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Simply Jennifer (Simple Women, #6)

"How was your date with Jennifer?" I asked.

"Dude, it was fucking amazing!" Lance smiled. "We went out to that restaurant you told me about and after went dancing at the club, it was great!"

"See, your boy knows a thing or two about dating, huh?" I smiled.

"Yeah, really did me good," Lance nodded.

"Got a second date, this Saturday," Lance smiled.

I smiled.

Lance was a good friend, and we did many things together. Like today, we were at the shooting range.

"So," Lance turned to look at me.

"Oh, no," I shook my head. I knew when Lance Harris said so, or I was thinking, it meant he wanted a favor.

"Come on!" Lance pleaded.

"No," I shook my head as I loaded my gun.

"You haven't even let me ask you yet!" Lance pleaded.

After we left the range and sat down to eat, I let him ask me for a favor.

"Jennifer has this roommate," he started.

"Fuck no!" I yelled as we sat outside the burger spot.

"Seriously?" Lance stared at me.

"Anytime someone says their girlfriend or wife has a friend, or roommate it's bad," I told him.

One of the other guys at one of the other tables nodded as he looked at me.

Lance was quiet for the rest of the day.

When I returned to my apartment, I felt sorry for shutting him down, so I called him.

"That was really fucked up," Lance answered.

"I know, but it's true," I was sticking to my guns on this one.

"Fine, then I will get Devon to do it," Lance said.

Lance knew I didn't like Devon. He was trying to coax me into agreeing to a double date.

"I will need to see a picture of her," I sighed.

"I can do that," Lance said.

I knew I would see some out-of-shape, probably Shamu-sized woman. 

Lance had told me the woman he was dating was a fitness nut and was always in the gym. She sounded perfect. I loved the gym and loved going for long hikes.

That's why I moved from Florida to Tennessee. I wanted to get away from the flat and dull. I was in an area next to the mountains with many hiking trails. I loved it.

"There," Lance said.

I checked the link he had sent me.

'Just as I thought,' I thought as I looked at the social media picture.

"I know she's not your type, but she has personality," Lance said.

"You will owe me!" I sighed.

Lance was my boy, and if this would help him with his new girlfriend, then who was I to stop him from being happy?

"Thanks man," Lance replied.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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When I got out of the shower at the gym and started getting ready, I saw that I had missed a text while working out.

'Hey, this is Jennifer, Lance's friend, are we still on for Saturday night?' the text read.

"Lance's friend?" I asked, rereading the message to make sure. I thought they were dating."

'Sure,' I replied, unsure of what was going on. I didn't want to set my boy up for failure.

'Good, my friend is excited,' the reply came quickly.

'Friend, I thought you were roommates?' I replied.

'No, we used to be, she moved out three weeks ago,' Jennifer responded quickly. 'Did Lance tell you we were roommates?'

"Shit!" I said as I packed my stuff and headed into the parking lot.

I called Lance, but I knew it would go straight to voicemail. Lance worked in retail, and I knew he couldn't answer phone calls on the sales floor.

I started driving home. I worked at a cybersecurity firm, so most of my work was remote. Some days, I stayed home; others, I had to go into the office.

"Hey," I said as Lance called me back just before I pulled into my apartment complex.

"What's up?" Lance asked.

"Jennifer texted me," I told him.

"Oh," Lance said, a bit surprised.

"Yeah, oh!" I replied. "How did she get my number?"

"I used you as a reference, when I joined her gym," Lance said.

"Still doesn't explain it," I opened the door and went inside. "She said you were friends, and that her roommate is a friend."

Lance was silent.

"Lance? What is going on?" I asked.

"Okay, fine," Lance said. "I am nearly finished here. Can I come by? I will tell you everything."

"You better!"

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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It took over two hours before the gate called me and let me know Lance was coming in. Even though his name was on the list, they still had to notify me. I waited by the door.

"Seriously?" I asked as he told me everything.

He wasn't dating this Jennifer. They did go out, but it wasn't a date. She went to the grocery store with him to show him the foods she wanted him to eat on the meal plan she had set out for him.

He had asked her to go to a new movie, and she said she was doing something with her friend. Lance volunteered for the two of us to go with them.

"Come on!" Lance pleaded. "I am getting close!"

I couldn't believe it.

Here, I was trying to help a friend out, but he wasn't even dating the girl.

She probably didn't even like him and was just helping him get in shape.

"I will still owe you!" Lance said as he stared at me.

"Oh, you will owe me!" I shouted at him.

I paced back and forth.

I had already said yes; backing out now would make me look like a fool.

'We are thinking of going to the afternoon show. Are you guys up for it?' Jennifer texted.

"Talk about fucking timing!" I threw the phone at Lance.

"See!" Lance smiled. "It's all good."

"Go," I said as I pointed to the door.

I was pissed. I hated being lied to and manipulated.

Many of my guy friends did that to me. I was a good-looking, in-shape, muscular, and wealthy black guy. They either wanted money or to get in good with some woman. I never had problems with women; I just preferred to be single.

I lived in a good apartment complex with a gated community, private gym, and private pool. Plus, I owned my apartment, so I didn't rent.

'I am sorry, I will make it up to you, I promise,' Lance texted me.

I didn't reply.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
[image: ]


I decided to go because I had already told them I would, and they seemed excited.

I picked up Lance from his apartment.

"You will have a good time," Lance beamed from ear to ear.

"I doubt it," I replied, putting my vehicle into gear.

We drove in silence to the movie theatre.

We waited outside for a few minutes before Lance nudged me.

'Damn!' I thought as I saw them walking towards us.

"Hey Lance," a drop-dead gorgeous redhead said.

I had seen a picture of the other woman. She smiled at me as we introduced ourselves.

Her name was Mindy. "Let's go in," I faked a smile.

No wonder Lance was trying so hard to get with Jennifer. She was a perfect ten.

Jennifer was tall, but not too tall. Her hair was long and a bright red that came down to her mid-back. She was definitely like me. She liked to keep herself in shape. The black jeans hugged her body like a second skin, she had a perfect peach for an ass, and the white top showed off her ample chest.

Mindy was a big woman, and I noticed a wedding ring on her finger, so I stopped looking at her.

"Billie, said this was a great movie," Mindy smiled at me.

"Billie?" I asked.

"My husband, he works out of state a lot, so we don't get to see each other as much as we would like," she smiled.

'Oh, hell no!' I thought.

I was not getting into one of those relationships. I didn't care how much my other friends said they liked fucking married women. It wasn't for me.

Lance saw the look on my face as the women went into the theatre first.

I sat at the end. Mindy sat near me, Jennifer sat near her, and Lance smiled as he sat near her.

As the advertisements and other trailers started, Mindy and Jennifer excused themselves to go the bathroom.

"You owe me fucking huge!" I stared at Lance.

"I know, fucking chill, after today I will tell Jennifer you're not interested in married women," Lance said.

I was going to leave straight after the movie. Fuck all of them.

When the ladies returned, they switched seats.

Jennifer sat near me, and Mindy sat near Lance.

It was my turn to smile as I saw Lance's face. He was not happy.

"Sorry, but your boy is a
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