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            A QUICK UPDATE! PLEASE READ!

          

        

      

    

    
      Thanks y’all for picking this book up! For a long time my sister and I were considering giving up this penname for good. In 2022 we started writing Fantasy Romance and the love there was instantly felt and LOUD.

      

      Then we started writing under a new secret penname, another success for us since the genre is so loud and praising. We thought, we don’t really need to keep pursuing G.L. projects. But earlier this year we discussed rebranding the types of stories we wrote under G.L. Before it was a bit hectic, and we only wrote the kind of stories that came to us, no matter the sub-genre.

      

      Now we’re excited to announce we’ll be returning to writing under our first penname again, but with a few changes and some minor workings.

      

      One of the things we’re ashamed to admit that for the longest our surname Tomas, should have actually been Tomás. That little accent gives it a whole new pronunciation. Instead of sounding like the English Thomas, it’s pronounced like Toe-mas(mas rhymes with the cos in cosplay).

      

      You might ask, why were we spelling it wrong all this time? Simple! We realize that most of our readership is African American and we hated the thought of confusing people. But we decided if we were going to commit to writing under this name again, it was going to be living our truth. As we shift things around, all of our covers are getting makeovers to reflect this and we decided that with this penname our main focus is going to be kinky Romcoms!

      

      Why Kinky romcoms? Well because we write a lot of dark stuff under our other pen names and wanted a place where we wrote all things fluffy and light. But you can’t pick up a romance from us without steam and a huge emphasis on kinky couples. Guinevere and I are nerds in real life and we wanted to dedicate a name to the kind of geeks we are. You’ll still get the diverse heroines and heroes but our goal is to be more inclusive with body type and disability.

      

      With that being said, our Romcoms perform better wide(no KU exclusive) so we’ve decided that our new releases will be widely available on all platforms(including libraries and Everand, yay!) So we hope you take this journey with us! Our dark stuff may move eventually wide but since they do so well, we’ll always release first in KU and move them after 1-2 KU terms, so that folks in KU get a chance to read them.

      

      Oh and there’s one last thing, if you’ve ever signed up for our G.L. Tomás updates, we’re rebuilding our Newsletter list. That means if you were ever signed up before, we lost that list so to keep tabs on our new releases and musings, signing up for our new mailing list is the easiest way to learn when a G.L. book is going to drop. We’re super sorry for this inconvenience, it’s just for years we considered no longer writing there, so when our subscription was up, we lost that list! Bummer, right? That’s why we’re listing the link in all our our older books, as well as the new ones we drop! If you want to stay updated, consider signing up! Here’s the link

      

      Again, we want to thank you for sticking with us, with our contemporary works as well as our fantasy romances! Your never ending support is what keeps authors like us from quitting(believe me, we’ve thought about it more than once) So again, we thank you!

      

      Guinevere y Libertad

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT WARNING

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains detailed love scenes, light drug use and a hero that has a significant other outside of the heroine. The following story centers on how difficult it can become to deny your feelings for another person while in a long distance relationship. If infidelity bothers you as a reader, you may not enjoy the story as written and should perhaps skip this one.

      It ends on a cliffhanger that revolve around the series’ first couple, Timothy and Naima. Their story is complicated, messy and takes a lot of work to reach their final happy ending, but I promise it’s worth it and portrays love in its true form, real, not always perfect but definitely worth fighting for. Their second/final concludes with Next Chapter.

      
        
        Thank you for reading.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            SUMMARY:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        New to Providence, RI, Naima Adewunmi had every intention of fulfilling everything she left her New York borough for, finishing up her Bachelor's degree and finding a job while doing it.

      

        

      
        She wasn't supposed to fall for Timothy Ferreiro, a smooth, slick talking, sexy specimen of a man, messy bedhead hair included, who also happens to be her new boss. From first wink she was under his spell, which wouldn't be a problem if there weren't one underlying issue: Tim's got a long distance girlfriend.

      

        

      
        Drama unfolds in a tale of will they or won't they in this steamy office romance. Can two people in a messy game of attraction find themselves on the same page?

      

        

      
        Same Page ends in a cliffhanger and is concluded with Next Chapter

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Naima

      

      Want to know the most important thing you learn living in the city?

      Always wear flats to a job interview.

      If you’re walking block after block, there’s no way your feet are not feel it in heels. I’d only been downtown once since I got to Providence, but I was so sure I’d be trekking this entire town twice before breaking a sweat. There was a reason people from New York never left New York. If you were cut out for it there, everywhere else seemed easy. That was my impression of Providence, Rhode Island.

      I stopped by the Starbucks along the way. This part of town was already calling me. I wouldn’t confuse it for Manhattan, but it was just as nice and a heck of a lot cleaner.

      It was 9:37 by the time I arrived at my destination, and I was met by two open carts of newly released books, blue-rimmed glass doors, and an overhead sign in Roman cast metal letters.

      
        
        SYMPOSIUM BOOKS

      

      

      For an independent bookstore, it was impressive. Definitely outdoing some of the chain bookstores. This place had a dope cafe area, and since I was early, I decided to give my crying stomach a treat.

      I sashayed over to the glass display, weaning a half-filled Grande Latte, regretting wearing a white button-up to my interview. I’d have to get something I wouldn’t make a mess over. No easy task when you were hungry as hell.

      Pastries, sandwiches, and all the best smelling foods your nose could think up sat behind the glass. I wanted to try everything, but I jumped back when a guy behind the counter came out of nowhere bearing greetings.

      “Scare ya?” he said as his lips edged up into a smile. He was young. Early to mid-twenties. Average height. He wore a beanie, but from his facial hair and dark eyes, he was definitely brunette. Maybe white or Latino, but definitely cute. The apron he was wearing kind of killed it for me, though.

      But still. Cute.

      “What can I get for you today?”

      I took a sip from my latte. I was still trying to figure out what I wanted. I always blamed it on the fact that I was Nigerian or just from the idea that I was from the city of a thousand cultures, but I loved me some food.

      “If you tell me what you like, I might be able to suggest something for you.”

      He flashed a megawatt smile that made me wonder how many women had fallen victim to his charm. My eyes glossed over the menu. I couldn’t decide without knowing my options, but I knew a toasted croissant wasn’t going to cut it.

      “Do you like spinach?” he asked, followed by a description of a sandwich that would’ve sounded blazin’ if it wasn’t served on onion bread. I hadn’t brought any gum, so I made it known I’d have to pass.

      “See now, you left out vital information. No onions, got it! But you like spinach, right?”

      I nodded, smiling a little too hard. What can I say? I loved spinach.

      “So we have a sandwich that has cheese, spinach, avocado with smoked salmon. It’s made on pumpernickel bread. No lie. It goes down.”

      My face soured. “I don’t know about that salmon, though. Same deal with the onions.”

      “But you like avocados, right?” he asked. I felt like he was going out of his way to be helpful, and I wasn’t used to this type of service. But if I planned on working here, he was the prototype of the perfect employee. Wasn’t really a people person, but I was definitely taking notes.

      “Okay, we have a sandwich known as The Providence. It has spinach, avocados, and Swiss cheese on a flatbread. If Swiss is too rank for you, I could always substitute it for provolone. That one is a personal favorite.”

      The Providence it was.

      He struggled with plastic gloves as I noticed him staring at my breasts. At least I thought it was my breasts.

      “Not trying to be nosy or anything, but…did you get that coffee from here?”

      I bit back a smile. I was caught red-handed. “No, I bought this from the Starbucks up the street.”

      Mr. Cutie sucked his teeth. “See, had you had come here first, it would’ve been a one-stop shop. For the record, we’ve got coffee, iced cappuccinos, macchiatos, lattes… Hot annnd cold. And I’ll tell you what we have that Starbucks doesn’t.” He shot me a wink and pointed to himself. “Me.”

      I giggled. Mr. Cutie was definitely a pro at the art of flirting.

      “Nah, I’m just playing. I like Starbucks, too. So are you a native or new to the city?”

      Damn, was I that obvious?

      “It’s just I’ve never seen you before, and we get a lot of regulars more than anything.”

      I smiled. “New to the city.”

      He cocked an eyebrow, wearing a playful expression. “Here to stay or on vacation?”

      The reality was, I honestly didn’t know. I was here for school but only to finish my undergrad degree in modern languages. Two years from now, I had no idea where I’d end up.

      “Don’t know.”

      “Wait. You don’t know if you’re on vacation?” He joked.

      “Give me a break, okay? It’s like my second day here.” I said as I stuck out my tongue.

      “New York?”

      I nodded. “How’d you know?”

      He gave me a playful look that ended in a wink. I thanked the heavens that my dark brown skin hid my emotions, otherwise anyone would’ve seen me blushing right now. “I didn’t. You just told me.”

      Cute and slick. Two of the deadliest combinations.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Timothy

      

      

      The worst part about back-to-school week? That there was no busier week than this one.

      The best part? The women. Back-to-school week brought in ladies from all over. I didn’t know what it was about New York girls, but they were always the baddest.

      Looks weren’t everything, but if I was being honest with myself, she had everything I liked to look at. It’d suck if a girl like that didn’t have the brains or the personality to back it up. Much like some of these Providence chicks I encountered daily.

      Damn, am I seriously still thinking about her? Who was I kidding? I was thinking about her ass. It wasn’t some plastic-surgery-enhanced type shit, but it fit her athletic legs. Even when I wasn’t necessarily attracted to a person, I was a sucker for ass and legs. But her, she was definitely someone from first glance who looked like she had the whole package. This is too distracting. My ass needed to get back to work.

      I usually had another person working with me, running the register and cafe station while I unloaded my morning shipments in the back storage room. But with an unexpected callout, I was by myself until Katrina came in at eleven-thirty. And these perishables needed to go out, like, yesterday.

      Heels clicked behind me, followed by a firm grip on my shoulder. I didn’t need to turn around to know that it was Symposium’s HR Manager Martha—or what we called her: “Kmart.” Her full name was Martha Stewart, so she’d wore the moniker well.

      “Morning, Timothy. Busy, isn’t it?”

      She wanted something. I just knew it. It was kind of the thing to have a nickname at Symposium. My slave name was “Timbaland,” and while I was used to it, I hated it. So whenever someone called me by my real name, they wanted something.

      “Got anybody else coming in?” she asked, worried.

      Kmart reminded me of one of my boy’s moms. She had a short curly afro and always wore fly ass pantsuits. Even though she was in her fifties, you knew by her demeanor she’s one you would’ve had your eye on when she was young. Always the first one to start poppin’ and lockin’ at holiday parties when the soul train line formed.

      That was what I loved about working here. Symposium stayed turnt up.

      “Timothy, I hate to bother you. It’s just I have an interviewee coming in today, and you know we have that second interview policy. I know you hate them, but if you just do me this one favor…”

      She was right. I hated conducting interviews. I think I’d done twenty-three since my promotion three years ago to assistant manager for the cafe. I dreaded every last one of them.

      Symposium had a policy where every applicant had to be interviewed by two managers to avoid bias. All it ever did was slow down my production. There was never a time I wasn’t an hour behind after conducting one. Never.

      I was a team player so I didn’t plan on telling her no, but I had terms.

      “You’re gonna have to send me someone over here to help out.”

      She nodded. “Of course. You can have Mr. Rogers.”

      I shook my head, and looked at her like she was crazy. Jasper was my boy, but he was older and came up short when he didn’t wear his reading glasses. I prided my department having

      the least amount of shortages. Martha was trying to pull a fast one. Not today.

      “Give me Rocketman and we have a deal.”

      Her eyes narrowed. “Ugh, okay. But as soon as Kandy Krush gets here, I need him back on the front end.”

      I couldn’t wait for this interview to be over with. It was just the beginning of the week, but was it too much to get to leave on time?
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        * * *

      

      Naima

      

      I held out as long as I could before I took my phone out to check my messages.

      Two that said: Call Mom. Delete.

      My mom was new to texting, so her messages were hard to understand. Except for the ones scolding me to focus all my attention on school and not men. Or better yet, the ones contradicting those: Are you going to wait until you are too old to get a husband? Even reading them to myself, I could hear her accented English in my head. And that was just bad.

      I was twenty-seven with no kids and not a care in the world. I wasn’t wasting a thought on marriage. I was too busy trying to get the degree I should’ve gotten years ago. Which my mother reminded me on a regular basis.

      Nigerian moms. You had to love them.

      The legs of the chair screeched across from me, followed by the sound of a clearing of throat. He laid his apron down on the table and tucked in his lips, like he was trying to stop himself from laughing. It was the guy from the counter. Sans the apron. “Hi” was all I could muster and even then my voice cracked.

      He sat down, scooting the chair close enough to rest his elbows on the table. I hope he left before this second interviewer got here. The last thing I needed was to be flirting while I was waiting on a job interview.

      “See now, you didn’t tell me you were here for an interview.” His smile was sly, and close up, I noticed a mole on his left cheek. He wore a slim-fitted grey sweater and loose-fitting jeans that would have convinced me he was a cookie-cutter white boy had it not been for the Timbs on his feet and the diamond stud in his ear. Those told a different story.

      He picked up the papers the first interviewer, Martha, left behind and rolled them into a cylinder. When he didn’t get up, it dawned on me.

      “Don’t tell me you’re the second interviewer?” I asked. Please say no.

      “That would be me,” he said, flashing me that smile again. “But it’s Mr.Ferreiro if you’re nasty.”

      That made me laugh, but I wished I hadn’t. I had a snort to my laugh, and it was not cute.

      “I’m the cafe assistant manager.” He held out his hand for me to shake, and I couldn’t help admiring his slender fingers. Maybe it was that “if you’re nasty” comment. Keep your head in this interview, Naima. He unfolded the papers, reading over something. “You must be…Naima Adewunmi?”

      I was impressed. He got it right on the first try. No one ever said my name right the first time.

      #africangirlproblems

      “So um…I’m pretty sure Martha asked all the preliminary questions. Availability, experience, all that good stuff. Did she ask you why you wanted to work here?”

      Damn, did she? I was so busy trying to get this job, I was telling her whatever she wanted to hear. “No, I don’t think so.”

      His brows rose. “You sure? Because you don’t sound sure. For all I know, she could have asked you. By now your answer might be memorized and perfected.”

      I lifted my left hand and put my right hand over my chest. “I promise she didn’t. Scout’s Honor.”

      “Cool. So…” He dragged on the O like it was stuck to his tongue. “Why do you want to work here?”

      Hmm… I’d found out about this job from my cousin Katrina. She, like me, was in school full time and understood how hard it was finding a job when you don’t have a full-time schedule to dedicate to it. So a flexible job was a must. Oh, yeah, and that thirty percent textbook discount didn’t hurt, but if I told him that, I was sure I wouldn’t get the job.

      I kept my answer simple. Translation: I lied my ass off. “I think I can really use my personality to engage customers. Customers like feeling human, and I’m good at striking up conversations about books.” He peered at me with slit eyes, so I’m not sure he bought it.

      “Attending RIC. Hmph, good school. Says here you graduated from College of Staten Island?” he asked, glancing over my application. “Is that where you’re from?”

      I nodded.

      We spent the next few minutes arguing who was and wasn’t from Staten Island. He guessed right with most of the Wu-Tang Clan. Most of them were from Clifton, my hometown, but he lost all credibility when he tried to stick me with all the cats from Jersey Shore. Only Vinny was from SI; Pauly D was one of his.

      “Sorry for getting off-topic.”

      I wasn’t complaining. This was the most entertaining interview I’d had to date.

      “Okay, so seeing how this is a bookstore, it just wouldn’t feel right not asking you what your favorite book is. And please, I’m begging you, anything but 50 Shades of Grey or Twilight. Harry Potter or anything Octavia Butler or Zane is, however, totally acceptable,” he added with a laugh.

      We went back and forth over our favorites, and I learned he was a nonfiction fan. I was never really into nonfiction, but he recommended Assata Shakur’s autobiography, as well as some other memoirs about interesting folks you have to learn about outside of school. Even if I didn’t get this job, I’d still look up his suggestions.

      He pointed to a spot on the page and looked up at me. “It says here you were referred by an employee? Can I ask which one?”

      I laughed. “Will it affect your decision?” He shook his head. “Katrina Okorocha,” I said through a fake smile. My cousin was a little young and had a big mouth, so she wasn’t always on everyone’s friends list.

      “Who—Kandy Krush?” he asked, his face beaming.

      “Is that what you call her?”

      “It’s a Symposium thing. We’re all like family here, so we have certain nicknames for each other. But honestly, KK is my girl. You were referred by the right person. She works really hard and most the customers love her.”

      Glad that didn’t backfire on me.

      The rest of the interview was smooth sailing. We talked mostly about hours and departments to the point where this job felt like a shoe-in.

      “So…when do I start?” I teased. He laughed before he explained that he wasn’t the one in charge of those matters.

      “But if Martha liked you as much as I did…may the odds be ever in your favor,” he said with a cheesy expression on his face.

      “Ahh, The Hunger Games,” I shot back.

      “Yes, and if you hadn’t known that, I may have just changed my mind about you… Sike. My ass just saw the movie. But anyways it was a pleasure meeting you, Naima. I hope to see you again soon.” He shook my hand one last time before heading in the same direction Martha had disappeared to.

      He had a cute little walk. Shit, he had a cute little everything. A part of me wanted this job just for the chance to see him again, but if I didn’t get it, I might come back just to get his number.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Naima

      
      What a waste of six hours.

      Not only was apartment shopping mentally draining, it messed with you on a psychological level. After today, I wanted to shoot myself.

      I figured catching an early-bird train to Providence might’ve allowed me to manage my time well and see as many places as possible. The plan was to visit four apartments in the first six hours, with a little time in between to fit in a light breakfast and lunch.

      However, between transit and time wasters, I’d only seen two.

      The first place was gorgeous. It was an apartment complex made up of a few buildings. Located downtown, it was in walking distance to the best route for transportation, as well as anywhere else I’d need to go, including work, if the fates were on my side.

      My second appointment was supposed to be at ten-thirty, but between going over the process of applying and the leasing rules, I learned being a full-time student might be a problem. There was no way of knowing how much I’d take on my plate, and while it was nice, I decided against the place. I still toured it, but the minute I was out of sight, I crossed it from my list.

      Shit would’ve been too expensive for me, anyway.

      The next one required a short bus ride to Olneyville, and from first impression, things were heading south. It wasn’t as conveniently located as the first place, which was understandable. But then the property manager showed up late, with a half-ass apology about traffic. By the time she got there, I’d been catcalled, hooted and hollered at, and rubbed the wrong way in just a mere half-hour.

      I’m from Staten Island, so it’s not like I wasn’t used to the worst of the worst, but being a woman in a foreign place by myself? I’d entertain it for the price, but it didn’t seem like the best idea.

      I could’ve lived with the bars on the window and the fact that the apartment itself needed a paint job. But I had to put my foot down walking by a bottle of orange Cisco in the hallway.

      I might have ignored it had it been in a bag. Hell, I might have given it a pass for a different flavor. But I had three stories involving orange Cisco, and none which were good.

      Needless to say I would not be moving here.

      I’d let Symposium know, that in order to take the job, I wouldn’t be able to start until the last week in August, so it still left me time to look should today fall through.

      Was it too much to ask for something cost-efficient, conveniently located, decent if not safe, with a roommate I can live with?

      I grabbed a bite to eat before I hit up the next one. Figured, if I’m gonna be checking out bullshit, it might as well be on a full stomach.
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        * * *

      

      The next place I’d found on an ad via Craigslist. Craigslist seemed a bit shady at times, but after exchanging a few replies, texts, and phone calls, I’d found the only legitimate place in my price range.

      I was meeting up with a woman named Lisette. She sounded kinda Black over the phone. Not that it should matter. But it did seem like an easier transition from the latter.

      I didn’t officially have the job at Symposium, so I didn’t bring it up when we talked, but I’d saved well enough to have the required security deposit and first and last month’s rent, should it come up. Lisette planned to meet me at a public place, which was fine by me. I’d googled her so I could be sure to know what she looked like should a creep roll up claiming to live with her.

      “Naima?” a stranger approaching asked.

      She resembled Lisette a little, but her hair was different. Online, she looked darker, but in person, in-between races. Her pictures showed her having a teeny weeny afro, but in person, she had a platinum pixie cut with shaved sides.

      “Lisette?”

      She pointed to herself, replying with a, “That’s me.” We joked around a bit to break the ice. I was a little nervous meeting people for the first time, but she seemed cool—at least for a first impression. She offered to show me around, just to get a feel for the area.

      “I thought it’d be better for you to see West End for yourself before you make a decision. Last girl who came to view the apartment said the place seemed fine, but then I got a text message about not feeling safe or whatever, so…”

      I shot her a concerned look, one she appeared to see right through.

      “She was a white girl…”

      “See, you should’ve said that from the beginning!”

      Lisette laughed as we moved on.

      “The area’s pretty diverse, but it is mostly Latino. As long as that doesn’t bother you…”

      I shrugged. Why would it? I spoke Spanish fluently, so I’d never encounter any language barriers. “It doesn’t. I’m from NYC. Lots of different people over there.”

      West End was nice so far. It was summer, and neighborhoods were lit up, something I couldn’t stand about the last neighborhood. It wasn’t Martha’s Vineyard, but for the price and location, it was nice. I could totally see myself living here.

      “So what brings you to Providence?” Lisette asked.

      I shrugged again, keeping pace with her. “Just school.”

      Hopefully that job, too, but who’s counting? I was expecting a call today from their HR team about my future at Symposium. They told me I’d hear from them no matter what decision they made. I wished they’d called earlier, just in case Lisette asked, but so far? Nothing.

      “What are you studying?”

      “Modern languages.”

      “Oh. That’s different.”

      If only she’d heard the way her voice sounded when she said it. Only a few months ago, my own parents had questioned my career path. “You want to study talking?” my mother had asked, as if it were that simple.

      In a Nigerian family, it wasn’t worth going to college if you weren’t planning on studying law or medicine, but my mother didn’t understand I was learning more than just speaking different languages. Linguistics required studying how people acquired their knowledge about language and how it varied, based on the way they communicate.

      Most never consider why their voice pattern changes when asking a question or why we possess the knowledge of word order in the language we’re fluent in. Maybe my folks worried about where the field would take me, but there were a number of career choices I could make when the time came.

      “Are you going to school?” I asked before the moment was gone.

      Lisette smirked, speaking through gritted teeth. “Third-year med. Reason why I’m tweaking. I’ve got that med school stress.”

      “Been there.” Not that I was comparing community college to graduate school, but the longer you waited to go back, the harder it was, so I understood.

      “Hope you like Dominican or Mexican food. Outside of franchises, that’s, like, the main fast food places around.”

      “I’m not picky.”

      Through the thirty-minute walk
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