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Prologue 
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When I decided to move to the busy city of Atlanta, I thought things would start looking up for me. I was wrong. My name is Janice Allen. I'm a twenty-four-year-old lesbian who recently moved to Atlanta for a fresh start. Some say Atlanta is the place where a young lesbian with a construction business degree can become successful.  

I've been here for a year now. My ex-wife and I divorced nine months ago, and I've tried to live my best life ever since. I'm a pretty good catch. I have my own business, live in a beautiful loft apartment in Buckhead overlooking downtown Atlanta, and am not a bad-looking lesbian.

Coming from a small town in Alabama, I always dreamed of starting my own construction company, so that was my plan after graduation. Fortunately, nothing was left for me in my small hometown after my divorce. So, the same day my divorce was final, my best friend and I packed up an extra-large U-Haul and headed to Georgia. 

A few months after moving to Atlanta, I met this woman, Elle. She was beautiful, intelligent, and everything I was looking for, coming out of a toxic marriage. We would go to the movies and eat junk food while watching two or three films. On our off days, we would lie in bed and talk for hours until we fell asleep wrapped in each other arms. She would listen to each word with amazement when I spoke of my day. I would tell her stories about my toxic ex-marriage, and she would rub her fingers through my hair, relaxing me with each touch. Then, she would pull my hair back and kiss my forehead to bring me back to reality. 

Sometimes, I would come home from a long job, tired and exhausted, and she would come over, cook me dinner, and then lie in bed listening to old-school music in the dark. I miss those days. She was my escape those days, and now she brings on more drama than the world around me.
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Chapter One
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I woke up next to Elle, still sleeping. I didn't want to wake her because I knew she was still upset about our previous argument. We had just come from dinner when my phone began going off. It was an unknown call, so I didn't answer them and kept sending them to voicemail. I forgot to stop my work phone from forwarding it to my personal phone. Elle insisted that I answer the phone, which became an argument about me hiding things and sneaking around. I was too tired from working all day to explain to her or a potential customer that I don't answer phone calls after working hours. So, I ignored them both and went to bed.

If it weren't for the fact that it was after one in the morning, I would have gone to my own home. But I had a few drinks over dinner, so I passed out when we returned to Elle's place. It was now eight in the morning, and I wanted to get out of there as quickly as possible before we picked up where we had left off. 

I rolled over and retrieved my cell phone from my pants pocket on the floor. After realizing that I didn't get a chance to charge it, I immediately checked the battery percentage. I had a little less than half and wasn't happy about that. I pulled down the notification bar and glanced at my text messages:

Mya: I just landed in Atlanta.

Damn really? I thought as I read the preview notification in my status bar. Instead of replying, I locked my phone and sat it on the nightstand. I sat up slowly, trying not to move too much and wake Elle.

I scooted over to the edge of the bed and felt her move. I looked behind me and saw her staring. Neither of us said a word as I grabbed my jeans and headed to the bathroom. I closed the door behind me and glanced at my reflection. I grabbed my toothbrush and stood there, eyeing my 5'10, 160-pound frame, trying to figure out how to leave this woman's condo without starting an argument. As I turned on the water, Elle entered the bathroom and quickly sat on the toilet. 

"Good morning!" I said. There was no answer as she began to relieve herself. I brushed my teeth, rinsed my mouth, and slid on my jeans. I walked out just before she washed her hands. I grabbed my shirt off the floor and slipped it over my head. 

"I'll call you later," I said, grabbing my phone and keys off the nightstand. 

"I thought it was going to be you and me today? I guess you changed your mind," she responded quickly.

"I need some space. Last night was a lot," I said.

"It was a lot because you're still hiding your phone," she said. 

"I'm hiding my phone because I didn't want to answer the call. Come on," I said.

"Then tell me who it is," Elle said as she sat on the bed and folded her arms.

I unlocked my phone and showed her the two unknown missed calls from last night. 

"I don't know who it is, Elle. You know my phone is connected to the website right now. I don't answer after hours," I said and snatched my phone from her face. I was so tired of the back-and-forth arguing and bickering. I grabbed the rest of my things.

"Whatever," she said.

"Let me go and handle some things, and I'll call you later. We can meet back up tonight," I told Elle. She sucked her teeth as she sat down on the bed. I walked over and tried to give her a half kiss on the forehead, but she turned her head before my lips could make contact, climbed back into bed, and grabbed her phone. 

"Yeah, okay," she said. Once Elle had decided that she was upset, there was nothing I could have said or done. These arguments were becoming daily, and I was exhausted trying to figure out what to say or not to say when we were around each other.

I made a mental note to check her Twitter page because I knew she would tweet about everything, as always. I could check her page to see what was on her mind. She wouldn't say anything to me but blast it all over social media. Lately, things have gotten so bad that I deleted her from all my social media and blocked her from some. I got tired of seeing all the negative things and posts. Elle was forty-three and could act seventeen sometimes. 

Without saying goodbye, I headed for the door. After locking Elle's front door with my spare key, which I've had since a month after our talk, I unlocked my phone and read my messages. She didn't have a key to my place, though. I didn't see a reason to give her one. We stopped going to my place months ago. I would instead come to hers. It was easier for me to leave. I clicked on the notification and began to text Mya back.

I asked Mya if I could see her today, and she immediately texted back with her address. She was staying at the Downtown Westin, and that made me happy because she wasn't too far. Your location in Atlanta is crucial because a two-mile drive could turn into a thirty-minute drive, depending on your location. After living downtown for almost a year, it was the only part of town I knew my way through, along with all the back roads. I texted her back and told her I would arrive shortly.

I started my 2011 Range Rover, plugged my phone into the jack, and turned-on Pandora. I put my truck in drive and pulled off. I needed to get home, shower, and change my clothes. It was my first day off in about a week, and I wanted to enjoy it. Spending it with Elle was not an option. We can argue later. 

I pulled to my apartment, exited the car, and headed to the elevator. I pushed the button to the sixth floor. As I exited the elevator, I saw Tammy coming out of her apartment, holding a trash bag, wearing her usual workout tights and sports bra.   "Hey, Tammy! What I told you about taking the trash out dressed like that, you know I'm looking." I joked.

"Girl, stop it before I call your girl. You know she already doesn't like me," she responded before dropping her trash down the garbage shoot. She was right. Elle didn't like any girl who smiled or looked my way, even though Tammy was straight and married with kids.

"I'm just saying. You're the one walking out here like that," I said.

"I just came from yoga, and what will you do with this? You can't handle a real "boriqua," Tammy said in her deep accent. She tossed her trash into the chute. Instead of answering, I stood at the door and smiled. "Exactly."

Don't get me wrong. I've thought about it when I first moved into my place. Tammy was the first person to introduce themselves to me. I was on the last of three trips from the back of my car to my apartment with a buggy full of boxes. I didn't have much. My college dorm was only so big.

I was fresh out of college, and it was my first place. I was too excited to move into the building. At the time, I was staying in a hotel and had been for the past month or so and couldn't wait to get the keys. 

Tammy held the elevator open for me as I dragged the buggy across the courtyard.

"Sixth floor," I said.

"Same as me. Hello, neighbor," she said.

She let me off the elevator first and walked behind me as I pushed the last of my belongings. 

"Are you following me, or do you live this way?" I said, reaching my door.

"Funny! I live right here, smart ass," she said.

"Well, hello, neighbor," I said. We both laughed and disappeared into our places. From that moment forward, she was my favorite neighbor. When I first arrived and didn't know anyone, she invited me to the bar a few times and even brought me breakfast a few times when she knew I was sick. 

Tammy was just a spoiled housewife of a pilot. He was rarely home, and I may have met him twice. She did have two little boys, maybe six and seven. I was convinced he had a second family somewhere. She would joke about it, but I knew there was some truth in there somewhere. Tammy and the boys spent most of their time in the courtyard on the roof. It was the hangout spot for residences with a lounge, pool, foosball tables, and a heated pool overlooking Downtown Atlanta.

I used to take Elle there a lot when we started hanging out but eventually stopped. Elle would see her and her kids and insist it was something between us, even confronting her once.

We had just come from the movies. The theater where you can order food and drinks. I had never been and never heard of anything like it. The only movie theater I had in my small town didn't even show IMAX or 3D movies. You have to drive to Montgomery for that.

After the movie, Elle was a little drunk. I was sober as hell. It was a long workday that day, and I knew if I had any alcohol, I would have been asleep. So, I ordered her food and drinks and got myself a lemonade with my meal. Elle had been asking to go to the movies for weeks, and although I was tired, I wanted to keep my promise.

Anyway, Elle and I were walking down the hallway to my door when Tammy came out of her apartment holding a small trash bag. I smiled and spoke to Tammy as I normally had done daily for the three months I had lived there. Elle and I had only met a few weeks earlier. I let go of Elle's hand and reached into my pocket for my keys. When Tammy had passed us, Elle stopped walking and looked at me with her hands on her hips.

"So, you let go of my hand when she walked by?" Elle said, pointing simultaneously at us both.

"What are you talking about? I grabbed my keys," I said, dangling them before Elle. Tammy laughed and tossed her trash in the chute.

"You think this is funny?" Elle screamed at Tammy

"J, get your girl," Tammy said. I quickly unlocked the door and pulled Elle into the apartment before she could say anything else.

"What are you doing, Elle? You're drunk. Come on, let's get in bed," I said as I locked the door behind her. I grabbed Elle's hand and led her to my bedroom.

"I'm not stupid, and I know what's up," Elle slurred. She kicked off her shoes and threw herself across the bed. Elle was asleep within two minutes. That was her first negative encounter with Tammy, but it wouldn't be the last. Elle gave Tammy eye rolls every time she would see her.

Tammy was straight as an arrow. She might flirt here and there, but it was all harmless. She was a cool person, beautiful as hell. A "boricua," as she loves to say, who didn't look more than twenty-five, let alone forty-two with two kids. 

Tammy curved every man and woman in the building, making it known she was married. Trust me, most of them tried. Elle didn't like her because she said she always hung around the building with no clothes on. I would call it workout tights and a sports bra, no clothes, but she did have a banging body. Elle couldn't stand her and would comment about her seeking attention.

"It's not that I don't know what to do with it. You're just not ready to handle what needs to be done, smart ass," I said. Tammy had closed the trash chute and was headed back to her apartment.

"If I liked your girl, I would tell her about you, but let's be real," Tammy said in her deep accent. We both laughed. I unlocked my door and walked into my empty apartment. 

"At this point, it's whatever," I said. I locked the door behind me and threw my bag across my deserted sofa.

I've been spending the night at Elle's house so much last week that it felt weird being in my own apartment. But, on the other hand, being with her was better than sleeping alone. All I have are my thoughts when I'm alone, which I hate. 

I kicked off my shoes, flopped on my three-piece black sectional, grabbed the remote, and flipped through the music channels. I stopped at the pop channel and cut the volume up. 

I ripped off my clothes, grabbed my towel, and turned on the shower. After dancing in the mirror for a few minutes, I hopped in and let the water run down my back. I couldn't stop thinking about the first time I ran into Mya.
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Mya was this cutie I met while working at her mother's home. She was visiting her parents while I was rebuilding their new kitchen. From the first moment she opened the door, I was in awe. Her five-foot-six-inch frame and long hair that she always kept swept to one side caught me by surprise. She was standing at the door looking sexy as ever in pajama shorts and a spaghetti strap shirt that stopped right above her pierced belly button. She reminded me of Aaliyah with honey-brown eyes.

"We're from Mavis Interior Design, here to install your new kitchen," I stuttered, repeating the rehearsed line when greeting a new customer. It was our fourth job and our second large client since starting our business. We did some cabinetry work, but this was a complete redesign, and both my business partner and I were excited. 

"Come on inside. My mother told me you guys were coming. She's at work. My name is Mya," she returned as she opened the door. She stepped to the side and escorted us to the kitchen. I could see Toni staring at her body from the corner of my eyes. I rolled my eyes, thinking to myself, this chick is always thinking about the next fuck. She pointed towards the kitchen and walked back upstairs. Halfway up the stairs, she turned around and told us to ask if we needed anything to yell. I told her okay and started to get to work. 

"You think she saw me staring at her booty?" Toni asked as soon as she disappeared.

"I'm pretty sure she saw you, but she's not paying us any attention. Let's get to work. We have a tight time frame on this job," I told her, trying to get Mya's booty off her mind and into the job. 

We were halfway done, around two in the afternoon, when Mya finally showed her gorgeous face and asked if we wanted anything to drink. 

"No, we came prepared," I said with a smile, pointing to a small cooler we bring to each job. Toni and I usually keep the cooler filled with ice and cold water. Mya wiped a piece of hair out of her face and smiled back. We stood there for a second, staring at each other, when Toni interrupted us, saying that we still had much to do and needed to return to work. 

"Yeah, let's get back to work. I'm trying to get out of here by six," I agreed, responding to Toni but still locking eyes with Mya. 

"You sure you don't need anything?" she said, still not breaking contact. 

"No, we're okay, but if we do, I'll make sure to call you," I said before finally breaking our stare and returning my attention to Toni. I could see the jealousy in Toni's eyes. I brushed it off with a slight smile and continued to work. 

"Okay, make sure you do," she strolled away. 

"I think she's feeling you. You should get her number," Toni said, but the tone of her voice told me that she was a little salty. 

"Now you know I'm not checking for no females right now. Elle and I are doing good, and I want to keep it that way," I told Toni, but in the back of my head, I was praying Mya would come back down the stairs.

On the next and final day of the remodel, Mya kept finding a reason to come downstairs. She needed water and a phone charger, and then she needed the number off the refrigerator. While Toni was being overly helpful, I continued to work but took notice of the smile she gave every time our eyes made contact. 

Just as I was about to call Mya's cute self from upstairs to sign the necessary paperwork, the front door opened, and in walked her mother.

"Omg. This is nice," Mya's mom said.

"We're almost done. We have to clean up our mess," I said, gathering our tools.

"Take your time. Is my daughter upstairs?"

"Yes, ma'am. Whenever you are ready, my partner has some papers for you to sign," I said, grabbing my tools. I walked past her carrying my tools. Toni introduced herself and took over. While I was packing everything in the back of the pick-up truck, Mya walked up to the car. 

"Hey," she said, making me sling my head around like a kid caught in the refrigerator sneaking a late-night snack. I dropped my hammer on my foot. "Oh, I'm sorry. Did I scare you?" 

"A little, but thank God for steel-toe shoes," I joked, knocking the heel of my foot against the bed of our new model Ford F350 work truck.  

"It's sporadic seeing two women doing what you guys do; I'm impressed," Mya said.

"Really? I guess you don't meet too many women in this field," I said with a smile. She smiled back.

"This may be weird, and I don't do this often, but I'm leaving tomorrow. I'll be back in a few months, and I was just wondering if we can exchange numbers," she asked.

"Exchange numbers?" I asked. 

"Yeah, unless you're married already," she said, glaring at my ring finger.

"No ring, and I wouldn't mind that at all. I'm just a little caught off guard," I said.

"I've been trying to get you to see me, but you've been so into your work," she said.

"I wasn't sure. I guess I suck at flirting," I said.

"Here's my number. Text me anytime," Mya continued, handing me a folded piece of paper with her name and phone number scribbled. 

"I will," I said.

"Hopefully soon."

At that time, Elle and I relationship was already running its course. It had been two days since we had seen each other. The last conversation was a text argument about how I would rather us spend time at her house than at mine. We were arguing so much I didn't want to bring that to my home. Plus, it was easier to leave if I was at her place, and I think Elle enjoyed kicking me out when she had enough of my bullshit. 

Toni walked out the front door with Mya's mother, just a little behind. I hurried, put Mya's number in my pocket, jumped, and grabbed the other equipment. 

After setting down the tools, I glanced back at Mya, standing next to her mother with a smile on her face. I smiled back at her, motioning that I would call her. She gave me a nod, letting me know that she understood. Then, I turned my attention back to Toni, explaining to Mya's mother about our 30-day warranty.

Mya's mom thanked us and told us how she loved the kitchen. I told her she was welcome and handed her our business card just in case she knew anyone else looking to renovate.

Besides the small decorations, the interior decorator would return the next day and add the show product. Overall, we did a banging job. I was confident our client would be happy with the results. We never had anything less than an excellent client review, and multiple companies highly recommended us.

I am not an interior designer; I'm more like the muscle for interior decorators. They give my company the layout, and Toni and I tear down the old and build the new. Toni is this stud I met while in college. Her real name is Tonisha, but we call her Toni for short. She's my best friend, business partner, and the only person besides my family that I have in my life. 

Toni was a special person. And if you would see us together, you would wonder how we became friends. Toni is a very masculine stud compared to me. I was more on the softer side. But despite our differences, we've been grinding together since graduating college. 

Anyway, from that day on, Mya and I texted every day. While I was working or wasn't around Elle, we would stay on the phone for hours, getting to know each other. My relationship had been so messed up, and we were barely talking. I had nothing but time to speak with Mya. Never kept that a secret. I didn't need to because our messages were never about being with each other, only about our day or letting off some steam. I appreciate the friendship that was building. Now, Mya was back in Atlanta on break from school.
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After being interrupted by the notification ringtone on my cell phone, I turned off the shower, wrapped the towel around me, and walked back to my room. I grabbed my cell phone off the bed to read the missed message from Toni, who invited me to hang out that night.

Toni loved to go to clubs and parties and basically everything about Atlanta's nightlife. I was mostly a homebody. I would go out with her sometimes, but that's after she begged me for days, and I ended up giving in just to shut her up. If not for Mya being in town, I might have taken her up on her offer to avoid Elle. I had no plans to chill with Toni or see her face. My mind was stuck on Mya.

I texted Tonie back to tell her I had plans. I would have told her exactly the plans, but I wanted to avoid hearing the questions and concerns about my relationship with Elle. Toni responded by calling me lame for not wanting to party with her. I would be that tonight and every night if that meant spending time with Mya.

One thing I could say about Toni is that I have the time of my life every time I go out with her. But unfortunately, it ended with me doing something I would regret the following day. For instance, the last time I went out with her, I got so drunk that I passed out in the bar parking lot, laid out in the front seat with a puddle of vomit outside the driver's door. It took me two days to get over that hangover.

I returned my phone to the bed, ignoring Toni's last comment. Then, after about an hour of slowly getting dressed and dancing around the house, I grabbed my keys, took one look in the mirror, grabbed a matching fitted baseball cap off the wall, and proceeded to the door. After months of texting and talking, I felt like a high school girl going on her first date.

Once I got into my truck, I called Mya and told her I was coming. After she gave me the room number, I hung up the phone and turned my music up. I pulled off as The Weeknd's new single glared through the speakers. I danced along to the melody of the beat and let his lyrics speak to my soul, comparing my life to his song Wicked Games.  

After about ten minutes, I pulled up to the hotel, found a parking spot, and turned off the ignition. The music still played through the speakers as I sat in my truck and attempted to fix my clothes. The last time I saw her, I was dirty and smelly in my work uniform, so I wanted to make a good impression this time.

I checked myself in the rearview mirror, content with what I saw. I stepped out of the car and straightened my black Levi jeans and my pink and black polo collar shirt. I readjusted my fitted cap, pulled my curly, shoulder-length hair into the open part of the pink and black snapback, and proceeded to the hotel's entrance.

Once inside the hotel, I took the stairs rather than the elevator because I feared tight spaces. I wasn't about to risk my luck on an elevator by myself. I would have quickly jumped on if people were waiting, but I decided to take the stairs since no one was there. Besides, it was only three floors up.

Finally, I located her door and knocked lightly. I was nervous, and I secretly hoped no one would answer. After a few seconds, Mya opened the door, and it was like a beam of sunshine hit me in my eyes. She was beautiful, even more stunning than I remember. The sunlight from the window made her almond-brown skin look smooth and silky. 

She wore a long sundress, so long it almost concealed her feet. The top was wrapped and tied around her neck. Her hair was down and pulled to one side with a flower clip on the other. She looked like a Hawaiian queen. She smiled, and I immediately noticed the dimple on her left cheek. She was beautiful, and I was nervous as hell.

"About time you got here, come on in," she said as she stepped to the side. I walked past her, trying not to gawk at her beauty. Her two-bedroom suite looked like an apartment with a living room, a full kitchen, and a separate bedroom. I walked into the living room and sat on the couch.

"This is a nice room," I said, admiring the suite.

"Thanks. I'm here for three weeks, so I wanted something comfortable, and I needed a full kitchen because I love to cook."

"You look beautiful, by the way," I confessed.

"You do, too. Not many people can pull off pink, but I like it on you," she said and sat beside me. 

"So, do you have anything you want to do today?" I asked. I scooted closer so that we were hip to hip. 

"Yeah, I was thinking we could go to Piedmont Park. It's beautiful outside, and I love being outdoors. We could walk around the park and get to know each other," she said while smiling.   

"Yeah, that's fine, I've never been there. I'm always down to do something new," I confessed. I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket, but I ignored it. It could only be one of two people: Toni, with whom I already explained I had plans, or Elle. I had already taken the forwarding off my cellphone when I left Elle's house.

"You want anything to drink?" she asked and stood up,

"Yeah, water would be all right," I told her.

While she was in the kitchen, I used that time to see who was texting my phone. As I predicted, it was Elle:

Elle: I don't know what has gotten into you, 

but you know that I wanted to talk to you. 

Apparently, you had other things to do than 

spend ten minutes talking to me. I know we're 

not together, but you can't sit here and 

say that we're not living like we are. 

I deserve a little more respect than what 

you’re giving me. But if this isn't where 

you want to be, stop wasting my time.

Me: I know you wanted to talk, 

but this is my first day off in over 

a week. I just needed to get away and 

spend some time with myself. I’ll be 

there later today, and we can talk about 

whatever you want to talk about, okay? 

I’m sorry for falling asleep last night, 

but I was tired. I’ll be there around 8.

I was not about to get into a text argument with her, so I decided to respond and tell her exactly what she wanted to hear, even if it was a half-truth. I slid my phone back into my pocket just as Mya returned with two water bottles. She handed me one and sat back down. Feeling parched, I opened it and took a sip.

"Was that your girlfriend? I know an angry text when I hear one?" Mya asked while smiling. I didn't know what to say. Honestly, Elle was not my girlfriend. We had never made it official, but she was the only person I slept with daily. Plus, we haven't gone a day without seeing each other for the past six months. So, I decided to tell the truth. 

"Is that your way of asking if I'm single?" I joked. "But to answer your question, yeah, and no. No, because it was never established, but it has been about six months." Usually, I would say no and leave it at that because we're not official. But Mya has always made me comfortable opening up to her, and I didn't want to lie.

"Six months? That is a long time of talking. Are you sure you haven't established anything? Does she know your relationship isn't exclusive?" Mya said.

"Oh, she knows. It's been a constant argument for months," I said.

"On her end or yours?" Mya asked.

"You're asking many questions for someone with a girl at school," I said.

"Had. It wasn't working out," she said with a smile. I took another sip of water.

"Interesting," was all I managed to say.

"Are you going to answer my question? You can tell me if I'm overstepping. I tend to do that with someone I like," Mya said.

"No, you're good. It's me. I don't want to make things any more serious than it is right now. I've been avoiding many things regarding that relationship," I said. 

"Sometimes we tend to hold on to things we know we need to let go," Mya said.

"Are you giving me advice or speaking from experience?" I asked.

"I've heard very little of your relationship. I can't comment on that. I am speaking from experience," she said.

"I wouldn't call it a relationship," I said.
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