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The Egg & I in downtown Cypress was warm, cozy, and the smell of fresh ground coffee and the sweet smell of breakfast cooking, wrapped me in a blanket of treasured memories. When I invited my sister to meet me here for breakfast, it was to confess it all, but was I ready? We considered this place to be something of a lucky charm because the issues we discussed here always seemed to work out for the best.

I was nervous though; I had some disturbing news to share with my sister. I really needed her advice. I knew what she was probably going to say, but I needed to hear it out loud.

I gulped down the water the waitress brought, but it didn’t help much to settle the butterflies battling in my stomach. Maybe a cup of wine would help, but what with my still-thin finances, wine was out of the question. Besides, wine for breakfast? I don’t think so.

I needed to be able to explain it all – get it out in the open. I needed to stop all the hiding. I prayed Julie wouldn’t be too angry, but I already knew she wouldn’t approve. I know I wouldn’t if our places were switched. I just hoped she would still be my loving sister.

Who was I kidding? I was such a bad person. Having an affair with my best friend’s husband was bad enough, but having an affair with the reverend of our church that was also married doubled my crime.

Someone came in and the chill autumn air raised goosebumps all down my arms and back. I guess I should have worn something heavier than my yellow windbreaker; there was supposed to be a few more hot days left of the summer, but I guess today wasn’t one of them. I tried to rub the shivers away, and when that didn’t work, I picked up the menu hoping to distract myself.

The waitress came over. “Are you ready to order?”

Her rich southern drawl surprised me; it wasn’t common to the area. Absently, my finger pushed my glasses up my nose. Having something warm to drink would be perfect. I could do with a cup of coffee, and I couldn’t resist indulging myself just a bit. “I’ll take a cup of coffee with the hazelnut creamer.” I took a deep breath and pushed back in my seat then I went back to the menu.

As if all my distractions weren’t enough, my legs began to tremble. I tried to stop them, but it felt like they had a mind of their own. I knew it was nerves. Not so long ago, my life had pretty much fallen apart, and most recently it had taken a most unexpected turn. My stomach wanted to add its own tremors to my day.

The waitress returned with my coffee, and I closed my eyes to immerse myself in the experience. The warm nutty aroma of the hot coffee seemed to appease my stomach for the time being.

“What else would you like to order?” asked the waitress, her hand poised over her pad.

“Just coffee for now. I’m waiting for my sister.” After I said that, I spotted Julie at the door just as another chill burst of air hit me. “There she is now.”

The young waitress looked toward the door. “No problem.” She put her pad in her apron pocket. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

My sister, Julie, looked so good in those light blue skinny jeans. I was a little jealous. I’d been trying to lose twenty pounds for months now, but while working at the food bank and helping out at the shelter ensured me some change in my pocket, and food on the table, it did nothing to further any kind of dieting. I was losing that battle, and here my little sister was skinny as a toothpick without any effort at all.

“Hey, sis.” I stood and we hugged like we hadn’t seen each other in ages; it was always that way, but it always felt so good. “You look good. One day I hope to get down to your size.” She grinned, sharing my joke. She was so petite; I was never going to fit into her jeans, and we both knew it.

“I wish I had your hips and those plus-size boobs,” said Julie. “Then I’d really have it going on.” She tried to sashay her thin frame, but there just wasn’t much to move around. We both laughed. I had my hips and boobs since I was about ten, and she was still trying to catch up.

The waitress came with a sparkling glass of ice water for Julie. “Are you ready to place your order?”

“You must be from New Orleans – such a beautiful accent.” The girl smiled and nodded. “That coffee smells so good. I’ll have one just like it, and you can bring me an omelet with everything, diced potatoes, and a side dish of fresh fruit.”

“Fresh fruit is blueberries, strawberries, cantaloupe, or honeydew melon. With a full breakfast, you can pick two.”

“Okay, make it cantaloupe and honeydew.”

The waitress turned to me. “And you, ma’am?”

“Oh. Well. I’ll have a waffle with blueberries and raspberries on top. Eggs over medium, and turkey sausage.”

The waitress recited our order back to make sure she’d written it down right and then left, promising to return with coffee.

“It looked like you were in a hurry walking over here,” I said after Julie’s coffee had been delivered.

“Chilly outside today, but I just couldn’t wait to hear what it was you wanted to tell me. Your tone on the phone got my curiosity up. Plus, when you said, ‘I didn’t think I could be one of those women.’ It had me wondering what in the world you could be talking about?”

I sipped some coffee, buying some time to figure out exactly what to say. “This was really hard.”

Julie looked worried. “You know I canceled my morning walk to meet with you.”

I was embarrassed at what I was about to tell my sister. My mouth just wouldn’t open to say the words. Then suddenly it all came tumbling out. “I’m...having an affair.”

“You are what? Are you serious? An affair? I suppose that means he’s married.” Julie’s expression showed she couldn’t believe what I’d just said. She added, “You know there’s no future in that?”

“Yeah, he is, and I know.” My eyes teared up. “I can explain it. I need to explain it. That’s why I wanted to have breakfast this morning.” I suddenly felt nauseous. So far, I’d only managed to make it through about half my cup of coffee. My nerves were playing hell with me today. I needed to get this over with. I knew I’d feel better when I did.

“Who are you having an affair with?” Julie leaned in closer as if she couldn’t wait for the response.

“I’m sorry, Julie. Wait. I need to run to the restroom right quick.” I hastily sat my napkin to the side and hurried to the restroom in the corner near the kitchen. As I pushed the door open, my stomach went into overdrive. Knots were rolling around, knocking at my insides, demanding to get out. I rushed for the toilet bowl. I threw up until there was nothing left, and then my stomach insisted it keep trying. Maybe it was the nacho supreme at Taco Bell last night.

Finally my stomach was satisfied with its lack of contents, and I went over to the marble countertop. The hand-soap was lavender scented. I adored the smell of lavender. The aroma always brought me a sense of peace, and it was working its magic on me in triplicate today. I washed my hands with it and sniffed them. I wetted a paper towel and wiped my face using it there too. All back together now, I headed back out there to do what I came here to do.

Julie smiled as I approached the table again. “I was getting worried. Are you okay?” She watched me sit down.

“I’m fine; something I ate last night isn’t agreeing with my coffee.” I clapped my hands. “So where were we?”

Julie said, “I know you’re single, Andrea.” I tried to smile, but I’m sure it looked pretty lame. I so very much hoped that Julie would understand. “Why are you having an affair, and with whom?” Julie looked at me intently, her eyes begging for no more interruptions. “Give me who, where, what, when, and how,” she said.

“It’s...someone...in our church.” I raised my hand to my forehead. Was I getting a headache now?

“In our church?” Julie’s voice raised a notch. “God doesn’t like ugly.” She turned away from me and glanced across the room. The view of a pretty picture above the beverage table with a rooster and a chicken on a farm seemed to take her mind away from our conversation for a second.

How could I have been so gullible to get involved in such a sinful act? Geez, I felt so dirty. I knew it was wrong to be fooling around with Melvin, but he was so warm and so charming, and I felt so safe, I just couldn’t resist. And then things...happened. Now this feel-good thing was going to mess up my life forever. I cleared my throat and got Julie’s attention. “Will you promise not to judge me as I try to explain?”

She looked at me with those big brown eyes. “I won’t judge you; it’s not my place. God is judge over all. My thing is, I don’t see how you could have let this happen. Is it someone I know?”

“Yes, someone you know, and very well.” I put my elbows on the table breaking table etiquette, and put my face in my hands – I wanted to start crying. “I feel like such a heel.”

“You’re kidding me.” Julie’s voice sounded anxious. “Who?”

“It’s Reverend Melvin Whitfield.” There it was; the bombshell was out.

“Melvin!” Perspiration appeared on Julie’s forehead and she went all white.

“Geez, Julie, Are you okay?” I hoped my sister wasn’t having a heart attack or something. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything. Maybe I should have just handled it on my own.

“I’m okay,” she said. “I feel chilled, and yet I’m sweating. All of a sudden like. I don’t know what happened.”

“Take a nice slow deep breath, and let it out,” I encouraged her.

Julie took a deep breath and blew it out up over her forehead, fanning her hair for a minute. “Maybe if I drink some water, I’ll be okay.” After a few minutes, my sister was engaged in our conversation once again. “Melvin? That’s Pamela’s husband you know, our best friend,” she whispered. “I’m Godmother to her son. How did you get involved with her husband? After all she’s been through, how could you?”

I wished Pamela’s husband was anyone else, but that wasn’t the way things were. However, feeling bad about the situation wasn’t going to make it any better. Urgent action had to be taken and I knew it. I felt it deep in my heart, even before I met with Julie. Losing a best friend was not worth it. Geez, committing adultery was not worth it. Besides every woman should have her own man, not partake of someone else’s. The bible says, “Thou shall not covet,” teaching that coveting leads
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