

My hair looks amazing, my make-up is flawless and this dress fits me like a glove.

I may only be 26 and hot as hell but if you think I’ve achieved my level of success based on my looks you couldn’t be more wrong.

If anything, the way I look has made it more difficult to achieve my level of success in corporate America.

The truth is we live in a male-dominant world and I know that when men look at me their first thought is not how intelligent I am, it’s how I look naked.

While my friends were out partying, drinking, and smoking Mary Jane in highs school I was hitting the books hard and earning straight A’s.

I was on the debate team, math club, chess team, and editor of the school paper earning me a fully paid college scholarship.

When I was in college and my college friends did the same as my friends in high school, I did the same as I did in high school and graduated as valedictorian.

I was valedictorian even while working full-time as an unpaid intern from the start of my second semester during my sophomore year at Basinger Capital.

I’ve worked harder than anyone else, spent more hours on my craft than anyone else and it’s paid off making me one of the youngest and one of the highest-paid venture capital firm financial analysts in the country.

This morning I awoke for the first time in my $1,650,000 3 bed 3 bath penthouse condominium and will be heading to the office shortly in my Porsche 911 Carrera convertible.

I have more than a closet full of Versace, Valentino, Dolce & Cabana to go along with my Rossi’s and Manolo Blahnik's and others.

I am the epitome of the American success story, but I’ve just begun my climb to the top of the ladder.

All it’s going to take for me to continue my climb is a few more successful start-ups and a few more equity deals. It’s not a matter of if, simply when.

I give myself one more look over in the mirror, check the time, and smile at myself.

“First to arrive, last to leave baby!” I exclaim as I exit my apartment and wait for the elevator.

The elevator door opens as I look at the woman inside in disbelief that’s it’s 5:45 AM and she’s holding an alcoholic beverage that I can smell on her breath and body.

She’s shorter than I am, probably around 5 foot 4, is wearing men’s basketball shorts that are far past her knees, flip flops, a tee-shirt filled with holes, and is wearing sunglasses indoors.

I roll my eyes as I enter the elevator as the woman pushes her sunglasses to the tip of her nose and smiles at me.

“Good morning,” she says to me as I turn my back to her and reply, “I would say good morning as well, but I doubt you’ve slept since last night.”

The woman laughs drunkenly and replies, “That dress looks amazing on you.”

“I know it does” I reply with another roll of my eye as she slides her sunglasses back from the tip of her nose.

“So, you’re the one who bought the penthouse,” she says to me as I turn and face her.

“How did you know that?” I inquire.

“The elevator only stops on your floor and only if you press the button from outside your door since your unit is the only one on the floor.

Rumor had it that the person who purchased it was a smoking hot blonde and rumor was right” she answers.

“Okay then…” I respond as I again turn my back to her as the elevator doors mercifully open.

“I’m Sam by the way,” she says to me as she exits the elevator and faces me.

“Nice to meet you Sam” I reply as she states, “I didn’t get your name.”

“I didn’t tell you my name,” I say with a smile and a tilt of my head as the elevator doors close as I sigh and then arrive in the garage.

I get into my Porsche, begin my short drive to the office and arrive a little over 10 minutes later.

“Good morning Ms. Agapov,” the doorman Winston says to me.

“Good morning Winston” I reply as he calls for the elevator and the doors open.

“Have a nice day Ms. Agapov” he says to me as I smile and reply, “You as well.”

“Always first Rina,” I say to myself with a smile as I go into the staff kitchen, prepare my breakfast protein shake, and walk into my office.

As always, I check my emails, voicemails and begin my day by starting where I left off the prior night.

I feel my blood begin to boil as I read Walter Davidson’s financial assessment of the internet startup company, I assigned him.

“His ass is mine!” I exclaim as I pound my closed fist onto my desk.

“What’s wrong Rina?” one of my bosses asks as he enters my office.

“Davidson is finished…I’m firing his ass!” I exclaim.

“What did he do now Rina?” he asks.

“David, he glaringly omitted that they have an equity investment of 15% already which makes his entire financial assessment a complete disaster” I explain.

“Walter does his best and that’s why I pay you what I pay you” David replies.

“If I have to continuously redo his work then what is he getting paid for David?” I ask.

“I’ll address it but how is the new place?” he asks.

“Still getting settled but it’s great” I reply with a smile.

“There it is!” he yells out as he claps his hands together and takes a seat at my desk.

“There what is?” I ask.

“A smile” he replies with a chuckle as I look at him and shake my head.

“Mortgage Elimination Unlimited,” I say to him with a smirk.

“We’ve been over this already…it’s too risky and the answer is still no” he responds.

“No risk no reward and I know it’s a homerun.

Have I yet to be wrong?” I ask with seriousness.

“Too risky for the reward so the answer is no Rina.

Anyway, I’ll leave you to it and see you at the morning meeting” he says as he rises to his feet and exits his office.

As I read report after report not only does my blood continue to boil my eyelid begins to twitch as I do my best to calm myself down.

During the morning meeting, I greet everyone and lock onto Walter Davidson’s face.

“Walter, did you have a nice weekend?” I ask as he looks around the room and then looks at me nervously.

“It was fine, thank you for asking” he replies.

“Did you happen to have your finance report on the startup I assigned to you last week?” I ask.

“I emailed it to you” he replies as I look at him with daggers in his eyes and reply, “That wasn’t my question.”

“I have a copy on my desk, be right back” he responds as he rises to his feet and sprints out of the conference room as I stare at David and roll my eyes.

I sit in my chair lightly tapping my fingernails on the conference table as we all wait for Davidson to return.

“Sorry…here you go,” Walter says as he retakes his seat.

“Thank you so much” I respond as I take hold of his report, rise to my feet, walk across the conference room, and toss it into the trash basket as everyone except for David gasps.

“I’ve had enough people…either get your shit together or clean out your offices!

I tossed that financial report in the trash because that’s where it belongs!

It is your responsibility to look under every crack and crevice before one single key is depressed on a keyboard or a pen is put to paper.

Something as glaring as omitting an equity stake of 15%...15% defeats the purpose of preparing a financial analysis.

If I weren’t the best at what I do there is a strong, very strong possibility this firm would have invested in Walter Davidson’s amazing trash financial report costing the firm millions of dollars!

This is unacceptable and will no longer be tolerated!

The next person who hands me a financial report on par with Mr. Davidson’s will be terminated…am I understood!” I exclaim with my teeth clenched and my chest quickly rising and falling.

The room is dead silent which only increases my anger.

“It’s Monday people…Monday…we’re in a meeting and I asked a question!” I scream out as David rises to his feet, claps his hands together, and says, “Dismissed people, get to work” as all but me and David exit the conference room.

“Rina, you’re a young woman but if you keep this up, you’re going to have an aneurism,” he says to me as I breathe in and out heavily.

“I told you I was going to address it and I was,” he says to me.

“David, how you’re able to deal with the level of incompetence you do is beyond me,” I say to him.

“People make mistakes Rina, it’s part of being human.

If you didn’t catch his mistake I would have, or Brendon would have” he replies.

“I know…I’m sorry David… I don’t know what came over me” I say to him.

“Apology accepted but calm down,” he says to me as I leave the conference room and go about my day.

As I always do I work through lunch, dinner and am typing away on my keyboard as Brendon enters my office.

“Rina, it’s after 9 PM,” he says to me as I look at him momentarily and reply, “You’re still here.”

“I’m a partner in the firm and even though I am I left over 3 hours ago and came back only because I forgot my wallet” he replies.

“Are Denise and the boys well?” I ask.

“Yeah, they’re great” he answers.

“I’m happy to hear it but you’re interrupting me so have a great night,” I say to him.

“Go home Rina,” he says to me as he pushes the lid of my laptop closed.

I look at him, shake my head and push the lid of my laptop open.

“Rina I’m serious, time to go home,” he says to me as I roll my eyes, save my work, and close the lid of my laptop.

“It’s late so let me walk you to your car,” he says to me as I shrug my shoulders, rise from my chair, and turn off the light in my office.

Brendon walks me to my car and smiles at me.

“Denise and I are having a BBQ pool party next weekend and it would be great for you to come,” he says to me.

“Sounds like fun but I have work to do this weekend” I reply.

“I meant not this weekend, the following weekend.

Rina, you’ve proven yourself already, it’s okay to take your foot off the gas pedal” he says to me with seriousness.

“I’ll let you know” I reply as I get into my car and drive home.

I change out of my dress, into my workout clothes, and head to the gym for my nightly workout.

After my workout, I exit the gym and walk across the lobby to the elevator, enter, insert my key into the panel, and type in my code for the elevator to stop at my unit.

As the doors are about to close, I see a hand go in between the elevator doors just before they close.

The elevators doors open and the woman from this morning, Sam, enters.

“Hey penthouse,” she says with a smile as she looks at me from my face to my feet, back up again, momentarily stopping at my breasts and then to my face.

“Penthouse?” I ask.

“You didn’t tell me your name this morning so I’m calling you penthouse unless you have a name” she replies with a smirk.

“Do you always wear sunglasses indoors?” I ask.

“Do you always work out so late at night?” she asks in response as I ignore her question.

“I’m heading to the rooftop lounge, penthouse.

Want to join me?” she replies.

“I have work in the morning so thank you but no thank you,” I say to her.

“The people here are awesome…it wouldn’t hurt to meet your neighbors, penthouse,” she says to me.

“My name is Rina and it’s probably a good idea at some point, just not tonight” I respond.

“How about you show me your place then?” she asks.

“On second thought, I’d like to see the rooftop lounge” I respond as she looks at me oddly as I remove my key from the control panel.

“You purchased your unit without ever seeing the rooftop lounge?” she asks in disbelief.

“I know it’s there it just wasn’t a selling point” I reply.

“That one of the best-selling points of this place” she instantly replies.

“If you say so” I respond as the elevator’s doors open.

Sam steps outside the elevator as I smile, insert my key back into the control panel, type in my code, and wave as I say, “I’ll take a raincheck, goodnight.”

She shakes her head, shrugs her shoulders, and begins to walk as the doors close and within seconds I’m on my floor and inside of my new home.

I shower, dress for bed, and walk through every room of my new home with a feeling of pride that I can’t get enough of.

I run my fingers across every piece of furniture, scan each room and sit down in the most amazingly comfortable sofa I’ve ever sat in.

“Money well spent but this is just the start,” I say out loud to myself as I get off my couch, enter my bedroom, select my outfit, set my alarm, lay in bed, and slowly drift off to sleep.

I awake with a pep in my step and feel amazing after a great night of sleep as I go about my normal morning routine.

As always, I’m the first to arrive at the office as I make my breakfast protein smoothy and enter my office.

To many, my life may seem boring or even unfulfilling, but it would be the furthest thing from reality.

I may have had the same daily routine since I’ve been 20 but look where I am as compared to where other people my age are.

Most people my age are struggling with crushing financial debt from college and credit cards while working jobs they hate so they can remain just over broke.

Most people in general pay an absurd amount of rent while working their dead-end jobs and will never be able to own a home of their own because they don’t earn enough money to pay their rent and save.

I’m making an absurd amount of money doing something I love and I’m only 25!

I can’t wait to arrive at 35 and look back on the previous decade while others fear what the future has in store for them.

People work their mundane 9 to 5 loves, cry and moan over their finances and spend weekends filling their bodies with toxins instead of doing what I do.

Weekends are what give me a competitive advantage.

Instead of filling my body with toxins I hone my craft and look at companies that aren’t on the radar of any other firms.

I research, crunch numbers, research more, crunch more numbers, and then I make magic happen for my firm and myself.

I’m in control of my future and that’s what separates me from the sheeple.

Not many people can state what I have stated but then again no one else has worked and will continue to work as hard as I will.

The last week and a half have been amazing and financially rewarding as the firm made an equity investment in a mobile automobile service company that can’t miss.

I also received a huge bonus after the firm exited their equity position on a financial service company, I recommended a couple of years ago.

“It was nice working with you Ms. Agapov,” a somber Walter Davidson says as he enters my office and slowly closes the door behind him a bit past 10 AM on this Friday morning.

I look at him with confusion at first but realize that either Brandon or David did what I’ve been telling them to do for months.

“Same here, take care” I reply as I momentarily take my eyes off my screen.

“That’s it…same here, take care?” he asks.

“Best of luck in the future,” I say to him without looking at him.

“Fuck you, you, evil, no life having, blonde Barbie bitch!” he exclaims as I look away from my screen, sit back in my chair and look at him as if he’s lost his ever-loving mind.

“Tell me how you feel Walter,” I say to him as I look at him with daggers in my eyes.

“I have a wife who loves me, children who love me and I have a life outside of this god-forsaken office which is more than you have and will ever have!

I made a mistake, one rather large fucking mistake but after 3 years of me earning this company millions of dollars and working my ass off for you it doesn’t count or matter to you!” he screams at me.

“Walter you’re performance has continuously been disappointing and for as many mistakes as you’ve made the last one was unacceptable.

Had it been my choice you would have been out the door long ago but for some reason, David and Brendon decided to give you chance after chance after chance, but you’ve run out of chances.

Get out of my office before I call security!” I respond.

“I loved this company once until you were put into this position of yours.

When I get back on my feet, it will be my sole purpose in life to assure that you are no longer on your high horse, bitch!” he shouts.

“Out now!” I seethe as he angrily opens the door and slams it shut with such force that it knocks a picture off my wall.

About an hour later, David walks into my office and says, “I heard Walter Davidson said a few things to you on his way out.

Are you okay?”

“I’m fine but I’m glad he was finally let go” I reply as he looks at me with a strange look on his face.

“Rina, we didn’t let him go, he resigned” he responds.

“Either way, he’s no longer employed here and that makes me happy,” I say to him.

“He resigned so he can spend time with his wife before she passes, Rina.

Madeline is in hospice care and she doesn’t have much time left…didn’t you know that?” he replies.

I look at David and don’t know what to say to him.

David looks at me, shakes his head, and says, “As long as you’re okay” and departs my office.

I feel as low as I’ve ever felt in my life.

Had I known that Walter was dealing with so much at home I wouldn’t have been so hard on him and did what I did during the morning meeting last week.

His work went from amazing to trash in what felt like a snap of a finger but how could his work not suffer knowing his wife was on her way to passing?

His home life must have been torturous but coming to work was no better because of me.

I arise from my chair, lock my door, sit back in my chair, and do my best to choke back the tears I feel developing as I shake off my emotions and go about my day.

Brendon says something to me as he pops his head into my office as I don’t look up at him but instead wave to him as I’m engrossed in research.

I’m exhausted as I look at the time that reads 10:51 PM and reluctantly close the lid of my laptop.

I drive home, change out my clothes into my workout clothes, do my workout and arrive in my apartment a little past midnight.

I log into my bank accounts and investment accounts and smile with pride as I then shower, change for bed, and lay down in bed.

I normally fall asleep within minutes, but I can’t fall asleep no matter how hard I try.

I decide to get out of bed and begin to pace around my home realizing the reason I can’t sleep is that I can’t stop thinking about Walter Davidson.

I put on a pair of sweatpants, sneakers, and a sweater, enter the elevator and go up the rooftop lounge as I exit the elevator and look at the amenities in awe.

“Sam was right, this is one of the best-selling points of this place,” I say silently to myself.

I look at the large wooden lounge chairs with cushions, large outdoor flat-screen televisions placed strategically, commercial size bar, saunas, multiple hot tubs, and a large inground pool that is covered by a glass enclosure.

There is also a string of light that runs from one end of the lounge to the far end of the lounge that gives off enough light where I can see but not too bright that it’s overpowering.

I walk to the far end of the rooftop and lean over the side as I look at the amazing view and sigh.

“I haven’t seen you in a while” I hear Sam say to me as I quickly turn and face her.

“What are you doing here?” I ask as she smirks at me, removes a joint from her ear, and lights it.

“Want to burn?” she asks as I shake my head and reply, “I don’t do drugs” as she giggles, smiles at me, and responds, “More for me.”

“You were right, this is amazing” I admit to her as she nods her head and responds, “I still can’t believe you purchased your unit without seeing this place.”

“I fell in love with my unit, I liked the proximity to my office and that it came with underground parking.

In addition, there’s the gym, laundry, and dry-cleaning pick-up service, the theatre, recreation center, and concierge service” I explain as she inhales and slowly exhales smoke.

“I know I live here too” she replies.

“How long have you lived here?” I inquire.

“Since I was 20” she replies.

“How old are you now?” I ask.

“Never ask a woman her age” she responds as I look at her and reply, “Sorry.”

“I was joking…I’m 27” she says with laughter as I feel foolish.

“By the way nice, Porsche,” she says to me.

“Thank you” I reply.

“I don’t get it…you’re like 23, drive a Porsche, and purchased the most expensive unit in the building…how can you afford it all?” she asks.

“I’m 25 and I have my shit together” I reply.

“What do you do for a living?” Sam asks.

“I’m the head of the financial analysis division the most successful venture capital firm in the country” I answer with pride as she looks at me and smirks.

“Why do you always wear sunglasses?” I ask.

“I like too” she answers as she takes another drag of her joint.

“I have to work in the morning so have a good night,” I say to her.

“You work on Saturday?!” she exclaims as she again takes a drag of her joint.

“I work 7 days a week 365 days a year which is why I can afford all of this” I respond sarcastically.

“Better you than me,” she says with sarcasm of her own as I leave the rooftop lounge and go back to bed as I still can’t fall asleep.

I toss and turn until almost 4 AM and decide that if I can’t sleep, I may as well get an early start on my day.

Instead of working from my home office this morning, I decide to work from the office and arrive close to 6 AM.

As always, I lose track of time and realize that’s it almost 4 PM and I’m so tired I can barely keep my eyes open.

I go home and head directly into my bedroom, lay down, and am asleep in seconds.

I awake on Sunday morning, clean, workout, clean some more and work from my home office until late Sunday night.

As always, I’m first to arrive at the office on Monday morning, go about my normal routine.

I take a seat at my desk and am about to begin working but then leave my office to use the restroom, reenter my office, and sit in my chair.

I enter my username and password but for some reason, I can’t get into my account.

I repeatedly enter my username and password but with each try, I still can’t get in and am beyond frustrated.

I call the help desk for support and am both shocked and stunned to learn that my privileges have been revoked!

Why would my privileges be revoked….am I being fired?!

My hands are now uncontrollably shaking as my assistant, Mikala enters my office and says, “David and Brendon would like to see you in the conference room.”

I smile, nod my head, and am filled with fear as I know my privileges have been revoked and now Brendon and David want to meet with me in the conference room.

I can’t feel my legs as I exit my office and slowly to the conference room.

I take a deep breath, open the door, and enter and am shocked to see my mentor and President of Basinger Capital, Mr. Baxter Basinger.

“Baxter,” I say in a low tone of voice as he smiles at me, looks at his two sons, and says, “Leave us.”

Both David and Brendon walk past me without saying a word as I stand before Baxter with my entire body shaking.

“It’s great to see you, Rina,” he says with a warm smile as he rises from his seat, gives me a tight hug, and kisses my cheek.

I hug him back, kiss his cheek, and am asked to have a seat as I slowly walk to a chair and take a seat.

“You look great as always,” he says to me as he sits across from me, folds his hands, and places them onto the table.

“Are you settled into your new home?” he asks as I nod my head slowly and smile.

“How is your lovely mother?” he inquires.

“She’s great…traveling the country as always” I answer.

“7 years ago, I took a gamble on a driven and intelligent young girl and you’ve exceeded my expectations time and again, yet I feel responsible for how you live your life,” he says to me.

“Baxter…please I don’t know what I did but please don’t fire me.

I just bought the condo, leased my car, and even though I have money set aside I just paid off my mom’s motorhome.

You know how good I am at what I do, how much money I’ve made for you and the firm so please…please whatever I did wrong I’ll correct” I beg filled with fear and emotion.

He looks at me, unfolds his hands, sits back in his chair, and begins to laugh hysterically as I look at him in confusion.

“Rina…sweetheart, I’m not firing you!” he exclaims with his deep laugh and looks at me with a grin.

I exhale slowly, smile shyly, and stare at him.

“Why did lose my network privileges?” I ask.

“I can’t believe you thought you were losing your job…you’re like a daughter to me,” he says with a shake of his head as I feel embarrassed.

“You began your career here as an unpaid intern while still in college and other than myself I’ve never seen anyone with such a high level of work ethic.

You’ve always been ambitious and driven with that rather large chip on your shoulder.

However, in all the years you’ve been employed here you have not only yet to take a day off you’ve yet to take a vacation.

7 years Rina…7 years is a long time to go at the pace you’ve been going at and you need a break” he says to me.

“I’m fine Baxter…I am so please restore my network privileges and allow me to get back to work” I respond.

“My boys will run the firm as they have been doing but you will be enjoying some well-deserved time off” he replies.

“A week?” I ask as he chuckles and looks at me with a serious expression.

“No, not a week…you will be leaving this office today and you’ll return in 4 months,” he tells me as I open my eyes and mouth wide.

“4 months?!” I exclaim as he smiles and nods his head.

“The reason I took a gamble on you all those years ago is that you reminded me of myself.

However, our similarities didn’t stop there.

I know it was me who mentored you, told and showed you what it took to succeed in this business, but I didn’t realize the damage I was doing.

You work around the clock, nonstop, you lock yourself in your office and you don’t know any of the employees personally.

You don’t enjoy the money and lifestyle you’ve earned.

You don’t travel, you don’t attend company functions, you don’t enjoy anything Rina and enough is enough.

You’re going to take the time off, learn to live and when you come back, you’re going to a different person” he tells me.

“A different person?” I ask in a low tone of voice.

“Rina, people here are afraid of you…they’re afraid to walk into your office or even have a simple conversation with you.

You need to loosen up, enjoy life, let people into your life, and have a work-life balance before it’s too late and you wind up like me” he explains.

“You have an amazing life, Baxter” I respond as he rises from his seat, walks to me, takes hold of my hands, and pulls me up to my feet.

“What I have is wealth and not much else.

I have a complicated relationship with my children, 4 ex-wives, two people on Earth not named you, who aren’t my children who are true friends.

It wasn’t until I finally told myself enough was enough and gave control of the firm to David and Brendon that I realized how much I lost in my pursuit of financial success and career.

It wasn’t easy, is still not easy but I’m getting there.

You’re only 25 and before you know it, you’re going to be 50 and ask yourself where all the time went and what you have in your life” he explains to me with sincerity as he lets go of my hands.

“I wish someone would have had this conversation with me at some point but I’m glad that I had this conversation with you this morning.

Enjoy the time off, don’t worry about a thing here, and learn to live, my dear Rina” he says to me.

“I don’t have a choice in this do I?” I ask as he shakes his head, hugs me again, kisses my cheek, and replies, “Feel free to call me, stop by, or whatever during your vacation” as he smiles and then exits the conference room.

I exit the conference room, enter my office, grab hold of my purse, power off my laptop, and scan my office in disbelief that I’ll be leaving and won’t be back for 4 months until I have a thought.

I lock my office door and walk to my assistant Mikala’s desk.

“Mikala, I’m going to be away for a while so please forward my emails to my email address and if anyone calls, please give the caller my cell phone number,” I say to her.

“I’m sorry Ms. Agapov but I can’t do that.

However, enjoy your vacation” she says to me with a smirk that makes me want to smack it off her face.

I enter the staff kitchen where both David and Brendon are having a conversation but stop speaking as I enter.

“If at any time I’m needed, call me and I’m here,” I tell them.

“Thank you but we’ll be fine Rina,” David says to me as Brendon looks at me with disappointment.

“Maybe during your time off you can stop by the house and say hello to the boys and Denise,” he says to me.

“I’m sorry I didn’t go…it slipped my mind” I reply apologetically as he doesn’t reply but flashes a smile at me.

I drive home, enter my home, and sit on my couch as I find myself not knowing what to do with myself.

I call my mom’s cell phone and am disappointed to hear her voicemail but instead of leaving a message and end the call. I try to call her a few more times but each time I get her voicemail.

I twiddle my fingers as I sit on the couch as the realization that I have no idea what to do or how to unwind comes over me.

I scroll through the contacts in my cell phone and look at each contact as I discover that except for my mother, all my contacts are work-related.

I find myself pacing, walking in and out of the rooms of my home, sitting on the couch, rising to my feet, and doing the same thing over and again.

I exit my apartment, get into my car, start the engine and as I’m about to put the car in drive I realize that I have nowhere to go and nowhere I want to go.

I turn off the engine and head back into my apartment where I throw myself back first onto the couch and begin to stare at the ceiling.

I feel dazed, lost, and most of all unhappy as I continue to lay on my couch.

I’ve been home for a little over 2 hours and I feel that I’m going to go slowly but surely insane as I replay my conversation with Baxter over and again in my head.

Hearing his words of wisdom replay in my mind makes me realize he was correct about every single word he said about me.

I have no work-life balance, I don’t enjoy my financial success and I don’t let anyone into my life.

I have no friends to call, no one to make plans with, and have never felt so alone before.

My entire life has been consumed by my strive for success and like, Baxter, other than the money I have nothing else.

For 2 days I pace around my apartment, flip through hundreds of channels on cable television not finding anything interesting to watch, and lay on my couch feeling lost and sad.

I smile as I hear my cell phone ring and see my it’s my mom calling.

“Mommy!” I exclaim as she immediately asks, “What’s wrong, sweetheart?”

“Why are you asking?” I inquire.

“I have over 10 missed calls from you and not one voicemail…is everything okay?” she asks.

“Why didn’t you answer your cell phone?” I ask her.

“I left in the RV and went for a hike and a night of camping with Frank” she explains.

“How’s that going?” I ask.

“I’m happy, he’s happy so great” she responds.

“Where are you?” I ask.

“Canada” she instantly replies.

“Are you heading this way anytime soon?” I ask.

“I don’t see the point in driving over 2,500 miles to lock myself in your condominium while you work 16 hours a day” she answers.

“I have some time off so if you don’t have plans it would be great to see you,” I say to her with hope.

“You have time off?!

Are you sick…did you get fired?!” she asks with fear and concern.

“No…forced vacation is all” I answer as I then hear the relief in her voice.

“My cell phone is about to kick the bucket, but I’ll call you when I’m on the road,” she says to me.

As I’m about to reply, our connection is lost as I sigh and toss my cell phone onto the chair a few feet from my couch.

I can’t take being inside my apartment any longer.

I love the place but it’s starting to feel like a prison, so I force myself off the couch, change into my bathing suit and head up to the rooftop lounge.

I head straight to the pool, dive in, swim a few laps, and take a seat on the steps of the pool as I look up through the glass roof to the clear afternoon sky.

An older man and a woman who appears to be his wife enter the pool and both smile at me.

“Hello,” I say with a smile as the woman looks at me and says, “You’re the new woman” as I nod my head.

“Yes, I am…I’m Rina” I say to her as she shakes my hand and replies, “I’m Gertrude and this is my husband, Ronald” as I then shake hands with Ronald.

“Welcome,” he says to me as he looks at me oddly.

“I’m on vacation which is why I’m sitting here at 1 PM on a Wednesday” I explain as he chuckles and smiles.

They’re a lovely couple, both retired, and live on the 3rd floor I learn as we speak for a while.

We all exit the pool and walk toward the wooden lounge chairs as I hear Sam’s becoming familiar voice yell out, “Gerty…Ronny!” and then, “Rina?!”

“Hello, Sam,” she says with a huge smile, leans over the lounge chair, wearing her familiar sunglasses, light pink lipstick, a black bathing suit top, and holding a plastic cup with a straw with a pink liquid inside of the cup.

“It was lovely meeting you Rina but the misses and I are heading out,” Ronald says to me, as they both greet Sam and head toward the elevator.

I take a seat in the lounge chair next to Sam and cross my arms.

“You look bored as hell,” she says to me with laughter as I grin and look at her with a sneer.

“Your hair looks different,” I say to her.

“My hairdresser thought brown highlights would look good, what do you think?” she asks.

“Looks great” I respond honestly as she smiles with the same huge smile as before.

“Don’t you work?” I ask her.

“Of course, I do” she answers.

“How are you up all hours of the night and sitting here in the middle of a Wednesday afternoon if you work?” I respond.

“Because I can” she responds through laughter.

“What is it that you do?” I query.

“This and that” she responds as she sips her drink through the straw.

“Want me to make you one?” she asks.

“What are you drinking?” I respond.

“Strawberry Daiquiri” she replies.

“No thank you I don’t drink,” I say to her as she shakes her head.

“You don’t drink, you don’t smoke weed which leads me to believe you don’t smoke anything so what exactly do you do?” she asks with frustration.

“I work and work out” I reply.

“If you’re on vacation what are you doing home?” she asks.

“I don’t have anywhere I want to go” I admit to her.

“How long are you on vacation?” she asks.

“4 months” I immediately reply as she spits out the straw fill of daquiri she had been drinking and begins to cough.

“Holy shit…4 months?!” she says as soon as she stops coughing and I nod my head.

“With 4 months off you should do some traveling, call your friends, and live it up girl,” she tells me.

“Yeah…” I reply in a low and sad tone of voice.

“Is that what you’re doing today?” I ask her.

“For now,” she says with a smile.

“Well, I’m going to go,” I say to her as I rise from my seat.

“You have something to do?” she asks as I shake my head, she giggles and pulls her sunglasses to the tip of her nose.

“Why are you leaving then?” she asks as she pushes her sunglasses back up her nose.

“I don’t know” I confess.

“Chill out, relax, enjoy the sun, and most of all my company,” she says to me as I slowly sit back in my seat.

“You have a boyfriend?” she asks as I shake my head, she then asks, “Girlfriend?” as I again shake my head and respond, “Neither.”

“How about you?” I ask.

“Nope,” she answers popping the p.

“What kind of music do you like?” she asks.

“I listen to everything” I respond.

“You have a favorite television show?” she queries.

“I don’t watch much television” I respond.

“What do you do when you’re not working?” she asks as I know what the answer to the question is but can’t bring myself to answer.

She begins to laugh as she removes her sunglass and looks at me with the darkest blue eyes I’ve ever seen in my life.

“You’re a workaholic, aren’t you?!” she yells out as I look at her with a pained expression on my face.

“Is it that obvious?” I ask her.

“Financially successful, hot as hell, single, young, and nothing to do during a 4-month vacation, and yeah it’s obvious,” she says to me with a wink.

“You leave early, come home late and do it over and again,” she says to me.

“It’s pathetic isn’t it?” I ask.

“No but it is sad,” she says to me.

“Yeah, it is…it so is,” I say in despair.

“I don’t know if you’re interested but I have always time for friends and even more time for new friends,” she says to me.

“I don’t want to be anyone’s charity case,” I say to her with honesty.

“You’re not a charity case and to be honest even though I thought you were pretentious and extremely stuck up when I met you, the first time you seem like a nice person,” she says to me.

“I don’t know about that but thank you,” I say to her.

“Since we’re going to be friends why don’t you show me your place?” she asks me.

“Uh…okay…sure” I reply as we both leave the rooftop lounge, enter the elevator, and enter the small lobby in front of my door.

We enter my apartment as she scans the room and smiles at me.

“Looks much nicer than it did when Gabriel was living here,” she says to me.

“You knew the previous owner?” I ask with surprise.

“It was a good friend and even though it’s sad he passed what a way to go but I feel terrible for the girl,” she says with laughter.

“He didn’t die in, here did he?!” I ask with panic.

“No” she replies with laughter.

As I show her the rooms of my place she asks, “Did you pick all this out yourself?”

“No, I hired an interior designer who took care of everything, I didn’t pack my place or unpack my things into this place” I answer.

“Where is your place?” I ask her.

“Right below this place” she instantly replies as we enter my bedroom.

Without asking, she opens my walk-in closet, enters, and yells out, “You’re fucking nuts!”

“Why am I nuts?” I ask with concern.

“Rina, your closet is full of ridiculous amounts of expensive ass clothes!

You must have spent a fortune on all of this” she tells me.

“When you dress well you feel well” I reply.

“I feel great all the time and I shop at thrift stores” she replies sarcastically.

“Believe it or not I need to take care of a couple of things but if you want, come to my place tomorrow morning and we’ll think of something to do together,” she says to me.

“Um…yeah, uh that would be nice” I reply.

“See ya,” she says to me as she exits my place for hers.

Spending time with Sam makes me realize that I miss the friends I once had and makes me feel worse about myself than I did before.

Slowly but surely my friends stopped reaching out to me, inviting me to parties and functions and I know why.

You can only turn down people so many times before they give up on you and although I can’t remember exactly when it happened, I know it happened.

I can’t remember the last time I even received an email from anyone I once considered a friend who once considered me a friend, but I can see Sam and becoming good friends…at least I hope we can.

The next morning, around 10 AM I head to Sam’s place and both surprised and stunned that her apartment is as nice as it is which makes me feel bad.

I don’t know why I thought she would live differently, only that I did.

“Your place is amazing,” I say to her as she smiles at me with pride and thanks me for my kind words.

Her walls are covered in pictures of her with friends, family, and places she’s been to and to be honest it makes me envious of her.

“Is this your family?” I ask her as I pick up a picture frame that sits on a table.

“Yes, that’s my mom, dad, brother, older brother, and my sister,” she says to me with happiness as I place the picture where it had been.

“Who is the guy you’re in this picture with?” I query.

“That is my best friend for life, Channing, and my sister’s fiancé” she replies.

“Are you okay with that?” I ask her.

“I am now but when I first found out about them it wasn’t a good situation.

Channing is the definition of a male whore and I was so upset that he was sleeping with my sister I ended our friendship.

We didn’t speak for months but then my sister stopped talking to me.

We all sat down, had an honest conversation about it and I realized that I was being a total bitch about it so I gave them my support.

They’re getting married in a couple of months” she tells me.

“Are you close with your family?” I ask.

“Extremely close, how about you?” she asks.

“My family consists of me and my mom and to be honest she’s my best friend…pathetic right?” I respond.

“Not at all, my mom is one of my best friends so understandable.

What does she do, where does she live?” Sam asks.

“I retired her and bought her a Class A mobile home.

She always wanted to travel so that’s what she does so she lives here and there for weeks, sometimes months at a time but she’s never in one place too long” I explain.

“When was the last time you saw her?” she asks.

“A little over 3 years ago” I confess with sadness.

“Rina…why haven’t you seen your mom in 3 years?” she asks with an upset tone of voice.

“I don’t know…time just got away from me.

She kept telling me she wanted to visit but I never made the time” I say to her feeling like the worst daughter in the world.

“You have time now,” she says to me as I nod my head in agreement.

“What about your dad?” she asks as I look at her expressionless.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry,” she says to me.

“No, it’s fine…my dad passed away a couple of months after I was born…car accident” I explain.

“I’m so sorry,” she says to me with sincerity.

I’ve been hanging out with Sam every day, all day long for a couple of weeks now and the more time I spend around her the more I like her.

Sam is bubbly, sarcastic, confident, friendly, and aside from her alcohol consumption and fondness for marijuana, I enjoy being around her as much as I have been.

She flirts with me constantly, but it’s simply her personality as opposed to an actual interest in me as she seems to flirt with everyone she comes across.

She texts me with a message of “Meet me in the lobby and take a ride with me.”

We take a drive in her car to a liquor store, beer distributor, and party store as I finally ask her, “Are you throwing a party?”

“Our monthly owners' party on the rooftop lounge,” she says to me as I shrug my shoulders and admit, “I didn’t know that was a thing.”

“Every third Saturday night of every month and I’m the hostess,” she says with a smile.

“As an owner your participation is mandatory,” she says to me with a smirk as I smile and reply, “I’ll have plans for a change.”

I help Sam decorate the lounge, stock the bar, put the beers and soda on ice, and am happy that I helped but also happy how great everything looks.

“I’m going to get myself pretty, but the party starts at 7 PM sharp,” she says to me.

I shower and attempt to get myself ready but am not sure what I should wear.

I decide to wear a bikini top that I cover with a half tee-shirt, bikini bottoms that I cover in a tight pair of yoga shorts and sandals.

I tie my hair into a ponytail, put on a light red lipstick, and finish off my look with sunglasses.

I arrive at the party close to 8 PM and the rooftop is packed with people, mostly people I’ve never seen before.

I find Sam tending the bar as I join her behind the bar and a man comes sprinting over toward us.

“Samantha who is this stunning creature you’re standing next to,” an older fit man asks Sam as I roll my eyes.

“This is Rina, she’s the new penthouse owner.

Rina, this is Mikhail” she introduces us.

Mikhail takes hold of my hand and kisses it as I wipe the back of my hand on my shorts and say, “Don’t ever do that again,” as Sam laughs.

“Just in time to take over bartending duties,” she says to him as he sighs and replies, “I should have known better” as Sam and I leave the back of the bar.

I’m never been happier to be wearing sunglasses as I can’t take my eyes off Sam…she looks gorgeous.

He hair has a wet look to it, she’s wearing dark mascara that makes her eyes stand out more than they already do and bright red lipstick with a bit of blush.

She’s wearing a dry-fit tee-shirt that makes her assets stand out and even though she’s wearing cargo shorts I can’t help but notice how great her legs look.

I can see her eyes look me over as a smile slowly appears on her face and she gives me a tight hug as I giggle.

“You look amazing,” she says to me with a whisper into my ear as I gaze into her eyes and reply, “You clean up well” with a joking tone.

She introduces me to so many people my head is spinning, and I can’t remember many of the names.

She leaves me speaking to a young couple, returns minutes later with two drinks in her hand, and hands me one.

“I don’t drink Sam,” I say to her with seriousness as she rolls her eyes and says, “Make an exception tonight.”

“I’m a super lightweight so two drinks at most,” I say to her.

I take a sip of the drink and can barely taste any alcohol, so I drink It quickly as her eyes open wide and she then laughs.

“That was delicious!” I exclaim as she again laughs.

“Channing…Sarah!” Sam screams out as she introduces me to her best friend and younger sister and introduces me to them.

“You weren’t kidding,” Channing says to her as she immediately punches his right arm, and he then laughs.

I can’t remember the last time I was at a party or even having as much fun as I’m having.

Then again, I can’t remember the last time I had as Sam reluctantly continues to bring me cocktails all night long.

I take a seat in a large wooden lounge chair and notice Channing and Sam in what appears to be a rather serious conversation.

She looks upset as Channing looks concerned while continuing to speak as he consoles her.

I feel dizzy, my stomach feels queasy as I find myself beginning to perspire.

Sam looks at me, sprints toward me, and gets into a kneeling position as she places her hands on my legs.

“You’re going to pop, aren’t you?” she asks.

“What do you mean?” I ask with slurred speech that surprises me.

“Puke, vomit, regurgitate…pop” she replies with amusement as I slowly nod my head.

“Sarah!” she screams out as she too comes over to me.

“Help me get her to the restroom,” she tells Sarah as they both help me to my feet and walk me into the restroom.

I slowly open my eyes, with my head throbbing, my throat killing me, my mouth dry, and know that I’m not in my bed.

I slowly get out of bed and feel dizzy as I slowly walk to the bedroom door.

As I’m about to open the door I can hear Sam talking to a couple of people who I believe to me Channing and her sister Sarah.

Instead of opening the door I place my ear to the door and listen.

“So, you’re okay then,” Channing says to her.

“I’m good so please stop asking me about her” she replies.

“We’re just concerned is all Samantha,” Sarah says.

“I get it okay…I get it.

I didn’t take it well, but it’s been over 5 months, I’m over it and I’m good now, I promise” she responds.

“So why were so upset when she reached out to you last night then?” Sarah asks.

“I had a lot to drink, and she said a few things that got under my skin…nothing more” she replies with frustration.

“Okay but don’t rush into anything,” Channing says to her.

“The last thing I would ever do is meet up with Christina” she snaps.

“I’m not talking about Christina, Sam” he responds.

“Shut up Channing…we’re just friends!” she yells at him as he laughs and replies, “Whatever you say.”

I feel terrible for eavesdropping, so I quickly open the door and enter the living room as they all stare at me.

“She lives!” Channing yells out as I grab my head with both my hands.

“How do feel?” Sam asks with enjoyment.

“Terrible” I admit and ask, “What happened last night?”

“You puked, puked some more, babbled, Channing you carried you into my guest room and you babbled some more” she explains.

“Is that what you’re calling it?” Channing says to her with amusement.

“Shut up Channing!” Sam says through clenched teeth.

“Time to go, Sarah, these two should talk,” he says as he winks at me, Sam and I say goodbye to Sarah and Channing, and they leave.

“What is he talking about?” I ask her with nervousness.

“Nothing…he’s just being a dick is all.

The better you get to know him the more you’ll know how much of a dick he can be” she replies.

“I feel like crap so I’m going to go home,” I say to her.

“Is it okay If I check on you later?” she asks as I nod my head.

I head into my apartment, take a long hot shower, take a couple of aspirin, place an ice pack on my head, and lay on the couch as I put something extremely boring on the television so I can fall asleep.

I slowly open my eyes and hear someone in my kitchen as my body becomes engulfed with fear.

I slowly rise to my feet, tip toe to my closet, and take hold of an umbrella that is the only thing I can think of to use as a weapon.

I tiptoe from the living room toward the kitchen and yell out, “Prepare to die!” as I then run into the kitchen to find Sam!

“How the hell did you get into my apartment?!” I yell at her.

“I’m sorry…I let myself in.

I thought you would have changed the code to your floor and your lock but you didn’t” she says to me as I feel relieved that it’s Sam and not a murdering rapist.

“I forgot you were close to Gabriel” I admit to her.

“Are you hungry?” she asks as I shake my head and admit, “If I eat, I’m going to be sick.”

“At least have some toast,” she says to me as I shrug my shoulders.

Sam makes me a few slices of dry toast and gives me a glass of ice water as I look at her not knowing if I should apologize for eavesdropping on her conversation with Channing and Sarah this morning.

“You look like you want to ask me something,” she says to me.

“Who’s Christina?” I ask her as she looks at me with surprise.

“You overheard my conversation this morning,” she tells me.

“More like eavesdropped…I’m sorry” I say apologetically.

“No worries,” she says to me as we stand in my kitchen in silence.

“Christina was my girlfriend, long-term girlfriend” she replies breaking the silence.

“Oh…um…uh…are you…um…” I stumble over my words.

“The word you’re looking for is lesbian.

Yes, I’m a lesbian…does that make you feel uncomfortable?” she asks.

“No…not at all!” I exclaim as my body suddenly feels warm as I look at her pretty face and beautiful blue eyes as she smirks at me.

“Why are you smirking like that at me? I ask her.

She again smirks, tells me to eat the toast, drink the ice water, and that she’ll call me tomorrow.

“Wait, Sam…I need to ask you something” I say to her as she’s about to open my door and exit my apartment.

“Okay, ask away,” she tells me.

“When you told me this morning about what happened last night Channing said something, I’m not sure what to make of.

Did I say something wrong to you last night?” I ask with trepidation.

“No, you didn’t say anything wrong, Rina,” she says with a smile.

“If I did you would tell me, right?” I ask.

“Yeah, I would bet rest assured you didn’t say anything wrong to me last night,” she says with sincerity.

“Okay…good night, Sam,” I say to her.

I said something to her last night and even though she told me that I didn’t say anything wrong to her not knowing what I said to her is bothering me.

Aside from that I can’t help but feel amused that she asked if her being a lesbian made me uncomfortable as I too am a lesbian, but it didn’t feel like the right time to tell her.

She’s a lesbian and I’m a lesbian and even though it shouldn’t make a difference in our friendship I can’t help but feel that it could make things weird between us.

She does flirt with me all the time, but she does flirt with everyone, and even though she’s gay and I’m gay I don’t think I should say anything to her.

I barely know her, she barely knows me, but I can’t deny that when I saw her last night at the party, I thought she looked amazing.

“Oh shit, I hope I didn’t say something sexual to her last night!” I exclaim to myself loudly.

“Nah,” I say out loud convincing myself that there is no way I would have as I go into my bedroom to sleep off the rest of this hangover.

I can’t help but feel that for the next week as I spend time with Sam things feel different and I don’t know quite what to make of it.

She’s not her normal flirtatious self and isn’t as outgoing as I’ve become accustomed to.

I finally build up the courage to ask her if everything is okay with her.

“I’m fine…I’m just extremely disappointed is all” she tells me.

“Over?” I ask.

“I’ve been negotiating to buy this five-story apartment building in Philadelphia and I lost it over $10 grand,” she says to me with sadness.

“I can lend you money if you need it” I reply as she giggles and replies, “Thank you but I’m okay.

I bid what I felt was fair market value and some asshole decided to pay above market value” she explains.

I’ve been around her constantly for 3 weeks but still didn’t know what she did for a living until now.

“You’re a real estate investor!” I shout out as she rolls her eyes and looks at me.

“Yes, I’m a real estate investor and a real estate investment blogger.

I even sell an online course on how to get into the business” she tells me.

“Do you do well?” I inquire with anticipation.

“About as well as you,” she says with pride.

“How did you get started?” I ask.

“I knew that college wasn’t something I wanted to do so I convinced my parents to give me half the money that they had saved for my college education so I could buy this rundown house.

I didn’t have a job, had no credit so I convinced my dad to buy the house in his name with me on the title with the agreement that if I lost money, I would forget about it and enroll in college.

I knew it would make money, but I lucked out not knowing that there was a new construction commercial office building being built blocks away that went up faster than it took me to renovate the house.

The house almost quadrupled in value, I made a killing, purchased my unit here and that was that” she explains.

“I don’t get it…if you do as well as I do why don’t you spend how I spend on clothes, shoes, and even a car?” I ask her.

“A dress is a dress, shoes are shoes, and my car does exactly what your car does, gets me to where I need to go.

Instead of having a six-figure wardrobe I save my money for my next purchase or flip” she tells me.

“You must think I’m an idiot,” I say to her as she shakes her head and replies, “I didn’t come from money, so I understand” she replies.

“I didn’t come from money either, what makes you think I did?

I told you my dad died when I was an infant” I say to her taking offense to her words.

“I just figured he had a huge life insurance policy and that you and your mom lived on easy street” she replies.

“My life has been the furthest thing from easy Sam!

I lived in a single-wide trailer and the only reason I was able to go to college was that I earned a scholarship.

My mom was a waitress at a fucking diner and when I graduated from college and was hired at my firm, I then lived in a studio apartment in one of the worst areas of this city.

Before I spent a dime on myself, I made sure to retire and take care of my mom.

I have a ridiculously expensive wardrobe, I purchased my penthouse and lease a car worth $135,000 but I earned it, it was the furthest thing from easy street and my reward at the end of the day is having money and nothing else” I say to her speaking a mile a minute.

“I didn’t mean to offend you…I’m sorry if I did” she tells me apologetically.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be such a bitch” I too state apologetically.

“My firm forcing me to take this time off may be the best thing that ever happened to me.

Had I not been forced to leave I’d still be living the life of a complete fucking loser” I say to her as I feel so emotional, I feel like crying.

“You’re not a loser, Rina.

I wouldn’t be hanging out with you if you were, but I have a confession to make” she says to me.

“Okay…” I say to her.

“I did some snooping and I need to know why you’re completely absent from social media,” she says to me.

“I never saw the point and social media gets people in trouble, so I avoided it” I explain.

“How do you keep in touch with people?” she asks.

“Sam, I don’t.

You’re the only true friend I have in life” I say to her as I do my best to fight back my tears.

“What about friends from high school and college?” she inquires.

“Time passed and I lost touch” I reply.

I never expected what happened next to happen.

Sam, I grabbed both my high school and college yearbooks, we went through them as she wrote each name, I said I was friendly with in high school and college.

She opened a Facebook account which I thought was absurd at the site is more for people in their 40’s than our age group but by the end of the night, I had a friends list of over 100 people!

I spent the entire night scrolling through posts and pictures of the people who were once so important in my life who were now like strangers to me but it felt great to receive and chat with many of those people through instant messenger.

I was stunned to learn and be invited to an upcoming high school reunion this weekend through Cheryl who had once been one of my closest friends.

She made me promise that I would attend so I told her I would but as the date is getting closer, I’m afraid to go.

Sam invited me to go out tonight with a group of her friends but I declined and instead spend the night trying to come up with a viable excuse to tell Cheryl so I can get out of going.

As I pace and hear a knock on my door, I know it’s Sam, but I didn’t expect her to be as inebriated as she is.

“You should have come out tonight, it was so much fun,” she says to me as I flash a smile and shrug my shoulders.

“Why do you look like you’re stressed out?” she asks.

“There’s a high school reunion that I said I was going to go to, and I can’t think of a good reason not to go” I reply.

“That’s because there isn’t a good reason not to go.

You wanted to reconnect to people, you have, and this is part of it, girl” she says through barely coherent speech.

“How much did you drink tonight?” I ask as she laughs hysterically and through laughter replies, “A shit load.”

“Give me a valid excuse” I plead with her.

“Nope…you’re going,” she says to me as she ways from side to side.

“Samantha!” I yell out as she looks at me and replies, “Rina!”

“Rina, please I can’t go.

I’m going to be like a deer in the headlights.

I haven’t seen any of these people since I was 17” I beg of her.

“When is it and what time?” she queries.

“Tomorrow at 8 PM” I reply.

“Okay, I’ll go with you,” she says to me as I stare at her.

“You would do that for me?” I ask.

“I just said I would so yes,” she says as I force her to take a seat on my couch.

“Really?” I ask as she rolls her eyes and shouts out, “Really!”

“Okay, then it’s a date!” I shout out with happiness as she smiles at me.

“I want to ask you something that has been driving me crazy,” she says to me as she pats the space on the couch next to her.

I sit down as she smiles at me and asks, “What’s it like being so fucking hot?

“That question has been driving you crazy?” I ask.

“Insane but tell me, my inquiring mind needs to know” she responds.

“You know,” I say to her.

“Rina, please…I’m cute at best but you’re a goddess” she says to me as I feel my pulse quicken and my heart begins to race.

“Uh…it honestly sucks most of the time,” I say to her as she looks at me with surprise as she moves closer to me.

“What sucks about it?” she asks with curiosity.

“People look at me and assume that I’m unintelligent because of the way I look.

Old men, middle-aged men., married men, men with girlfriends, teenage boys, tweenaged boys, the male species in general look at me and I know that their immediate thoughts are of seeing me nude getting me into bed.

I don’t mean to be a bitch, but I can’t help it.

It’s like a self-defense mechanism I’ve perfected over the years to make my personality cancel my physical appearance.

On the flip side, people are easily intimated by me.

I think people assume that I’m in a relationship and won’t approach me because of it and I’m not the type of person to be attracted to someone and make the first move.

Not that I’ve ever had the time in my life to date anyone, but it would be nice for someone to approach me, not undress me with their eyes, talk to me and ask me on a date” I explain as best as I can.

“Wow, I never thought of it like that,” she says to me with genuineness as she now looks extremely upset.

“I didn’t mean to make you upset,” I say to her.

“You didn’t…it’s just Christine” she confesses to me.

“What about her?” I ask.

“She ended our relationship, broke my heart, and out of nowhere starts to call and text me after all these months.

It’s like some sort of sick game for her.

She doesn’t want to be with me, but she also needs to know that I’m not happy at the same time.

I hear her voice and my immediate feeling is of happiness and then I think of how bad she hurt me and then I feel sad and angry.

I loved her so fucking much and she destroyed me like I never meant anything to her, and I don’t understand… I won’t ever understand why.

I was so happy…I thought she was happy, but she blindsided me.

I thought she was fucking with me when she told me she wanted…no needed to break up with me.

I thought I would spend the rest of my life with her but she…she…” Sam cries out in pain and then begins to cry.

I embrace her tightly as she leans her head on my shoulder and then slowly pulls away from me.

“I’m sorry, I’m drunk as fuck” she says to me.

“It’s okay…I’m your friend and I’m here for you” I say to her with an exaggerated sad face as she wipes her eyes and lets out a short laugh.

“If anything, seeing you like this makes me kind of happy that I’ve never been in love,” I say to her as she looks astonished.

“Never?” she asks as I nod my head.

“Ever” I sing out as she laughs.

“Have you ever…you know…” she asks.

“Yes, but only with myself but it counts right?” I say not caring that I admitted to Sam that masturbate but haven’t had sex with anyone.

“Rina, you’re 25!” she exclaims as I roll my eyes and reply, “And pure as snow” as we both laugh.

“I’m sorry for thinking you were a pretentious and stuck-up bitch” she says to me.

“It’s fine…it’s how I carry myself” I respond.

“Okay, I’m going to smoke, cook a frozen pizza, watch some television and call it a night,” she says to me as she rises to her feet and stumbles to my door.

“Sam, you’re coming with me, right?” I ask her before she leaves.

“Is it a formal thing?” she asks as I nod my head.

“I wouldn’t miss it,” she says to me as she leaves.

I awake in the morning filled with anxiety and nervousness as I go to the gym for an extended workout, return to my unit and look at myself in my full body mirror as I nod my head.

I spend hours going through every dress in my closet before selecting my outfit and carefully apply my makeup.

I feel nacreous and nervous as I go to meet Sam in the lobby.

I step out of the elevator and am almost breathless as I look at Sam who looks stunning.

“Your hair looks amazing,” I say to her in astonishment as she smiles and replies, “I’m not sure I like it…I’ve never done the blonde highlight thing before” she replies as she looks at me with an unsure disposition.

“I feel that this dress is too tight on me and I don’t want people to look at me and wonder how I got myself into this dress,” she says to me.

“No, the dress is great…what you just said is not anything I was thinking” I reply as I feel lightheaded.

“How do I look…too much?” I ask as I spin myself around.

Sam doesn’t reply but rather slowly shakes her head and then smiles awkwardly.

We enter my Porsche as I then drive to the trailer park I once lived in with my mom and then to the venue.

“We should go home,” I say to her as she rolls her eyes and says, “Stop…you and I are going to have a great night.”

I am having a great night and it’s such an amazing feeling to see so many people that I haven’t seen in years.

I thought I would feel awkward and out of place, but I don’t I feel filled with joy.

“Rina!” Cheryl screams out as she runs to me and I toward her as we then embrace tightly and smile at one another.

“Oh my God…it’s so great to see you,” she says to me as I reply the same and she looks at Sam.

“You must be Rina’s girlfriend!” she shouts as I open my eyes wide and look at Sam who looks puzzled.

Sam doesn’t reply but smiles politely, shakes Cheryl’s hand, and then says, “I’m going to get a drink so you two can catch up.”

“She’s so pretty,” Cheryl says to me as I reply, “Thank you.”

I was going to tell Sam that I’m a lesbian, but the thought never crossed my mind that she would find out at my high school reunion.

I should have as it was never a secret to anyone here, but I feel both bad and awkward that Sam found out this way.

I’ve been doing shots with Cheryl, Brenda, Dennis, Harry, Tequan, Michael and a host of others all night long as Sam stands next to me and listens to one embarrassing story after another.

When the lights come on and the reunion comes to end I’m disappointed but beyond happy that I exchanged numbers with so many of my friends from the past.

As the valet pulls up Sam tips him and gets into the driver's seat as I place myself in the passenger seat.

“It’s fast so take it easy, please,” I say to her as she rolls her eyes and slams her foot on the gas pedal.

“If I wanted to die tonight, I would be driving!” I exclaim with seriousness as she drives at what feels like the speed of light but slowly reduces the speed.

“Did you have a good time?” she asks.

“I had an amazing time…thank you so much for getting me to come and coming with me” I reply with gratitude.

“Are you going to be sick?” she asks as I shake my head and reply, “Thank you for driving…I hope you had at least an okay time.”

“I did and it was an interesting evening,” she says to me.

She pulls my car into my parking spot, turns off the engine, and stares at me.

“You’re wasted,” she says to me as I smirk and nod my head in agreement.

She runs her fingers through her hair and locks eyes with me.

“You’re not the type of person to make the first move,” she says to me as I gaze into her beautiful eyes.

“I’m not” I reply.

“I had no idea that you were, you know,” she says to me.

“We’re friends and it shouldn’t matter if I am or not” I respond as she smiles at me.

“Sam, thank you for everything you’ve done for me.

If it weren’t for you opening the account for me this night would never have happened but I’m so happy it did” I say to her.

“You’re welcome,” she says to me as we gaze into each other’s eyes and slowly move our faces toward one another as I become filled with panic and worry.

I move my face away from her, quickly open my door and step out of the car, close the door, and lean against it as Sam gets out of the car as well.

I quickly walk to the elevator and depress the button over and again as the elevator doors finally open, I step inside and Sam enters.

We ride the elevator in silence when we arrive on Sam’s floor.

“Goodnight,” she says to me as I reply, “Goodnight and thank you again.”

She steps out of the elevator and walks to her door without looking back.

I insert my key into the panel, type my code into the panel and enter my apartment feeling excited, scared, and intrigued.

There are many things in life that I don’t know but I’m sure as sure can be that Sam and I had a moment and had I not run away like a frightened child we would have kissed.

I think part of it was that I didn’t want to kiss her for the first time, have my first kiss inside of my car inside of a garage.

In addition, I’m drunk and she’s stone-cold sober and I was worried that I would be sloppy, and it would have been terrible.

I know I like her, and I believe she likes me, but I’m scared of what this means.

Days have passed since my reunion and it feels like Sam has been avoiding me which makes me both confused and lonely.

However, today we’re going out for lunch together and I’m hoping things won’t be awkward between us.

Instead of going to the restaurant together, I agree to meet her there as she told me she had to take care of a few errands.

I park my car, enter the restaurant, and to my relief things between us aren’t awkward at all.

Sam is her normal outgoing, happy, and bubbly self during our meal and she’s excited about a new property she’s in negotiation to purchase.

I pay the bill and as we’re about to leave I look at her and say, “I need to use the little girl’s room but go ahead and I’ll meet you back at the condo” I say to her.

“I dropped off my car for service so you’re my ride home, but I need to call my mom back so go ahead and I’ll wait here,” she says to me.

She takes hold of her cell phone as I leave her, enter the restroom, use the restroom after a rather lengthy wait and exit the bathroom to see Sam talking to a woman.

As I approach, I realize that Sam isn’t talking to any woman she’s talking to Christina!

I recognize her from the pictures that the bitch posted online!

Yes, I may have looked her up online as my curiosity got the better of me but seeing Sam talking to her makes me jealous and angry as I stop walking and look at the two.

Sam looks fidgety and uncomfortable, and Christine seems to be taking great pleasure in Sam’s reaction at bumping into her.

I can’t take my eyes of Christina who is laser-focused on Samantha.

Admittedly, Christine is pretty…okay more beautiful than pretty but I know at this moment I want to rip her stupid beautiful face from her body!

Sam told me how she felt when she speaks to Christine on the phone but looking at Christine’s smug stupid face and the joy, she’s experiencing making Sam feel as uncomfortable as she’s making her makes my blood boil.

I calmy and slowly walk to Sam, place myself behind her, and wrap my arms around her waist.

“You ready to leave baby?” I ask as Sam looks at me from over her shoulder and smiles at me devilishly.

I kiss her cheek and look at Christine and smile at her as she looks at me with her eyes as wide as I’ve ever seen eyes open before.

“I’m sorry we haven’t met…you are?” I ask as I unwrap my arms from Sam’s waist, step beside her, and take hold of her hand.

“I’m Christine and you are?” she asks with jealousy ever so present on her face and demeanor.

“I’m Rina, Samantha’s girlfriend,” I say as I look at Sam lovingly as she looks at me in the same manner.

“Girlfriend…uh…um…Sam, you didn’t mention having a girlfriend” Christine says to Sam as Sam shrugs her shoulders.

“Uh…how did you two meet?” Christine inquires.

I lock eyes with Christine and smile as I tilt my head.

“I purchased the penthouse above Sam’s, and we hit it off from the start but how could we not…look at her” I respond.

Christine looks pale and her lips are quivering as she says, “You’re beautiful.”

“How sweet of you but I know.

Anyway, Sam, baby, I’m going to wait in the car so don’t keep me waiting long.

Bye Christina” I say to her as Christine looks at me and replies, “It’s Christine!”

“Whatever” I reply with a roll of my eyes and as I try to let go of Sam’s hand, she squeezes my hand tightly, pulls me into her, and kisses me!

I feel that my knees are going to give out as our lips press against one another’s, she lets go of my hand, smiles, and says, “I’ll be out in a minute, sexy.”

My legs feel like gelatin as I walk out of the restaurant, fumble in my purse for my car key, and enter my car with my heart pounding so hard it feels it’s going to leave my chest.

I watch as Sam walks confidently and ecstatic toward my car, enters, and embraces me tightly.

“That was so fucking awesome!

Thank you for doing that for me!” she shouts as she sits back in her seat, crosses her legs, and yells out, “Fuck that bitch!”

As I drive, I can’t stop thinking about how I felt with my lips pressed against Sam’s.

“Is it okay if I hang out are your place?” she asks as I park my car, we enter and ride the elevator as I nod my head.

We enter my apartment and Sam is so ridiculously happy I’m not sure what to make of it.

“I’m sorry I kissed you and I hope it wasn’t terrible for you,” she says to me.

“No need to apologize it was fine…actually it was more than fine” I reply shyly.

“Thank you again, the look on her face was priceless and I wish I had a picture,” she says to me.

“Not a problem” I respond.

“So, me kissing you was more than fine?” she asks as I nervously nod my head and place my purse down on the table.

“Yeah, it was nice” I respond with my voice shaking.

“Rina, do you like me, or don’t you like me?” she asks.

“If I didn’t like you, I wouldn’t be spending as much time as I am with you” I answer.

“That’s not what I mean.

You said all those things to me, we had a moment the other night, you did what you did for me today and me kissing you was more than fine so again, do you like me or not?” she asks.

I take a seat on the chair in my living room and look at her with worry as I ask, “What things did I say to you?”

“The night of the monthly condo rooftop lounge party when you got wasted and Channing carried you into the guestroom you said a few things to me is all” she answers.

“I asked you about that night and you told me I didn’t say anything wrong” I respond.

“You didn’t say anything wrong, but you did tell me a few things.

You told me how pretty I am, how much you wanted to kiss me, how badly you wanted me to kiss you, and that when you looked at me that night how attracted to me you were” she says with satisfaction and enjoyment.

“Sam, I was extremely drunk,” I say to her wishing I were anywhere but here and having this conversation.

“You didn’t mean it then” she responds.

“I don’t know what to say…I’m so embarrassed right now you have no idea” I admit to her.

“Rina, I like you but if you don’t like me in that way it’s fine, but I’d like to know,” she says to me.

“What if I said I do?” I ask with my voice and body trembling.

“If you do then I’m going to walk over to your chair, pull you to me by your hands and then I’m going to kiss you for real” she answers.

“If I said those things to you that night why didn’t you kiss me then?”  I ask.

“You were wasted, puked your brains out, and had vomit breathe,” she says with laughter.

“I had onions during lunch,” I say to her as she rolls her eyes and replies, “I did too so can you please, just please answer the question?”

I’m so nervous I feel as if I can become sick at any moment but the truth is I do like her…I more than like her in that way.

“Sam…I do like you in that way” I admit to her after a moment of uncomfortable silence.

“You’re not just saying that are you?” she asks as I shake my head.

As she said, she walks to my chair, takes hold of my hand, and pulls me to my feet.

She pulls me into her, places her hands on my hips, and kisses my lips as I kiss her lips back.

I open my mouth slightly, feel her tongue touch mine, and then my knees buckle as I feel myself begin to fall.

Sam holds me up, stops kissing me, and smiles at me as I smile back at her.

My vision is foggy, and I feel a combination of fear and excitement radiate throughout my body.

“That was nice,” I say to her shyly as she again kisses my lips and smiles brightly.

“I want to date you,” she says to me with confidence as I giggle and reply, “Okay.”

“No, I want you to be my girlfriend’ she immediately tells me afterward.

“Isn’t that kind of the same thing?” I ask as she presses her forehead against mine and replies, “Yeah…but not really.

If we just dated that would mean you’re free to date other people and so would I but I don’t want to date anyone else and I don’t want, you to either.

If you’re my girlfriend then those lines are already drawn” she explains.

“Um…I would like to be your girlfriend then” I confess.

“Okay,” she says as I smile and reply, “Okay.”

“Sam…I’ve never been anyone’s girlfriend before so I’m unsure of what I’m supposed to do” I admit to her.

“That’s easy.

We do what we’ve been doing except that we get to fool around” she says to me with an adorable smile.

“I can do that!” I exclaim.

It’s all so new and exciting but scary at the same time. I’ve never felt the way I feel about Sam before and it’s terrifying to me, especially since she’s becoming extremely frustrated with me.

“Be honest with me…you’re not attracted to me, are you?” she says to me beyond upset.

“I’m tremendously attracted to you” I respond with honesty.

“I can’t take much more of this Rina!

I want you so bad!” she yells at me.

“Please stop yelling at me.

I’m sorry but having sex is a big deal to me” I say to her.

“Rina…baby, I’m not saying it’s not a big deal but come on....as soon as I try to touch you where I want you stop me.

“Stop pressuring me!

If all you want from me is to fuck me then why be my girlfriend?!” I exclaim with anger.

“Girlfriends fuck Rina!

Are you positive you’re a lesbian?” she screams with frustration.

“No, I’m a man trapped in a woman’s body!” I reply with anger and sarcasm.

“If you were a man trapped in a women’s body and were attracted to me you would want to have sex with me!” she yells.

“It’s only been a few weeks!” I shout.

“You’ve never had sex before, I get it, but I need you to understand that I am used to having sex, lots of sweaty amazing sex.

“I want to I do…but I’m afraid!” I admit to her.

“If you’re attracted to me and you want to have sex with me what’s the issue?” she asks.

“I don’t want to be your rebound…you’re still in love with Christina!” I scream out as loud as I ever have before.

“I can’t believe you just said that,” she says to me with her eyes becoming red.

“It’s the truth, isn’t it?

You want me because you can’t be with her.

If Christina wanted, you back I would be an afterthought” I say to her with belief.

“Fuck you Rina!” she screams at the top of her lungs as I snarl at her and scream back, “You wish!”

Sam storms out of my apartment and slams the door hard behind her.

I’m so angry my entire body shakes but seemingly out of nowhere I begin to cry.

I’m crying so hysterically that I can barely breathe but I can’t stop crying no matter how badly I want to stop.

Before this forced vacation my entire life revolved around my career but here, I am over a month and a half later having reconnected with my high school friends, connecting online with my college friends, and having a girlfriend if I still do.

Sam and I became an item only 3 weeks ago and for as much as I love being around Sam, love being with her, I can’t help how jealous I am over her previous relationship with Christina.

Sam has told me time and again that she’s over Christina but whenever Christina reaches out to her, texts her I can see the pain in her eyes.

If Sam was truly over Christina, Sam wouldn’t be affected by her the way she is. I can’t help but feel that I’m Sam’s rebound, playing second fiddle to the woman Sam wants to be with but can’t.

I haven’t spoken to her or seen her in 2 days, and I don’t know what to do with myself or what to do in general.

I don’t know if I should apologize and if I should apologize by calling her or by showing up at her apartment.

I’m so confused but most of all I miss her. I miss her smile, I miss her dumb jokes, her humor, her sarcasm, the smell of her hair, the smell of her skin, and seeing her amazing smile.

I miss gazing into her beautiful eyes and cuddling with her as we talk.

My cell phone notifies me of an incoming text message as I take hold of my phone and pull up my text message screen.

“Will you be coming to the company dinner tonight?” a text from David reads.

David and Brendon started doing Friday night dinners for the staff at the firm. Every month they rent out a large room in this amazing Mexican restaurant and I’ve not once attended.

I may be on a forced vacation, but it feels good to know that I’m still in David’s thoughts even with how upset he was that I didn’t show up to his BBQ pool party.

“See you there” I reply with a smiley face emoji.

I don’t know why I’m so nervous to attend a dinner with people I’ve known for years but I guess it’s because I don’t truly know anyone other than David and Brendon.

I’ve worked with all these people for years but other than their names I don’t know anything about any of them but maybe tonight is the start.

“Holy shit…Rina!” Brenden exclaims as he walks to me with a much younger woman, probably around 21 if that old.

We hug as I lean over his shoulder and whisper into his ear, “Where did you find this one?” as he laughs and winks at me.

“I can’t believe you’re here but it’s great that you are,” he says to me as I nod my head and enter the room with the woman and Brendon.

I can hear surprise and shock from the staff as I enter the room as David smiles at me, rises from his seat, and pulls out a chair for me as I take a seat.

“I can’t believe it” I hear a familiar voice say in a low tone as I turn my head in the direction of the voice to see Debra, David’s wife.

“Debra, you’re here!

Where are the boys?” I ask with surprise and happiness to see Debra.

“They’re with Baxter,” she says with a warm smile as I rise from my chair and give her a tight hug.

“I’m so sorry I missed the BBQ,” I say to her apologetically as she looks at me and replies, “It’s okay, I knew you weren’t going to come.”

“I should have and I’m sorry.

You’ve been nothing short of amazing to me for as long as I’ve known you and no matter how many times, I’ve no-showed you’ve never treated me any differently” I say to her.

“Rina, if it weren’t for you, helping me with the boys, babysitting on a moment's notice I would have lost my mind,” she says to me.

Debra may be the closest thing I’ve had to a friend since I began my life as a workaholic.

Whenever she and David needed me to babysit, I would take my laptop to their house, put a movie on, work, play with the kids, work some more, put them to bed, read them stories until they fell asleep, and continue working until they arrived at home.

It’s been years since I did that for them, but I know it’s something they’ve always appreciated.

However, the more I think about it the more I realize that Debra and I could have become close friends had I allowed the relationship to blossom.

“Debra, would you maybe want to have lunch with me next week?” I ask her as she looks at me with surprise.

“Yeah, that would be great,” she says to me with a warm smile.

“Okay, call me or I’ll call, and we’ll make plans,” I say to her as she smiles at me again and takes a seat next to David.

The food is amazing and it’s nice to see everyone eat, talk, laugh, and enjoy each other’s company outside of the office.

This is something I should have been doing since the start and knowing that I lost so much time makes me angry at myself.

At the end of the meal, David rises to his feet where he proceeds to give a short speech where he thanks everyone for their hard work and success of the firm as everyone claps.

As I look at all the smiling faces, I then look at David and quickly rise to my feet.

Building up every ounce of courage I have a say out loudly, “May I have everyone’s attention please” as the room becomes dead silent.

“I want to apologize to everyone in attendance and for those who aren’t here, I hope you can pass along my words tonight.

As you all know, I haven’t been at the office for the last month as I was forced to go on vacation…now that I think about a much-needed break.

This firm wouldn’t be where it is today without the hard work and sacrifices made by all of you.

You’re husbands, wives, parents, sons, and daughters who all work hard to provide for your families and I’ve done nothing other than make coming to work a terrible experience for many of you, if not all of you.

I want you all to know that the days of me locking myself in my office and not speaking to anyone on a personal level are over.

I want all of you to know when I return that my door is always open and if anyone ever needs to talk about anything, work-related or not I’m here for you.

I’ve behaved terribly over the years and I’m truly sorry.

I know that trust is earned, and I hope that when I return, I can earn that trust from all of you.

As a small token of my appreciation for your hard work, your contributions to the success of the firm, and my success drinks are on me until we close this place” I say with my heart pounding in my chest.

I hear a clap, flowed by another clap and suddenly the entire room is clapping and cheering!

David rises from his seat, kisses my cheek, and hugs me tightly.

“You heard her ladies and gentlemen, drinks are on Rina!” he yells out as I place my credit card behind the bar.

Mikala has been my assistant for 2 years, yet I knew nothing of her personal life but now I do.

I didn’t know that Devin owns a motor home, much like the one I purchased for my mom, and every vacation he hits the road with his wife and kids but now I do.

It feels good to know that many people are willing to give me a chance and I hope beyond hope that when I do return, I can keep my promise to them.

As I pay the bar tab and the staff exits the restaurant, David and Debra walk over to me as David places his hand on my shoulder.

“Good job tonight, Rina,” he says to me as I smile and reply, “How are things at the firm?”

“Things are good but don’t think for a second you’re not missed because you are,” he says to me as he removes his hand from my shoulder.

“Lunch next week, right?” Debra says to me as I nod my head and smile as she exits the restaurant to get the car from the valet.

“You look great, and I can’t believe I’m going to say this, but you seem different,” he says to me.

“Your dad forcing me on this vacation has been eye-opening” I reply.

“How so?” he inquires.

“I’ve had no life for all these years and in a month and a half everything has changed” I admit to him,

“For the better, I hope” he responds.

“I even started seeing someone,” I say to him as his eyes open wide, he laughs and stares at me.

“You’re dating someone?” he replies with shock.

“I am…I was…I honestly don’t know where I stand right now.

We had a terrible argument a couple of days ago and I think I may have ruined it” I confess to him.

“Is it serious?” he asks.

“As serious as it can be for as little time has passed but we both agreed to be exclusive,” I tell him.

“If you think this relationship is something the both of you want then one argument shouldn’t derail things.

Arguments happen but nothing gets resolved until a sit-down and talk happens” he explains.

“Thanks, David…I needed that” I say to him with gratitude as she smiles and replies, “Anytime.”

“Uh…whenever you want to come over and check out my place. you’re more than welcome” I say to him.

“Okay, I’ll call you” he replies as we say goodbye and part ways.

Sam isn’t reaching out to me and one of us needs to make the first move and even though I’m normally not the type of person who makes a first move I feel that I need to, especially after what I said to her.

On the way home, I stop for a bottle of wine, flowers and nervously drive home where I plan on showing up to Sam’s unannounced.

As I exit the elevator with the bottle of wine and flowers in my hands, I see Sam’s door fly open and a crying Christina come running out of it.

She looks both upset and extremely angry as I step out of the elevator and she passes me and steps inside of the elevator.

If looks could kill I would no longer be alive as she looks at me with venom in her eyes as the doors of the elevator close.

I slowly walk to Sam’s still open door, step inside and close the door behind me as a crying Sam steps out of her bathroom and looks at me with surprise and bewilderment.

“Rina, what are you doing here?” she asks with tears still leaving her eyes and her voice quivering.

“Peace offering,” I say to her as I walk to her and hand her the flowers and bottle of wine.

She places the bottle of wine in the refrigerator and places the flowers into a vase with water as she wipes her eyes and then looks at me as she leans against the kitchen counter.

“I told her,” Sam says to me.

“You told her what?” I ask.

“I told her to stop reaching out to me, that I don’t ever want to hear from her again, see her again, and that there’s no possibility of us ever getting back together,” she tells me

“Is that what you want?” I ask her with concern and my heart racing.

“I needed closure so that I can have a future with you” she explains.

“I’m sorry I said what I said to you,” I say apologetically.

“There’s nothing wrong with telling me how you felt and I’m sorry for pressuring you into something you’re not ready for.

It’ll happen when it happens, and it’ll be amazing when it does” she says to me.

“You must like me,” I say to her jokingly.

“You think?” she replies sarcastically as I walk to her, hug her, and place my head on her shoulder.

“I missed you” I admit to her.

“I missed you too” she replies as I remove my head from her shoulder, kiss her and stop hugging.

“You told me she blindsided you, but you never told me exactly what happened,” I say to her.

“What happened is a guy named Craig” she replies.

“She cheated on you with a guy,” I say in disbelief as she nods her head.

“Her problem was always that she was never comfortable with her sexuality.

We were together for over 2 years and her family to this day thinks we were just friends.

For our entire relationship, I felt like she was ashamed of our relationship, but I looked past it because I loved her until I couldn’t take it anymore.

We started arguing a lot, but I thought she was ready to come out to her family when she told me she had been cheating on me for months with this Craig guy.

We hadn’t spoken in months and then she started reaching out to me again, telling me that she had made a mistake, how great we were together, and messing with my head.

She kept implying she wanted to get back together but whenever I mentioned it, she never wanted to talk about it.

It was like she needed to assure I would be available whenever she was ready to resume our relationship until she saw you and me together” she tells me.

“Did she just show up tonight?” I ask.

“No…she called me and started up with her usual bullshit and I told her to come over so we could talk in person” she answers.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

“I’m good but I don’t ever want you to worry about her again.

I know you felt that I wasn’t over her and that you’re a rebound but you’re not Rina.

I know it hasn’t been very long, but in my heart, I know that we can have an amazing future together” she says to me with sincerity.

“I’ve had a long night and I hear my bed calling me so see you tomorrow?” I ask.

“You better,” she says with a smile.

I enter my apartment, take a quick shower, and sit on my bed with Sam’s words replaying in my mind.

Christine is no longer an issue and I believed her when she told me I wasn’t a rebound and that we can have a future together.

Sam’s even willing to wait to have sex with me until I feel I’m ready to take that step with her but the more I think about it the more I know that I not only want it to happen I know I’m ready.

I text Sam with, “Are you awake?” as I nervously wait for her reply.

“I just finished showering” she replies.

“Can you please stay with me tonight?” I ask in response.

“Be there in 5 minutes!” she replies with a wink emoji.

I lay in bed, waiting for Sam to arrive as nervous as I’ve ever been in my life.

Sam enters wearing a long tee-shirt that is so large on her that the shirt ends at the middle of her knees.

She smiles as she closes my bedroom door and lays next to me in bed as I lay on my side, smile at her and we begin to kiss.

As we kiss, I place my hand under her shirt and slowly move my hand up toward her breasts and touch her nipple for the first time as she sticks her tongue deeper in my mouth and kisses me passionately.

I stop kissing her, kiss her neck and begin to nibble on her ear as she giggles.

I sit up in bed, remove my shirt, exposing my bare breasts to her as she looks at me with her mouth wide open as she then looks at me with amazement and removes her shirt.

I swallow my saliva loudly down my throat and bite down on my lower lips as I gaze at her nude body for the first time.

I slide my panties down my legs, past my ankles, and off as I kiss her again and pull her on top of me.

Sam kisses my neck, licks my neck, and then begins to run her hands over my nipples and tits as I enjoy the feeling of her hands exploring my body.

I gently run my nails across her back as she begins to suck on my right nipple as my body feels electric.

She slowly kisses in between my breasts as she then gently and slowly kisses down my stomach as my heart pounds.

I feel her fingers caress my pussy and then feel her warm wet tongue begin to lick me as my body becomes extremely tense but then I feel no tension at all as she caresses my vagina with her lips and tongue.

“Oh, Samantha…” I cry out in pleasure as I feel her finger on my clitoris for a moment and then feel her tongue lick my clit from side to side.

As she pleasures me, I feel a bit foolish that I had been so nervous and afraid of having sex with Sam.

I feel her finger penetrate me as she continues to concentrate on my clitoris with her tongue and mouth as I can’t stop myself from moaning in pleasure.

The more I moan the more it seems she wants to pleasure me as I look down at her beautiful eyes looking up to me from in between my legs.

She stops licking me and rises to her knees, continues to finger fuck me, and then begins to play with my clit with her free hand in a circular motion.

“Oh my God!” I scream out in the most intense pleasure I’ve ever experienced in my life and feel that my mind and body are going to explode at any moment.

“Sam…Sam…” I say her name over and again as if I’m chanting her name as my body locks, I feel as if I can’t move a muscle and then scream out in the most amazing and intense orgasm of my life.

Sam lays her body on top of mine as we kiss one another passionately as I can barely move my arms or legs as I enjoy the taste of myself present on her tongue and in her mouth.

We stop kissing as I gaze into her eyes, smile at her, and say, “That was incredible” as she then gently kisses my lips and grins at me.

I don’t know what has come over me, but I want her so bad right now I immediately roll myself on top of her and begin to passionately alternate between kissing and licking her neck as I run both my hands over her breasts.

“Oh shit…Rina…” she giggles as I lick down the middle of her stomach and within seconds am between her legs with her bare pussy within inches of my mouth.

I lick her wet pussy and immediately find myself enjoying her slightly tart and tremendously sweet juices as I watch her take a handful of the bedsheets in her hands.

With her voice shaking she cries out, “Rina…oh…shit…fuck…baby…” as I feel her body begin to tremble.

My face is saturated as I enter her with my now stiff tongue as she places her hand on top of my head and begins to sway herself into my face.

I remove my tongue from inside of her and then penetrate her with my middle finger as I begin to flick her clit forcefully with my tongue as her body squirms.

“I’m so close…don’t stop…please,” she says between short breaths of pleasure as I begin to suck her clit as I continue to fuck her with my middle finger.

I suck on her clit as hard as I also finger fuck her with force and speed as she grabs a handful of the top of my hair and cries out softly as her legs shake.

I stop sucking her clitoris and remove my finger from inside of her.

“Did you?” I ask with anticipation as she smiles at me with a look of satisfaction and slowly nods her head.

I feel great that I was able to make her cum considering it was my first time doing that to anyone!

I roll over her leg and slide myself up the bed next to her as I wipe my face with both my hands.

I love that I can still taste her in my mouth as I exhale with a sense of accomplishment.

“Was that what you were expecting it to be like?” she asks me.

“It was better than I ever imagined” I answer truthfully as I get onto my side and she spoons me.

As she holds me, I close my eyes with a thought of “I can get used to this” in my mind and feel as peaceful and calm as I ever have.

I’ve never felt as close to anyone as I do toward Sam and not only do I want to spend every second of every day with her I can’t keep my hands off her since we had sex for the first time a few days ago.

I feel that I’m becoming addicted to the sounds she makes and the movements of her body when she orgasms, and I want to make her orgasm all the time.

As we sit on her couch kissing, I begin to move my hand under the waistband of her shorts and panties as she places her hand on top of me, stops kissing me, and looks at me with a smirk.

“Rina…don’t take this the wrong way…I’m not complaining, I just can’t” she says to me as I giggle and reply, “You don’t need to do anything, I’ll do all the work.

“Baby…Rina, I’m sore” she admits to me as I can’t help but laugh.

“Am too much for you?

I know you’re older and all but wow” I say to her humorously as she rolls her eyes and shakes her head as I remove my hand.

“I need to ask you something,” she says to me with a bit of nervousness that I’m not accustomed to seeing.

“Yes, I’ll marry you” I reply as I begin to laugh hysterically.

“No, this is serious, Rina,” she says to me and I can tell that it is from the look on her face.

“What is it?” I ask with concern.

She takes hold of my hands, gazes into my eyes, and says, “My father’s birthday is this weekend.

I want you to come home with me so I can introduce you to my family” she says to me.

I’m stunned as I instantly feel emotional as I place my hand over my mouth and stare at her.

I remove my hand from my mouth and ask, “Introduce me as your girlfriend?”

“I would like to if you’re okay with it,” she says to me.

I suddenly feel hot, extremely hot as if I’d been laying on the beach for too long, and feel tears forming in my eyes.

“Are you sure?” I ask with my voice trembling as I feel a tear leave my eyes and stream down my cheek.

“I’m positive,” she says to me with the most serious look I’ve seen on her face as I nod my head and reply, “Okay” as I then begin to cry.

“Why are you crying?” she asks with concern.

“I don’t know” I cry out as she laughs and embraces me tightly.

I do know why I’m crying, I can’t believe that she likes me so much that she wants her family to know about me, about us.

I believed her when she told me she believed we had a future, but this is a huge step and we’re only closing in a month as a couple.

“Honey, isn’t this kind of fast?” I ask with worry.

“I know it’s kind of fast, but I also know how I feel about you but if you’re having second thoughts I understand,” she says to me.

“No, I’m not having second thoughts I just want to make sure this is something you want to do.

I completely understand if you need to go home for your father’s birthday” I respond.

“I want to do this,” she says to me with honesty.

“Then I want to as well,” I say as I’m finally able to stop myself from crying.

As I drive toward her childhood home, the home her parents live in I’m so nervous I feel that I’m going to be sick.

“You can pull into the driveway,” she says to me.

As I bring my car to a stop in the driveway, I see an extremely handsome guy walking toward the house.

“That’s my older brother, Scott,” she says to me as she quickly gets out of the car, runs full speed at him, and tackles him onto the grass in front of the house.

I get out of my car and watch the two of them roll around on the grass like two little kids as he holds her hands down on the grass and looks as if he’s going to spit on her as she squirms.

“You spit on me you’re fucking dead!” she screams out with laughter as he gets off her and helps her to her feet.

“You started it,” he says with a chuckle as he looks at me and his smile completely disappears.

He looks at me, looks at my car, looks at me, looks at Sam, looks at me, and again looks at Sam.

“Is that her?” he asks as she nods her head.

They walk toward me as Sam introduces us and we shake hands.

“I was stunned when mom and dad told me you were bringing your new girlfriend over today.

I thought it was kind of fast but now that I see her, I understand why” he says with amusement as Sam punches him hard on his right arm.

“Asshole,” she says to him as he laughs and replies, “You know it.”

I had met Sarah before but meeting her brother, Paul, her dad, Kevin, and her mom Cassandra filled me with joy.

They were all so kind to me and although Sam had told me that her family was close, I didn’t truly understand until this day.

They all made fun of and joked about each other, but I could feel the love, closeness, and bond they all shared. It made me miss my mom so much more than I had been.

It’s getting late as we all sit outside in the large backyard as her parents eventually call it a night, followed by Sarah and Channing followed by Scott.

Sam leaves to use the bathroom leaving me outside with her younger brother Paul as he drinks, and a beer and I sip a bottle of water.

“I need to say this at least once,” he says to me.

“What do you need to say?” I ask.

“You’re smoking…I mean smoking.

My sister with Christine was one thing but her being with you is an entirely different level” he says to me as I look at him with annoyance and building anger.

“Damn, you’re even hotter when you’re mad but how, just how?” he says to me as I open my eyes wide and then look at him with a squint.

“I’m going to take your words as a compliment and I’m thankful that you felt the need to say that once and once only but don’t ever say it again.

As far as how she’s not only beautiful she’s amazing in more ways than one” I say to him with a devilish grin.

“She’s cute at best” he responds.

“Beauty is the eye of the beholder and in my eyes, she’s the most beautiful woman on Earth” I reply.

“Someone here is in love and it ain’t me,” he says and then sips his beer.

“What?” I ask nervously.

“You heard me,” he says after a short laugh as Sam rejoins us.

“What are you talking about?” she asks,

“Nothing much but I’m calling it a night.

Love you sis see you soon” he says as he finishes his beer.

“Love you to Kevin,” she says as they hug, and he leaves.

“Why do you pale?” she asks.

“I look pale?” I inquire in reply.

“Yeah, you do which is why I said you look pale” she responds.

“It’s been a long day and I’m tired is all” I answer.

“Me too.

You have my room and I’m downstairs in the den if you need anything” she says as I nod my head and we enter the house.

“She kisses me and says, “See you in the morning” as I smile and nod my head.

I stand in Samantha’s bedroom looking at her pictures and posters as Kevin’s words of, “Someone here is in love and it ain’t me” replay in my head.

I’ve never been in love before but Kevin telling me that I’m in love with Sam is bothering me tremendously.

I’ve known her for less than two months and have been her girlfriend for less than a month and we had sex for the first time a few days ago.

Is it even possible to fall in love so fast?

As I lay in her bed, I keep asking myself over and again, “Am I in love with her?”

I know I love being around her and I love spending as much time as I do with her, but do I love those things because I’m in love with her?

I don’t know if I am or not, but I do know is that I’m exhausted and need to sleep as I close my eyes and succumb to the call of sleep.

We have breakfast with her parents in the morning and head back home as Sam lays far back in her seat.

“I love spending time with my family, and I love that they all like you as much as they all do.

You made a great impression on them” she says with happiness.

“It was great meeting them, but I never missed my mom as much as I do now,” I say to her with sadness.

“You have 9 more weeks off before you go back to work.

You have the time to make it happen” she says to me.

We arrive home as I go to my place and Sam goes to her place to drop off her luggage before joining me.

As soon as she enters my place, she has that look in her eyes that tells me she wants me and wants me now.

As I sit on my couch, she straddles me, kisses me, and begins to suck on my ear.

“Are you sure you can handle me?” I say to her with lust and humor as she licks my lips and enters my mouth with her tongue.

I stop kissing her only long enough to say “Let’s go to my room” but she ignores me.

I’m nude in less than a minute as she is too as we kiss and grope one another.

She’s more aggressive than she ever has before and it’s turning me on more than I have been before.

I’m bent over the back of my couch with Sam eating my pussy from behind as I moan and sigh in pleasure.

Her lips, mouth, and tongue are all over me and she’s eating my pussy with a force and passion I’ve never experienced before.

“Oh, God…Sam…that feels amazing!” I exclaim as she stops licking me, begins to play with my pussy as I then feel her tongue lick around my asshole.

Within seconds her fingers are inside of me, moving back and forth as I feel her tongue lick my asshole from the bottom to the top, top to bottom as she continues in the same motion.

It feels naughty and remarkable at the same time as I suddenly feel her tongue enter my ass.

As she finger fucks me, she tongue fucks my ass and although this is the first time this has ever been done to me, I know I’m a fan.

“Oh…” I cry out with my voice quivering when without hesitation I yell out, “Tongue fuck my ass!”

It feels so good I can barely express it in words as I grip the top of my couch tightly and begin to drive my body into her fingers and tongue.

“Shit, shit, shit…oh fuck…oh yes…” I shout out loudly as she takes hold of my hair and pulls me down to a laying position on my couch.

With a crazed look in her eyes, she places her pussy over my mouth and begins to eat my pussy as I pull her down toward my face and eat her at the same time.

Before I know it, I’m licking her asshole and then enter her asshole with my tongue as she had been doing to me moments earlier.

The best I can describe the taste of her ass is like sucking on a penny, but I enjoy the taste, not as much as the taste of her pussy though.

She’s enjoying what I’m doing to her as she stops eating my pussy and chooses to play with my pussy and clit as she’s making sounds I’ve never heard before.

Minutes later we’ve both orgasmed and am drenched in sweat with her body laying on top of mine my feet at the sides of her head and her feet at the sides of my head.

She slowly gets off me and gets to her feet as she smiles at me with an awkward-looking smile that not only amuses me but makes me laugh.

“I can’t believe you did that to me,” she says to me.

“I liked doing that to you” I reply.

“You would do that again?” she asks with surprise.

“Whenever you want but more like whenever I want which is probably going to be often,” I say to her with a giant smile.

She has the biggest cheesiest grin I’ve ever seen on her face as she plops herself next to me and puts her head on my shoulder.

“Thank you for this weekend,” she says to me.

“No, thank you for this weekend” I reply as we cuddle on my couch and take a nap.

When we awake, we shower together, dress, and watch her favorite television show that I also enjoy.

Having never been a huge fan of television being with Sam has allowed me to discover that I’m a foodie and I enjoy watching anything and everything food-related.

It’s crazy to say but when I’m with her I feel better about myself as if by being with her she makes me a better person.

“Stay over tonight,” I say to her.

“I was planning on it but now I feel like I must stay so I don’t know,” she says to me jokingly.

“Are you going to call your mom?” she asks.

“Yeah, tomorrow” I answer.

“Does your mom know that you’re gay?” she inquires.

“No, there was never a reason for me to tell her” I explain.

“What about now?” she asks.

“Uh…um…I’m honestly a bit worried about her reaction” I confess.

“I understand if she decides to visit, and you don’t tell her about us.

I know it hasn’t been very long and I would never want to damage the relationship you have with her” she tells me.

“Yeah…um thank you,” I say to her as she yawns and stretches her arms.

“I’m going to bed,” she says to me as she gets off the couch and begins to walk to my bedroom.

“I’ll be there in a minute,” I say to her as she enters my bedroom.

Me being a lesbian was never an issue between my mom and me since I never had anyone in my life but now that I have Sam I’m torn.

I don’t know how my mom would react, but I also know that a major issue in her relationship with Christine was that Christine never introduced Sam to her family as her girlfriend.

It’s not acceptable that so many years have passed since I last saw her and as much as I miss her and want to see her, I don’t want to hurt Sam in the process.

I take hold of my cell phone, call my mom, and am disappointed to hear her voicemail message.

“Hey mom, I just wanted to tell you that I love you and that I miss you.

I don’t know exactly where you are right now, but I want you to know that I would love nothing in the world than for you to visit so I can hug you and tell you how much I love you in person.

I hope you are well so please call me back when you get this” I say into her voicemail.

I awake to a smiling, laying on her side Sam as I giggle and roll onto my side.

“I’m not going to lie that was a bit creepy,” I say to her.

“I was just waiting for you to wake up” she instantly replies.

“Okay, I’ll bit, why?” I ask.

“Remember that thing you did to me yesterday that you said you liked doing and would probably be doing often?” she asks as she runs her fingers up and down my arm.

“Yeah,” I say to her knowing full well what she wants.

“Do you maybe want to do it now?” she asks.

“I haven’t even brushed my teeth,” I say to her as she instantly replies, “I don’t mind.”

“In that case roll that little ass of yours over,” I say to her as she rolls over onto her stomach.

I rip the sheets off her body and slide her panties down and off.

I place myself behind her and begin to eat her ass as she wanted, and I don’t mind doing.

Within seconds she’s on her knees, I’m tongue fucking her ass with my tongue and finger fucking her at the same time and continue to do so until she climaxes.

After she orgasms, she goes down on me as she sucks my clit and finger fucks me until I cum.

“Want to shower with me?” she asks as I nod my head and smile.

She washes every inch of my body and my hair as I then wash her body.

“I need to wash my hair,” she says to me.

“Want me to wash it for you? I ask.

“I’d prefer breakfast” she replies as I kiss her shoulder, exit the shower, dry off and put a robe on.

I exit my bedroom and begin to walk to my kitchen to make breakfast as I hear a loud knock, an almost pounding on my door.

I didn’t receive a call from the concierge, but I also know the only way anyone can get onto my floor without a key to the control panel and the access code is if the concierge does it.

I’m dumbfounded as to how someone got onto my floor and then upset that the concierge allowed someone to get onto my floor without calling me.

I open my door and proceed to lose my mind as my mom stands before me.

“Mommy!” I scream out as I embrace her and kiss her cheek over and again as she laughs and squeezes me tightly.

We let go of one another as I look at her and can’t wipe the smile off my face.

“I left a message on your voicemail last night,” I say to her.

“I know you did sweetheart, but I was already on my way here when you did so…surprise,” she says to me as I hug her tightly and the waterworks begin.

“Don’t cry baby” she says to me as I look at her and can’t stop myself.

“I haven’t seen you in so long…I’m sorry, I’m so sorry” I say to her.

“Stop it now,” she says to me as I close the door and I can’t bring myself to let go of her.

“Where’s Frank?” I ask.

“I left him back in San Antonio so he could visit his children and I’m going to circle back” she explains.

“I guess I’ll meet him next time,” I say to her.

“Yes, you will baby,” she says to me with a smile.

“I was going to make breakfast, are you hungry?” I ask.

“Starving,” she says to me as we enter my kitchen.

“Wow, Rina, this place is amazing!” she exclaims.

“After breakfast, I’ll give you the grand tour” I reply.

“How about you give me a tour now?” she asks.

“Yeah, okay” I retort and then remember that Sam is in my bedroom bathroom showering!

“On second thought, I’m hungry, you’re starving so let me make breakfast, and then I’ll give you a tour.

She looks at me oddly and then grins at me.

“You have company over, don’t you?” she replies in question as I can’t bring a word to my lips.

“You’re a grown woman, this is your home, and you didn’t know I was coming,” she says to me.

Within seconds Sam enters the kitchen wearing one of my robes with her hair soaking wet as she looks at me and then at my mom.

“Mommy this is my…my…Samantha” I say to my mom as I look at Sam and say, “Samantha this is my mother, Gwendolyn…Gwen.”

“That’s your mom, a sister perhaps, but no way that woman is your mother,” she says as my mom giggles and replies, “Flattery will get you everywhere.”

Sam goes to shake my mom’s hand, but my mom instead hugs her.

Sam looks at me over my mom’s shoulder and says silently, “What do I do?” as I shrug my shoulder and reply silently, “I don’t know.”

My mom stops hugging Sam, looks at her, looks at me, Sam again and again at me.

“Mom, how long are you here for?” I ask.

“I figured a week if that’s okay” she answers.

“Stay as long as you like but where is the RV?” I ask.

“Out front” she instantly replies as I walk quickly out of the kitchen, open my shades to see my mom’s RV parked in front of my building.

“Mom, you can’t park there, you’re going to get towed!

Why didn’t you leave the RV with Frank?!” I yell out and reenter the kitchen with Sam looking at me not knowing what to do.

“It’s my motor home,” she says to me as I roll my eyes.

“I’m going to get dressed and head on out.

Rina, thank you so much for allowing me to use your shower” she says to me.

“You’re very welcome Samantha…anytime neighbor,” I say to her.

“Samantha lives in the unit below me” I explain to my mom as she lets out a small laugh and then crosses her arms.

“My Samantha, thanks for letting me use your shower, anytime neighbor?

Baby, I was born at night not last night” my mom says to me as I close my eyes tight, open them and walk to Sam.

I take hold of Sam’s hand and say, “Mom, this is my girlfriend Samantha Romano.

Sam, this is my mom, Gwen.”

Sam looks at me and I can see her eyes turn glassy to red to filled with tears as she locks onto my face and I watch tears leave her eyes.

“That’s a proper introduction and don’t lie to your mother, I didn’t raise you that way.

Anyway, you two of you get dressed while I make us breakfast, and then I can figure out where to park my home” my mom tells us in her mom tone that I both missed and didn’t.

“Yes, mom” I reply as Sam and I exit the kitchen and enter my bedroom.

Sam kisses my lips so hard I think I may be bleeding.

“Ow…fuck Sam!” I yell out.

“You told your mom about us!” she exclaims emotionally.

“I know I did so calm down, get dressed and let’s have breakfast baby,” I say to her.

We sit down at the island in the kitchen as my mom looks at Sam, looks at me, and smiles brightly as we eat our meals, and Sam types away on her cell phone.

“There’s an RV park not too far away and it’s about $450 for the week,” Sam says as I reply, “Done.”

After breakfast, Sam has the exuberance of a child as she can’t wait to see my mom’s motorhome as we all head outside.

“This is sick!” Sam yells out as she scans and walks around the RV.

“Have you ever gone camping?” my mom asks her.

“No, but I want to” Sam replies.

“We’ll make plans for the two of you, me and Frank to go camping then” my mom replies affectionately.

“That would be great,” Sam says with happiness as they smile at one another.

“Okay, let’s get this home on wheels parked for the week,” I say as I toss Sam my car key.

She tosses my car key back to me and says, “I’ll follow in my car since a child can’t fit in the back seat of your car” as I roll my eyes and stare at her.

“She’s lovely,” my mom says to me as she drives toward the RV park.

“You’re okay with this?” I ask with fear.

“Rina, my baby, I’ve known you were gay since high school” she replies.

“You did?” I ask in disbelief.

“At first I was upset that you didn’t tell me but then I figured you would when you were ready.

Then, you started your career and threw your entire life into it.

Truth be told I’m beyond happy your boss forced you to take the time off.

I worried about you so much you have no idea but seeing you now, so happy after all these years makes me feel that it all happened for a reason.

All I’ve ever wanted for you was to be happy, to enjoy life, and looking at you now I know you are, and I know it’s because of her” she says to me.

“Mom, I’m so sorry that all these years have passed without us seeing one another,” I tell her.

“It’s okay but thank you for giving me the life I always dreamed of having,” she says to me.

Although my mom knew I was gay since I came out to my friends in high school, I felt proud that I dared to tell her.

I had no idea she already knew but the fact that she never loved me any less or treated me any differently made me realize how grateful I was that I was born her child.

I love having my mom stay with me and I love the fact that my mom and Sam get along so well.

As we planned, Debra and I decided to get together on Wednesday but instead of lunch, we changed our plans to meet for dinner.

“You’re glowing,” she said to me as we sit at the bar having a few cocktails after dinner.

“Am I?” I say to her as she smiles and nods her head.

“I met someone,” I say to her with happiness.

“Is it serious?” she inquires.

“Yeah…we’re exclusive, I met the family and vice versa’ I say to Debra.

“Where did you meet?” she asks.

“Owner of the unit below mine,” I say to her.

“What’s his name?” she asks as I feel myself become nervous, anxious, and sweaty.

My sexuality was something I never discussed in my professional life and although Debra is more friend than anything, she’s still the wife of one of my employers.

“Sam” I respond as Debra smiles at me and gets excited.

“How long has it been?” she asks with intrigue.

“Not very long, we were friends for about a month and we’re closing in on a month as a couple” I explain.

“Not only do you look happy I’m so happy for you,” she says to me with sincerity.

“How did you know when you were in love with David?” I ask her.

“3 weeks after we became serious, I knew I was going to spend the rest of my life with him,” she says to me.

“After only 3 weeks…how?” I ask.

“We had been intimate, he rolled over, gazed into my eyes, and told me he loved me and knew I would be his wife one day.

He even told me that I was going to be the mother of his children.

Before meeting David, I had commitment issues but for some reason, I wasn’t afraid or even spooked when he said those words to me” she replies.

“So, you loved him after 3 weeks?” I ask in shock.

“No, but it wasn’t too long afterward that I knew I was.

He drives me insane, we’re different people, have little in common but I love him.

Why the question?” she says to me.

“When I met the family, the younger brother said something about me being in love and I think I may be I’m just not sure.

I’ve never been in a relationship and don’t know what it’s like to be in love” I explain.

“If you think you are you probably are” she replies.

“Do I say something…what if Sam doesn’t feel the same way?” I ask with concern.

“If Sam doesn’t say it first, you’ll know when you want to say it and you will” she replies with a warm smile.

My mom’s visit came and ended in what seemed like a flash as I cry my eyes out as I stand at the RV park and watch her drive off.

“Oh, baby, don’t,” Sam says to me as she hugs me and wipes my tears from my cheeks.

“We’re going to make plans to go camping, you know,” she says to me as I nod my head and reply, “I know.”

“We need to go shopping,” she says to me.

“Why do we need to go shopping?” I ask her as she looks at me as if I can’t be serious in asking the question.

“Sarah’s wedding…you know, nuptials between Sarah and Channing,” she says to me.

“I’m sorry, I’m all in my emotions right now” I reply.

I had never been invited to a wedding let alone attend a wedding, but I know enough about weddings from the movies and television to know that it’s not traditional for the groom to have a best woman.

Samantha’s speech began as more of a roast of Channing as all in attendance laughed their asses off, especially when Sam said that when she and Channing were little kids and Sarah was born, Channing seeing Sarah in her diaper must have done something for him.

Her speech was on the longer side of things but when she ended the speech about her lifetime friendship with Channing, how much he meant to her, and how much Sarah meant to her, the laughter that had been present left the venue and was replaced with crying.

I became extremely emotional, and it wasn’t attributed to the number of cocktails I had consumed.

All night long I’ve looked at Sam looking as beautiful and happy as I’ve seen her.

I know I’m no longer unsure if I’m in love with her.

I can feel the terror build inside of me with my mind becoming engulfed with questions I have no answer to.

After the reception, Sam’s parents host an after-party at the hotel, and for as good of a time as everyone is having, especially Sam, I feel that I’m going through the motions.

“Aren’t you having a good time?” she asks.

“I’m having a great time” I instantly reply.

“You don’t look like you are.

Are you feeling alright?” she asks as she places her hand on my forehead to find out if I’m running a fever.

“I’m not sick, I’m just a bit tired is all” I respond as Kevin looks at me and smirks as I roll my eyes and look at him through my now squinted eyes.

I have a couple of drinks and head up to the hotel room with Sam, where she showers as I undress and then I shower.

When I exit the bathroom, Sam is half-asleep in bed as I lay next to her with my eyes wide open with my heart and pulse racing.

“It was a great night,” I say to her as she drowsily replies, “Yeah, it was.”

“Are you sleepy?” I ask.

“Very sleepy” she replies drowsily.

“Okay, then goodnight,” I say to her as she rolls onto her side and places her arm under her pillow.

“Is something on your mind…you’ve been acting off tonight,” she says to me as I fold my hands on my stomach and reply, “No…I’m fine.”

“You don’t seem or sound fine to me.

If there’s something on your mind you need to talk about, talk to me” she replies.

“Nothing, I’m good and uh…I’m sleepy too so goodnight” I reply as I watch her eyes close.

I lay silently for a few minutes and then say. “Sam?” but get no response.

It’s been a week since the wedding and although I’m trying to act as normal as possible, I know that I’m not I can tell Sam knows that I’m not.

She keeps asking me if I need to talk but I keep telling her that I have nothing that I need to talk to her about and I know she’s becoming increasingly upset.

“I know there’s something on your mind that you’re choosing not to discuss with me, and I’m over being upset over it.

I’m honestly getting pissed off.

We’re in a relationship, I’m your girlfriend and there shouldn’t be anything that you can’t talk to me about” she says to me.

“If there was something that I felt I needed to discuss with you I would but there’s not so leave it alone…it’s in your head” I reply.

She told me was getting pissed off, but I can tell from her facial expression and demeanor that she’s now there.

“Be honest with me Rina!

You’ve been holding back from telling me something and I want to know what that something is!” she yells at me.

“I’m not holding anything back!” I exclaim.

“You’ve been acting different since you went out to dinner with Debra, at my sister’s wedding you were off all night long and have been since!” she screams at me as she crosses her arms and begins to tap her foot on the floor.

I don’t know what to say as I don’t want her to become angrier than she already is.

“Christine used to act this way!” she barks at me.

“First I don’t want to hear that name and second what does Christine have to do with us?!” I scream.

“What I’m saying is that I feel like I’m reliving a past I don’t want to, and you know why Christine and I didn’t work out!” she responds.

“You better not be thinking what I think you’re thinking!” I yell as I look at her in disbelief.

“Did something happen that night you went out with Debra?!” she asks.

“I can’t believe you have the audacity to ask that question!” I say to her as I feel my blood pressure rise.

“Did something happen that night, Rina?!” she again asks.

“You should know the answer to the question!” I say to her as I begin to breathe heavily and cry.

“What am I supposed to think?!

I ask you over and again and get the same bullshit answer when I know that something is up!”

“Get the fuck out of my apartment!” I yell at her as she shakes her head and looks at me with fury.

“I’ll leave when you answer my fucking question!” she screams.

“I said get out!” I bark.

“Answer my fucking question Rina!” she exclaims.

“Nothing happened that night!

I would never cheat on you…I don’t ever want to be with anyone else in my life!” I cry out in anger.

“Then tell me…I know you need to tell me something so just tell me!” she shrieks.

“I love you!” I scream out through my tears immediately realizing I just said the words that I’ve wanted to say to her at the worst possible time.

Sam uncrosses her arms, walks toward me slowly, and takes hold of my hands.

“Was that it…you wanted to tell me you’re in love with me?” she asks as I nod my head and continue to cry.

Sam lets go of my hands, gazes into my eyes, wipes my tears with her fingers, and embraces me tightly.

“We haven’t been together long, and I was afraid to tell you” I confess to her as she stops embracing me and smiles.

“I love you too, Rina,” she says to me as I look at her.

“Are you saying that because I said it and you don’t want me to feel bad?

I understand if it’s too soon” I say to her.

“No, baby…I love you not because you just told me but because that’s how I feel.

Honestly, I’ve felt like this for a while now” she says to me as she gently kisses my lips.

“Really?” I ask as she smiles, kisses my lips again, and replies, “I love you, Rina.”

“I didn’t want to tell you this way,” I say to her.

She laughs as she looks at me and says, “It makes for a great story though” as her words make me laugh.

The next 8 weeks pass at what feels like the speed of light.

Sam and I went camping with my mom and Frank in New Mexico, I’ve met practically all Sam’s never-ending amount of friends, and we hosted the monthly rooftop lounge parties among other things.

David, Brendon, and Debra came to visit and to see my new place and I’ve even met up again with a couple of my high school friends as well as a few of my college friends.

I even attended the firm’s Friday night dinners again and I’ve never been so happy in my life.

I don’t think I knew what happiness was until this time in my life.

I know it’s the honeymoon phase of my relationship with Sam but in addition to not being able to keep my hands, lips, and mouth off her I tell her I love her all the time and she tells me the same.

“I want to do something different tonight,” Sam says to me lust as we kiss with my nude body lying on edge of her bed with my legs spread and Sam standing in between my legs.

“Whatever you want baby,” I say to her as she goes down on me and I lay my legs on her shoulders.

“That’s so good,” I say through my clenched teeth as I sway my hips into her mouth.

She stops going down on me, runs her fingers over my wet pussy, and rises to her feet as she then walks into her closet.

I wonder why she’s in her closet for a moment and then wonder no longer as she exits her closet with a strap-on affixed to her body.

“I’m going to fuck the brains out of your head,” she says to me as she quickly positions herself back in between my legs.

“You promise?” I say to her as she penetrates me as I lock my legs around her ass.

She locks her arms at the sides of my head and begins to immediately pound me.

“Oh my God, Samantha!” I cry our she fucks me hard and good as I feel my eyes roll to the back of my head.

She removes the dildo inside of me only long enough to have me roll over and bend myself over the side of the bed as she then penetrates me from behind.

With her hands on my shoulders, she again pounds my pussy as she also reaches around my waist and begins to play with my clitoris at the same time.

I take a handful of the bedsheets as I enjoy every single second of what she’s doing to me until I explode in an amazingly intense orgasm.

She removes the dildo from inside of me, unfastens the harness, and tosses it to the floor as we then both lay side by side in bed.

“Are you nervous about the morning?” she asks.

“Not at all…I can’t wait to get back and do what I do best” I reply.

“I can stop by so we can have lunch together,” she says to me.

“Not tomorrow, it’s my first day back and I normally work through lunch anyway” I reply.

“No, you used to work through lunch.

You’re not going to do that anymore, right?” she responds.

“Right, that was the old me” I reply.

“Sleepytime,” she says to me as I look at her.

“I need to get up early and it’s best if we stay at my place,” I tell her.

“I have an alarm clock and you’re not getting up that early.

Hours are 9 to 5 right?” she says to me as I look at her and again reply, “Right, that was the old me.”

The forced vacation was what I needed even though I didn’t know it at the time but I’m honestly worried that I won’t be able to follow through on the promises I made to Sam.

I promised that I wouldn’t get to the office any earlier than 8:30 AM, that I wouldn’t work through lunch and I would leave the office at 5:30 PM at the latest so we can have dinner together.

I also promised that I wouldn’t work on the weekends because that was me and Sam's time, but I don’t know if I can.

I awake to Sam’s alarm clock buzzing as I look at the time of 7:15 AM and am filled with panic.

I kiss her cheek, get out of bed, and rush into my unit, where I shower as fast as I can, dress, fix my hair and do my makeup.

It’s already after 8:15 AM and traffic is terrible as I grip my steering wheel tightly and find myself become filled with anger.

By the time I get to the office, it’s already 8:55 AM and for the first time in my career, I’m not the first person at the office.

“Welcome back Rina” Sandra, the receptionist says with a smile.

“Thank you, Sandra it’s great to be back,” I say to her as I immediately feel awkward and out of place.

I go into the staff kitchen, make my protein smoothie, and head into my office.

Out of habit, I close my door and instantly open it, placing a doorstop beneath it to assure it stays open.

I sit at my desk, enter my username and password, and am then logged into the network that brings a smile to my face.

I’m overwhelmed by the number of emails in my inbox as I feel tension fill my body.

I know it’s my first day back at the office, but I feel like I’m starting my career over from the beginning.

David and Brendon answered all my emails, I was copied on all communications, but I feel that I don’t know what’s going on.

“Good morning, Rina,” Samuel says as he pops his head into my office as I look away from my screen, force a smile, and reply, “Good morning Samuel.

Did you have a good weekend?” I ask as he looks at me with surprise and then smiles.

“Yes, I did, thank you for asking, and welcome back” he responds as he walks away.

I attend the morning meeting but all I can do is sit and listen as I have no idea what’s happened and been happening in my absence.

I may feel out of place, but it feels good to be warmly greeted by the entire staff and to have conversations with people that don’t pertain to work.

However, it’s already 12:15 PM and I feel like I haven’t done anything all do.

I walk to Mikala’s desk and say, “I’m not taking calls today, I don’t care if it’s the President of the United States, please just take a message.”

She nods her head and replies, “Will do.”

I sit at my desk with a legal paid, turn off my cell phone, go through every email and write down question after question on the legal pad.

I find myself becoming increasingly annoyed as what seems like a continuous stream of people enter my office to make small talk.

I do my best to be as pleasant as possible, but I know my time is better spent doing what I set out to do.

I get through all the emails and have six pages of questions written down as I look at the time and throw myself back into my chair.

“Sam is going to be pissed!” I say out loud as I look at the time and realize it’s after 8 PM.

I power on my cell phone as I discover I have voicemails from Sam that go from pleasant to annoyed to angry.

I know I screwed up as I quickly exit the office and drive home as fast as I can.

I arrive at Sam’s where the door is unlocked as I walk in to find her sitting on her couch watching television.

“Salad, baked chicken, and veggies are in the fridge if you’re hungry,” she says to me with a fake smile.

“Sam, I’m so sorry but it was my first day back, I was overwhelmed, and I lost track of time” I explain to her.

“I understand and I’m not mad” she replies.

“I know you’re mad but I’m sorry” I respond.

“I’m not mad, baby,” she says to me as I sit down next to her, kiss her, and say, “Did you eat?”

“Yeah, but I’ll warm your plate if your hungry,” she says to me as I nod my head.

She sits with me as I eat, leave for my nightly work out, work out, shower, change for bed and select my outfit for tomorrow as Sam enters my bedroom.

“Want to watch a show with me?” she asks.

“I need to get to sleep…I can’t wake up that late, I didn’t get to the office until 8:55 this morning and I wasn’t the first one there” I tell her.

“You don’t need to be the first one there, Rina and you were 5 minutes early” she replies as I let out a small laugh and look at her.

“You’re right so yes, I would like to watch a show with you” I respond.

I would like to tell you that this was a one-time event and that I was able to keep the promises I made to Sam, but I haven’t.

I know all hell is going to break loose when I get home.

I take a deep breath as I enter my unit to find Sam placing items into a box but two other boxes are taped shut.

“Sam, I’m sorry,” I say to her she ignores my words and tapes shut the box I watched her placed items into.

“What are you doing?” I ask her.

“I’m packing my things so they can go back to my place” she replies.

“I have more of my things at your place than you have here and I’m not packing my things,” I say to her in an attempt to be humorous

“Your things are already packed, babe,” she says to me.

“Okay, I get it…I screwed up but you’re overreacting!” I say to her in panic.

She looks at me with pain in her eyes and begins to cry.

“I can’t do this anymore!

You’re not the same person I fell in love with!” she cries out.

“Sam, I love you…I love you and I’m sorry.

I know I screwed up but please, I’ll change, I promise” I say to her as I too begin to cry.

“You promise?

You’ve promised a lot of things and you’ve broken every promise you made to me, from the start.

I’ve tried to be understanding, I’ve taken you at your word time and again only to have you not follow through.

I’m tired of being alone, an afterthought in your life and I can’t…I won’t do this anymore” she says to me.

“Wait…baby…please…baby…I swear I’ll change!” I exclaim to her as my body begins to tremble.

“You’ve told me that before too but here we are again.

I truthfully thought that the person I met over 7 months ago was gone, you know that miserable lonely woman who was forced into taking time off.

I thought that those 4 months we spent together had changed you forever, but the reality is that person went on hiatus for a bit.

Rina, I’m done.

You leave before I wake up, you can’t be bothered with taking a call from me or responding to a text message.

You get home at all hours of the night, eat, work out and go to bed.

The weekends were supposed to be our time, but you broke that promise too, that’s all you do.

You make promise after promise and break your promises and that Rina makes you a fucking liar!” she says to me.

“Whatever you want me to do I’ll do it!” I scream out in pain.

“I’ve given you chance after chance and all we do is go around in circles.

I’ve tried to do anything and everything to get you to see what you’ve been doing to us, but I give up.

The day you went back to work was the beginning of the end of our relationship” she says to me.

“I’ve tried, I’ve been trying…I have but why can’t you understand?!

I’ve been this way since I was 14 and a 4-month break doesn’t change the fact that I lived my life the same way for the last 11 years of my life!

I need to do what I do to live the way that I live, have the things that I have, and to support my mother!” I scream out in pain and anger.

“You haven’t tried, you just say that you have.

You have an amazing penthouse, hundreds of thousands of dollars in investment accounts, a Porsche, closets filled with so many ridiculously expensive clothes, shoes, and bags that you can’t possibly wear them all.

Your mother saves over half the money you send her because she doesn’t need that much money, but you wouldn’t know that.

I speak to your mother more than you do.

I spoke to her two days ago and if you’re curious she’s in Minnesota.

Of all these things you so desperately think you need the one thing, I thought that you wanted and needed more than anything was me, but I was wrong” she says to me in anguish.

“I need you more than anything or anyone…I love you more than I have anyone in my life so please don’t do this!” I scream out in panic and terror.

“I didn’t do this, you did, Rina.

Don’t call me, text me, or show up at my place.

Don’t try to speak to me and if by chance you see me, don’t you dare approach me, we’re over” she says to me.

I quickly walk to her and attempt to take hold of her hands, but she pushes my hands away and yells out, “Don’t fucking touch me!”

“Please…you’re the best thing that has ever happened in my life and the best thing in my life!” I scream out as loud as I ever screamed before.

“I’m not in your life anymore!” she says to me coldly as she pushes past me and exits my apartment.

I drop to my knees and cry so hysterically I can hardly breathe.

I feel lost and so sad I can’t think and with each passing day I know she’s moving further away from me.

It’s only been a week since she ended our relationship, but it feels like an eternity to me.

Against her wishes, I’ve tried to call and text her, but I get her voicemail each time and she doesn’t reply to my text messages.

“Superstar realtor!” I yell out as I see Gary, the real estate broker who sold me my unit exiting the elevator as I walk across the lobby.

“Rina, so nice to see you again,” he says to me as we share a light hug.

“I would ask but I know business is good,” I say with a smile.

“Business isn’t good it’s amazing.

I just had the quickest sale of my life” he says to me.

“Oh?” I reply.

“I’ve had a client that has wanted a particular unit for years, but the woman would always tell me she was never, ever selling.

She calls me last night, says she’s looking for a quick sale, I call my client and done deal” he says to me.

“What unit?” I ask.

“The unit below yours, Samantha Romano’s place,” he says to me.

“I’m sorry I thought you just said Samantha Romano’s place,” I say to Gary as he smiles and replies, “I did.

The only issue is that she won’t pay my fee so I need to collect from my clients as a buyer’s agent, but it shouldn’t be a problem.

I need to run but we should do lunch sometime” he tells me as I nod my head and watch him walk away.

I feel sick as the realization that Sam is so done with me, she’s selling her unit to get as far away from me as possible.

I arrive on my floor to see 5 boxes piled next to my door as I then go to Sam’s and pound on her door.

“Sam, open the door…I know you’re in there!” I yell out.

The door slowly opens as Sam looks at me and says, “I told you to never come here again.”

“Sam, I know you hate me, but you love living here, in your place, in this building, and with the people.

You told me this was your paradise, and you would live here until you died but Gary Batterman, told me you sold” I say to her.

“Things change, I’m moving on and you do the same,” she says to me as she slams the door in my face.

I enter my apartment, as sad and depressed as I’ve ever felt.

I call me man as I eagerly await for her to answer my call.

“Hi, sweetheart” my mom answers the phone.

“Hi mom, how are you?” I ask.

“I’m okay but, how are you?” she asks.

“I’m terrible mom…Sam broke up with me and she hates me so much she sold her apartment” I reply through tears.

“I know, sweetheart” my mom responds.

“You know?” I ask with surprise.

“Sam and I speak all the time.

She’s a good woman and she’s great for you.

For as proud as you’ve always made me and regardless of how much I love you I’ve never been so disappointed with you, but I feel responsible.

Had I been a better provider, if life hadn’t been so difficult for us when I was raising you, you wouldn’t be the way you are.

I’m more than appreciative for everything you’ve done for me but all I want, have ever wanted was for you to live your life and be happy.

When I came to visit you were living life and happy, but I feared that when it came time for you to go back to work” she tells me.

“I tried mom, I did I say through tears.

“Oh, my baby girl, I know you believe that, but did you?

Sam broke up with you for a reason.

You and I both know what the reason is but don’t think she hates you because she doesn’t” she replies.

“She slammed her door in my face, told me she was moving on and for me to do the same” I explain.

“People say and do a lot of things they don’t mean when they're hurting.

When you’re in love, truly in love it doesn’t go away so easily” she says to me.

“If she still loves me why doesn’t she want anything to do with me?” I ask as I sit on the edge of my seat.

“Rina, what would change if you somehow convinced her to get back with you?” she asks.

“I love her so much it’s killing me!” I cry out in pain.

“I know you do but how long did you expect her to put up with you?” she asks.

“I don’t know what to do mom” I admit to her.

“I can’t tell you what to do but I’m sure you’ll think of something,” she says to me.

“I love you mom,” I say to her.

“I love you too sweetheart but please stop giving me money” she responds.

“Sam told me I was giving you too much money so tell how much you need to be comfortable, and I’ll take care of it” I reply.

“You’ve given me so much money it would take me years to spend it all and you know how frugal I am, so I don’t need any more money from you, Rina” she explains.

“You took care of me and now it’s my turn, that was the agreement,” I say to her.

“No, baby, that’s what you wanted to do, and I appreciate it so much, but you don’t need to take care of me.

I’m not your responsibility” she tells me.

“If I don’t take care of you who will?!” I yell at her.

“I didn’t want to tell you over the phone, but Lord knows when I’m going to see you again.

Frank asked me to be his wife and I agreed” she says to me.

“You’re getting married?!” I shout out in shock and disbelief.

“I am and I hope that you’ll not only attend the ceremony but be my maid of honor,” she says to me as I can’t bring a word to my lips.

“Rina?” I hear her say.

“Yes mom, of course…congratulations” I finally reply.

“I’ll be in touch sweetheart, but it would be nice to hear from you more often.

I don’t ever want to go as long as we did without seeing each other” she says to me.

“I promise that won’t happen,” I say to her as she lets out a small and short laugh.

“Rina, don’t make promises you can’t keep but I’m going to take you at your word,” she says to me.

“Talk to you soon,” I say to her.

“I hope so and I love you” she responds.

“Love you to mommy,” I say to her as we end the call.

I told the staff at the firm I would have an open-door policy but having people constantly interrupt my workday had become too much for me to deal with as I’ve not only gone back to closing my door but locking it.

Not many people want anything to do with me at this time.

Many are upset with me as I not only completely forgot about the staff dinner but lost my mind during our last Monday morning staff meeting.

I hear a knock on my office door as I roll my eyes and yell out, “What?!” as I unlock the door and open it quickly.

“I wanted to personally deliver this to you,” a smiling Brendon says to me as he hands me an envelope.

“Sorry, I didn’t know it was you,” I say to him apologetically.

Brendon enters my office as I close and lock the door behind him and take a seat in my chair as he takes a seat across from me at my desk.

I open the envelope, remove the check, look at it and then look at him.

“We cashed out on the trucking company, Allegiant Freight Transport,” he says to me.

“Fantastic,” I say to him as I stare at the check and then look at him again.

“David, me, and a few others are going out to celebrate.

You made this happen so you’re coming with” he says to me.

“No, I have plans,” I say to him.

“Oh…Sam, right?” he asks.

“How do you know about Sam?” I inquire.

“Debra is my sister-in-law,” he says to me as I chuckle and nod my head.

“No, that’s over with,” I say to him.

“What plans do you have then?” he asks.

“I have a ton of work to do” I reply as he shakes his head.

“What?” I say to him.

“It’s kind of crazy that David and I are Baxter’s children but you’re so like him it’s scary.

“He hates that you still call him Baxter instead of dad and it also hurts him,” I say to Brendon.

“Had he been a father I would call him dad, but he never was” he responds.

“He loves you and David so much he put you both in control of this firm,” I tell him.

“Well, I would have preferred going to a ball game with him, having dinner, and even spending an afternoon together” he replies.

“You can do that now with him” I respond.

“Yeah, but I don’t need or want it now.

When I needed him, he was never there, and time is the one thing that can never be made up” he says to me as he rises to his feet and again shakes his head.

“Enjoy your night of research,” he says to me as he exits my office and closes the door behind him.

I roll my eyes, shake my head, and begin to type on my keyboard for a moment, and then stop.

I roll my chair around, roll to the window behind my desk and look out the window to the city skyline.

I rise to my feet as I continue to look out the window as I find myself wondering what I would be doing with Sam on this Friday night had I been unable to change as I had promised.

I look around my office and the only personal item I have is a photograph of me and my mom from so long ago I don’t remember when or where it was taken.

I walk to my desk take hold of the check and stare at it as I hold it in my hands.

I place the check back into the envelope, place the envelope in my purse and run out of my office and into my car.

I drive quickly as I look at the time and arrive outside Baxter’s palatial home.

I depress the button on the intercom and wait as I hear a male voice say, “State your purpose.”

“This is Rina Agapov to see Mr. Basinger” I answer he replies, “One moment.”

As I sit in my car, I watch the large gates slowly open as then drive down the long driveway and bring my car to a stop in front of the hanger-like garage.

I walk toward the front of the house as I see Baxter holding a rock glass as he smiles at me.

I walk up the steps, we embrace as he smiles at me and says, “To what do I owe the pleasure?”

“I know it’s late, but I needed to see you,” I say to him as he chuckles and replies, “Need is a rather strong word, but much appreciated.”

I follow him into his ludicrously large and astonishing home.

“I’d offer you a drink, but I know you don’t,” he says to me.

“I’d love a drink,” I say to him as he looks at me with surprise.

“What can I get for you?” he asks.

“I would love a martini,” I say to him as he again chuckles and looks at me with amusement as we then enter his entertainment room.

He steps behind his bar, makes my drink, and slides it across the bar as I sit in a bar chair across from him.

“You haven’t come to visit me in over a year so why is it that you needed to see me this late on this Friday of all times?” he asks.

“Brendon said something to me tonight that bothered me.

He told me that he and David are your children but I’m so like you, it’s scary” I tell Baxter.

“It’s an accurate statement but why did it bother you?” he asks.

“Something came over me when he said those words.

You’re my mentor, you showed the path to success in this business, but you stepped away.

I need to know why you stepped away…what changed?” I ask.

He sips his drink, leans over his bar, and locks onto my face.

“It was out of necessity Rina.

One can only push the human body so far, abuse it for so long before it gives out” he replies as he taps his chest over his heart.

“What are you saying?” I ask with concern.

“I was given a choice.

I could either continue doing what I was doing, drop dead or step away to conserve my health so I made the choice.

I gave control of the firm to David and Brendon and here I am” he says to me.

“Your heart?” I ask as he nods his head.

“Heart disease but I guess it’s a fitting way to eventually go” he replies.

“You’re dying?!” I exclaim as he smiles at me.

“We’re all dying Rina but I’m not going anytime soon.

However, with each passing day, it’s another day closer to inevitability.

When a person is confronted with mortality one tends to reevaluate their life.

To question all that’s been done, been said, and ask what could have and should have been done differently.

When I look back on my life I’m filled with regret” he replies.

“Regret…why?” I ask him.

“What do you see when you look at me?” he asks in reply.

“I see a successful man who has everything in life he would ever need” I respond honestly.

“If you’re gauging my success on money and material objects then yes but that is far from what I’ve learned success to truly be” he replies.

“I don’t understand Baxter” I admit to him.

He stops leaning over the bar, prepares himself another drink, walks from behind the bar, and takes a seat next to me.

He turns his chair so that’s he’s facing me and smiles.

“Look at this home, over 12,000 square feet of luxury with only the companionship of my security and maid.

When I look back at the decisions, I’ve made in life I wish I could go back in time and do things differently.

I’ve imagined what my life would have been, how my life would now be had I not forced my way out of Evelyn’s life.

I was once a happily married man with two young boys who lived comfortably but it wasn’t enough.

I became consumed with financial success, achieved it but did many wrongs that all the money in the world can never correct” he says to me.

“That’s why you gave me the time off,” I say to him in a low tone of voice.

“Rina, Brendon was correct in saying to you what he did.

You’re a young woman with her entire life in front of her yet you live the life that I lived.

I wanted to show you that you don’t need to do what you’re doing to be financially successful, yet the time off seems to have not shown you a thing.

“The time off was amazing…so much so that I lived more in 4 months than I have my entire life” I confess to him.

“Yet you’ve returned to your past ways,” he says to me.

“I thought I would change, could change but I can’t.

I made promise after promise, given chance after chance but I only know one way” I reply.

“Does this way of ours make you happy?” he asks.

“I love what I do” I respond.

“What do you love about it other than the money?” he asks.

“There are lots of things I love about it,” I say to him with seriousness.

“Great, tell me one thing you love other than the financial aspect,” he says to me as I roll my eyes and grin at him.

I take a sip of my drink, stare at him, and can’t tell him one thing I love about my career other than the money.

He laughs, places his hand on my shoulder, and then removes it.

“You said you were given chance after chance, but you didn’t tell me who gave you those chances,” he says to me.

“Sam…Sam gave me those chances but time and again I broke my promises and she had enough.

She broke up with me a little under two weeks ago and wants to get so far away from me she’s selling her unit” I say to him.

“She?” he asks with surprise as I realize that I just came out to Baxter but find myself not caring.

“The first time I met her I couldn’t stand her but then we became friends, more than friends, and then we fell in love.

She’s amazing, the best thing to ever happen in my life and she showed me what living life could be.

When I was with her, I felt like a better person, and I…I promised her that I wouldn’t go back to being the workaholic that I was.

I slowly morphed back into the person I’ve always been and as you did with Evelyn, I forced myself out of her life” I explain to him.

“You love her but you can’t continue down your path so what will you do young Rina?” he asks.

“I don’t know what to do, Baxter.

I only know one way, I can’t change and because I can’t change, I can’t be with her” I say to him.

“For all the wrongs that I’ve done in my life, the one thing I did do right was marrying Evelyn and have my two boys.

She raised them so well I’ll forever be grateful to her.

If it weren’t for Debra, I would have no relationship with David or my grandchildren and I hope that before I pass Brendon will find it in his heart to forgive me.

They figured life out, have a work-life balance, and are both happy as can be.

If you love this woman, truly love this woman you need to change or like me live a life of regret” he says to me.

“If you had it to do over again, what is the one thing you would have done differently?” I ask.

“Basinger Capital wouldn’t exist.

Had I not started the firm I would still be married to Evelyn, would have been a part of my children’s lives, and raised them.

I would be a happy man, not the man that I am today.

I know this now but it’s too late for me” he answers.

“Should you be drinking in your condition?” I ask him.

“Of course not, but you only live once, Rina,” he says to me with humor.

“It’s late, I should get going but thank you for the drink and your words of wisdom,” I say to him.

“Stay here with me tonight…keep this old dying man company,” he says to me.

“Okay, not like I have anything else going on,” I say to him jokingly.

In the 7 years, I’ve known Baxter Basinger I’ve never seen him as I see him now.

The spark that has always been present in his eyes is now gone. He had always been so energetic and driven yet he’s now the complete opposite.

As Baxter now sleeps, I sit outside, sipping a drink as I look out to water before me as I think back to all that Baxter has said to me.

If he had it to do all over again, Basinger Capital would not exist.

He would like nothing more than be able to rewind time, knowing what he now knows.

He told me if I truly loved Sam I needed to change and that it’s not too late for me.

Other than the money I couldn’t tell him one other thing that I loved about my career at the firm.

I feel like he’s trying to tell me something without outright telling me.

That I need to figure out the answer to a question I don’t know to ask myself.

I sit alone outside until I see the sun begin to rise as I have a moment of clarity.

It’s all so clear to me now and should have been clear to me all along.

I can’t believe what I’m going to do but it needs to be done.

“Have you been out here all night?” Baxter asks as he walks to me with 2 cups of coffee in his hands.

“I have and I need to say something to you,” I say to him as he hands me a cup of coffee.

“What it is Rina?” he asks.

“Thank you so much for taking a chance on me, for giving me an amazing career that has allowed me to have the things that I have.

You’ve been more than a mentor to me, you’ve been like my father all these years and I’ll forever be grateful, but I need to live life and I can’t be at the firm.

I resign Baxter” I say to him as she sips his coffee and then looks at me with a huge smile on his face.

“I’m happy as this would have been awkward otherwise,” he says to me as I stare at him.

“Why?” I inquire.

“I was going to terminate you,” he says to me with seriousness as he again sips his coffee.

“You were going to terminate me?!” I exclaim with surprise.

“It’s not personal, Rina, just business and a contingency of the sale” he explains to me.

“You’re selling the company?” I ask in shock.

“No, it’s sold” he answers with a devilish grin.

“It’s sold already…to who?” I ask in disbelief.

“Lion Global Management, they take over a week from this Monday, and Basinger Capital will no longer exist,” he says with a wink.

“Why?” I ask with intrigue.

“The boys never wanted the firm and I know they hated that I had a controlling interest so I’m correcting the wrong I made all those years ago when I started the company.

They’ll be free to do as they please as will you” he answers.

“What about the staff?” I ask with concern.

“No one is losing their jobs, Rina, I wouldn’t have sold otherwise,” he says to me.

“I don’t know what I’m going to do” I admit to him.

“I’m sure you’re going to figure things out, especially with the rather generous severance package you’ll be receiving,” he says to me.

“Baxter, but I quit,” I say to him as he laughs and replies, “That’ll be our little secret.”

We place our cups of coffee down as we hug one another tightly.

“Since I’m going to have all this free time on my hands, we should get together more often,” I say to him.

“I would love nothing more” he replies.

As I drive home on this early morning, I feel free for the first time in my life, knowing that I don’t know what the future holds.

It’s both exciting and scary but I know that I need Sam to be in my future.

I arrive at home, lay on my bed, and slowly open my eyes to look at the time on my alarm clock that reads 7:27 PM.

I stretch my arms, get out of bed, shower, and call Sam.

“I know you don’t want to hear from me, but I have so much to say to you.

I need to see you so please call me back” I say into her voicemail.

As the time approaches 9 PM I again try to call her but again get her voicemail.

I sigh as I leave my apartment and enter the garage to see Sam’s car sitting in her spot.

I drive to the liquor store, purchase a bottle of vodka, make another stop to buy cranberry juice, and arrive back at the condominium where I take the elevator to the rooftop lounge.

“I bring vodka and juice!” I exclaim to a few of the owners who are sitting at the bar, drinking, and talking.

I make myself a drink and then place the liquor and juice behind the bar.

“Has anyone seen Sam?” I ask as Devin smirks at me and points toward the lounge chairs.

I slowly walk to the lounge chairs to find Sam sitting with her sunglasses on while drinking a beer with Channing sitting in the lounge chair next to her.

I smile at her as she looks at me momentarily, looks away, and says, “Stop calling me.”

“Channing, can I speak to her alone?” I ask as he rises from his seat and she says, “Sit your ass back down and no, you may not speak to me.”

“Sam, please,” I say to her.

“I already said what I needed to say to you so leave me alone, Rina,” she says to me coldly.

“If you don’t want to speak to me then just listen and then I’ll leave you alone forever if that’s what you want.

I didn’t know what living a life meant until I met you.

I didn’t know what love was until I met you and I know I hurt you and for that, I will forever be sorry.

I’ll spend the rest of my life making it up to you if you give me, give us one more chance.

Please, Sam, I love you and I promise that I will never hurt you again” I say to her.

I see tears leave the bottom of her sunglasses as I look at her with hope.

She removes her sunglasses and looks at me in a combination of pain and anger.

“Your promise means nothing to me.

I’m supposed to believe that if I were to give us one more chance that somehow things will magically become different when you’ve done nothing but break every promise you’ve ever made to me.

What’s changed Rina?” she asks me with her voice trembling.

“Everything has changed Sam…everything.

My life has been miserable without you and I know I forced myself out of your life, but I want a life and I want that life with you.

You don’t ever need to worry about me being a workaholic ever again” I say to her.

“Why is that Rina?” she asks me now clenching her jaw.

“I spent the night at Baxter’s, and we talked for hours.

Then I spent the entire night thinking about life, what makes me happy and then I had a moment of clarity.

I realized what makes the happiest I’ve ever been and will be is you and I knew that I couldn’t be with you and have my career at the same time, so I made a choice.

I quit my job, Samantha and the reason I did was so that I can have a life with you” I say to her.

Her mouth opens wide as the tears continue to leave her eyes and she then looks at me with shock.

“You love your job and I never asked you to choose between your career and me!

You’re going to resent me for a choice I never asked you to make and that’s no life to live.

All I ever asked of you was to work as a normal fucking human being!” she yells at me.

“I know you didn’t ask me to choose, that you would never ask me to choose but I needed to make the choice.

The only thing I loved about my career was the money, but I love you more than anything, so it was an easy decision to make.

I don’t know what the future has in store, but I do know that I don’t want a future without you in it.

I know that I hurt you, but I promise, no I swear that I will never do that again.

I love you but if you don’t love me anymore, if I pushed you too far away it would devastate me, but I’d understand” I say to her with passion.

Sam is crying her eyes out and looks scared as she stares at me.

“Oh my God Sam, take her back or I will physically hurt you!

You’ve been a miserable and unbearable bitch and I can’t take much more of you!” I hear Sarah yell out as I look over my shoulder to see her as she smiles at me.

Sam slowly rises to her feet as I quickly close the distance between us.

“Rina, I sold my place and moving back home until I figure things out.

I’m going to be 3 hours away from you” she says to me.

“I don’t care, Sam,” I say to her as I place my hands on her hips and lightly kiss her lips.

“Do you still love me?” I ask with fear.

“Oh my God, yes she still loves you!” Sarah yells out.

“Sarah!” Sam shouts out at her.

“How are we supposed to make this work?” she asks with seriousness.

“I know it’s fast but that’s how our entire relationship has been so move in with me!” I say with excitement.

“Move in with you?” Sam asks with surprise.

“We were practically living together anyway so move in with me.

I’ll be the same person you fell in love with and since I don’t have a job things will be like they were.

Besides who’s going to take care of the monthly party?” I say to her with more hope than before.

“Okay,” she says to me as I pull her into me, and we kiss passionately.

Everyone in the rooftop lounge is clapping and hollering as we kiss, stop kissing, gaze into one another’s eyes, and both laugh.

“You have it for me bad” Sam laughs as I gaze into her eyes and kiss her passionately in our bedroom.

“Not only do I have it bad for you I’m going to do bad things to you,” I say to her.

“You promise?” she asks me with yearning as I nod my head and reply, “That I do.”

We quickly undress each other, both get onto the bed as I press my body against hers, kiss her nipples, suck on her right nipple as I caress her left breast, and then quickly slide myself down her body.

I place myself in between her legs and taste her amazing taste that I thought I would never experience again as she sighs in pleasure.

“I’ve missed you so much,” she says in a low tone of voice as she begins to slowly sway her hips into my mouth.

I tap her thighs as she rolls over onto her stomach and kneels as I place myself behind her.

I lick around her asshole and penetrate her ass with my tongue as I slowly caress her pussy at the same time.

“Oh, I love that so much,” she says in enjoyment as I lick, suck, and fuck her ass with my tongue as I then insert my fingers inside her wet pussy.

Not only do I love the sounds she’s making and the way her body trembles I love doing this to her.

“You’re going to make me cum!” she screams out as I continue to orally please her ass with my mouth and her pussy with my fingers.

I stiffen my tongue as best as I can as, fuck her ass with my tongue as I continue to fuck her pussy with my fingers.

I can feel her asshole contract and expand on my tongue over and again as her pussy does the same on my fingers as she moans almost silently as always when she orgasms.

She normally lays still for a few minutes afterward but to my surprise rolls onto her back as soon as I remove my tongue from inside her ass and my fingers from her vagina.

She sits up and calls me to her with a wave of her index fingers as I crawl to her and insert my tongue into her mouth.

Sam stops kissing me, pushes me onto my back, and immediately places herself in between my legs, and begins to pleasure me orally.

“Mmm…yes baby” I moan in pleasure as I gaze into her eyes with her locking onto my face from in between my legs.

I find nothing more erotic than gazing into her eyes as she eats my pussy and makes me feel as amazing as she always has and is.

As she sucks my clit, I feel her finger penetrate my vagina as she forcefully and quickly finger fucks me.

“Oh, Sam…yes…don’t stop!” I exclaim as my body begins to shake violently as I lock my arms beneath my head.

I climax through screams of sexual gratification as Sam sucks on my clit with force, stops, removes her finger from inside of me, and slides herself up my body.

As we French kiss I squeeze her ass and then slap her butt cheek hard with my right hand as we then stop kissing.

“I love you,” she says to me as I smile, kiss her lips and reply, “I love you too.”

I slowly open my eyes to the sound of my alarm clock as I sit up in bed, hear the shower running and then the shower stop running.

“Baby, get ready or we’re going to be late” Sam says to me as soon as she exits that bathroom wrapped in a towel.

“Late for what?” I ask in confusion.

“The anniversary party” she replies with a smirk as I open my eyes wide, see the time and quickly get out of bed.

I shower, dress, and get myself ready as quickly as I can as Sam looks at me nervously.

“You look amazing,” I say to her as she laughs and replies, “You clean up nice” as I laugh and roll my eyes.

As we walk across the grass, side by side I see Brendon who looks at Sam and smiles as he then quickly walks toward us as we continue to walk toward us.

“Rina, always nice to see you,” he says staring at Sam with lust in his eyes as he smiles and extends his hand.

“I’m Brendon,” he says to her as I giggle and reply.

“Sam, this is Brendon.

Brendon this is my girlfriend, Samantha” I say in introduction.

“I’ve always liked the name Samantha,” he says to her with a smile as she shakes his hand and looks at me.

“No, Brendon this is my girlfriend, Sam,” I say to him as he suddenly becomes happy as can be.

“Oh, Sam as is the Sam,” he says to me as I nod my head and reply, “Sam, short for Samantha.”

“Ladies, if you both would be as so kind to follow me,” he says as we follow behind Brendon to find David chatting to a friend.

“David my brother, pay up,” he says to me as David rises to his feet, hugs me, and introduces him to Sam.

“Pay up?” he asks.

“That’s Rina’s girlfriend Sam,” Brendon says to David as David looks at me, Sam, and then looks at Brendon.

David pulls out his wallet and hands Brendon a $100 bill as I look at Brendon and roll my eyes.

“Seriously Brendon?” I say to him as she chuckles and replies, “I always knew there was a reason that I put the moves on you so many times and was repeatedly shot down.

There was only one logical conclusion.”

Sam laughs as I’m stunned to see Baxter enter the party.

“I’m glad you could make it dad,” Brendon says as they shake hands as I then introduce Sam to Baxter.

Baxter walks away to greet Debra as I look at Brendon with shock.

“You called him dad,” I say to him.

“Yeah, I did,” he says with a smile.

It’s now been a little over a year since I made the decision to resign from Basinger Capital for my relationship with Sam and talked my way back into her life.

My mom married Frank and they live happily together as they travel the roads of America together. They continue to call various locations home but not for very long.

Brendon is still single and continues to enjoy his bachelor lifestyle although I hope he’ll one day meet the women who’ll get him to settle down.

David and Debra are still together, I’ve become extremely close to them both and have even babysat for the boys on occasion as I used to.

For as much as Baxter felt that the boys never wanted the company, he couldn’t have been more wrong as both David and Brendon hold positions on the board of Lion Global Management.

Brendon and David are very much Baxter’s children.

Baxter is still ill, doing great and he’s doing everything he can to live a regret-free life.

He’s become a large part of Brendon and David’s lives and is making sure to make each day count.

Baxter has started an old relationship anew with the mother of his children and true love, his first wife Evelyn.

As for me, I’m no longer the no-life-having workaholic I once was.

My relationship with Sam had always evolved quickly and It makes me laugh when I think back to the time when I thought it wasn’t possible to fall in love as fast as I did.

3 months after Sam moved into my condominium, she asked me to marry her, I happily accepted and 2 months later we married on our anniversary date, the date when we met each other for the first time.

I combined my compensation from Allegiant Freight Transport with my more than generous severance package and money from my savings account to purchase a large apartment complex and a couple of 2 family homes in Texas.

In addition to falling in love with Sam, I absorbed her love of real estate investing and couldn’t be happier.

Sam and I continue to live in the penthouse, and I don’t think we’ll ever leave as this building is more of her paradise than before as Sarah and Channing purchased a unit on the 2nd floor with her financial assistance.

I was once a workaholic with no personal life and never knew what having a life meant but now, I do. I may not know what the future has in store for me but having Sam by my side is all I need.  

A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR – ANTOINETTE SAX

Thank you for reading “The Workaholic & Samantha.”

If you enjoyed this story and would like to read more from me, visit my Amazon Author Page by going to www.AntoinetteSax.info
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