hand, splashed on my jacket and all over his white shirt. I apologized profusely. I tried blotting the coffee out of his shirt as much as possible, then I offered to pay for his dry cleaning. Oh, yeah, I almost fell down the stairs, but he caught me. He held me in his arms.” I gazed into space, biting my lip, thinking back to how good he smelled.

“Sounds like he saved a damsel in distress,” he teased. 

“Rich, I’m no damsel.”

“Don’t I know it.”

“Cute.” I smirked.

“What did the rich man say?” he asked, holding up his phone, showing me a picture of the software giant.

“Yep, that’s him.” I blushed, taking Rich’s phone from his hand. I shifted through the pictures that came up in the search.

“Seems like someone might be interested in Mr. Johansen,” Rich jokes.

“Rich, I am not. I mean, he’s attractive, but no. Besides, I will never see him again even if we shared a rare weird moment.”

“Listen, it’s okay to be a little forward. Call him. Ask him how he is doing. See if he will let you pay for his dry cleaning.”

“Rich, I will not. I am going to take my time finding a new guy. I know this for damn sure. I won’t let looks and good sex let me make a mistake again,” I shouted, pounding my fist on the desk.

“Tell it sister!”

“Boy, stop,” we both laughed.

***P***

At around six thirty in the evening, I arrived home. Jonathan was in the shower. I usually jumped in the shower with him, but I needed to distance myself. Having to let go was harder than it appears. I will celebrate his victory with him tonight, then in a couple of days we will break up. God, how I just don’t look forward to having that emotional discussion. 

I peeled off my clothes in the middle of our bedroom, throwing them in the hamper. I entered the shower in the guest bedroom. My eyes beamed up at the ceiling as the hot water beat against my skin, easing the painful thoughts from earlier today.

The bathroom door creaked open. “Hey Syd, I was in the shower. I didn’t hear you come in. Why didn’t you join me?” he asked.

“I figured I should hurry since we have dinner reservations at eight p.m.,” I lied.

“Sydney, are you still upset about what we discussed earlier?”

I looked straight ahead, not wanting to look into his face. 

“Who is coming out with us tonight?” I asked, changing the subject.

“Terry, Mitch, Karen, and Lisa.”

I managed a smile as I turned off the water, reached for a towel, and wrapped it around my body. I walked past him down to our bedroom.

“I will be ready in just a moment,” I stated as I grabbed the lotion off the dresser, sat on the bed, and began moisturizing my skin.

I slipped into an orange off the shoulder tight fitting dress that stopped right above the knee. I slid into a pair of black stilettos, then draped a black cape over my shoulders.

***P***

WE ARRIVED AT THE RESTAURANT right on time. Our friends walked in right behind us. We ordered our dinner and talked over drinks. 

“Everyone, I would like to propose a toast,” I announced.

We all raised our glasses.

“I would like to toast Jonathan, a man who doesn’t stop until he closes the deal. He works hard to get his athletes what they want; what they deserve. Cheers to a job well done! Here’s to the closer!” I yelled as we clinked glasses.

Jonathan leaned over and kissed my lips. I forgot about our fight and enjoyed the moment. 

He peered into my eyes. “I love you, Sydney.”

“I love you, too.”

We smiled at each other, then went back to talking to our friends.

Another clinking glass cut my conversation with Karen and Lisa short. I glanced across the table to see Mitch stand to his feet.

“Jon, I know this is your night. However, I would like to thank my beautiful wife Karen for being in my corner, through the anticipation of finding out if I was going to get that promotion or not. And I did,” he smiled. 

“She is my rock,” he said, staring at her. 

“Turns out I needed that promotion more than we knew. We wanted to share the news with our friends tonight. Karen and I are having a baby!”

We all clapped and congratulated them. I leaned over, giving Karen a supportive hug. Nevertheless, I was reminded why Jonathan and I could no longer be together. 

“Karen, how far along are you?” I asked.

“I am thirteen weeks along. We wanted to wait until I made it through the first trimester to share the news.” She smiled.

“Have you had morning sickness?” I asked as I took a swig of my wine.

“Girl, yes, it was nerve-racking. Every time I smelled coffee, I had to run to the bathroom. It’s been rough,” she said, rolling her eyes up into her head with a large smile across her face.

“You know what? I wouldn’t change any of it. The chance to have this little baby is an amazing feeling. I am excited. I have always wanted children and so has Mitch. We are going to be the best parents we can be,” replied Karen.

I placed my hand over hers. “I am so happy for you. You’ve got a husband, the baby coming, and great careers. You deserve this. I will be right here for you,” I smirked.

Karen clutched my hand and whispered, “You can have this, too. Jonathan will come around.”

Lisa leaned forward, placing her hand over my other hand, clutching it tight, staring into my eyes. 

Nodding her head, “It’s going to be okay.” 

Lisa knew what I was planning. Just her and Rich. 

Jonathan wasn’t paying attention. He was busy demonstrating the plays with an imaginary ball in his hands, discussing the recent football games with the guys.

“Syd, I’m here for you. You know that,” affirmed Lisa.

My throat closed and my bottom lip quivered. Eyes filling with tears, I nodded to both of my friends, snatching my hands away. “Please, excuse me.”

I hurried away from the table, pushing the restroom door open, looking around to see if anyone was inside; luckily it was empty. The tears burst from my eyes. I stared at my reflection in the mirror as the tears poured down my face. I decided I wouldn’t wait another day. Tonight was the night Jonathan and I will be over. 

I felt strong at that moment. “You are better than this; stronger than this,” I said, sticking my chest out. 

I blew my nose, wiped my tears, freshened up my make-up, then returned to the celebration. 

“I’m back,” I said, approaching the table.

“Jonathan, did you tell everyone how you signed Taynard Morris?” I asked as I took a seat next to him.

“Baby, I forgot, thanks.” 

Jonathan went on with his story. I figured if I got him talking about his clients, it would keep him from asking me if I was okay. That was the last place I wanted to discuss our problems; in front of friends.

I immediately turned on the radio as Jonathan drove home. 

“Sydney, you know I leave for Milwaukee tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“I’m sorry about what happened earlier. I wish I wouldn’t get so upset about that one subject,” he said.

“I wish you wouldn’t either, but you’ve made it quite clear we’ll never get married or have kids,” I said as I jumped out of the car just after he pulled into our parking space in the parking garage.

After getting off the elevator, I scurried into our condo. I mean my condo. I rolled my luggage set from the living room closet down the hall into our bedroom. I unzipped the bags and began dumping clothes inside.

Jonathan walked into the bedroom. “Sydney, what are you doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious? I’m leaving you! I’m done. I can’t do this anymore,” I shouted as I stepped in front of him.

“I want you to know, I don’t just fault me, I fault you, too. Just like you made it clear you didn’t want kids. I made it clear I did. I admit we are the perfect couple. The only thing we argued about was getting married and having a baby. We don’t argue about anything else. I can’t believe you thought I was just going to get over it.”

“Sydney, you are acting irrational. What sparked this? Was it Karen and Mitch’s announcement?”

“No! Not totally,” I yelled, pacing the floor in front of him.

“It was how you shut me down earlier and Mitch’s announcement. I’m clear now you just don’t like kids. I thought about how you reacted every time my niece came over; you ran. You wouldn’t help me change a diaper, feed her, nothing.” 

The waterfall began. “I wanted the dream life with you, but I see that will never happen.”

I wiped my nose with the back of my hand, then I dropped on the bed, slouched over. I couldn’t stop the tears. I didn’t know what I was more upset about; not getting out sooner or Jonathan’s smug attitude. Jonathan disappeared from the room. He returned with a wet towel. He sat down beside me and cleaned my face.

“What if we got married? Would that be enough?” he asked.

My eyebrows furrowed. I studied the sadness on his face for a moment, then I leaned forward, kissing his lips. “I appreciate the gesture, but no, it wouldn’t. Let me finish packing,” I said as I stood to my feet. 

I walked toward the dresser, and he grabbed my hand.

I turned to look at Jonathan. “Sydney, I can’t let you move out of your own place.”

He pulled me into his arms. “Baby, I don’t want to lose you. Maybe we need time apart. Hopefully, you will realize how good we fit together. When I returned from my trip, I will have all my things moved out,” he affirmed as he pulled my lips onto his.

He slid his big hands up my thighs, pushing my dress above my waist. He leaned down and kissed my mound, instantly making me wet. I knew I couldn’t cave because we would go through the same song and dance again for the next six months.

“Oh no. We are not sleeping together. I have to keep a clear head,” I said as I walked back over to the dresser. I retrieved a T-shirt and sweatpants from the drawer. 

After shimmying out of my dress, I slid into sweatpants and a t-shirt. 

“Baby, that is the point. I don’t want you to have a clear head,” he said, rubbing my shoulders from behind.

I shrugged my shoulders to wave him off. “I’ll be down the hall,” I said as I walked away.

I locked the door, curled up in the bed under the blanket, and cried myself to sleep.

***P***

When I awoke in the morning. I walked down the hall into my bedroom. Jonathan wasn’t there. He had already left for the airport. I flopped on my bed, curled up into a ball. I cried at the thought of what I’d done. Even though I knew it was the right decision, I still felt an emptiness inside. I had to pull it together. I hopped into the shower. I needed to get to work.

I arrived at work at approximately nine a.m. “Good morning, Erma.”

“Good morning, Ms. Chambers,” she said, hurrying behind me into my office.

“There was a delivery for you.”

My body stiffened from what I saw on my desk. 

“Flowers,” I replied, placing my hand over my mouth.

“They don’t look like any flowers Jonathan has ever bought for me. He usually buys red roses. Maybe he’s trying something different.”

“You know what, toss them,” I ordered.

“Ms. Chambers, they are from Sebastian Johansen.”

My heart stopped beating in that very moment. I was shocked and surprised. I pulled the card from the beautiful purple orchids. 


Ms. Chambers, I wanted to make sure you were okay.

Please take care of that delicate hand.

Sebastian



I smiled as I turned to face my secretary.

“I changed my mind. I will keep the flowers.” I blushed.

The color drained from Erma’s mocha face. Her eyebrows rustled together as she stared at me. “Are you alright? Ms. Chambers.”

“No, but I will be. Have a seat. Let’s go over my schedule for the day,” I stated, as I sat down behind my desk.

“Of course, Ms. Chambers,” she said, sitting her short stature in the chair.

“You have a conference call at ten in the morning with Mr. Peters from Miami. Your next appointment is at two in the afternoon, which gives you enough time to prepare for your upcoming case.”

“Thank you, Erma, that will be all.”

It was nice to have some free time to get some work done. I had lunch in my office alone. I just wasn’t ready to discuss my break up with Jonathan. Even though I knew Rich would be supportive.

Maybe tomorrow, I thought.

I had just finished my lunch when Erma paged, “Ms. Chambers, your two o’clock is here.”

“Thank you, Erma, send them in.”

I stepped from behind my desk to greet the potential new client. When the door opened, I couldn’t believe my eyes.

He walked toward me, hand extended. “Ms. Chambers, it is good to see you again. Under different circumstances, that is.”

“Mr. Johansen, it’s a pleasure,” I said, shaking his hand nervously.

My heart was in my throat. I looked into his vibrant green eyes as I continued shaking his hand. 

“Ms. Chambers, can I have my hand back?” he asked with a cute, quirky smile.

“Oh, yes, of course.” I said, letting his hand go with a silly giggle.

“I see you received the flowers.”

“Yes, thank you. Please have a seat.” I walked behind my desk to take a seat.

“I thought my boyfriend was changing it up. He always sent red roses, never orchids. I never knew I liked orchids until I saw these. Anyway, he’s my ex-boyfriend now. We broke up last night,” I stated.

I felt my eyes burning from the tears that wanted to break free.

“Ms. Chambers, I’m sorry to hear that.” He pushed the box of tissue on my desk toward me.

“Don’t be. We wanted two different things. I wanted marriage and a family. He, on the other hand, just wanted a long-term relationship,” I said, blowing my nose.

“Oh, my god, I’m sorry for spilling my guts to you. We don’t even know each other and you are a potential client. I shouldn’t behave like this.”

“Ms. Chambers-,”

“Please, call me Sydney.”

“I will if you call me Sebastian,” he said with a smile, meeting his eyes.

“Okay,” I smiled, showing a glimmer of happiness.

“Listen, let’s get some fresh air. We can continue the meeting later,” he assured.

“That sounds good. Let me freshen up. I know I look a mess.”

“Not at all. I don’t think that’s possible.” He smiled.

“You’re too kind.” I smiled before entering the bathroom.

I closed the door behind me; quickly assessing my appearance.

I didn’t know what Sebastian was talking about. I looked a hot mess. I leaned over the sink, throwing water onto my face. Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I wondered why I felt excited to have a conversation with Sebastian. I was physically attracted to him. I wondered if it was because he was white, and I hadn’t been with a white man before. It didn’t matter. I didn’t have to worry about anything happening between us. I only dated black men and would only marry a black man. So, whatever feelings were trying to arise for this man would just have to subside, because it wouldn’t happen.

I applied black eyeliner along the base of my eyelids, mascara to my eyelashes, and deep purple lipstick to my full lips. I smiled at my reflection before exiting the bathroom.

“Sebastian, I am ready to go if you are?”

“I am,” he replied.



SEBASTIAN

I DIDN’T KNOW WHAT I was doing right now. I had everything planned out before I walked in here. I admit, I knew she had a boyfriend. And I still wanted to get to know her. I figured I’d, or shall I say, my company, would become her client. I hastily fired my attorney, hoping to hire Ms. Chambers. It would give me a chance to get to know her. We could become friends. Nothing’s wrong with that, right? 

I know I’ve been seeing Stephanie. But I really needed to tell her it wasn’t working out. I wanted to leave myself open to encounter the woman who I was supposed to be with, whomever that is. When I walked into that office and Sydney couldn’t stop shaking my hand, I thought, does she possibly like me?

I won’t lie. Things looked up when Sydney said she broke up with her boyfriend. I planned to be the shoulder she needs to lean on. It gives us a chance to become friends, if nothing more. It didn’t matter how damn beautiful she was or how much I couldn’t stop thinking about her. What mattered was I got the opportunity to get to know her.

I took Sydney to Botanical Garden. I wanted to take her somewhere peaceful and beautiful. I must have done something right, because she couldn’t stop smiling. 

“So, Sydney, tell me a little about yourself.”

She took a sip of her large coke. “I’m from Decatur where it's greater,” she said as she rolled her neck.

I bent over, laughing. “Decatur where it's greater. Did you make that up?”

“No, if you are from Decatur, that is what you say,” she smiled, sucking down her coke.

We began walking again. “I take it coke is your favorite soda,” I stated.

“You know it.” 

We walked over to a farmer’s stand. 

“Look. Isn’t this cute?” she marveled as she picked up the decorated pot of basil.

“Get it. Put it in your kitchen window so you can watch it grow,” I stated.
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