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Meet Harmony, Lyric, and Melody Winters. They were a singing group when they were younger. Now Harmony is a television and film actress, Lyric writes songs, and Melody is a Broadway actress.

In an effort to get away from her cheating boyfriend, Lyric runs right into JT. When she can’t resist her attraction to him, she tells them both that it’ll just be one night because she doesn’t want him to be the rebound guy. Then fate steps in. 

There is an instant attraction the minute that Melody sets eyes on Tish. They meet and it seems the attraction is mutual. Before she knows it, they are planning their wedding.

Harmony is happily married to Dwayne and both of them are pursuing their careers as actors. She is cheering both her sisters along, hoping they get the happy ending that she has.

With their mom praying and manifesting, see what turns the lives of these triplets take.
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Chapter One - Lyric


[image: ]


She had his dick in her mouth and I’m the one who threw up. I threw up right in the doorway to what was supposed to be our bedroom. Then I turned and ran. I ran out of the condo and went straight down the stairs instead of waiting for the elevator. After getting to the bottom of five flights of steps, I thought I might throw up again. I stopped for just a moment to catch my breath and see. When my stomach only lurched, I exited the stairwell and rushed out of the lobby of the condo. 

My truck was right up front in visitor parking since I wasn’t sure where I was supposed to park. I threw my bag in the passenger seat and hopped in. I barely had the motor running when I backed out of the parking space. I could see Kevin coming out the doors to the condo lobby. That just caused me to step on the gas a little harder when I pulled out of the parking lot. 

I cried and drove for I don’t know how long before the tears finally stopped and the nasty taste in my mouth started to bother me. I pulled over to the side of the road. My trunk was full of my things and I dug until I found the mouthwash, toothbrush, and toothpaste. After rinsing my mouth out with mouthwash, I stood next to my car and brushed my teeth with the assistance of a bottle of water I took from a case I always had back there. I stood there for a moment when I was done and let the cool air wash over me. When I started shivering, I closed everything up and put it away. Then I got back in the driver’s seat and took a few deep breaths. 

I pulled my phone out of my pocket. It was vibrating with an incoming call from Kevin. I ignored the call and went to his contact page. With a few clicks, I took him off the list of people who could get through my do not disturb settings. Then I sat it down in the cup holder next to where I put the half-drunk bottle of water. I looked around and realized I wasn’t exactly sure where I was. I shrugged that off and decided to keep driving. My mind kept cycling through visions of seeing Kevin with whoever that girl was. I just wanted to get as far away from that as possible. 

I pulled back onto the road and drove. I was really on autopilot because my mind kept replaying my relationship with Kevin over and over again in my head. There were so many red flags during our six-year relationship that I ignored, from the rumors to the girls contacting me on social media trying to get me to believe that they had something going on with him. Kevin was a ball player. I figured it just came with the territory and I trusted him when he told me nothing was going on. Our relationship was drama free because I didn’t let that stuff get to me. I ignored it. But I couldn’t ignore what I saw with my own eyes. I had decided to surprise him by showing up two days early and I ended up being the one surprised. 

The sun was getting ready to come up and I was getting ready to be out of gas when I pulled up at my sister Harmony’s beach house. I hadn’t realized that was where I was going but it was where I ended up. The beach was one of my favorite places. It was the wee hours of the morning and very quiet out. I parked in front of the house instead of pulling around to park in the carport. Digging in my purse, I pulled out my keychain full of keys. It had every key to every house I had a key to on it. I used it to get in the condo earlier. I grabbed my purse and overnight bag, locked my truck, and used it to get into my sister’s beach house. 

It was dark except for the beginnings of the sun coming in through the windows. I dropped my bags and walked across the room to look out the huge windows. The view was gorgeous. My eyes grew heavy watching it. Then I heard a noise. I slowly turned to see a man standing in the hallway that led to the bedrooms. I couldn’t make out his face but I saw that he was only wearing boxer briefs and holding a golf club. I wanted to scream but my heart seemed to stop and everything went black.
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“SHE WAS BREATHING LAST time I checked on her. You want me to check again?”

The voice lulled me out of my sleep. I opened my eyes and looked at where the voice was coming from. My eyes focused on JT, my brother-in-law Dwayne’s cousin. Even though it had been over eight years, I remembered him from when we were all in the wedding party. He started to lean down without looking at me.

“I’m breathing.”

He jumped back. “Jesus Christ.”

I sat up on the couch.

“Yeah. You heard her.” He paused. “Hold on.”

I looked at him as he handed me his phone. “Huh?”

“Dwayne wants to talk to you.”

I took the phone, sighed, and then held it to my ear. “Yeah.”

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah.”

“My wife is going to wake up in twenty minutes. I gotta ask you again. Are you okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“JT said you just showed up in the middle of the night.”

“I should have checked to see if the place was empty first. That was my bad.”

“As long as you’re okay.”

“I’m good.”

“Okay.”

I handed the phone back to JT. “Here you go.”

“Thanks.” He put the phone to his ear. “She looks fine. Didn’t she just tell you she was fine.”

I looked down at the floor. 

“Waking up Harmony does not sound like a good idea. But if you want to take your life into your own hands like that, go right ahead.” JT paused and I looked up at him. Our eyes met. He frowned. “I’ll call you back.”

I could hear Dwayne still talking when JT hung up the phone. I looked at him when he sat down next to me. “You hung up on him.”

“You don’t look okay.” He raised my chin with his finger when I tried to look away. “Have you been crying?”

“Maybe.” I leaned back and turned my head to look away. I felt like he was reading my soul with his eyes.

“What’s wrong? Who do I need to beat the shit out of?”

I looked back up at his concerned face. “It’s okay.”

“You sure? Because I have some frustrations of my own and would gladly take them out on whoever made you cry.”

I smiled. “I’m just very naive is all.”

JT frowned again. 

I reached out and tried to smooth the lines on his forehead. 

“What happened?”

I sighed. “I caught my boyfriend cheating on me.”

“He had you and he cheated?” JT had a puzzled look on his face.

I nodded.

“What a fucking idiot.” JT shook his head.

“We were supposed to move in together.” I suddenly remembered about my things. “I need my phone. I need to change my storage delivery.”

JT got up and got my purse from across the room. He brought it over and sat it on the couch in between us. I pulled out my phone and saw that I had twenty text messages and just as many missed calls from Kevin. I threw my phone across the room. JT got up and walked across the room. He picked my phone up.

“Did I break it?”

He looked at me. “Surprisingly no.”

“Give it here so I can try again.”

He chuckled. “You’re supposed to be calling the storage place about your things.”

“Can you mute him or something so he doesn’t show up in my notifications? I’d delete his number but that won’t stop the messages and calls.”

“You want me to mute him or block him?” JT paused.

“Mute. I’ll unmute him when I’m finally ready to curse him out.”

JT nodded. He did a few things on my phone and then handed it to me. “Okay. All fixed.”

I reluctantly took my phone from JT. The notifications were gone. I looked at JT as he sat back down on the couch. Then I remembered what I was supposed to be doing. I pulled up the number to the storage company and called customer service. The woman who answered was very nice and made it very easy to cancel my delivery. She also removed Kevin’s name from the account at my request. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do next so I just told them to store the items until I set up a new delivery. I had to give her new card information to pay for the month of storage I requested. 

JT was scrolling through social media when I got off the phone. He looked at me. “You’re going to want to stay off the internet today.”

“Why?”

“Someone must have called the media because they have pictures of him leaving with some girl in the middle of the night.”

I nodded. “Oh. He must have taken her home. He’s a gentleman that way.”

JT gave me the side eye.

“What? Was he supposed to make her find her own way home?”

“Are you kidding me right now?” JT sat up. 

I shook my head and looked down at my hands. It came so naturally to make excuses for Kevin. I had been doing it for years. 

“Don’t make excuses for that nigga.” JT’s words made me think he was reading my mind.

Tears began to well up in the corner of my eyes. I immediately wiped them with my thumbs. 

“Let’s go get some food and a drink.” JT stood up. “Let me hold your keys and I’ll pull your truck into the carport. Then we’ll go eat and get tipsy.”

“I need to shower.”

“Okay.”

I handed him my truck keys. “Do you mind if I stay here for the night?”

“Naw. It was almost too quiet.”

“I’m quiet.”

“Okay. Then it’ll stay quiet.” He chuckled.

“I’m going up to the loft.”

JT reached out and took my hand. He pulled me up off the couch. “The view up there is nice.”

“It’s my favorite.” I smiled.

“I’ll be down here when you’re ready.”

I grabbed my bag from where I left it by the front door and headed upstairs. The loft was at the top of the three-story beach house. It was four stories if you included the room next to the carport that Dwayne wanted to use for a party room but was currently just storage. The loft and adjoining bathroom were the only things on the top floor. It used to be open to the floor below it but Harmony had it closed up with windows during her first renovation to the place. 

I tried to get ready quickly but I started crying in the shower. It took me a bit to pull myself together. Then I started up again when I saw his shirt in my things. I realized I probably had more than a few of his shirts and hoodies that I would have to weed out of my wardrobe. I put on a sleeveless shirt and cropped hoodie that matched the purple sweat pants I chose. Once I was finally ready, I went back down to the living room. JT was sitting at the kitchen island. 

I pulled my locs into a ponytail. “I’m ready.”

“You sure?”

I nodded. “Sorry I took so long.”

“We need to put gas in your truck.”

“I’ll get around to it.”

“That’s if there is enough to make it to the station.”

“I wasn’t paying attention last night. I’m glad I had enough to get here. I drove from my apartment and got gas just before I went to the condo.” I frowned. 

“That thing gets decent mileage.” JT stood up. “I’m starving. Let’s go eat.”

We went out the front door and down the deck steps. I saw his truck in the carport once we got around to the side of the house. JT opened the passenger side door for me and I climbed in. 

We went to a restaurant that was about ten minutes from the house. I smiled when we pulled up. It was a favorite whenever we came to town. A nice little Black-owned spot with amazing food and pretty good drinks. 

JT held the door open for me and we walked in. The bartender looked up from where he was wiping down the bar. 

“You’re back. And you brought a friend.” The bartender smiled. “A familiar face.”

I waved and followed JT back to a booth. We sat down and I looked at him. “How long have you been in town?”

“A week.”

“And how many times have you been here?”

He smiled. “Three times.”

“They never disappoint.” I smiled and looked at the waitress who came by with menus. “I already know what I want.”

JT didn’t need to look at the menu either. We ordered appetizers, our meals, and our first round of drinks. My phone began to ring. I started not to look at it, thinking it might be Kevin, but then I remembered that JT had muted his contact. When I looked it was Harmony.

“Hey, I’m getting food right now.”

“You okay?”

“Yes.”

“You with JT?”

“Yes.”

“Hit the sister chat when you’re free.”

“Okay.”

“Love you.”

“Love you too.” I hung up.

JT looked at me after the waitress sat our drinks down. “Harmony woke up?”

“Yes.” I laughed and put my phone back in my pocket.

“Now you just gotta wait for Melody to call.”

“Melody and I aren’t verbally speaking right now. We text but that is it.”

“What happened?”

“She can’t not tell me that I shouldn’t move in with Kevin when I talk to her so I told her not to talk to me anymore.”

“Oh.” 

“She’s going to have a field day with all of this.”

JT put his hand over mine. “So, what have you been up to? I haven’t seen you in years.”

I smiled. “Writing music.”

“That’s it?”

“I read. I watch TV. I write music.” I paused. “What about you?”

“I quit my job at the post office a year ago and am doing music production full time now.”

“Wow. That’s great.” I smiled remembering him introducing himself as a mailman when we first met. “I thought you loved being a mailman.”

JT laughed. “I loved things about it but those motherfuckers are crazy. I got tired of the bullshit. Almost got in a fist fight with my supervisor and I decided it was time to go.”

“Yeah. That’s a sign.” I paused. “So, you’re on vacation?”

“I just finished four projects in a row. I needed a break.”

“Busy is good though.”

“Oh yeah. It’s real good.” He leaned back as the waitress sat our appetizers down on the table. “The studio is booked. I’m just not needed for production. My assistant is handling things while I’m gone.”

“I miss having an assistant. I didn’t have to talk to as many people when I had one.”

“Get one.”

“I’d have to talk to people to do interviews.”

JT laughed. “You really are the shy one. Get Melody to do it. Harmony is scary.”

“You understand me. You understand us.” I sipped my drink. “Mel said she would help me once I got settled. I just have to get settled.”

“So, you just have to get somewhere and get settled.”

I frowned and took one of JT’s wings. 

“Okay. So, the plan is different from what it was this time yesterday.”

“Drastically different.”

“So, you just gotta regroup and make new plans.”

I didn’t know what to say so I just ate. We ate quietly for a few minutes before JT asked me about what TV shows I liked to watch. He was in the studio a lot but liked to zone out to television when he was off. We didn’t watch the same stuff so he told me about his shows and I told him about mine. The only show we had in common was the one that my sister Harmony was on. 

JT was so easy to talk to. We had a great conversation while enjoying our food and drinks. I was so relaxed when we left the restaurant, and it wasn’t just because of the two drinks I had. I really enjoyed lunch. The food was great and so was the company. I felt lighter. 

The smile left my face when we pulled up at the house and there was a cop car out front. It wasn’t the cops that changed my mood. It was the fact that they were standing talking to Kevin. 

“Ain’t that...” JT trailed off. “What the fuck is he doing here?”

“I don’t know.” I whispered.

JT pulled in the carport and turned to me. “You want to wait in the car.”

“No.” I opened the door and got out. I had a flashback of walking in on him in the condo and I was pissed all over again. I walked around to the front of the house. “What are you doing here? How did you know I was here?”

“The GPS on my truck.” He paused. “Baby I love you. I came to get you and bring you home.”

The way he said the truck was his stung. He bought it for me as a present. “You tracked me?”

“Wait, you could find her here but didn’t know she was coming to y’all spot last night?” JT stood next to me and shook his head.

“Who is this?” Kevin took a step forward but the officer stopped him.

The officer looked at me. “Are you Lyric Winters and Jayson Taylor?”

“Yes.” JT responded.

“Can we see some ID?” The second officer asked.

We showed the officer our IDs. Then the first officer began to speak again. “We got a call about this guy looking like he was trying to break into the property. We contacted the owner and she said that you two are the only ones she authorized to be here.”

The second officer looked at me. “Do you know this gentleman?”

“Yes, but he isn’t supposed to be here.”

“Lyric, stop playing and come home with me.” Kevin reached out for me but I jumped back.

JT stepped in front of me. “You need to chill.”

Kevin stood up straight. He had a clear six inches on JT. “What are you doing with this nigga? Are you fucking him?”

I rolled my eyes. “You have some nerve.”

Kevin jumped towards me and JT punched him right in the stomach. Kevin doubled over and fell back a bit. The two cops got in between JT and Kevin. The one moved Kevin back next to the patrol car. 

“Calm down.” The cop standing in front of JT put his hand up but didn’t touch JT. 

“Keep him off my cousin’s property.” JT responded.

The second cop looked at Kevin. “You’re going to have to leave.”

“Not without my truck.”

The cop looked at me. “Is the truck his?”

Kevin didn’t let me respond before speaking up. “Registration is in my name.”

I looked at the cop. “I need to take my stuff out of it first.”

The cop nodded. He put his hand on Kevin’s chest when Kevin tried to move towards me again. “Sir. I’m going to ask you to stand here or you’re going to have to get in the back of the patrol car.”

I turned and walked back around to the carport. JT was right behind me. When I opened the trunk, he looked at me.

“You get the stuff out of the front and I’ll deal with this stuff.” He grabbed my first suitcase. “Make sure you clear the glove box and all the other compartments.”

I nodded and went to work cleaning out the car. JT made quick work of getting all my stuff out of the trunk. He went into the storage room and got an empty tote for me to put all the stuff I had gathered from the front of the truck. 

When we finished, he looked at me. “Those your plate covers?”

“Yes.”

“We taking those too.” He opened up his trunk and dug in a bag. He pulled out a screwdriver. 

“Those are my plates.” Kevin yelled from the street.

“Nigga, shut the fuck up.” JT turned and yelled back. “Ain’t nobody taking your damn plates.”

Once JT got the plate covers off, he took the keys from me and backed the truck out of the carport. He pulled it onto the street and got out. Then he handed the cop the key fob. 

The cop handed the key fob to Kevin. “Sir, I suggest you leave the area.”

“The other key fob.” Kevin looked at me and then back at the cops.

“I don’t have it. You have it you asshole.” I huffed.

Kevin stared at me. “My ring.”

I looked down at my left hand. I had forgotten all about the engagement ring I had been wearing for two years because he was in no rush to walk down the aisle. I walked over to him and took the ring off. Then I dropped it down in the sand before turning and running up into the house, tears spilling from my eyes. I sat on the couch and cried. 

JT came in a few minutes later and sat next to me. He put his arm around me and pulled me close. He held me tight as I cried.

I looked up at him. “Did he find the ring?”

“Yeah.”

“I should have thrown it in the ocean.”

“One good thing.”

“What’s that?”

“He ain’t making it to the gas station.” JT laughed.

I couldn’t help but smile, even as the tears kept falling. JT pulled me close to his chest again.

Melody - When I see him, I’m going after his knees with a bat

Harmony - I should have insisted they arrest him

Lyric - He’s not worth the jail time Mel

Melody - I don’t care

Lyric - JT punched him

Melody - In the face?

Harmony - Really?

Lyric - In the stomach

Lyric - It was great to watch

Harmony - How are you going to get home?

Lyric - Where is home?

Melody - Oh shit. You gave up your apartment.

Harmony - You can come here or you can stay at the beach house

Harmony - We don’t have anyone booked for a while. It’s the off season.

Melody - Or you can come here

Harmony - Or visit one of your parents

Melody - But dad’s girlfriend has cats

Lyric - I forgot about her

Harmony - Cats?

Lyric - She moved in with him and has three cats

Harmony - But dad hates pets

Harmony - Especially cats

Melody - Not anymore

Melody - Pussy must be fire

Harmony - JESUS CHRIST MEL

Lyric - Can we not talk about our father’s sex life

Melody - My bad

Lyric - I’ll let you guys know what I’m going to do

Lyric - I just have to figure it out first

Lyric - I just need a minute

Harmony - Take all the time you need

Melody - If you need us to come just let us know

Lyric - You’re in the middle of performances

Melody - I have an understudy

Lyric - I’m fine

Harmony - Are you sure?

Lyric - Yes

Lyric - I just need a minute to get it together.

Harmony - Reach out if you need anything

Melody - Anything at all

Lyric – Okay

Lyric - I will

Harmony - You better

Melody - Bastard better hope I don’t have a bat if I see him again

Harmony - LOL

Harmony - Chill Mel

Melody - Tell me you don’t want to hurt him

Harmony - We aren’t going to talk about what I wanna do

Harmony - In case they pull phone records and shit

Lyric - I love y’all

Harmony - Love you too

Melody - Love you
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Chapter Two - Lyric
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I sat in the armchair by the huge window and watched the ocean. I had been camped out in the loft for almost a full twenty-four hours. Thankfully I stopped crying. I decided while I was in the shower that morning that I didn’t have any more tears to give to Kevin. Instead, I spent the day sitting in the window with my notebook, writing whatever came to my mind. I took a short walk on the beach when I woke up. Then I only left the room to get two bottles of water and eat some of JT’s cereal. It was early and I figured he was still asleep.

A knock on the door to the loft grabbed my attention. “Come in.”

JT opened the door and looked around. We locked eyes and he smiled. “Making sure you aren’t up here crying.”

“No more tears.”

“Okay.” He walked into the room and looked around.

“What are you looking for?”

“Evidence that you ate lunch.”

“I didn’t.”

“So come downstairs and eat dinner with me. I ordered pizza and wings.”

“I don’t want to intrude too much on your vacation.”

“You’re not.” He paused. “I even asked Harmony what kind of pizza you like.”

“Pepperoni, ham, and bacon?”

“She told me to add peppers, onions, and mushrooms to make sure you got a vegetable.”

“As long as there is pepperoni, ham, and bacon.” I closed my notebook and got up out of the chair. I grabbed the two empty water bottles and followed JT out of the room.

We sat down at the dining room table with our pizza. JT pulled out a deck of cards and we played I Declare War while eating. Once again, I was completely relaxed and enjoying myself. I hadn’t played that card game in years. We played for hours until JT tapped out after a streak of me winning four games in a row.

“It’s just not my night.” He got up and put the leftover food in the fridge. 

“You were winning earlier.” I gathered the cards up and put them back in the box.

“This is why I don’t gamble. I should have quit earlier while I was ahead.”

I laughed. “That was fun.”

“I know you were having fun. You were winning.”

I tossed the pack of cards at him.

JT caught the cards and then put them in a cabinet that was against the wall. The cabinet was full of all kinds of board games. He turned to me. “I’ll kick your ass in Scrabble tomorrow.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Challenge accepted.”

JT went over to the couch and sat down. He picked up the remote. “I’m about to stream a show, if you want to watch with me.”

I got up and grabbed another bottle of water. “Sure. What are you watching?”

He pointed to the screen as he pulled the show up. “I’ve been meaning to check this out.”

“Oh, I like this one.” I sat down on the other end of the couch. 

We watched three episodes before I fell asleep. I slipped right into a dream. In the dream, I was dancing with JT. We were slow dancing to a song I had never heard before but my sisters and I were singing it. He held me close as we glided around the dancefloor. I felt at home in his arms. JT wasn’t that much taller than me. With the heels I had on, we were at the perfect height for him to rest his forehead on mine. We danced like that for a while before I tilted my head up slightly and we kissed.

“Lyric.” 

I woke up to JT gently nudging my arm. “Hmm?”

“You should go up and get in bed.”

I nodded and stretched. I took the blanket off that was covering me and tossed it across the back of the couch. I looked at JT and all I could remember was the kiss from the dream. After rubbing my eyes, I looked at him again. “Goodnight.”

“Goodnight.” He smiled at me and then looked back at the television. He was scrolling for something else to watch. 

I slowly headed upstairs to the loft. By the time I got to the room, I decided to not try and make sense of the dream. I did pick up my notebook and wrote down the little bit I remembered of the song. Then I took a shower and went to bed.

––––––––
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STAYING AT THE BEACH house was just what my soul needed. I spent the mornings walking on the beach. Then I would sit in the window and watch the water while writing. At some point, JT would come and get me and we would either go out for food or eat whatever he ordered. We played games and watched movies or TV shows until I got sleepy. Then I would go up to bed. He always stayed up later than me. Which made sense because he also always slept in. 

At night I would dream about us. It always started the same, with us dancing. Then it would slip into us being in bed together. I always had to push the images out of my mind when we were together. I would feel awkward for a few minutes and then eventually relax. Something about JT caused me to always relax. I wasn’t exactly sure what it was but I liked it a lot. I was so comfortable I kept falling asleep around him. 

On the third night, he woke me up and asked me about my writing. “Are you working on a song?”

“Sorta. Why?”

“You hum in your sleep.”

I couldn’t help but blush. I was glad all I did was hum. “Oh. Yeah. I’m working on something.”

“Did you want to borrow my keyboard?”

“You brought a keyboard with you on vacation?”

“Yes.” He paused. “And a drum machine.”

“You don’t mind if I use it?”

“Nope.” He got up and went to his room. He came back out a few seconds later with a keyboard. 

I took it from him and smiled. “Thank you.”

“Goodnight and good luck with your song.”

“Goodnight.”

I went upstairs and took a shower. Then I sat on the bed with the keyboard and started playing the melody I remembered from my dream. Every time I tried to focus on the song I kept thinking about JT. It wasn’t so bad when I was thinking about the dancing. I could almost follow the song along at that point. The problem was when my mind would slip to when we were having sex and I would just completely lose focus. I really wanted to know if it would feel like it did in my dream. After being unable to focus on anything else, I got so frustrated that I went back downstairs. 

JT paused what he was watching when I stood in front of him. “Am I too loud?”

“No.”

“You sure?” He looked like he was fighting to keep eye contact with me.

I realized I was only wearing an oversized button up shirt that barely covered my ass. I wasn’t the slightest bit embarrassed. In fact, I hoped it would further my cause. “I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Me?”

“Us.”

“Us?”

I straddled his lap and kissed him. After a few seconds, he kissed me back and I felt like that was a good sign.

When we came up for air, he looked at me. “Lyric, this is not a good idea.”

“It really is.”

“You just got out of something. We’re friends and I value that friendship. I don’t feel comfortable being the rebound.”

“What if we did this and then went back to being friends?”

JT raised his eyebrow.

“I’m serious. I don’t want you to be the rebound guy either but I can’t get this off my mind. So, we just do this and get it out of the way and then proceed forward as friends. Then you can go back to being my really cool friend and almost cousin JT.”

JT hung his head back and sighed.

I began to kiss him on his neck. I could feel him getting hard under my lap.

“Hey.” He gently moved me back.

“Your dick is already on board.”

“He doesn’t get to make this decision.”

“He really should though.”

JT shook his head. “The fact that this makes sense to you...”

“It makes total sense to me. One night.” I looked into his eyes. “I promise we’ll go back to normal tomorrow.”

“I have a strange feeling this isn’t going to go how you think it is.”

I tilted my head and began to kiss him in the same spot on his neck that got a rise out of him. It had the same result again. “It is. I promise.”

I got up and stood in front of him again. I reached out my hand and he took it. He got up and led me to the master bedroom. “One time and then back to normal.”

––––––––
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WE DID IT TWICE. IT was only supposed to be one time but I woke up in the middle of the night, wrapped in his arms, and was craving him still. The craving was worse than before and I couldn’t help but rock my hips against him to wake him up too. The first time was really good but the second time was so much better. JT was half-sleep and rougher with me the second time. He pulled my hair and gripped my thighs so tight I knew he left marks. 

I woke up the next morning and eased out of bed. I didn’t want to wake JT up. After putting my shirt back on, I found my panties and crept out of the room. My legs cursed me for being all the way up in the loft. I was thankful I had insisted that Harmony and Dwayne put a tub/shower combination up in that bathroom. I ran myself a hot bath and soaked while trying not to replay the night with JT over and over again in my brain.

“You promised,” I said to myself. 

Every time I thought about him kissing me or touching me, I redirected my brain to think about when we played cards together or laughed at a television show together. After fighting with myself for a while, the song I was writing came back to my mind. It was about friendship and love and I didn’t even want to begin to understand what it had to do with me and JT. I just got out of the tub, got lotioned and dressed, and sat with the keyboard to finish the song. 

I worked all day without taking a break. It was getting dark when I finally finished. I was pleased with myself until my stomach started growling. I picked up the keyboard and headed to the door.

JT was standing on the other side when I opened it. He smiled. “I was checking to make sure you were still alive.”

“I am.” I smiled. “I haven’t starved to death yet.”

“Did you finish?”

“Yes.” I handed him the keyboard. “Thank you.”

“I came up a few times but I heard you working so I didn’t want to bother you.”

“You could have bothered me.”

He nodded. “You wanna go to the spot and get food.”

“Yes. Let me get my purse.”

“Okay. I’m going to put this away and I’ll meet you by the door.” JT turned and went down the steps. 

I reached in my bag and pulled out a hoodie. The one I pulled out used to belong to Kevin. I looked at it and frowned. Then I shrugged. “It’s
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