














Every
WOMAN’S MAN











Every
WOMAN’S MAN


RIQUE JOHNSON


[image: Image]


A STREBOR BOOKS INTERNATIONAL LLC PUBLICATION
DISTRIBUTED BY SIMON & SCHUSTER, INC.




Published by


[image: Image]


Strebor Books International LLC
P.O. Box 1370
Bowie, MD 20718
http://www.streborbooks.com


Every Woman’s Man © 2004 by Rique Johnson. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means including electronic, mechanical or photocopying or stored in a retrieval system without permission in writing from the publisher except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages to be included in a review.


ISBN 1-59309-036-6


LCCN 2003116583


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.


Distributed by Simon & Schuster, Inc.
1230 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com
1-800-223-2336
ISBN-13: 978-1-5930-9036-4
eISBN-13: 978-1-4165-5116-4


Cover design: http://www.mariondesigns.com


First Printing October 2004


Manufactured and Printed in the United States


10  9  8  7  6  5  4  3  2  1







DEDICATION


This book is dedicated to my creator for all of life’s lessons.


For those that I’ve grasped, for those that I still struggle with and
for those that I’ve yet to be introduced to.


Thank you for my individualism and helping me understand that one
voice, one person and a heavenly talent can make a difference.


Thank you for the writing blessing that you’ve bestowed onto me
and for the freedom to share it with your children.


All things are possible with you.











ACKNOWLEDGMENTS



I’d like to acknowledge and thank the many fans who have enjoyed the first two novels featuring Detective Jason Jerrard. Stay tuned for Jason’s third adventure in 2005.


I hope that you enjoy this book as something different, yet entertaining and equally as pleasing as my detective series have been.


To all who have helped me by spreading the word about my work, I’ve seen some of you in action and I’m truly amazed with your excitement as you tell others about my novels. I’m greatly appreciative. My editors keep me looking good and I can’t thank you enough.


To all of the book clubs, GAAL, Diamond Readers, African Violets and all of the others that support me, I’m truly blessed to have your support. Many, many thanks.


Last but surely not least, RAWSISTAZ and Avid-Readers, thank you for the spotlight on your online sites.


I am honored to have everyone mentioned here and the ones that I’ve missed (forgive me) as part of my writing journey.











1


The traffic was very heavy for early afternoon and Sophia Saint Claire had no explanation as to why it inched on both sides of the jersey wall. Nevertheless, it crawled at a very slow pace. She felt stuck, seemingly pinned against the cement barrier, moving only a few feet moments at a time. She became very flustered when the music failed to ease her displeasure of the heavy traffic.


“But it isn’t rush hour,” she blurted loudly out of frustration.


She tilted the mirror to see if her tainted mood had reached her face. Her facial features were believed to be from a mixed heritage, complete with an oversized mouth that produced a heavenly smile. She had cocoa-brown, smooth-as-silk skin, which was near perfect and blemish free.


The only satisfaction she received from the traffic dilemma, a very small one at that, was that the traffic on the other side of the jersey wall was at the same dreadful standstill. She impatiently sat in line a few cars back from a traffic light. Distance-wise, she was only a few yards away from the left turn needed to get to her destination and simultaneously provide an immediate relief of frustration.


An urge to look out of the window swam through her. As she conceded to the will and turned to glance out of the driver’s side window, immediately she understood the calling. Looking directly back at her was a very handsome man, her mind told her. She resisted the urge to smile at him, but when his bashful smile darned her eyes, she returned one equally as pleasant.


Wow! He is really something, she thought.


She directed her attention back to the traffic but could not resist the temptation to see if he was still looking her way. The snail pace of the traffic brought their vehicles directly across from one another. She turned her head and surprisingly, he was waiting for her gaze. Their eyes locked, united in an embrace, and they stared deeply for a moment as time seemingly stood still.


Sophia felt a certain uneasiness; the eerie pleasant feeling was unknown to her.


Thoughts ran through her mind. I can’t believe this; I’m actually nervous.


The sight of his window lowering magnified her nervousness. She guessed that he said, “You are positively gorgeous” from reading his lips, but his spoken words faded in the distance between his car and hers. Her window repelled any chance of the words enunciating in her car. She was about to return a greeting to him when a constant sound of a horn interrupted their golden moment.


Sophia became aware that all of the cars in front of her had made it through the traffic light. Therefore, she shrugged her shoulders as if to say, I’m sorry, and pressed the car’s accelerator to propel it forward. She executed her left turn, took a quick glance and noticed his pewter Lexus inching down the busy street, away from what might have been. She didn’t know why, but she found herself looking in her rear-view mirror, knowing that it was impossible for him to be behind her.


This is dumb, she thought.


The nervousness faded into a feeling of being cheated. It then became a feeling of wonder, curiosity about the possibilities of their chance meeting. Oddly enough, she knew that she wouldn’t forget him or the way he smiled for that matter. She believed that it was foolish to entertain thoughts of something transcending in the way he smiled at her. Yet, for a brief moment, foolish or not, the thought warmed her.


There was something about his graying hair, she told herself. Maybe it was the distinguished look it gave his younger-looking face. However, she was certain that the gray in his hair shouldn’t be used as a gauge to determine his age. She guessed that his eyes were brown.


“Dark brown,” she stated aloud as her subconscious mind spoke.


The thing that kept repeating itself in her mind was the way their eyes locked. The exact feeling of comfort that came with the exchange soothed her now, so far removed from the incident. It made her believe that this was why thoughts of him were still present hours after their chance encounter.


❂❂❂


Sophia’s breathing grew heavier with each stride. It seemed as though she’d been running for hours, but in actuality, it had been just a minute or so. Yet, her breathing became as difficult as inhaling a bucket of tacks. She felt as though the same tiny pins scratched her lungs with each expansion of her chest. Her pace abruptly ended. Exhausted, her hands fell heavily to her knees while she struggled to regain her breath. She kept the air in the containment of her lungs for long seconds, savoring the precious commodity before releasing it slowly.


She turned around; half expecting to see a beast, creature, or an alien, something that would make her run so furious and hard. She shook her head from side to side and became puzzled, bewildered that her senses were alarmed because she had no clue as to the cause of their heightened state. Suddenly, she became aware for the first time of what could be perceived as spider senses. They sounded, warned her of danger and without knowing the true cause for her alarm, her legs sprung into long high strides, fleeing from the potential threat.


Identical to the first time, her breathing became difficult. It was the same as before, yet far too different to be similar. The air became thick and warm. She felt herself slowly suffocating and realized that her body temperature had risen. She screamed violently and swung her arms wildly in the process. Her self-defense mechanism forced the blanket that covered her head into the air. It descended slowly down and settled at her waist. To make matters worse, she detected a noise, the vibrations of her own bellow. Her eyes opened, accompanied by a thumping heart. It raced so hard that she could feel her heartbeat in her ears.


“Shit,” left her mouth. “That damn dream again,” she announced.


Sophia sat up in her bed and threw her feet over the side while searching for the steps to the floor. Beyond normal standards, her cherry five steps to the floor were extreme, but it suited her personally. She was five feet ten and one-half inches tall, one hundred fifty-five pounds of pure fitness, boasting a seven-point-five percent body-fat content. She had worked hard for years to maintain a firm toned body. Many of her girlfriends drooled over her six-pack stomach that would put even the fittest male to shame.


Yet, she remained sultry and sensual as most women even though she considered herself a Jockette. Despite the nuisance of long hair in her daily workouts, she managed to work around it. Equally as important, she had earned the respect of the guys in the gym. They had witnessed how hard she worked out, and despite the temptation; they refrained from hitting on her. She, on the other hand, enjoyed walking the fine line of flirtation.


One would wonder how a person who had never known her parents, who was bounced from one foster home to another, could be strong-willed and self-confident with everything she did. Most times being like this was an asset; often times it was a curse, when it was confused with arrogance and egotism. Nevertheless, she had no problem putting people in their place.


By profession, she was a private investigator, an oxymoron of careers because her demanding physical stature wasn’t one that typically blended in a crowd when being discreet was often required. Nevertheless, she had earned the respect and admiration of her peers in a male-dominated profession.


“Here we go again,” she announced as she descended the steps.


It was an all-too-familiar scene; she awakened from the same dream and slid a pair of sweat pants over her thong-wearing rear while sporting a huge man’s shirt. The dream had happened so frequently, that she could nearly repeat the procedure without opening her eyes. This included the part of putting on the lightweight boxing gloves and walking the short distance to the basement to engage the heavy bag.


At first her punches were slow, a simple waste of energy. But, in just a few short moments, they intensified into a fury of skillful punches; each executed to near perfection. Each jab, hook and uppercut rocked the heavy bag or rattled the support chains, all in an attempt to repel her recurring dream. While her arms were on automatic mode punishing the heavy bag, she attempted to recall an incident that would incite such a dream and promote her frustration activity.


“What am I running from?” she asked out loud, as if the heavy bag would provide the answer that she needed.


Even when she wasn’t fighting off what she deemed an evil spirit, her daily workouts had her damaging the bag to the best of her ability. She had mastered the jump rope, speed bag, timing bag and her favorite, the heavy bag. This explained why it was the chosen item of torture used to fight her demon in the middle of the night.


After what seemed like hours, her arms fell to the side as exhausted as her legs were in her dream. She grabbed the heavy bag, hugged it as if to say “thank you” and returned to her bed, sweaty, tired and mentally drained. The last thing she remembered before drifting back to sleep was her to-do list for the upcoming day.


When the buzz of the alarm clock awakened her senses, she reluctantly opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling. Instinctively, she silenced the alarm clock without removing her glare. Immediately, after the buzz cleared the air, the telephone rang. Sophia glanced at the clock well aware of the time, but she wanted to verify the nerve of who would be calling her at such an early hour. She dreaded morning calls, typically because it was usually a spouse wanting to know of her findings. The person always needed justification for the pain suspicion had caused them.


“Saint Clair Investigation,” she recited before realizing that she was at home.


“Is it true?” greeted her ears.


Normally, she would have to question the caller’s identity, but in this case, she knew immediately after hearing the first word. The distinct Mediterranean accent of Mrs. Aviare was unmistakable. Mrs. Stellar Aviare was by far the wealthiest client she had had to date. Actually, if not for her persistence and fortitude, she wouldn’t have visited three Caribbean islands during a one-month span. All bought and paid for by her client’s desire to discover her husband’s infidelity. In a way, Sophia felt sorry for Mr. Aviare. Through her brief encounters with Mrs. Aviare, she learned that her client was jealous and extremely possessive. It seemed that the poor man couldn’t breathe without Mrs. Aviare needing to know how long his exhale lasted.


On the other hand, Mr. Frederick Aviare’s flamboyant lifestyle was at the expense of Mrs. Aviare’s wealth. Even his CEO position in a highly successful broadband company was a result of Mrs. Aviare’s fortune.


“Good morning, Mrs. Aviare,” Sophia stated. “How are you this early morning?”


Mrs. Aviare disregarded Sophia’s inquiry. “It’s true, isn’t it?” she questioned with rushed anxiety. Then she responded louder with, “My no-good husband is cheating on me. Isn’t he?”


“Mrs. Aviare, I can’t confirm or deny your suspicions,” Sophia confidently stated.


“What do you mean? Surely, you’ve seen him do things. I’m looking at the pictures you sent me of three separate women…he has to be fucking one of them?”


“I can’t confirm that,” Sophia stated again. “I can confirm the fact that your husband is a serious flirt. I’ve watched him over the past month or so, but he has not conducted himself in a manner that can be truly considered improper. Nor, has he shown me anything other than having a few laughs with different women.”


“I’d like to think the same. Tell me, how can you be so sure that he hasn’t had sex with any of them?”


“Mrs. Aviare, I’m good at what I do,” Sophia stated firmly. “You’ve paid me handsomely to follow his every move, and I accomplished that flawlessly. I can tell you what time he goes to bed and what time he wakes. Hell,” she continued jokingly, “I can tell you the name of his favorite jazz artist. Believe me; he has not been out of my sight during the day hours. At night, the listening devices I used were state-of-the-art. I can assure you that if someone was in his room, this someone’s presence would’ve been known. So, unless there is some secret passageway out of the hotel rooms he stayed in, I can’t confirm his infidelity.”


“Could I be overreacting? I was positive that he was involved with someone.”


“Sometimes we let our fears and insecurities get the best of us.”


“Well, I’m not one hundred percent convinced, but I will trust your work and give him the benefit of the doubt.”


“At this point, I think that that will be best and prudent on your part. May I make a suggestion?” Sophia asked hesitantly.


“Please do.”


“Trust your man and don’t try to control him.”


Mrs. Aviare exercised every bit of control she had to not snap at Sophia. She had expected to hear something relating to his playboy ways and surely not a suggestion of a character flaw in her. Nevertheless, she did not interrupt Sophia’s continuing words.


“I think a little harmless flirting is healthy for a relationship,” Sophia stated to fill the silence.


“Maybe you’re right. I’ve let the fact that he is a very attractive man get the best of me.”


Sophia’s mind flashed with visions of her latest client and thought to herself, I can’t confirm that he is very attractive either. Therefore, she responded with, “Your husband is charming.”


“Well, thank you for your time and best effort. If I ever need private investigation services again, I’ll surely call on you.”


“That’s a sweet thing to say, and it would be my pleasure to serve you again.”


Mrs. Aviare ended the conversation with no other words.
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Devin Alexander sat at a table for two in the food court of the Galleria Mall. He waited for his guest to arrive with a strange uncertainty. After all, he’d established himself as a financial analyst, a successful one for that matter and he wondered… actually, deep down inside he knew that she had very little to bring to the table if the relationship became serious. Still his desire to see her was as strong as it had ever been when meeting someone new.


Devin was six feet three inches tall, in the mid-forties and blessed by the gene pool. Though his exercise routine was nearly non-existent, his body weight fell well within the ideal range for his combined height and age. He wasn’t a materialistic person, nor caught up into what someone else had or how much money a person made, but sometimes the opposite words of his father became prominent in his conscious mind. Yet, he sat waiting for someone many years younger. Strangely, he adored her, even though this was their first date.


She was of Spanish heritage, Puerto Rican to be exact. Youth still afforded her the pleasure of a nice body which, even though he hated to admit it, he received pleasure looking at. Devin became somewhat fascinated with her streetwise ways. She had rough edges, common characteristics of someone who grew up in the hood.


He remembered that it was her vocabulary that caught his attention. There was something about her commonly used phrase “It’s all good” that triggered his unique sense of humor. It prompted the response from him, “All of it?” Whereas, Gabriella followed with, “All of what?” Devin smiled as he recalled saying, “Whatever is good,” but he had to defend himself when Gabriella questioned whether or not he was making fun of the way she spoke.


He replied, “I would not do that. Surely, a person as,” Devin remembered why he paused and chose his words carefully, “sassy as you, isn’t upset over a little harmless fun?”


From that exchange came a luncheon date, where he oddly anticipated her arrival. A few short moments later, Gabriella Rogue—Gabby as Devin was asked to call her—arrived wearing skintight pants of a flowery fabric. Her top was equally fitting as well. It matched the color of the flower petals on her pants. He thought that it was odd with the recent fashion changes, she’d be wearing a pair of pumps. However, accompanying that oddness was the thought that her shoes accented her legs nicely.


Devin rose from his seat to catch Gabby’s attention. As she was about to sit, Devin commented, “You look nice.”


“All of this is much more than nice,” Gabby corrected.


“I wasn’t…” “It’s all good. I just want you to know what sits before you.”


“Are you always like this?”


“What you see is what you get. I’m not going to pretend that I’m anything more than what I am. I’m a vibrant, energetic thirty-year-old female who is not pressed to have a man. I’m not in search of one, but I will not turn away someone who may be worthy of all of this sexiness.”


“Did someone put orange juice in your cornflakes this morning?” Devin halfheartedly joked.


“No, and before you ask, I’m not upset. I just want you to know who I am. I won’t change and would not expect anyone whom I’m involved with to change either.”


“Wow! Let it be noted that I understand.”


“So,” she said on a lighter note, “How are you today?”


“I’m doing fine…work was a bit hectic. So, this interlude with you is just what the doctor ordered.”


“Okay, I have to know,” Gabby stated, getting directly to the point. “Why are you here with me? It’s obvious that I’m not the kind of person you’re accustomed to dating.”


“Don’t you feel that our meeting held a certain intrigue? Secondly, I don’t have a customary type of woman. Besides, I can say the same thing about the type of men you would typically date.”


“It’s all good because I’m here. So, let’s get the one-hundred questions out of the way so that we can capture the groove that we had yesterday, yo.”


“Sounds good. Let’s make the evening fun.”


“That be like what I’m feeling.”


Devin paused. It had been a long while since he’d heard that expression. It caught him off-guard, and made him smile inside nonetheless.


“We’ll get through this awkwardness, I promise. The best way to accomplish this is for the both of us to stay true to who we are.”


Gabby thought to herself, as if you are that fine to make me change who I am. However, she only smiled and nodded in agreement.


After a quick scan of the menu, Gabby stated, “I’d like sushi.” The apparent amazement displayed on Devin’s face was not missed by Gabby. She responded, “What’s up with that look?”


“Truly, that is the last thing that I expected to hear.”


“Don’t be surprised. I’m not all ghetto because I live there. Picture me as a survivor.”


“I’d picture you as Lovely fabulous. But again, I was not implying anything.”


“It’s all good. There’s more to me than what my exterior suggests. We cool?”


“Cool as the other side of my pillow.”


A smile splashed on Gabby’s face, followed by a nice chuckle that Devin didn’t particularly find amusing.


“Listen, Devin,” Gabby stated, “Don’t front, trying to be something you ain’t.” She cleared her throat before refreshing her sentence. “I mean, you should stick to the polite, square-like, that is…proper verbiage you’re accustomed to. Hearing you annotate your words out of your era is quite amazing.”


“We had slang back in my day as well. Solid was one of the words commonly used. Right-on, heavy and a few other words, I can use in a sentence. However, that phrase, ‘Cool as the other side of my pillow,’ comes from a Prince song.”


“I’m sure that slang has been around a long time, yo. But I’m merely stating that you’re trying to talk like me sounds out of place. Just like the word ‘annotate’ feels strange coming out of my mouth. Ah’ight.”


The best thing Devin could do was to agree with Gabby. He knew that whoever said, “Be true to yourself,” had delivered the best advice for both of them.


They both had various forms of sushi for their meals, and each enjoyed the raw delicacies. Gabby, however, let Devin keep the squid and octopus to himself. She placed the napkin on the table in front of her and finished the last couple of swallows of her drink.


“That was tight,” Gabby pleasingly stated.


As with several times during their meal, Devin had to decipher the true meaning of Gabby’s dialect. He smiled internally with the thought of his brain being a Universal Translator from the Star Trek series.


“I take it, you enjoyed your food?” Devin asked.


“I just told you, it’s all good. This time I mean, all of the food I ate was good.”


“So, what would you like to do now?”


“I was thinking,” she started saying, but finished with, “I’m flexible.”


“Well, how about bowling? I haven’t done that in a while.”


“Bowling…a while for me is about five years. It sounds fun, though. I’m game.”


“Fantastic.”


Devin and Gabby bowled three games that Gabby found amusing. She had fun even though she believed that Devin bowled below his ability to not make her look too bad. She appreciated his gentleman-like way. After the bowling adventure, they stood outside of the bowling alley recapping their day together. Devin felt that there was a good chemistry between them, but he pondered kissing her. He gazed at her with his eyes telling all.


“You don’t appear to be a shy person,” Gabby stated.


“I’m not. Why would you say that?”


“That kiss you want is written all over your face, yo.”


“That can’t be, I’m not thinking about…”


Gabby interrupted Devin by pulling him near. She kissed his lips softly and left hers pressed against his. The sudden bold move shocked Devin, but when her lips parted, he participated in the kiss as if he had initiated it. The intimate act lasted for a moment until Devin broke the kiss and gazed at her in amazement.


“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” Gabby asked.


“That was aggressive and great. Are you always like this?”


“Like what? Willing to take what I want?”


“I suppose that is what I’m saying.”


“It’s all good. I was just trying to relieve you of the tension of wondering if I’d let you kiss me. Did it work?”


“You succeeded in shocking me.”


“I’m pleased that you are pleased. Well,” she stated, “Here is my number. Give me a call if you want to do something again.”


“I’d like that. I’ve truly enjoyed my day with you.”


“Today has been pretty tight. You’re pretty cool for a guy who wears a tie. I’ve found that most clean-cut guys like you are rather stuffy and seriously borderline boring.”


“They are only clothes. They don’t make me. I make them.”


“Devin,” Gabby stated in a serious tone. “I will look forward to your call.”


With that, she thanked Devin for an enchanting day. Well, Devin understood her words, “Today has been the bomb” as her way of saying that she had enjoyed herself. They left in separate directions, both believing that their day could be best described as interesting.


Devin thought about calling her the next day, but he decided to allow her to reflect on their first date. He succeeded in fighting the impulse to call her even though a better part of him—more than what he wanted to admit—wanted to hear her voice. He found her accent enticing even though her slang confused him most times.


The next day as if their thoughts were synchronized, Devin and Gabby called each other at the same time. Their respective rings were interrupted by two quick tones. Both moved the receiver from their ears, glanced at the caller ID on the handset and spoke each others’ name in unison. The problem with synchronized thoughts was that they both ended their call and waited for the other to call back. After about three minutes, Devin redialed Gabby.


“Hello, Devin,” Gabby spoke.


“Hello to you, Spanish Fly. You’ve just experienced how great minds think alike.”


“Yeah,” Gabby agreed. “That was mad-crazy that we both called at the same time.”


“It freaked me out.”


“Like I said, mad-crazy.”


“So, does this mean that you like me?”


“That would actually be…what words would you use?” She pondered. “That would be correct.”


Their brief conversation ended with an agreement to a luncheon date in two days at Roosevelt Island. Roosevelt Island was an island park located in Northern Virginia on the Potomac River just outside of Washington, D.C. Many couples ventured there for picnics and romantic walks. It had the usual trails, eating and cooking areas, but what made it unique were the exquisite tree formations. For a brave few who chose to walk across submerged, but visible rocks, could climb onto a larger rock suitable for sunbathing or fishing.


As scheduled, Devin picked Gabby up about midday and they rode down the George Washington Parkway to their destination.


“You car is mad-cool,” Gabby stated.


“Thank you. I’m pleased that you like it.”


“Being a money manager must be rewarding, yo?”


Devin thought that Gabby’s analogy of his profession was cute. He smiled and stated, “I do ah’ight.”


Gabby giggled at Devin’s sentence.


“You know,” Devin continued. “I said that for your benefit.”


Gabby smiled again as an acknowledgment to his statement. Devin parked his car at an area overlooking the Potomac River near Roosevelt Island. When he turned off the car’s ignition the click sound of Gabby’s seatbelt being unfastened caught Devin’s ears. He gazed at her much the same as he did after bowling. This time though, he felt a need to be the aggressor. He leaned over to kiss her politely on the cheek, but she tilted her head to the side which caused his kiss to land on her neck. Devin held his lips tenderly on her neck for a couple of seconds and removed them with a smack.


“That was pretty cool,” Gabby admitted.


“It might have been better if I could have tasted your lips.”


“It’s all good. It would have been muy nice if you’d tasted my neck.”


Devin’s eyebrow rose.


“You should nibble on the same spot you just kissed,” Gabby suggested.


“I should? Here…now?”


“You college types normally have trouble following instructions?”


Devin became obedient and revisited her neck. He tasted her sweet spot, tasted her perfume and tasted her desire all in one kiss. He closed his teeth around a small portion of her skin.


“Right there,” Gabby panted.


Devin tenderly nibbled on her neck and almost immediately, her breathing changed. She moaned as if she were being filled and used one hand to lift herself from the seat.


“I’d better stop before you let one of those ‘O’ things go,” Devin stated.


“Sorry,” she spoke after releasing a heavy breath. “That’s my spot, yo.”


“I see that. I will definitely record that into my memory banks.”


Gabby smiled.


“So, what are we going to do here?” Gabby questioned.


“Well, on the back seat in a basket, I have cold-cuts, sodas, cheese and other things. We’ll have a light lunch and simply enjoy nature.”


“You don’t seem like the nature type. Especially, coming here dressed the way you are. What’s up with the tie?”


“It’s just me. Once I took someone’s little girl rowboating like this. I’ll just say you know, that’s just the way I flow.”


Gabby shook her head at his humor.


Devin opened the door for Gabby. She turned slightly and placed one foot on the pavement in preparation of exiting the vehicle. Devin held his breath when he saw her luscious leg. But when the shortness of her dress afforded him a glimpse of her lace panties, he felt flushed. It was definitely a stimulus for him, and he hoped that Gabby hadn’t noticed him looking.


Gabby chuckled internally and thought, You like that, don’t you?


She had flashed him her prize and felt a sense of accomplishment when she noticed his embarrassment.


They walked across a long wooden bridge to Roosevelt Island to what Devin described as the “Spider” area. It was a huge oval-shaped area with benches and tables around the perimeter. Spanning off of the spot were eight different nature walks, four on each side.


“See,” Devin explained. “These paths are what make up the crawling creature’s legs.”


“I can see that,” Gabby agreed. “Which one are we going to take?”


“I have to get my bearings, but I believe that the third one on the other side will take us to where I want us to go.”


“Where’s that, yo?”


“Come on now, that would spoil the surprise.”


Gabby sat down at one of the tables and glanced at Devin who had already started unpacking things from the small basket. He prepared their cold-cut sandwiches, and after a short while, they had consumed the meal.


“Thank you, Devin,” Gabby stated sincerely. “This has been a wonderful day, and your preparation of our meal was such a pleasant surprise.”


“Let’s not get it twisted; the surprise is forthcoming.”


“It is going to happen soon?”


“Impatient, are we?”


“You’re the one who added a certain expectation to our date.”


“In a small way I did, but it was you who gave me a greater anticipation earlier.”


“I don’t remember doing anything to you…yet.” She smiled.


“See, there you go again.”


“What does that suppose to mean?”


“It means that you’re all right by me.”


Gabby felt that there was something missing from his explanation, but she didn’t question it.


“Well, that nibbling on your neck thing has my imagination flowing vividly.”


“I see. So, you want me?”


Devin smiled with her bold question.


“You know,” Devin stated. “I somehow feel that being intimate with you would be very interesting.”


“Same here, yo.”


“What you’re telling me is that you’re not one of those women who give men an unknown grace period to go through before they feel comfortable making the relationship physical?”


“I don’t really believe that I’ve even hinted towards a grace period.”


“Come to think of it, you haven’t.”


“So, when are you going to make a move toward that?”


Devin’s mouth fell open. He had given it some thought. He had already tasted her lips, smelled her perfume and pictured her nakedness before him. But he felt that actually doing these things was somewhere down the road. The reality of it was before him. An offer had been extended to him. This same offer caused him slight anxiety.


“In time,” he stated, lacking anything better to say. “Nothing would please me more.”


Gabby looked at him strangely. She knew by his comment that he was too shocked by her invite or suddenly unsure if he wanted to sex her. Either way, his response didn’t sit well with her.


“Oh really?” she stated, trying to disguise her mild disappointment.


“Yes. Really.” Devin smiled. “Let’s take that walk now,” Devin suggested.


They walked down a winding path for a few minutes and climbed a steep hill before reaching their destination. Gabby parked herself on an open area of short freshly cut grass to rest her aching legs. She massaged her upper thighs and intentionally gave him another peek of her prize.


“You aren’t the least bit bashful, are you?” Devin asked.


“Why should I be…surely, you’ve seen legs and panties before.”


“You have a point. If you’re not ashamed to show, I shouldn’t be ashamed to look.”


“Good point, yo. So, how much further do we have to go?”


“We’re here,” Devin stated.


Gabby looked around. She saw grass, trees and a few flowers, but in her mind, she could not determine what the surprise might be.


“Give it time,” Devin suggested. “Do you like the overlook?”


Gabby shifted her weight to the side, looked across the hill and glanced down at the Potomac River.


“It’s all good. Water has a calming effect on you.”


“Yes, it does. I see myself sailing the oceans in a large yacht one day.”


“That would be tight.”


Suddenly, Devin picked up a long-stem rose from the ground, followed by another, and then another. Gabby gazed up into the sky and saw that it was raining roses. Devin had picked up a half-dozen or so roses before Gabby had found their origin. She saw a tandem pair of skydivers descending on their location. By the time they had landed, Devin had a dozen roses in his possession.


“What’s this?” Gabby questioned.


“Roses, delivered in an unorthodox way, nevertheless, roses.”


Devin approached the couple that descended from the sky.


“You owe me, Devin…big time,” the male spoke.


“I know that I do. Name it, you got it.”


“All right now,” the woman broke in. “Be careful how you state that. This guy might ask for something even more strange than what we just did.”


“You’re right, Vi. Mike, don’t get too crazy in your payback request.”


“Don’t worry, I won’t. Now, take these and get back to your date.”
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