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Chapter 1 - Silas
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“I know that voice...” 

I lurched for my phone so I could turn up the volume. I’d been half-listening to my Instagram stories as I looked through some mail when a sultry voice on an ad for some kind of eye patches hit my ears. I might not have heard it in a couple of years, but I’d know it anywhere.

“The caffeine in these patches will have you looking more spry than if you got a full eight hours of sleep. So go ahead and have fun tonight; we’ll have your back in the morning. Trust us, no one will know.”

The ad was barely over before I clicked back so I could hear it again, even more sure that the voice hyping these under-eye bag killers belonged to my ex, Zara Hughes. I almost clicked on the ad to buy some of those things myself, as if that would get me closer to her. 

I hadn’t seen Zara in at least three years, but that damn sure didn’t mean I’d forgotten about her. She popped up in my thoughts more often than I liked ever since we broke up eight years prior. And as much as I’d dated since then, memories of my times with Zara stayed stuck to the back of my mind like they’d been Gorilla Glued there.

After listening to the ad five times, I did something I didn’t let myself do since we split up: looked Zara up on social media. She wasn’t that hard to find. @ZaraHughes_Voices. Apparently she was now a full-time voiceover artist, which only had me wondering what else about her had changed since we broke up. 

I knew one thing, though; she was still hot.

Her eyes still sucked me in just like they did when we met back in the day; dark, heavy-lidded with long, thick lashes that folks tended to think were fake. Her skin was still as pretty and buttery brown as ever. She’d cut her formerly-bushy natural hair into a chin-length bob that was a little longer on one side. That beauty mark that I used to press my lips to right before kissing her lips.

Realizing what I was doing, I put my phone down. 

“Get it together, Silas,” I chided myself.

I didn’t need to be stalking my ex’s Instagram page. We hadn’t spoken in years, which was her choice; clearly, she didn’t want to be bothered with me anymore.

Knowing that didn’t stop the itch of wanting to reach out to her now, though. I doubted Zara was still holding a grudge over what went down between us. She’d been pleasant enough the last time we spoke, though it was certainly not like it used to be. I had to keep it real and admit that I only had myself to blame for how we were now; she used to always say my tendency to fly off the handle and speak before I think would get me in trouble, and she’d been right. I’d lost her because of it.
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Thinking about Zara had my head so jumbled up that I almost forgot I was supposed to meet up with Shea. She was the interior designer I worked with on the houses I flipped, and she’d asked me to come over so she could run some things by me. 

“This is what I was thinking for the Clinton Street house,” she said, plopping several flooring and tile samples in front of me on her kitchen island. “For the master bath, we could go with this fun hexagon for the floor and do this penny tile in the shower.”

“That’s a little busy,” I dismissed with a shake of my head, eyeing the floor tile full of geometric shapes. “That’ll be a lot for a bathroom that size.”

“Not if we do a more muted wall color,” Shea countered. “Something neutral would play off this really nicely, I think. Not to mention with the vanity and fixtures we’ve already picked out, it’ll all work together.”

I really was trying to keep my mind on what she was talking about, but it wasn’t totally working. Usually I was all about my business but this was the last thing I cared about right then. 

“Maybe,” I shrugged. “Let’s table this one until tomorrow, unless you have some other options to show me.”

Shea eyed me, tucking her long black hair behind her ear. “Is something wrong?”

“Nah.” There was no way I was confiding in her. Not about this. I had a feeling what she’d say.

“You sure?” She placed a warm hand on my back and leaned in closer. “You know you can talk to me, right?”

“Yeah, I know. But it’s nothing for you to worry about.”

“If you say so.” She started stacking the samples so she could push them aside. We were standing at her kitchen island so close our hips were almost touching. “You hungry?”

“Not really.”

“You know I wasn’t just talking about food, right?” Her bare foot began rubbing the back of my leg. 

Big surprise she had an ulterior motive for inviting me over. I recognized the heat in those brown eyes of hers. Her chest was now pressing against my arm and her usual kiwi blossom scent became much more pronounced all of a sudden. “We’re supposed to be working.”

“We are.” She hopped onto the island and pulled me between her legs by the front of my shirt with a naughty smirk. “And you know I like how you put it in.”

Just because this wasn’t what I went over there for didn’t mean I couldn’t indulge. My hands slid up her jean-covered thighs before I finally quit trying to mentally talk myself out of it and let her pull my face to hers. The kiss got hot and heavy quick, our familiarity with each other taking over and sending our hands to the spots we each knew the other liked. My son and employee Dax kept telling me that mixing business and pleasure with Shea wasn’t smart, and he wasn’t wrong, but I told myself it would be all good as long as Shea and I were on the same page and stayed there.

I started pulling her yellow ruffled top out of her jeans while she tugged my black fitted shirt over my head. My tongue slid up her neck as I hastily yanked her bra straps down. 

“Silas,” Shea breathed, throwing her head back as I gripped her left breast and started licking her nipple like it was coated in chocolate.

“Take those pants off,” I grunted between licks. “So I can give you what you really called me over here for.”

Shea immediately hopped off the island and we both started fumbling with the button on her jeans when her phone rang. I had every intention of ignoring it but Shea reluctantly pulled back, clearly annoyed. 

“I’m sorry, I need to get that,” she muttered, righting her bra straps and looking at me apologetically. “That’s my daddy’s ringtone.”

“Yeah.” I ran a hand down my face as she trotted over to her glass kitchen table to get her phone. Calming myself down, I leaned against the kitchen island and waited, adjusting myself while I glanced around her modern kitchen. She’d wanted clean lines and neutral colors, and that’s what she got in her sand-colored flat cabinets, white subway-tiled backsplash and terrazzo floor. If you asked me, it was a little boring but for once, I kept my opinion to myself. It wasn’t like I had to see it every day.

By the time Shea finished her call, whatever amorous mood I was in just a few minutes before was practically gone. Now my mind was on what new shows and movies were on Netflix.

“Sorry about that,” Shea commented, appearing next to me as I stood in her living room. She started sliding her hands down my stomach and back, clearly ready to pick up where we left off. “You wanna go to my room or do it in here?”

I eased away from her and dropped onto the terra cotta-colored couch. “Let’s just chill out. I’ve got some stuff on my mind.”

“Oh.” Shea tried to hide her disappointment as she sat next to me, our thighs touching. “What’s going on? You’ve seemed kinda preoccupied since you got over here.”

I was still having a damn hard time keeping my mind from straying back to Zara. Ever since I heard her voice earlier, I hadn’t been able to get it out of my head. I wouldn’t have been mad if it was her sitting ridiculously close to me right then instead of Shea.

“Just something I came across earlier today that I need to take care of,” I evaded. “It’s all good.”

Leaning against the back of the couch, Shea twirled her hair around her finger and twisted her lips. “You know our twenty-five year high school reunion is coming up, right?”

“You mean yours is. Mine was last year.”

“I still can’t believe you didn’t go.”

“For what? I wasn’t close enough to those people that I’d want to spend my valuable free time to go see them again after all these years. High school was over for me when I graduated.”
“Really? I loved high school. I can’t wait to show off how good I look and how well I’m doing. Plus it’ll be nice to see old friends and whatever teachers are still around.”
“Hmm. Well, I’m in touch with everybody I want to still be in touch with.” Except one person. Hesitating for a second, I asked, “Hey, you remember Zara, right?”

“Hmph,” Shea grunted. “From high school? Yeah. Why?”

“I hear she’s doing voiceover work now. Pretty interesting, huh? I wonder if she’s going to the reunion...”

Shea sucked her teeth. “I doubt her heavy-voiced self is gonna be there. You know she stayed to herself a lot.”

I couldn’t even stop my frown when she said that shit. It kinda surprised me how immediate and strong my urge was to defend Zara right then. I glared at Shea over my shoulder. 

“What?” she asked, trying to look innocent. “I wasn’t trying to be funny or anything.”

“So ‘heavy-voiced’ is a compliment?”

“It’s just a fact. You know she has a deep voice for a woman, Silas. As sensitive as she used to be about it, I’m surprised she’s doing anything voluntarily where people can hear it.”

I swung my head away from her, telling myself to chill out. I’d known Shea since we were teenagers and she’d always been petty as hell. I was well aware of how self-conscious Zara had been about her voice, because she still had little hang-ups about it at times when we were together. Anytime someone over the phone or through a drive-thru mistook her for a dude and called her ‘sir’, she’d get this look on her face...she tried to say it didn’t bug her but I knew it did.

But Zara’s voice was incredibly sexy to me; I’d thought that since the first time I heard it back in high school. It wasn’t masculine; it was rich and smooth, like top shelf bourbon. Part of me itched to go to her Instagram page right then so I could hear it again.

“But back to what we were talking about...” Shea’s fingers began walking up my back. “So if I asked if you’d be willing to go to the reunion with me...”

“I’m good on that. Have a good time, though.”

“I’m trying to have a good time right now but you pumped the brakes.” She pulled me by the shoulder so my back was against the couch and climbed onto my lap, straddling me and sliding her arms around my neck. Running a hand over my mohawk fade, she gave me this lovesick look. “We fit good together, don’t you think?”

My mind didn’t catch what she might be getting at since my thoughts were still lingering on Zara. “Yeah, deciding to work together was a good move, I think. So far so good.”

“I agree but I’m not just talking about work. You and me in general; it works, right?”

Now I knew where she was going with this. Reminding myself to be nice, I tried to choose the right words. “I’ve enjoyed what we’ve had going on.”

She brightened. “I know, right? So, I think...” She leaned in and gave me a lingering kiss. “...that we should just make everything official.” Her chest pressed to mine. “I want you to be my man, Silas.”

Ugh, I should’ve known this was coming. I’d been dreading this conversation. Shea had been dropping hints about us being more than just friends with benefits and work associates for the past few weeks. I’d managed to evade the subject but should’ve known that would only work for so long. Shea could be pretty persistent. And my willingness to get inside her every time she gave me the opportunity only encouraged and deluded her into thinking my feelings for her were deeper than they were.

I returned the hopeful kiss she was giving me, using the time to mentally mold my response into the least-insulting form. Shea was cool, but I’d never once thought about having an actual relationship with her.

“You know I like you, Shea,” I hedged when she finally pulled back. “And I like us hanging out. But honestly, that’s where I want to keep it.”

Her face fell slightly. “How can you not want more after all this time?”

“We’ve only been getting down for a few months, Shea.”

“But we’ve known each other for damn near thirty years.”

“Shea. Yeah, we knew each other back in the day but let’s not act like we were super close. Mostly whenever we hung out back in high school, it was with a bunch of other people. And after that, we barely stayed in touch through social media before you suggested we start working together last year.”

“And we hit it off as soon as we started working together, and you don’t make love to me like you don’t have any feelings.”

I should’ve listened to Dax. “Shea-”

“We could be like one of those couples on the design network,” Shea interjected, nibbling on my ear. Her long nails grazed the back of my tattooed neck. “Think of the empire we could build together, baby. You can’t deny our chemistry; we laugh, we handle business, the sex is amazing. At least tell me you’ll think about it.”

I could’ve agreed just to pacify her, but I didn’t need to think about it. I knew what I wanted, and what I didn’t want. 

“Shea, sweetheart,” I said gently, palming the side of her face and pulling back so I could look right into her eyes. “Like I said, I like you and what we’ve got going. But I don’t want to take it further than that. I’m just not looking for anything serious right now.”

Disappointed, Shea forced a smile. “Can’t hurt a girl to ask, right?”

“I’m sorry,” I felt compelled to say, even though I hadn’t done anything wrong. “I thought we were on the same page. Maybe it would be best if we just keep things on the professional tip from here on-”

“No!” Shea shook her head, sending those long hair extensions whipping around her face. “We don’t need to do that!”

“I just don’t want things to get messy, Shea. We should just quit while we’re ahead.”

“I’m fine, Silas. Really.” She pushed her smile wider. “I asked, you answered; we’re clear now. I just had to put it out there, in case you were feeling it like I was, but you’re not. No problem.”

She was putting on her game face but I wasn’t quite buying it. Eying her, I pressed, “You sure?”

“Yeah, I’m sure. If you’re worried about this affecting how we do business together, don’t be. I’m grown enough to separate our professional and personal relationship. You know where I stand, if you change your mind.”

Never say never, but I didn’t expect my decision to change. But I just nodded as she slid off my lap and grabbed the remote.
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Since Shea’s enthusiasm about entertaining me was pretty much gone after our conversation, I headed home. As soon as my keys were on the end table and my ass was on the couch, I yanked out my phone and pulled up Zara’s Instagram page again. I felt a little silly, acting so thirsty over my ex like this, but I couldn’t help myself. I’d managed to tamp down any desire or yearning for her in the years since we split, and hearing her voice woke all that back up. The thought of reaching out to her was getting stronger with each passing hour.

My thumb slid across the screen, swiping through the pictures and reels on her timeline. I clicked through all of her Stories, loving the clips of her in the studio before or after recording, joking around with one of her daughters, or just doing random stuff. When I saw one of her in bed, leaning against her padded headboard in a t-shirt and glasses that she apparently wore now, I immediately wondered if there was anyone sharing that space with her. I started to tap the little heart at the bottom of the screen, but hesitated; it was one thing to check her out, but another to make it known I was checking her out.

This would be a lot easier if I knew if she was still mad at me or not.

I heard a door open behind me but didn’t bother to turn around. Dax must have been home; I’d been so in my own thoughts when I pulled up, I didn’t even notice his car in outside.

“Hello, Father,” Dax, greeted from behind me. We’d fully renovated my basement into an apartment and he lived down there (and not for free, either; his ass paid rent). As usual, I heard him rummaging around in my cabinets. “Didn’t know you were back.”

“That must be why you came up here to steal my food.”

“’Steal’ is an ugly word.” Moments later, I felt his presence over my shoulder, though my eyes stayed on my phone. “She looks familiar.”

Dammit. I should’ve clicked off of Zara’s page when I heard Dax come up there. “Yeah...she’s my ex. The one I was with when you were off at school.”

“Ahh, yes, the infamous Zara.” Dax leaned down, resting his elbows on the back of the couch. His freeform locs hung around his head and his silver chains from his neck. And as usual when he was home, he didn’t have a shirt on. “I didn’t know you two were still in touch.”

“We’re not,” I verified, heaving a big sigh. “Thanks to me.”

“Wow, Dad, you’re practically pining. You haven’t taken your eyes off that screen yet.”

Not bothering to refute that, I shrugged. “She’s definitely the one that got away.”

“So why don’t you reach out? See if she’s willing to reconcile. It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”

“Yeah, it has. But after what I did, I doubt she’s trying to hear from me. She said she was done and she meant that shit; haven’t spoken to her in three years. We happened to run into each other around town and she only gave me a polite few minutes before she got the hell away from me. Not a word since then. I probably don’t even exist to her.”

“Only one way to find out.” Dax patted my shoulder before going back to pilfer my snacks. 

My chest started to burn a little with how much I wanted me and Zara to be cool again. I missed her. A big part of me wanted to start rebuilding our friendship – or more - but I couldn’t help but wonder if I’d ruined it with her to the point of no return.
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Chapter 2 – Zara
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Carl looked so proud of himself on top of me, sweaty and giving me a satisfied smile that I hoped he wasn’t expecting me to return. The only thing I was feeling right then was annoyance that I’d let my horniness send me to bed with this man when I had plenty of perfectly good vibrators at home. 

But vibrators couldn’t kiss you, grip your hips or suck on stuff, and Carl and I had been on a few dates by that point. I liked him a lot, and when he invited me back to his place after we left the concert we’d attended, I was with it. He was so dark and strong and sexy, I couldn’t deny that I’d thought about what he’d be like in bed several times since we started dating. 

Turned out my fantasies trumped the reality, in this case.

He wasn’t bad; he just wasn’t great. And with the sexual frustration I’d been carrying around the past few years, I needed great.

I knew one man that never failed me in that area. Like, literally never.

But I refused to think about him. 

“I love how you look laying under me like this,” Carl muttered, brushing some hair from my face with his fingertip. His smile widened a bit. “Definitely something I could get used to.”

If we’d just been laying there cuddling without having sex, I might’ve agreed. But now that I knew what he was working with... “Um, you look good there, too.”

“Do you have to go home tonight?”

“I should. I have a lot to do in the morning...”

“Don’t you work for yourself? I’ll take you back bright and early. I’m just not ready for you to leave yet.” He started kissing my neck and I felt his dick twitch between my legs. “I’ll even fix breakfast for you. How do you like your eggs?”

“I actually hate eggs.”

“Really?” He reared, apparently shocked by the notion. “That’s a first.”

“Carl-”

“Whatever you want, I’ll get it,” he quickly insisted before kissing my lips, lingering a little as his arms tightened around me. His dark eyes roamed mine. “I know we’ve only been on a few dates but I’m really feeling like you might be the one, Zara.” 

Ughhhhh... “That’s really sweet, Carl. And I’ve enjoyed this time with you, too. I had a nice time tonight but I can’t stay over. And anyway, I don’t have any of my facial products over here and I need those for my nighttime routine, not to mention my silk scarf for my hair....”

I almost felt bad for the disappointment that took over his face. “Oh.”

Ah, dammit. “I can stay for a while longer, though.”

The corner of his mouth lifted. “Good. That means we’ll have more time to do this...” 

His lips came down on mine, and he started grinding between my legs. He was already panting and moaning, his arousal apparently not needing much revving back up. I returned his kisses, letting my hands slide across his ass as I tried to get back into the mood. At least he was a good kisser. And maybe that first time had been a fluke; it wasn’t impossible that nerves had caused his subpar performance earlier. I lifted my legs higher around his waist, telling myself that this round would be better.

Well, I was wrong.

I was almost pissed off by the time he dropped me off at home later. This was what I got for letting my friend Stefen set me up, against my better judgment. He kept saying he was tired of me silently pining over my ex, which I would not confirm or deny. I’d never admit out loud that I still unintentionally compared every man I dated to him, even though it had been eight years since we were together. 

I so wished for the day when I met the man that could make me forget about Silas Duval.

As soon as I got home, I headed upstairs to bed. The house was quiet, so my daughters were likely in their respective rooms; Caprice, my seventeen-year-old, was probably sound asleep while Tia, who was twenty-three, was no doubt on her phone or watching a movie. She’d always been a night owl while Caprice got up with the sun.

My mind went back and forth about what I was going to do about Carl as I took a shower and went about my nightly routine. I wanted to just dive into bed but I knew I couldn’t skip my ablutions; I was in no hurry for those fine lines to deepen or for wrinkles to start making an appearance. Just because I was in my forties didn’t mean I had to look like it. 

After removing my makeup, it was cleansing, toning, eye cream, a tightening serum, moisturizer, and a face oil to lock it all in, since my skin tended to be on the dry side. I made sure to take everything down my neck, massaging it all in thoroughly with upward strokes. It took about fifteen minutes. A couple nights a week, I added a face scrub and time in front of my facial steamer to the routine, but thankfully it wasn’t the night for all that. I smiled at my reflection in my lighted mirror, glad that I was maintaining myself as well as I was. 

I quickly moisturized the rest of my body and wrapped my hair before finally throwing on my nightshirt and climbing into bed, hoping I could quickly fall into a deep sleep and forget about the past few hours. Usually a night of good sex was like a delicious sleeping pill, but I guessed I couldn’t expect that to work since good sex wasn’t what I got.

Even with blackout curtains and a thick comforter over my head, I still tossed and turned. After an hour passed with me still awake, I grabbed the remote and turned on my smart TV to YouTube, hoping some thunderstorm sounds would do the trick this time. I rolled onto my back and closed my eyes, trying to calm my mind and body. I wanted to blame perimenopause on my restlessness (I blamed it for damn near everything else), but in truth, my mind kept recalling a certain man, and not the one I’d just been with hours earlier. Silas’s face kept flashing through my head, and no amount of face-planting in my pillows could stop it. I didn’t know why this was happening, but I hated it. Silas and I were over. 

It took another hour or so to finally drift off to sleep but in what seemed like no time, my alarm was going off. Groaning, I hit the snooze button a couple of times before finally making myself get up. I heard my daughters downstairs and threw the covers back, wanting to get down there and have breakfast with them before we each got on with our days.

“Hey, Mama,” Caprice greeted when I shuffled into the kitchen. She was sitting at the table in front of a notebook next to her bowl of Honey Bunches of Oats topped with sliced bananas. It was the same thing she ate every morning. 

“Hey, baby.”

“I thought you’d be sleeping in today,” Tia commented, biting into a slice of leftover pizza and eyeing me playfully. She must have ordered it the night before while I was out. “You got in kinda late last night. How was your date?”

“Ugh.” I shuffled over to the fruit basket and grabbed a couple of green apples. “Nothing to write home about.”

“What happened?”

“Nothing in particular.” I filled my tea kettle, wishing I could’ve had some of Tia’s pizza but knowing I didn’t need to be eating like that first thing in the morning, especially since I had some voiceover work to do that morning. “It was fine. But I’m wondering if I need to see Carl anymore.”

“Why?” Caprice asked. 

“I...just don’t think he’s it for me. He’s nice but I don’t feel that zing, you know?”

“Oh, I know what you mean, Mama,” Tia quickly concurred. “Gotta have that zing. But haven’t you been out with this guy a few times already?”

“Yeah.”

“Why are you wasting your time, then?” Caprice asked, taking a sip of her juice. “I don’t see the point of dating somebody you’re not into.”

“I guess I didn’t have a good reason to end it since I like him all right and he didn’t do anything wrong.” I mindlessly tapped my short nails on the counter as my brow furrowed, trying to think of how to explain my position. When the kettle whistled, I grabbed a mug and started going about making my morning tea. “Carl is a good guy and I guess I was hoping the attraction would grow over time. But it hasn’t and after last night, I doubt it will.”

“Dump him,” Tia advised with a wave of her hand. 

“Yeah, Mama, you should be focusing on your career right now, anyway,” Caprice added, getting up to wash her empty bowl. “At your age-”

“What?” My frown was automatic as my head whipped towards her.

“Don’t wake up the beast, Caprice,” Tia warned.

“I wasn’t even gonna say anything bad,” Caprice defended. “All I meant was that you’re a little old to be-”

I plunked my mug on the counter so hard that some of the water splashed out of it. “Old??”

Tia shook her head. “Caprice, you know that’s a bad word to Mama. She’s screeching. Don’t give her an aneurysm. Just say ‘seasoned’.”

“Ugh,” Caprice groaned, shaking her head. She didn’t get my aversion to anything hinting that I was past my prime. To her teenaged self, my being forty-three probably was old. “All I was getting at is that men are just a distraction, that’s it.”

“A fun distraction,” Tia amended with a playful smirk. “Nothing like the company of a fine man. I can’t wait to find my king.”

“Whatever.” Caprice shook her head as she placed her washed bowl and glass in the dish drainer. She grabbed her notebook off the table. “Y’all can have that. I need to go get ready for school. Don’t forget I have a beta club meeting today and then I’m meeting my study group.”

Calming down, I nodded while I wiped up the spill from my tiny tantrum. “I remember. You gonna need a ride?”

“No ma’am, Roger is picking me up.”

“Yeah, Mama, her boo Roger is picking her up,” Tia teased. “The friend she’s had for years that she keeps insisting she hasn’t done anything with.”

“Me and Roger? Eww!” Caprice exclaimed, scrunching her nose. “Roger is not my boyfriend. We’ve been friends since fifth grade; it would be like dating my brother or something. Plus, we’re both too focused on school. He actually bet me he could beat my score on the SATs and there’s no way I’m letting that happen.”

“Fun.” Tia rolled her eyes before popping the last bit of her pizza crust into her mouth. “I’m gonna go record some stuff for my YouTube channel before I head to the makeup bar. I’ve got a bunch of appointments today.”

I smiled, proud that both of my daughters were doing so well. There had been a period of adjustment after me and their father Phil split up years ago but now my girls and I were closer than ever, and I loved it. I wasn’t looking forward to my baby girl Caprice going off to college, especially since she’d already made it clear she wanted to go somewhere out of state if she didn’t get into her dream school, Spelman. But with her grades and various extracurricular activities, she could get into pretty much any school she wanted. Caprice had always been driven when it came to her education.

I finished my tea then headed back upstairs to do my morning facial routine and brush my teeth and tongue with water only (the toothpaste tended to cause more salivation so I saved that for after recording), then I changed into a light hoodie and some leggings. I cut up a couple of green apples and put them in a bowl of water before grabbing my water jug (gotta drink that daily gallon) and going down to the basement to do my voiceover work for the day. I looked over the script again, feeling myself tingling with excitement, like I usually did before doing a job. It still blew my mind that I was getting paid so well for using my voice, something I used to hate back in the day. Having a deeper voice earned me a lot of teasing, from both boys and girls, and as a result, I usually stayed quiet unless I was around friends or family. That tendency didn’t necessarily end once I entered adulthood, but over time, the teases about my voice started morphing into compliments about how rich and distinctive it was. 

Silas had actually been the first man to say it was sexy. He used to always compliment me on it. And it was rare that he didn’t call me before bed, always saying that he wanted my voice to be the last thing he heard before going to sleep. That memory made me smile a little bit. Okay, a lot.

Catching myself, I shook my head.

“No need in going there,” I muttered to myself. While there were plenty of good memories from my relationship with Silas, there was a fair share of headaches, too. And I hadn’t forgotten the huge argument that led to our breakup. It had been eight years but it still burned whenever I thought about it. 

Why it still burned after eight years was what I didn’t want to try to figure out. I should’ve been over it.

I had work to do. I tried to push any thoughts of my ex out of my mind as I did a quick session of yoga and my usual voice exercises to warm up before going about my voiceover session. Stefen had helped me convert part of the space down there so I could have more privacy while I worked, since I had been using the closet in the spare bedroom upstairs and would get interrupted by one of my girls for something or other. My basement was roomier and had more space for my equipment, which had been another gift from Stefen and my girls once my voiceover work started taking off. I’d been working a job that I hated for years, and when it was suggested to me that my voice could be profitable, I felt it just might be the change I’d been praying for. So, I worked with a coach and took some acting classes to learn breathing and tone, and spent hours upon hours practicing reading scripts aloud and developing my skills in the different styles like narration and character work. Finally, I created a demo reel and hoped for the best. It eventually landed in the right hands, and before I knew it, I had an agent and my first job. 

A few hours later, I was done and free to enjoy the rest of my day, grinning when I noticed that it was just after two o’clock in the afternoon. If I was still at that soul-sucking office job that I’d been working at just a couple of years earlier, I’d still be slaving away, miserable in my boring gray cubicle as I counted down the minutes to quitting time. Pride surged through me for making the move away from that, even though it was a bit of a risk at first. Some thought it was reckless and premature of me to quit my job after securing just a couple of voiceover jobs, but I didn’t care; I knew it was the right move and believed in myself enough to take that leap. I used my savings to tide me over for the first several months, and then things really started moving for me. The voice that I had resented for so many years became high in demand, and now my schedule was as full as I allowed it to be. And I was making better money than I ever would have at that office job. I got to do something that challenged me but I still enjoyed, and even better, I didn’t have to leave my house to do it, at least most of the time. Couldn’t get much better than that.

In fact, every part of my life was on point except my love life. I thought I was on the right track when I started dating Carl but honestly, I couldn’t see myself going the distance with someone who couldn’t satisfy me sexually. It wasn’t the most important thing but it was damn high on the list. 

I felt a small part of me actually start to get a little mad at Carl, even though I knew that was unfair. Maybe no one had told him he was less than satisfactory in bed. Or maybe he and I just weren’t sexually compatible. But it felt like such a waste for him to be so handsome and great with the kisses but have all the sexual rhythm of a wind-up toy.

The idea of reaching out to Silas popped into my head, but I hurried up and squelched that. Being sexually frustrated – however intense it was – was no reason to go down that road again. 

In the meantime, I had the house to myself for the next few hours and I was going to take advantage of it; I had some frustration to burn off.
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