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PROLOGUE
Pulling the chair across Robert's desk, Madison took a seat and leaned back. The afternoon sun venturing across the horizon sent tiny rays of light between the window's blinds straight into the office that settled gently on the thighs of her beige pants. It was as if the universe was warming her up for the cold conversation she knew deep down was coming. She had scheduled a meeting with Robert, her financial manager, ahead of the Friday weekly staff meeting to see exactly how bad their situation had gotten.
“Would you like something to drink?” Robert asked after he was sure she was settled.
“No, thank you,” Madison replied, shaking her head. “I’m fine.”
The air in the room felt tense; in the more than five years that Madison and Robert had been working together, she had discovered that he hated being the bearer of bad news, no matter how mundane or inconsequential it was.
“Well then,” Robert paused, clearing his throat as he looked at the folder on the desk in front of him. “I have been going over Savanah’s books of accounts since you terminated the contract with Beulah, and after crunching the numbers, it is safe to say, things aren’t looking good.”
“How bad is it, Bobby|? How much time do we have?” she replied, the suspense now killing her. Savanah had been her brainchild, the result of a dream, a lot of guts, and almost a decade of back-breaking work. The thought that one lousy contract could destroy everything she had made for herself was nothing short of terrifying.
“Beulah was our largest account, and losing them has done much more than put a dent in our projected earnings for the year. We have to make some radical changes if Savanah is going to survive through to next year” He paused, letting his words sink for a minute as he parched his dry throat with the glass of water beside his desk.
Madison sighed, anxious to get to the exact details of the situation. “How radical are we talking here, Bobby? Give it to me straight.
He settled the glass back on the desk before continuing. “First, we cannot afford to lose any more clients. We need to hold onto every single account we have, no matter how small.”
“Well, that doesn’t sound bad at all,” Madison said, as a sea of thoughts flooded her mind all at once. Maybe things weren’t so bad after all.
“That’s not all, Madi,” Robert said with a soft look that told Madison that this conversation was far from over. “I've tried to do every single thing that I can, but we have to lay off some of the staff. The accounts you got in the last quarter were all pretty small, they are keeping us afloat, but our head is barely above water. You have to let go of at least three people if we are going to get you to next year’s tax season.”
And there it was, the word that haunted Madison’s dreams. Layoffs. She couldn’t stomach the idea. Her team was small, only seven people; over the years, the tiny group had evolved from mere strangers to coworkers and finally taken the form of a little tight-knit family. She couldn’t bring herself to do it, and even if she could, it still wouldn’t be possible to finish all the work they had with any fewer hands.
“I'm sorry, but that is out of the question. I can't let my people go just like that.” Madison spoke, her eyes wide. She was the type of boss who did all she could to make sure her workers were well taken care of.
“Madi, spending everything in the reserves on recurrent expenditure—salaries and rent—will have you out of business in no more than six months. Unless you can swing a few accounts just as big or even bigger than Beulah, then this is the only way you are going to survive, and even then, you’re going to be hanging by a thread.”
Madison shifted in her seat, an uncomfortable feeling washing over her. She had been running the numbers in her office prior to the meeting, and she knew things were bad but hearing her accountant laying the bare truth before her made her more anxious than she anticipated. “Bobby, I hear you, loud and clear, but I am not letting my people go; if the only way to get us out of this is to get big accounts, then that’s exactly what I'm going to do.”
“Alright then, ignore me. I am only the person who manages all of your money.” Robert smiled at her absently. He had known her long enough to know that whenever Madison got an idea in her head, it was almost impossible to get her to change her mind. She was quite possibly the most stubborn person he had ever met. Luckily, she balanced it well with how resourceful and determined she was.
Madison returned the smile; she wasn’t one to go out without a fight. Savanah was her life. Some people had spouses, some had children, but Madison had Savanah; it was the most important thing to her, and she would be damned if she was going to lose it like this. “How long do I have if I keep all my people?”
“Four months, give or take,” he said, not having to check the now-closed folder in his hands. Clearly, he had known to expect some form of resistance from her.
“Just in case everything doesn’t go as planned, how eligible are we for a loan from the bank?” She hated to ask, but she needed to know. Madison had a specific dislike for the banking sector; her time in business had made sure to show her everything that could go wrong and that banks weren’t exactly her best friend, but she couldn’t afford to be choosy right now. Her top priority was getting her business through this rough patch, and she would do anything possible to make sure that goal was reached, even if she didn’t like the means.
“I would say we are pretty eligible,” he replied, now having a concerned look on his face, clearly. She would do this at any cost, and in his experience, that wasn’t a good sign of a business that was going to survive. But he had to trust her; Madison was yet to fail at anything she had put her mind to; he just hoped that she wasn’t going to start now.
Standing from her seat, she tapped on his desk a few times; it was as if the weight of the situation was sinking in. It was up to her to save it. She was the boss, after all. “Thank you for keeping it straight with me, Bobby.”
“We both know it’s the only way to get things done,” he replied, waving his hand as if to indicate that it wasn’t a big deal.
“Thanks for squeezing me; I know Wednesday afternoons are set aside for your special mud baths. I really appreciate it,” she said before giving the desk a final tap.
“Anything for my favorite client,” he responded as he nodded slightly at her.
“Well, I’d better go and start strategizing on how to get us out of this,” she said, walking towards the door.
Robert leaned in his chair, letting out a sigh, unclenching his muscles as soon as she left the room. He hated to tell someone that the one thing they had spent their life creating was falling apart. He could still hear the tapping of her stilettos on the tiled floor echo through the hallway until the sound faded off into the distance. He sighed once more, hoping that she was somehow going to get out of this, but he had confidence in her, she was Madison Hall after all, and she wasn’t exactly one to give up.
Back in her office, Madison stared at her computer, lost in thought. The meeting she just had with Robert had shaken every cell in her body. This feeling was eerily close to when she had quit her job at one of the best advertising firms in the city and decided to build her own. She had battled it for months, but everything had come together beautifully, and it had disappeared only to come back a decade later. That feeling was an intoxicating sense of doubt mixed in with fear, maybe even some impostor syndrome to boot, but she would have to shove it aside. This wasn’t just about her anymore, she had people depending on her to save the dream she had had all those years ago in her tiny, one-bedroom apartment, and she wasn’t going to let them or herself down.
Snapping back to reality, Madison dug through the files on her desk until she found it; there it was, the file for Milky Way Dairies. It was one of the largest companies in the country. The file shook in her hand; it was going to be a risk. The competition was stiff, but if Savanah was going to survive, these were the kind of big swings she was going to have to take. She inhaled deeply, plugging in her headphones to block out the sounds coming in through her window from the traffic on the busy street below. Madison got busy tapping on her keyboard, researching, drafting ideas and concepts that she hoped would blow the Milky Way executives' minds; they had to, and she was going to make sure they did no matter what.
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Eva Perez sighed as the third candidate left the boardroom. Four hours and three interviews later, she was already exhausted. But like it or not, she had to pull through if she was going to get what she wanted. The right candidate for their new product line was out there somewhere, and hopefully, it wouldn’t be too long before she found them. The first interview had been a complete mess; he clearly hadn’t researched them or the company. If there was one thing Eva detested, it was people who didn’t do their research, and even worse, people who wasted her time by being unprepared. The second and third candidates were not as bad, but something was missing from both their presentations, but she just couldn’t put her finger on what it was exactly. But it didn’t matter; how could she expect them to advertise and market her company’s new range of products if they couldn’t even properly pitch themselves? She aimed for perfection, and nothing they had brought to the table was anywhere near perfect. If the next candidate did not bring something more to the table, she would have to have a serious talk with Tony, the hiring manager. There was clearly a problem with the kind of candidates he was selecting, and if he wasn’t going to get it right then, his head would be on the chopping block next.
After a terribly needed break and a quick lunch at her desk, Eva was ready to continue her interviews. She took a deep breath, braced herself, and took a look at the profile of her next interviewee, Miss Madison Hall from the Savanah agency. Despite her relatively small agency, Madison Hall came highly recommended, and it did nothing short of piquing Eva’s interest. She looked at the profile in front of her. Savanah Marketing Agency was seven years old, and they had worked with several multinationals, nothing significant in the last year or so, but she definitely couldn’t be overlooked. How had Eva not heard of this woman before? It's true that she barely kept up with the social circles, but a company with a resume this impressive ought to have been on her radar.
Eva clicked on the intercom, letting her assistant Michael know that it was time for the next interviewee. Eva’s attention had just shifted to the stack of paper in front of her that provided all the information on the remaining candidates when Madison entered the room.
“Good afternoon, Miss Hall. I hope to god your presentation pulls me out of the deep pits of boredom I have been thrown into by your predecessors this morning,” Eva called out without lifting her eyes from the sheet of paper her eyes were now firmly glued to.
“Well, I hope so too, Miss Perez; the traffic to this part of town is absolutely terrible. I wouldn’t like to imagine that I've braved it for nothing. Plus, boredom really isn’t my style anyway.”
Eva couldn’t help but smile at the apparent self-assurance. She had a good feeling; this would be interesting. Slowly Eva gathered the rogue sheets of paper and turned her attention to Madison Hall. Her eyes lifted to find the most gorgeous set of emerald green eyes she had seen in a long time staring right at her. Madison smiled lightly, a smile so disarming that Eva couldn't bear to look away. The way she presented herself reflected the confident aura she was projecting perfectly; her navy-blue pantsuit seemed to have been tailored to her for perfection and was excellently paired with a crisp white shirt and gorgeous white pumps. Her hair was a vibrant red, shoulder length, swaying oh so slightly as she walked. Eva hated to admit it, but this woman was so strikingly attractive, so alluring, that Eva knew she would buy anything she was selling. Nathan, one of her team managers, cleared his throat, breaking Eva’s trance and bringing her back to the situation at hand.
Eva shook her head. “Your profile is impressive, Miss Hall,”
“Thank you,” Madison responded quickly before unleashing another smile that dazzled and charmed in a way that, for some reason, disoriented Eva more than she would ever be willing to admit. Her voice trailed off as she momentarily dropped her eyes back to the stack of papers before her. What was going on here? Why was this woman making her nervous? Whatever it was, she needed to get a grip on it fast before it escalated. Raising her head, their eyes locked, Madison smiled once more at her. Eva could not make out the reason behind the warm fuzzy feeling in her stomach; it just might have been the lunch she had, or perhaps it was the smile from this stranger that had her stomach doing flips. No, it couldn’t be; it must have been the egg rolls. She had to tell Michael to stop ordering from the restaurant that made them; they took too long to deliver anyway.
Eva cleared her throat, trying to compose herself. “So, good afternoon, Miss Hall,” she began. “Welcome to Milky Way Dairies. Tell us a little bit about yourself.”
Madison’s voice was soft but not in any way short of conviction as she spoke of how she decided to take a leap of faith of venturing into her own business and somehow transformed it from a one-woman operation into a small company that employed several people. Eva couldn’t help but admire the conviction with which she spoke about her craft. This woman was passionate about marketing and Eva couldn’t stop watching her as she spoke. Her hands moved as she spoke. Elegant long fingers. Neat short nails. Her lips were full and drawing Eva in. Eva found herself imagining what this woman looked like under the pant suit.
For fuck’s sake, Eva, pull yourself together.
For the first time today, Eva was paying close attention to a candidate. After Madison had finished her brief introduction, Eva spoke up again, “Well, Miss Hall, that was a riveting introduction. The floor is yours; show us what you will bring to the Milky Way brand.” Eva was short and curt and hard to please, as she always was. She might have been thinking dirty thoughts about some better uses for Madison’s sweet little mouth, but she kept them to herself.
Madison shifted her coat a little as she set up; the moment she had spent days preparing for was finally here. She intended to truly wow them as if her life depended on it because, to some extent, it did. Madison walked towards the panel handing each of them folders containing her big plan for the new line of vegan ice cream she had been asked to prepare.
“We at Savanah Agency take your ideas and convey them to your customers in the simplest and most attractive way. We make sure to pick a product and make it feel like a necessity for every American family.” Madison found her place in the middle of the room as she delivered her presentation.
Eva did her best to focus her attention on everything Madison was saying. She had prepared several charts and images for the presentation, making it just as entertaining as it was informative. As Madison spoke, Eva couldn't help but notice how she came to life when she explained her concept ideas. How her emerald green eyes glittered as she explained her figures and tiny dimples formed on her cheeks when she spoke excitedly. Eva chuckled at the idea; Madison had a way to bring ice cream to life in a way she had never seen before. Madison’s graceful hands were animated as she spoke.
I can think of some excellent uses for those hands Eva mused to herself.
After all of fifteen minutes, Madison’s presentation was done. Eva had paid attention to only some of it, but she was in no doubt of the efficiency and suitability of Miss Madison Hall from Savanah Agency. Eva opened the floor for the panel to ask questions. Madison was quick to deliver answers that were as detailed as they were effortless. Eva couldn’t help but be impressed; it had been a while since she had met anyone with this much tenacity and obvious commitment to their craft. Eva looked around the room before turning her attention back to Madison. “From the look of things, the panel is satisfied with your presentation today. Thank you for coming in and sharing your ideas with us. Once we are done, we will be in touch about the results of the interviews,” Eva said as she leaned into her chair, swallowing hard as Madison looked straight at her. Why did it feel like she was the one being interviewed?
“Thank you for your time,” Madison responded as she quickly packed up her documents and turned once again towards Eva. “So, you weren't bored?” Madison asked, curiously, her big green eyes fixing Eva’s.
“Not in the slightest.” Eva smiled at the sheer gall of the comment.
If you only knew the thoughts I was having while you were speaking.
“Thank you so much for seeing me.” Madison smiled sweetly and turned to leave the room. Eva’s eyes followed Madison’s ass intently.
EVA! Stop it!
She pulled herself together and turned to Nate.
“I'm not one to speculate, but she’s definitely going to be hard to beat,” Eva said to him. The look on his face made it apparent that he agreed with her; it was clear who the leading contender was now. However, they had one more interview to go before they could make their final decision. Despite Madison’s strong presence and apparent competence, Eva and Milky Way Dairies were committed to due process. Eva’s world thrived on good healthy competition, so she was willing to give the next candidate a shot; who knows, maybe Eva was wrong about Madison Hall and this other company would have ideas that none of them had thought of before.
But, Eva was never wrong and this wasn’t the day that that changed. The next candidate was terrible and Eva cut his interview short. Her time was precious and she didn’t want to waste it on this sweaty little unprepared man.
It was apparent now that Madison Hall from Savanah Agency was the right candidate for the job, and for some reason, Eva was elated at the thought of it. Thankfully, Eva didn’t have time to ruminate; it was already past five, the official office hours were done, and she wasn’t in the mood to stay as late as she often did. The day had been long, and the interaction with Madison had done a lot more to her than she had expected; she had to do something to blow off some steam.
Taking her cellphone from her top right drawer, Eva dialed the all too familiar number. It had been a while since they last spoke; she just hoped Megan had not changed her number or somehow disappeared off the face of the earth like last time. It rang for a while, and Eva tapped her nails on her table as she waited. She had to admit; she was getting impatient. She was just about to hang up when a voice pierced through from the other end, “Hello, My lady.”
“Hello, Megan, long time no see,” Eva responded, relieved that she had answered. It wasn’t easy getting a good escort, especially one as good as Megan. Black Label Escorts was the premier Escort Agency catering to wealthy women and their every desire. Megan was Eva’s favourite. The kind of relationship they had created was not easy to forge. Megan was professional, discreet, and would do any number of things that Eva requested for the right price. Eva couldn’t deny that she loved having the ability to call on Megan whenever she wanted, and she made sure she paid well for the convenience. Sometimes it was just to talk or have dinner, but on days like today, she needed to relieve the pressures of work in the best way she knew how.
“I just assumed you had gone ahead and replaced me with a new girl,” Megan responded in her usual direct manner.
Eva fake gasped, “You know I would never.”
“What time do you want me to come over?” Megan answered, her voice dry, the joke clearly lost on her. For all her positives, humor just wasn’t Megan’s strong suit.
“How about 9 pm for about two hours?” Eva responded expectantly.
“That’s perfect. I have errands to run. I will probably be done by around seven.”
“Great. I will send my driver to come to pick you up at half past eight. Plenty of time to prepare yourself, just the way I like, right?” Eva replied, now leaning on her desk.
“Plenty of time. See you then, my lady,” Megan replied before hanging up.
   
EVA LOVED WATCHING Megan strutting around her house naked while she lay in bed. It was honestly a lovely view. Her body was conventionally perfect in every way, from her perfectly shaped ass to the tiny waist and long slim legs. Eva wondered sometimes if Megan spent hours every day in the gym to maintain that physique or if she just naturally was built that way. Megan was technically perfect and could have probably made a good runway model, she might make it if she tried, but it wasn’t Eva’s place to tell her that.
Megan returned to the bedroom with a glass of water in hand. She knew she couldn’t spend the night; that was one of Eva’s rules, but she always stuck around for the post-orgasm conversation and Eva liked that. Whether she admitted to it or not, that was one of the reasons Eva had kept her around for so long; it was good to have someone to talk to, even if you had to pay them after. Megan was no bullshit, she was all business and Eva enjoyed her body and her company on occasion. Plus, Megan had inspired a good idea every once in a while. Megan stretched out her hand to Eva to hold onto her glass as she got back in bed. After getting comfortable, she took her drink back, sipped it, and then turned to Eva, “So what is wrong, my lady?”
Megan’s question threw Eva off. She turned to look at her, confused. “What do you mean?”
“You never call me during your office hours, not unless you want office play and you seemed, well you seemed to be working through some frustration tonight. So, what is bothering you?”
“I thought office hours end at five,” Eva responded, avoiding the question.
“Not for you,” Megan responded drily as she took a sip of her water.
Eva definitely enjoyed Megan's company, but she did not want to talk about it, mainly because even she didn’t know what it was. From where she was standing, everything was fine. “Well, it’s just work. I had a long day, and I wanted to unwind.” She could not tell her about Madison; well, she could barely explain what it was about her that made her different from everyone else she met or why she was so attracted to her. Heck, they had only met just two hours ago.
“If you insist,” Megan replied before emptying the contents of her glass and placing it on the bedside. “Now, are you ready for round two, my lady?” she asked softly, caressing Eva’s arm. Eva had refused the pet name severely, but Megan was the kind of bratty sub who usually didn’t follow instructions. The nickname had eventually developed a ring that she became fond of, but she wasn’t going to let Megan know that. Megan drove her mad with her bratty behaviour and annoying way of seeing through Eva’s lies to herself, but something about Megan kept Eva coming back.
“Call me that again, and I am going to punish you,” Eva said in an authoritative voice, now already in character and ready to play.
“Please, go ahead,” Megan responded cheekily and looked at Eva with her big brown eyes.
Eva couldn’t help thinking momentarily of those dazzling emerald green eyes of Miss Madison Hall.
For fuck’s sake, stop it now, Eva!
She took a deep breath and pulled herself back to reality. A fire began growing in Eva’s eyes at the go-ahead from Megan. She definitely was ready for a second round, and yet for some reason, this time, her heart didn’t feel in it. Megan was terrific in every sense of the word, but something was missing, something deeper, more profound—but that was a problem for another day.
“Turn around and bend over, Megan.”
For now, all she had to focus on was the woman in front of her, and that was good enough for her.
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The weather outside was quite promising as Madison pushed the revolving glass doors and stepped into the lobby. She was unsure of the purpose of the meeting, so she decided to play it safe, carrying the proposed budget and the ideas that she and her team had come up with so far. This was irregular, but as she was coming to learn, the Milky Way CEO, Eva Perez, was anything but regular. It turned out that she had somewhat of a reputation for being extremely demanding. It didn’t surprise her that a woman like that had to be. Eva Perez had become CEO of a tiny family business and, within just short of two decades, turned it into one of the largest dairy conglomerates in the country. It was as impressive as it was intimidating. Madison straightened herself as she got accustomed to the new environment. The lobby was surprisingly minimalistic in a way that calmed her. The only things that adorned the off-white walls were the giant posters of Milky Way’s top brands that somehow seemed to pair well with the brown leather seats below. A tasteful statue stood tall as the centerpiece that tied the room together.
Clenching the handles of her black briefcase as she walked towards the receptionist’s desk helped calm Madison a bit. It was strange, she was more nervous now than the first time she had met Eva Perez, and that was a first all on its own. Madison was hardly ever shy; she was great with people, which was one of the things that had brought her this far, but Eva Perez had a presence that elicited a timid, almost schoolgirl reaction from her. She brushed it aside; it was probably just the pressure of having such a huge account and knowing the ramifications if she messed this up. The few seconds in the elevator from the ground to the top floor helped her compose herself. As the elevator doors slid open, Madison took a deep breath and stepped into the hallway leading to an open office plan. Her golden heels softly tapped on the carpeted floor as she strutted down the hallway. The curious glances she got from other people in the office as she made her way to Eva’s office gave her a boost of confidence as she disappeared into another hallway, stopping at the last door. The words CEO Eva Perez were plastered on the open door. She took one final deep breath before walking in.
A handsome man sat behind a desk right next to the door where Madison could only assume was Eva’s office. An office within an office seemed like a curious idea but not far off from what she would expect from Eva after the research she had done. A shelf filled with books of varying thickness stood at the far right of the room next to a couch and accompanying a glass table that held several magazines ready to entertain those who waited.
“Good morning. I'm Madison Hall, and I have an appointment with Miss Perez,” she said to the bored-looking gentleman in the fabulous turquoise suit who must have been Eva’s assistant. She could finally put a face to the voice that called her to make this appointment.
“Good morning, Miss Hall. Miss Perez is expecting you,” he said as he stood from his chair. His exceptionally tall, lean figure definitely added to the appeal of the suit. He had managed to make a turquoise suit look so effortlessly gorgeous on him, a feat that wasn’t at all easy to achieve. Slowly he walked over to the double doors pushing them both open and stood aside, ushering her in.
Madison’s eyes did a quick sweep of the office. It was just as gorgeous as she expected; the large floor-to-ceiling windows illuminated the room wonderfully and allowed a steady stream of fresh air that kept the room at a comfortably cool temperature. Eva sat on a luxurious-looking brown office chair next to the large brown desk that stood in the middle of the room.
“Glad you could make it, Miss Hall,” she said, standing and stretching out her hand, her eyes looking squarely into Madison’s and sending a quick flash of electricity through her. This woman had a way of making her nervous merely by her presence.
“Thank you for having me and for giving Savanah Agency this opportunity,” Madison responded as she took Eva’s hand into her own. There it was again, that spark of electricity. She did not want to let go just yet, but the idea of creating a bad impression weighed on her more heavily than usual.
“Madison would be just fine,” she added after finally breaking the contact.
“Alright, Madison, and you can call me Eva. Please have a seat. Would you like anything to drink?” Eva asked, gesturing to the seat right opposite her desk.
“Some water would be fine,” Madison replied, setting her briefcase beside her as she sat down. She took this opportunity to study Eva as she walked over to a cabinet on the far side of the room. Her baby blue coat draped over the sides of perfectly tailored matching high waist pants and flowed freely to her knees. Her white blouse matched with her heels. The cut and fit was perfect. This woman definitely paid close attention to the things she wore. Her long black hair was held in an elegant bun high on her head. Madison couldn’t take her eyes off her as she walked over and fetched a bottle of water from what seemed like a cooler in one of the cabinets. Eva turned, walking towards her, a bottle of water in hand. Madison moved her eyes to the window to avoid the towering feeling of Eva’s presence as she handed her the water bottle.
“It’s gorgeous, isn’t it?” Eva asked as she walked back to her side of the desk.
Madison looked at her puzzled. Sensing her confusion, Eva clarified, pointing at the giant windows to the left of them. “The view.”
“It is gorgeous,” Madison responded, appreciating the view of the city skyline. This had to be one of the most spectacular views of the city she had ever had.
“I bought this building specifically for this office and for this exact view,” Eva said as she settled into her seat. So, Eva owned the building; why was Madison surprised? Of course, she did. This woman definitely did seem like the type to buy a whole building for one office.
“What’s so special about this one? I mean, I get it; the view is great, but you could get the exact same view from literally any other skyscraper on this block,” Madison asked, now curious to pick up clues on what kind of person Eva was.
Eva smiled, obviously not expecting the question, before turning away from Madison and now facing the direction of the skyline. “That’s true, but if you look closely, you'll realize that this is the only office where you have a perfect view of the docks all the way across town. Whether the realtor knew I’ve had an obsession with ships since I was a little girl, or he was just throwing it out there and hoping to make it to a sale, I’ll never know, but I'm pretty sure his bonus that year was quite big.”
Madison shot Eva a look, curious on where this was going or what exactly it had to do with her, thankfully Eva continued. “That’s exactly what I need you to do for our products, Madison. As you know, the market for vegan products is expanding rapidly, and Milky Way Dairies has always been a forward-thinking brand. We didn’t want to get left behind. We will be shifting from purely dairy-based products into the vegan market. The ice cream tastes great, and we’ve hit all the buzzwords; it’s healthy, ethical, cruelty-free, all that stuff. Now we need you to help us sell it.”
Madison nodded silently, finally getting the gist of the conversation. She was just about to chime in when Eva continued.
“There are hundreds of other brands doing this, but what I need you to do is find that view of the docks. Can you do that? Make us stand out in a sea of competition?”
Madison could not help herself from smiling at Eva’s delivery, it was a captivating and interesting story, but she also couldn’t ignore the ramifications of the question. “When you picked me out of all the candidates, you must have believed I could get the job done, right?”
“I did my research on you and the magic you worked with the Beulah campaign. What you did there was unlike anything I have ever seen before. So, I need you to do that again, but with a brand that isn’t running headfirst into insolvency.”
Madison nodded silently; she was happy to have Eva’s trust. “I’ll do my best. You can count on that.”
“How long have you been running Savanah?” Eva asked, leaning in, suddenly changing the course of the conversation.
“Seven years now,” Madison replied quickly, surprised that this woman was taking an actual interest in her. Who would have thought she would be sitting in the same room with one of the most important CEOs in America talking about her little company? As a small-town girl in LA, a big contract like this had always seemed just out of her grasp. Eva was just about to speak when they heard a soft tap on the door.
It was her assistant. “Mr. Richards is already in boardroom B with some representatives from members of the board, and they're getting impatient.”
“Thank you, Michael. Tell them I will be right there, but before that, take Miss Hall here to boardroom C, make sure she gets acquainted with the marketing team, who knows, maybe they can make some magic in there.” Eva spoke without taking her eyes off Madison for even a single second; Madison could even say she seemed to be studying her. This woman was the very definition of the word intense.
“Thank you again for giving my company this opportunity. We hope you’re pleased with what we do,” Madison replied, just barely maintaining eye contact before she extended her hand for a final handshake.
Eva stretched her hand towards Madison, taking her hand into hers and unleashing a warm feeling into her stomach. “There’s no more need for thanks. I trust you; just show me what you can do.” There it was, Eva trusted her. The CEO of one of the largest brands in America trusted her to get the job done, not bad for a girl from Lexington, Kentucky, now, was it?
Madison slowly turned around and was halfway across the room when she heard Eva’s voice from behind her. “One last thing, Nate’s a shark. Don't let him bully you over the budget. I want you to get whatever amount you need to work that Savanah magic here.” Madison’s jaw almost dropped. Today must have been her lucky day; she had worked with many brands, and getting a company to commit to the initial budget was always the most challenging part of taking on a new client, yet here she was, having a budget she hadn’t even shown approved. Was this a dream, or was the universe playing a trick on her? She shot a confused look to Eva, who was already busy looking at a different file on her desk. Madison’s eyes gleamed; maybe things were darkest before dawn after all. The contract she had with Milky Way Dairies covered more than everything the Beulah contract had left in shambles. She wouldn’t have to let go of people after all. Heck, she would still be cautious and swing for two or three more big accounts, but this helped diminish the sleepless nights.
As she walked to the door, the urge to jump or scream with sheer excitement was strong, but she had to keep it together. Stopping in the doorway, Madison looked over her shoulder, her eyes once again locking with Eva’s. She smiled and nodded before turning the corner and trying her best to catch up with Michael. This opportunity couldn’t have had better timing; the past few weeks had been tough on Madison, and this was the opportunity she had been waiting for, and she wasn’t going to mess it up. This was another opportunity to cement herself into the corporate space, and she would be damned if she didn’t live up to it.
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Eva steered to the left as she took the marked exit off the highway. Thankfully the traffic that had held her up as she left the city limits had finally cleared up. She followed the twists and turns of the winding road before pulling onto the tiny road that led to the Magnolia Country Club. She checked her watch, she was already thirty minutes late, and from her mother’s incessant calls every five minutes, she must have been the only one. They had agreed to meet for brunch to discuss business. Being a member of her family while running the family business meant that meeting for brunch could mean a lot of things for her. It could be anything from discussing what to do about a pesky shareholder problem to discussing why she was forever alone and not even trying to find someone. She rolled her eyes as she noticed her parent’s and brother's cars parked all the way on the other side of the parking lot; whatever the reason they had summoned her here was, she didn’t have a good feeling about it.
Stepping out of the car, Eva inhaled the crisp fresh air of the outdoors. She had never managed to get used to how starkly different this environment was compared to the city atmosphere she was used to. A beautiful breeze touched her face and blew freely through her hair as she handed her car keys to the valet to finish parking. The calming green of the golf club grass stretched out as far as the eye could see and melded perfectly with the soothing sound of the water flowing from the fountain, creating a perfectly relaxing ambiance. As Eva walked through the reception area, the wooden finish on the walls and pillars around the fireplace was the first thing she spotted. Despite how many times she had come here, she had never gotten used to that design choice. She had to hand it to them, though; this place was designed to make you feel like you were at home, or at least a very expensive version of it. Eva took it in as she checked in by the front office. Her father had insisted they get a membership once the company really took off. Still, she never felt like she really fit in with the people whose grandparents and great-grandparents had been members for generations. The whole show of it irked her, but she had to admit that access to this place had definitely aided them businesswise. Checking in was a quick process before she rushed to meet with her caddy, who waited for her at the steps on the backside of the building leading to the golf course.
“Time waits for no one, Eva,” her father called out when he saw her approaching. He stood ready with his firm grip on the driver club on the teeing ground, preparing for his swing. He wore a pink polo shirt that went well with his white pants and golf shoes.
“Hello to you too, dear father. And before you start, I’m sorry I’m late, I got caught up in a meeting. You know how these things go,” she replied preemptively before stopping beside her mother and giving her a warm hug.
“You work too hard, just like your father. I bet that if I didn’t force him to retire, he would still be working himself to the bone and leaving no time to enjoy himself,” her mother chimed in.
“It’s been twenty years, Martha, isn't that good enough?” Stephen, her father, retorted at the accusation, eliciting a slight chuckle from Eva; they all knew it was true he had been a terrible workaholic before he retired.
“Hey, Mateo,” Eva said coldly, giving her older brother a neutral look. The two of them never really saw eye to eye. Despite the fact that Mateo had never held down a real job, he was always the first to undermine her leadership and management style, especially in front of their parents. Nothing Eva did was ever good enough for him, even though she spent her entire life running the company that afforded him his lifestyle.
“Silence now. I need concentration for the perfect shot,” Stephen said, hovering the club over the golf ball for one last practice swing before gripping his club and staring into the lawn in front of him. He took one deep breath, relaxing his body, and gave the golf ball his best swing, sending it flying across the greenery into the hole.
He turned to his family with a proud grin on his face. “That is how you make a winning shot.” He pulled Eva in a tight embrace as she got to him.
“Dad, I won't be able to play if you squeeze me this tight,” she replied, wiggling beneath his arms.
“If you made an effort to see your parents more often, I would not need to squeeze you this tight every chance I get. Now, it’s your turn. You’re lucky your brother is such a terrible shot, or I would have completely replaced you as my number one competition in the family,” he said before finally letting go of Eva.
The caddy took out the teeing pin and a ball. After he placed them on the ground and quickly got out of the way, she took her driver club from him and slightly dug her golf shoes in the ground, steadying herself. After a few practice swings, she was ready. She hit the golf ball in one swing, sending it flying into the air before landing on the fairway area.
“That’s one hell of an arm,” her father exclaimed as they got in the waiting golf carts. Mateo drove Eva while their parents rode in the other cart. The caddies had gotten a head start heading to their destination. Playing golf had become a family sport that their father took pride in teaching his children when they were old enough to hold a club. When they were younger, and he was barely around, Eva had quickly realized that it was the surest way to get to bond with him and forced herself to get at least moderately good at the game.
“So, Mateo, how is your wife doing?” Eva asked, doing her best to make conversation as they got closer to their first stop, which just happened to be Mateo’s ball.
“She is doing well. Her agency sent her to New Hampshire for a photoshoot,” Mateo replied plainly. “How about your, oh wait, there is no one in your life,” he remarked scornfully.
“Mateo, leave your sister alone. She is too busy trying to run a company on her own and apparently too busy to make time for her love life,” Martha said as she joined them. Eva rolled her eyes at the casual dig that was so carefully dressed up as a defense.
“It’s not my fault she’d rather pay people to spend time with her than actually meet someone,” Mateo replied, going in even harder and causing Eva’s cheeks to blush with embarrassment. How did he even know about that? Anyway, it didn’t matter; she would have to keep her private activities more private next time.
“Mateo, enough. Come here and try to salvage this miserable shot,” Stephen retorted; thankfully, he changed the subject. “So, how did the meeting that made you late go? I hope all is well down there; don’t ever feel afraid to call whenever you need your old man to come back and work his magic,” Stephen said, eliciting a stern look from their mother.
“It went well. It was with a contractor about the planned upgrading to improve our technology for the new vegan line,” Eva said, squinting her eyes as she followed Mateo’s ball.
“That’s the way to go,” Stephen said, tapping on his cap. Eva replied with a similar gesture on her cream fedora that she paired well with her blue polo shirt and cream pants.
“What are the shareholder's responses to the change in technology and the new product line?” her mother asked.
Eva cleared her throat, “Well, at first, some of them were a bit skeptical, but after further explaining the need to adapt to a changing market, some changed their mind. Others still need a little bit more convincing, but all the largest shareholders are with us,” she replied, tapping her golf club on her shoe. “Papa, Mr. Griffins sent his regards. I was on the phone with him on my way here. He wanted a few tweaks done to his account, and I promised him that I would get on it the first opportunity I get.”
“Enough shop talk, you two. We are here to unwind, and we can’t do that if you two keep talking about that company you love so much,” Martha scolded.
“Place your feet firmly on the ground and relax your body but remember to keep the grip firm,” Stephen said, as he turned his attention to Mateo heeding his wife’s wishes. Mateo lifted an eyebrow as he received an iron club from one of the caddies; he was not interested in any of his father’s instructions. He walked towards the ball, stopping beside it; he eyed it for an angle for the perfect hit. “Remember to keep a firm grip. We do not want the club flying.” He heard his father’s voice over his shoulder one more time as his sister, unable to help herself, burst into laughter.
“That one time was an accident, and I did not mean to hit Angie, so please drop it. Now, will you give me a chance to hit the ball, or do you want to keep driving from the passenger's seat?” Mateo retorted; the teasing was clearly getting to him.
“Well, go ahead then, Tiger woods,” Stephen continued undeterred by his son’s outburst.
Mateo lowered his head in shame, or maybe it was concentration. Firm feet, perpendicular distance to the target line, firm grip, aim, and swing, just like how his dad taught him growing up. He raised his club, slightly hovering it before hitting the ball, sending it flying in the air and landing in the hazard area full of sand. He punched the air a few times in a now-growing rage.
“Good job, Mateo,” Eva said sarcastically, patting him on the shoulder. His father passed him, shaking his head in disappointment while his mother watched from the sidelines. “You tried your best, and that is what matters,” she said to comfort him.
Mateo was left behind to cool down, while Martha walked past Eva and her father, preparing herself for her play, giving Eva and her father a private moment to talk. “Eva, your mother and I have noticed your tremendous efforts in keeping the business running. You have driven sales through the roof, and now you want to introduce a new product. We could not be any prouder of you.”
“Thank you, Papa.” Eva could feel a but lingering somewhere in the air. Her parents were always supportive, but her father wasn’t one to just hand out praise.
Sensing hesitance, Stephen adjusted himself continuing, “However, this is a family business. My father and his brothers worked on it together, so did your Auntie Lucy and me. Your mother and I don’t think it's fair for you to handle all the pressure by yourself while your brother just lounges with us retirees.”
The truth of what was going on finally hit Eva. “I mean, no offense, Papa, but Mateo hasn’t been able to hold a single job since he finished business school. I don’t think he’s anywhere near qualified to hold a senior management position at the company.”
“You don’t have to give him anything big, maybe a position in the financial department as a team leader. Maybe giving him a job to do might give him a purpose beyond just drinking and spending all my money.”
Eva looked into her father’s eyes; she could not believe what she was hearing. There wasn’t a single possibility in her mind that saw where this ended well. “I don’t think it’s a good idea, Dad.”
“Oh, my darling, you need to give yourself time to live, maybe find a nice girl to settle down with. You cannot have a life being cooped up in your office forever. With your brother there, at least you can always be sure that someone is looking out for what you can’t see,” Stephen pleaded with her
“Mateo never listens. He definitely was not listening to you earlier. What will make him listen to me?”
“I will deal with that. Eva, he needs something to do with his life. He needs to learn responsibility, and he will do that working for you. Eva, just give your brother a chance to prove himself,” Stephen said, trying to convince her.
Eva thought about it; she was obviously already outnumbered if both her parents had decided on this together, and it wasn’t like Mateo was going to refuse if he was still going to have the company footing all his bills. “Fine, but if he screws up even a little bit, he's fired,” she said.
Her father placed his arm across her shoulders. “Thank you, darling. That’s the way to go; family always sticks together. But make sure to be tough on him so that he earns his position there.”
“Come on, it’s time to eat, and I am already starving,” Martha called from a short distance, already headed for the golf cart. Eva swallowed hard as she got into the golf cart with Mateo. This wasn’t ideal, but she would give him a shot; she just hoped Mateo wasn’t going to screw this up.
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Madison took a deep breath before taking another sip of her wine. After a whole day of working on the Milky Way campaign, she was exhausted; all her body yearned for was a warm shower and some comfy pajamas, but she couldn’t go home, at least not yet. She had a meeting with one of the representatives from the tech firm, Chassies, that had the potential to make all of this worth it. Bagging the Milky Way contract had helped her prevent her company from hurling over a cliff, but she had to make sure they wouldn’t be in a position like that again, and that required another large account. The smooth jazz and rich, earthy taste of the wine didn't take away the exhaustion, but it did warm the tired bits of her soul just enough to keep on waiting for this guy. The choice and location of this meeting was odd, but she figured this was some kind of introductory meeting before setting dates for an actual pitch.
“Hello, Miss Hall,” a deep husky voice called from right behind her, pulling her out of her contemplative state. Quickly she stood from her chair, bumping her leg on the table and bumping her glass. She was lucky; her quick reflexes saved her glass from knocking over. Nervously, she stretched out her hand. “Madison would be fine.” The gentleman looked at her curiously. They had exchanged conversation on the phone for a while but had never really met in person.
“Randy Fletcher,” he replied, reciprocating the handshake.
Indicating the empty seat before her, she said, “Please have a seat, Mr. Fletcher.”
Unbuttoning his jacket, he let his black coat hang free as he sat. The white shirt underneath tugged on its buttons across his extremely large chest. Stealing glances at him, Madison noticed his well-groomed beard. This was obviously a man who took great care in how he looked and how he presented himself.
After the brief introduction, Madison felt like it was time to get down to business.
“Mr. Fletcher, I have a couple of ideas for you and your company. I’ve been looking at the portfolio for Chassies Tech, and I feel there are a few things we can improve to really get your brand out there.” She was about to continue shooting off ideas when he interrupted her.
“Please call me Randal, and I’m not here to talk about my company tonight, Miss Hall; I'm here to talk about yours. Before jumping into business with you, we need to know exactly what kind of people you are and the kind of company you run,” he said before hailing one of the waiters and requesting a vodka double.
“Well, I started my company about seven years ago; Savanah had been my dream for so long, but I was always too scared to start. The pay at the company I worked at was really good, and it had good security, so getting out was much more difficult. I stayed there longer than I planned, but a couple of years in, we had a restructuring at the company. I should have been promoted, but I was passed over for some guy who I trained and had been there less time than me. That’s when I got mad, quit, and started Savanah,” Madison explained. It had been a long time since she had told anyone that story. Randal looked at her, intrigued, as he circled his finger over the newly acquired glass of vodka.
“That must have sucked, huh. It reminds me of why we started Chassies—too many products out there, but nothing is original anymore. There’s hardly anything you look at these days and say, ‘Wow, that is the future of tech.’ Everyone is just concerned about fitting the most powerful camera in the least possible space now, but just like you, we want to be pioneers.”
Madison took a moment to stare into his eyes; this was clearly no ordinary interview. She didn’t say much as Randal went off on a tangent about just how good his drink was, and the conversation slowly wandered off into more mundane topics like why this restaurant was at one of the best locations in the city and why Randal preferred cats to dogs. Overall, he seemed like a nice guy, but Madison couldn’t shake the gnawing feeling that there was more to this.
Taking a sip of her wine, the curiosity finally overtook her. “This isn’t really an interview, is it, Randall?”
Randall looked quite surprised by the directness of her approach. “Let’s call it a reconnaissance study. The guys and I are usually very picky about who gets to join our team. We’ve had situations where we got into business with people who just didn’t get us and our brand, and the results were, well, disastrous.”
That’s when it hit her; this wasn’t just an interview, it was a bro audition. The idea made her laugh. It took her back to all those years ago when she was pledging for Delta Gamma, only this time it was a company of tech bros.
“Do you like video games, Madison?” Randal asked, catching her completely off guard.
“Well, I play occasionally with my friend’s kid, but I wouldn’t really call myself a pro,” she replied, not sure where this was going.
“We have a game testing on Thursday. Pass by our offices; you can meet some of the guys and maybe even try out a round. I have a feeling you will fit right in,” he said before emptying the last of the contents of his glass.
Madison let a silent sigh of relief; she had passed the first round of whatever kind of audition this was. “Alright, I'm definitely looking forward to it,” she responded simply.
“Alright then, see you then. It’s still early, I’m going to try to get home for dinner before the kids fall asleep. You know how it is.”
Madison nodded. “See you Thursday.” Randal quickly settled his bill before taking off. She was a little surprised; she hadn’t pegged him as a family man. But what did she know? She had just met the man. He had been perfectly friendly and easy to talk to; hopefully, the rest of the members of Chassies were just a welcoming, and maybe she had a real shot at this. She could be a tech bro too, right?
Madison checked her watch; it was already 8 pm. Her apartment wasn’t too far away, and with the height of rush hour traffic already behind her, it was likely a twenty-minute drive. She was exhausted and would likely be too tired to whip up anything for dinner, so why not have a quick meal here?
She looked at the colorful food menu that the waitress had already delivered to her when she first sat down. There were so many options, but everything looked so delicious. She stared hard at the menu; choosing what to eat was always hard for her. She found having so many options overwhelming.
“I recommend the lobster pot pie. It’s my favorite.”
Madison turned towards the direction of the voice, a little surprised. She hadn’t been expecting to meet with anyone else tonight.
“I thought it was a crime to eat all alone,” Eva said, her gorgeous dark brown eyes staring right at Madison. Madison was transfixed for a moment; there was something about this woman that made her feel like a fish out of water.
“Eva, what are you doing here?” Madison asked, snapping out of her trance.
“I was supposed to be having dinner with my brother about half an hour ago, but it seems I've been stood up,” she replied almost nonchalantly. “Then I saw you on my way out and decided to come to say hello.”
Madison looked at the woman standing right next to her seat, the warm yellow light from the lighting fixture above them illuminated against her gorgeously smooth brown skin. The yellow rays bounced off her silky black hair beautifully, creating the illusion of a halo on her head. Rather than feeling intimidated, Madison felt drawn to Eva. There was just something so magnetic about how warmly those brown eyes shimmered in the light. “Well, then it would be a shame to come all this way and not get a taste of that lobster pot pie you speak so highly of.” This was uncharacteristic of Madison; she preferred to keep her private life and business life separate, but what could be the harm? It was just one dinner with one of her biggest clients. Who knows, maybe she could even find out things about Eva and her company that could help her with ideas for the campaign.
“I definitely wouldn’t want to intrude, in case you have a guest or plans,” Eva responded in an uncharacteristically demure manner. She didn’t often have dinner with people she worked with unless it was in a strictly business setting. She couldn’t even remember the last time she went out anywhere just to have a good time.
“Oh, there’s no intrusion at all. It’s either this or I eat alone or even worse go home to my apartment with an empty stomach and probably fill up on a sandwich before bed,” Madison responded a bit too earnestly.
Eva laughed lightly before taking off her jacket, placing it on the seat right next to her bag, and easing herself into the chair opposite Madison. “If you get bored of me, please don’t hesitate to tell me to take a hike.”
“Noted,” Madison agreed before turning her attention back to the menu in front of her. That lobster pot pie did sound pretty delicious. “From your comment, you seem like someone who knows this place pretty well; on a scale of one to ten, how do you rate their lobster pot pie? I would like you to know that I consider myself somewhat of a foodie; I am also a very picky eater. It’s nothing but the best for me when it comes to culinary experiences.”
“Oh really?” Eva said, raising an intrigued eyebrow at her. “That’s good to know. It is nothing but the best for me in every aspect of my life,” she said before taking the menu that Madison had extended to her. “The lobster pot pie is always my first choice when I come here, so I definitely would give it a generous nine out of ten.”
Madison’s eyes widened a bit skeptically. “A nine?”
“Mmmhh, I’m no expert foodie like you, but I guarantee you’ll love it,” Eva said smiling as she leaned in a little, now evidently settled in.
“Then I trust you,” Madison said before aptly closing the menu and taking a giant swig of the remaining contents of her glass. The comment unwittingly made Eva smile. It was a small gesture, but Madison’s trust meant something to her. She looked at Madison, really taking her in. This time she felt different. Madison at the office was this confident powerhouse who seemed to always know what she wanted or what to do next for the campaign. It was interesting to get to see this version of her who nitpicked what she ate. She chuckled at herself; she hated when people overanalyzed her, trying to anticipate her needs, and yet here she was studying this woman and enjoying it.
“So, what will you be having? I’m assuming you won't just sit here and watch as I eat,” Madison said as her eyes scouted the room, evidently looking for one of the servers.
“Since it seems we are doing a night of firsts, I will try a new dish. It’s high time I left my comfort zone,” Eva said, taking one last look at the menu. She raised her head, meeting the eye of the waitress walking towards them.
Madison watched closely as Eva gave the waitress their orders. She couldn’t help but notice how her lips curved when she talked and how she brushed her hair aside from her face, oh so elegantly as she spoke. She had to admit she loved watching this woman take charge; she had noticed her looking around for someone to take their order, found someone to do it, and completed the whole thing. There was something so alluring about just how authoritative her demeanor was. Eva was absolutely a woman who was used to power, and even though Madison couldn’t say it out loud, she had to admit that it was sexy. A hot and heavy feeling made itself pronounced in her core at the very thought. Madison shook her head, letting out a sigh as she rested her head on her hand at the thought. It had been a long day, and maybe she had one too many glasses of wine on an empty stomach, but the woman in front of her was ticking all the right boxes.
Turning her attention from the server and back to Madison, Eva was met with a smile. That smile that caused a tiny flutter in her stomach the first time they met, only this time with all of Madison’s attention squarely on her, the flutter wasn’t so tiny. “Why are you smiling?” she asked curiously in a futile attempt at evading the growing butterflies in her stomach.
“You like giving people instructions, don’t you? Always being in charge,” Madison retorted, not once taking her eyes off Eva.
Eva bit her lip, creasing her forehead as she took a moment to reflect before coming to the conclusion that Madison was right. She shrugged her shoulders, “I guess, I just can’t help it. I’ve been running a company for over twenty years and was senior management way before that. At some point, it just becomes part of who you are.”
“It’s adorable,” Madison replied off the top of her head. She blushed lightly, just realizing that the words had come out of her mouth instead of staying in her head where they belonged. Eva held her gaze for a moment, clearly amused by her choice of words. Thankfully, the waitress was back, filling their wine glasses with what was a delicious-looking shiraz that Eva had picked out to pair with the meal. The intensity of Eva’s eyes sent light chills down her spine while magically somehow still warming her up. She took a tiny sip from her glass, easing the nerves.
Unable to hold the intense eye contact between her and Eva any longer, Madison spoke up, trying to start a conversation. Maybe that would calm down that feeling that was racing a bit too quickly to places it shouldn’t go. “So, you said you were meeting with your brother here. Any idea why he couldn’t make it?”
“Probably because he’s a douchebag,” Eva said in a neutral, almost cold voice.
“I take it you two aren’t really BFFs then,” Madison said, a little surprised at Eva’s brutal honesty.
Eva took a sip from her glass, her eyes now a little far off, “We used to be, but these days not so much.”
“I’m sorry. I hope I’m not making you uncomfortable,” Madison said, picking up on the apparent downswing in Eva’s mood. She adjusted herself in her seat before taking another sip, “I, for one, am glad that he stood you up.”
“Is that right?” Eva said, a wry smile forming on the side of her mouth.
“Of course. If he hadn’t, I would have been bored to death, eating here all alone.”
Eva couldn’t help but smile at the comment; she had to admit that this evening was turning out much better than she had previously anticipated. Anything was better than having to deal with Mateo, but this was better than she could have ever asked for. “How about you? Why are you by yourself?”
Madison was torn at the crossroads on what to tell her. “I was having a meeting with a rep from a tech start-up. I might be taking them on, that’s if I pass the frat interview and become one of them.”
Eva chuckled at the idea. “The absolutely horrible image of you pledging a fraternity is now burned in my brain forever.”
“Laugh now, but soon I might be in the business of advertising what are rumored to be some next-level video games,” Madison said thoughtfully.
“I’ll make sure to get myself a game or two when they come out,” Eva said, taking another sip from her glass.
“You play?” Madison asked, obviously wide-eyed. She hadn’t pegged Eva as much of a gamer.
“Hardly ever, but I did get my nephew a new console for his birthday, so we do play every once in a while, whenever I have some spare time. He absolutely loves that thing.”
“I can imagine. It sounds like a really fun time.”
“Well, if you can call getting your ass whooped by a twelve year old fun, then I guess so.” Eva shrugged.
“You and your family sound really close,” Madison said, circling the rim of her glass with her finger.
“We have our moments,” Eva said lightly. She loved her family. With the exception of her and her brother, they were all pretty tight-knit. “What about you? What’s your family like?”
“Well, there’s not really much for me to say. I’m an only child. I grew up with my mom and dad on our horse farm in Lexington, Kentucky, and then I grew up. I came to college in California and just never left,” Madison said, giving the ultra-simplified version of her life story.
Eva’s eyes grew wide with surprise. “I wouldn’t have pegged you as a horse girl!”
Madison chuckled. “Oh, trust me, all I need is a pair of riding boots, a horse, and a saddle, and the horse girl will just pop out like a genie from a lamp.”
Eva smiled like a cat toying with it’s prey. “So how did you end up here? Why California?”
“It was young love. As cliché as it sounds, I came here with my high school girlfriend. We thought we would go to the same college, get married, and ride off into the sunset. So, we did everything we could and got into UCLA together, but we didn’t really make it past freshman year. A couple of years later, I graduated, the place had grown on me, and the opportunities after graduation were pretty good here, so I stayed,” Madison replied thoughtfully.
Eva nodded quietly, taking in everything Madison was saying. The revelation that Madison was into women was sinking in and making waves in her mind.
There are so many bad bad things I would love to do to your sweet little body, Madison.
Eva was way more attracted to Madison than she had previously realized. She was just about to speak up when the particularly fresh-faced waitress walked up to them, a large circular tray in hand.
“Excuse me,” the waitress spoke quietly, setting the delicious-looking dishes in front of them, allowing Eva to take in the all too familiar yet enticing aroma before her. “Would you like anything else?” she asked after she finished setting the table.
Eva turned to Madison, who shook her head. “Nothing at the moment,” she replied, raising her head before turning her attention back to Madison. “Tell me what you think,” she said, gesturing to the pie that stood next to her steak before unfolding the napkin in front of her and placing it carefully on her lap.
“Alright then,” Madison replied enthusiastically; she hadn’t realized just how hungry she had been before the meal was set right in front of her. Piercing the crust with the spoon, Madison scooped up a sizeable piece before gently placing it in her mouth. Her eyes rolled back before instinctively closing. She let out a soft moan savoring every bite. The flavors were distinct but melded together perfectly to form the perfect dish. This was undoubtedly one of the best things she had ever eaten. It was nothing short of amazing.
“I told you it was good,” Eva said, an amused look on her face
Madison’s cheeks turned red when she opened her eyes and realized that Eva’s eyes had been on her all along.
“You were right; it is absolutely delicious,” Madison responded, taking in another bite before changing the subject. “Now that I’ve told you a bit about myself, how about you?” Madison asked curiously.
“Well, there isn’t much to tell. I was born and grew up here, went to college in Philly, then came back here to help my dad run the company, which was still kind of in a rut. Then I almost got married, but that didn’t work out. Luckily the business kept me occupied through that whole thing. I have no pets; I fish sometimes, and I like to hike,” Eva said, opening up just enough to keep the conversation going without divulging too much about herself.
“Almost got married? Tell me about that; what happened?” Madison asked as she gathered some of the filling onto her spoon, totally oblivious of the guardedness Eva had put into the statement. Eva looked at her; the look in Madison’s eyes showed a genuine interest in what she had to say, allowing her to let her guard down a bit.
“I was engaged to a guy named Carl, and he was the most wonderful man I had ever met, and I loved him, genuinely. But something always felt like it was missing; at the time, I didn’t know what it was. He checked all my boxes, he was kind, gentle, extremely ambitious, and I could tell he really loved me, but still, it never really clicked. Then a couple of weeks to the wedding, I had a bachelorette party, and we went to Vegas; in my drunkenness, I made out with one of the strippers—”
“A woman?” Madison interjected, cutting Eva off causing her to let out a little chuckle.
“Yes, a woman. And everything just clicked for me. It took me a while, but I realized I was gay; I had felt more in that fleeting kiss with her than I had felt in my entire relationship with Carl. So, I called off the wedding, came out to him and my entire family, and that was that.”
“That must have been really scary,” Madison said, stretching out her hand and taking Eva’s hand into her own.
Eva could feel the heat rising from her cheeks, but she didn’t pull away. “It was, but things worked out. Carl being the sweet human he is, was heartbroken, but he understood, and my family was super supportive, so it could have been worse.”
Eva stared into Madison’s eyes; she had just met this woman not long ago, but there was an innate understanding between them and the way they spoke; it was as if they had known each other for years. Talking to Madison felt refreshing, like a cup of cold water on a hot summer day. Madison held Eva’s hand for a while longer before letting go, and Eva couldn’t help but feel the loss; things felt more comfortable and yet somewhat heavier now. Conversation continued into lighter things as they enjoyed their meal. Eva reached out for her glass and took a sip of her wine before turning her attention to her surrounding environment. Noticing the elegant timepiece that hung on the wall, she was baffled by how fast time had flown. The two hours she had spent with Madison felt like they had been just ten minutes. The likelihood of her managing to wake up early enough to prepare for the next day’s 7 am meeting was beginning to look slim. “I have to go. It’s getting late, and I have an early morning meeting tomorrow.”
“It’s alright. It’s already past my bedtime anyway,” Madison said, trying to hide the obvious drop in her face.
“Thank you for letting me join you,” Eva said sincerely. “That was the best evening I’ve had in a while.”
“I hope we can do this again another time,” Madison said softly as she stretched for her clutch bag, trying to pay the bill. Her efforts were undermined by the automatic shift in her heart rate as Eva placed her hand on hers in an obvious attempt to stop her.
“Don’t worry about it. I already covered it,” Eva said, the sexy depth of her voice and warm touch prompting a deliciously warm buzz to swarm in Madison’s stomach. She raised her eyes, locking with Eva’s, and there came those pesky butterflies all over again. Time froze. She could look into those eyes forever.
“If you insist,” Madison blushed as she turned away, trying her best to regain her composure as they began their walk out of the restaurant.
Stepping outside, Eva pulled her collar up, shoving her hands deep into her pockets, before turning her face away from the cool evening breeze. “I don’t live very far from here. It will be a relaxing walk back home,” she paused. “I enjoyed spending time with you.”
“I did too. Well, I guess I will see you later,” Madison said, tightening her scarf around her neck as she lingered a bit. Her eyes moved slowly from Eva’s eyes to her lips and back up again. She stood there wanting to make a move, but the flood of thoughts in her mind held her back. She couldn’t have been mistaken; there was chemistry here, wasn’t there? Surely, she couldn’t be the only one feeling that unmistakable surge of electricity, could she?
Eva closed the distance between them, causing Madison’s legs to turn to jelly. Standing there, barely arm’s length away, Madison could feel the sparks flying as Eva stared softly at her before slowly leaning in. Madison was ready; this was the moment she had been waiting for all evening. She adjusted herself slowly when she felt a tiny kiss on her cheek.
“Goodnight.”
“G-Goodnight,” Madison managed to reply, pushing aside her disappointment. Clearly, she had misread the situation. Thank goodness she had shown restraint because things would have turned out terribly if she had let her attraction to Eva go any further.
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Eva took one last look at the gift bag on her desk. The black sheet of paper peeking at the top of the gift bag complemented its black and white checked pattern beautifully. She smiled to herself; if this didn’t get the desired message across then nothing would. This would work; it had to. It was a considerable risk but taking big swings was kind of her thing, right? She hadn’t gotten where she was in life by just letting things happen to her. She looked at the package again; it seemed perfect. She had picked it out herself, and her taste had always been exquisite. Satisfied with her decision, she buzzed for Michael on the intercom. Reaching for a notepad, she scribbled on it as Michael made his way into her office. “Mike, please make sure this bag is delivered to this address.”
Taking the piece of paper, he studied it carefully, squinting his eyes just to make sure he had seen it right. “This one is different, are you sure?”
Her heart began to race. “Yes. I’m sure.”
“I thought getting these for Megan was my job. We both know I have much better taste than you.”
“Yeah, it is your job,” Eva replied, chuckling at his comment. Michael had been her assistant since the day she became CEO, and with the long hours and busy days, they had inevitably become close. He had proven himself reliable as an assistant but had somehow managed to be an even better friend, and Eva had trusted him more than anyone both inside the company and out of it.
“But?” Michael asked, now obviously skeptical.
“But nothing. I just wanted to do it myself this time,” she replied, taking her seat at her desk.
“Alright, I’ll make sure it gets there,” he said, picking up the bag. “Oh! Your charming brother just arrived as I was coming in. I told him to wait for a minute. Should I let him in, or should I tell him that you are busy so I can stare at him a little longer while he waits?”
Eva’s shoulders fell at the mention of her brother. She had tried to get ahold of him since the day he stood her up, but in typical Mateo fashion, he wasn’t picking up his phone, and at this point, she was over it. “Tell him to come in. And luckily for you, despite my best efforts, he will be working here now, so you’ll see more of him, but if his wife, Gwen, catches you, you’re on your own.”
Eva watched as Michael sauntered towards the door minutes before a relaxed-looking Mateo walked in.
“Well, it is good to see that you are still alive,” Eva scoffed before Mateo even had a chance to sit down.
“It’s nice to see you too, sister,” Mateo retorted, ignoring her comment as he made his way across the room and sat on the chair opposite her.
“You should at least have the decency to call people when you don’t plan to show up. You jerk,” Eva unrelentingly continued to press.
“You have every right to get upset, but if you had given me a minute to explain myself when I walked in, we wouldn’t be having this discussion,” Mateo tried to defend himself.
“And if you had met me last night, we wouldn’t be having this conversation, but go on, Mateo, tell me what cleverly concocted excuse you have for missing our meeting last night.” She leaned in her chair, looking directly at him, clearly getting more annoyed by the minute.
“I was with Gwen. She had a couple of days off shooting and flew back to see me.”
Eva paused; she understood just how hard it was for Mateo and his wife to see one another with just how busy she was flying all over the country for different campaigns. “You should have told me; we could have rescheduled.”
“Yeah, well, I couldn’t have been sure about that now, could I? We both know this company is the only thing that matters to you.”
Eva arched her eyebrows, avoiding the sting of the comment. “And we both know it doesn’t matter to you at all, so why are you even here.”
“Aha, you’ve always known me so well. However, it seems that Mom and Dad are determined to cut me off if I don’t at least show up here, and I would very much like to continue living where I do and wearing my designer suits, so, voila! Here I am,” he replied unflinchingly, a blazing smile on his face.
Eva looked into her brother’s eyes, a sadness developing in hers. Things hadn’t always been like this; in fact, they had been best friends growing up, doing everything together, but somewhere along the way, things had deteriorated slowly, leading their situation on the perilous path it was currently on.
“You will be working in the finance department with Nathan as your supervisor. Maybe then you can put that business degree to work,” Eva said, finally slipping out of the contemplative state she had been in.
“I want my own department; I can’t be the founder’s son and taking orders from someone who doesn’t have any connection to this place,” Mateo retorted, the annoyance in his voice clearly rising.
“Your own department?” Eva scoffed. “Are you serious? Can you even hear yourself right now? So, you haven’t had a job your entire adult life and expect me to just give you a department?”
“That is exactly what I’m saying. I’m not going to come here and live in your shadow like always, Eva. If I have to be here, then I have to do something of value,” Mateo insisted, clearly unwilling to back down.
Eva shifted in her chair, her gaze firmly on his, staring him down, “You had your chance to make demands, but you didn’t show up. It’s a little too late for that now. Heading a department is something you earn; you don’t just get one by throwing a tantrum. Plus, there is a lot of value in working with Nathan. Maybe with him, you can learn some actual skills. Skills someone who runs their own department actually needs.”
At a loss for words, Mateo matched her stare; he was every bit as intense as she was. It was a trait they had acquired from their father. “Well then, if I can’t have my own department, I want the corner office with the view of the water.”
“Done,” Eva responded simply; it was wiser to give Mateo at least some of what he wanted, he wasn’t the most determined individual, but he was in no way a pushover.
They sat in the room quietly, each weighing the resolve of the other. No matter how much Eva hated to admit it, they were more alike than they were different. A fact she knew was a key cause of most of their conflicts.
“If you would excuse me, I should be going now. It seems I have to go get acquainted with Nathan and my new office then,” Mateo hissed, not willing to fight anymore but clearly still unsatisfied with the outcome of events.
“It seems you should,” Eva reiterated as she watched her brother swiftly get up and head for the door. Eva sighed when she was sure he had shut the door behind him; this would be a difficult adjustment period for both of them. They hadn’t had this much time in close proximity to one another since she left for college. She just hoped they would somehow be able to put aside their differences and come together, if not for themselves, then for their parents. She understood just how much they wanted this and how much it meant to them; she didn’t want to be the reason it all fell apart.
   
THE CRISP MORNING breeze blowing through her car window as Madison parked her car let in the delicious scent of freshly baked pastries. She would have to pick up some for her team on her way back to the office. She took a look at her phone, confirming the address one last time before crossing the street to the towering red-brick building that awaited her.
Walking in, she was met with a small group of people, mostly in shorts, t-shirts, and sneakers walking in the opposite direction. She couldn’t help but feel a bit overdressed in her pink chiffon blouse, black pants, and heels. Should she have worn something more casual as well? After all, she was on a mission to fit in as best as she could today. It seemed she wouldn’t have to save the contemplation for another time when Randy walked up to her, stretching out his hand. “Glad you could make it, Madison.” The semi-casual look he was in today was a sharp contrast to the last time she had seen him. The purple polo shirt, black slacks, and shoes went surprisingly well with the obviously relaxed theme of this office.
“I’m glad to be here,” Madison responded, following his lead along the baby blue wall decorated with all sorts of colorful graphic art depicting their various games. Madison followed him towards the sound of excited murmurs, where she found several small groups at their places in front of the giant screens. “We are doing the final test for our newest game before our rollout to the general public, and everyone is excited. It’s been a long couple of months, so today, all we are going to do is play a few games and have some fun.”
Madison nodded. “Seems that it’s going well from the sound of the cheers.”
“It definitely is. Care for something to drink?” Randy said, gesturing towards the refrigerator filled with all sorts of drinks from sodas to beer.
“No, thank you,” she replied, a bit surprised. She had heard how free these types of places were, but it was still surprising to see it up close.
“Allow me to give you a tour of our offices before we begin having any serious conversations. Get you acquainted with our space. Walk with me,” Randy said, walking slightly ahead of Madison.
The tour began with the spacious open office where the majority of the developers worked. Most of them were either playing the game or watching the gameplay on the huge screens she had just seen; however, there were still a few who were busy working on their computers. Randal led her to another one of their workspaces, but this time instead of being filled with tiny desks, it looked more like a lounging area. Multicolored puffs, bean bags, and lounge chairs were arranged beautifully in the room, creating a different, more stimulating workspace. The low-hanging ceilings with a stretch of fluorescent tubes for lighting created an elongated feeling to the room, making it feel much homier than any other place in the building. On one of the walls hung a large animated painted portrait of Jaron Lanier, the person who Madison came to learn was the founder of modern Virtual Reality. The room naturally extended into a large kitchen where there resided several coffee machines and a long tray filled with freshly baked pastries.
“This place seems like a lot of fun. Maybe I should become a programmer and come work here,” Madison joked before grabbing and taking a bite into one of the delicious-looking chocolate-glazed donuts.
Randal chuckled at the idea. “We like to make our staff feel valued; it’s small stuff like this that makes the difference between us and every other tech firm in Silicon Valley. We try our best to incorporate that feeling into our products as well.”
They walked on for a bit before stopping near a door close to the entrance of his office. “Finally, the room we are the proudest of,” he paused, opening the door. “The game room. This is where the magic happens.”
Madison squinted to adjust to the dimly lit room. It felt like something out of a movie. It was mostly dark, with the exception of the glowing screens and a strip of blue LED light surrounding the room. Several young men sat in chairs, large sets covering their eyes and ears. They seemed wholly immersed in their play, some even having jump scares as their games unfolded. Madison had always loved games; her younger self would have been thrilled walking into a room like this; she was the kind of girl who would spend her entire weekend at the mall arcade with her friends.
“Would you like to play? It’s a realistic simulation of the Formula One race. Now everyone can compete against the greatest racers in the world,” Randy asked, gesturing to the one unoccupied seat.
“I would love that,” Madison squeaked, her face beaming with excitement.
Randal helped her put on her equipment and connect to the machines. The snug helmet was fitted with surround speakers that created the hyper-realistic sound of roaring engines as the goggles took her onto a gorgeous-looking race track. For a minute there, she felt as if she had been sucked into another world as she scrolled down the screen that guided the players in navigating the game. Madison squealed excitedly as she maneuvered the corners of the track. Randal watched over her; it was always fun to see someone’s first interactions with their game.
Blinking severely, Madison tried adjusting to the lighting in the room as she got the helmet off, adrenaline pumping. She had lost the game to virtual Lewis Hamilton but was left feeling no less like a champion; it wasn’t every day you got to play with the greats. This was one of the reasons she loved her job so much; it had opened doors for her to do amazing things like this. She was just getting readjusted to the dim lighting of the room when in her search for a now-missing Randall, she heard a feminine voice call out from behind her.
“Good morning, Miss Hall.” She turned around to be met by the only other woman in the room stretching out her hand. “I’m Jane Pitcher. Randy told me to take care of you when you got out of the game. He apologizes for leaving unannounced, but unfortunately, he had an issue to take care of that required his urgent assistance.”
“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Miss Pitcher,” Madison responded, now fairly comfortable. “I believe he wouldn’t leave me to anyone but the most competent hands.”
“Of course. Can we talk in my office? The game room is not really the best place to hold a conversation,” Jane said, looking over her shoulder at the guy releasing differently tuned grunts to the tempo of his game.
“No problem. Please lead the way,” Madison replied before stepping aside and following her to a quaint little office just down the hall.
“Well, Miss Hall, I hope you enjoyed Randy’s tour; it was meant to show you why you would want to work with us. We want you to want to work with us, to be just as excited about our games as we are. Working with Chassies requires you to be adaptable and to put your best foot forward. We take a lot of care into what goes into our company and our products. That was our pitch; now it’s time for you to do yours.
Madison handed Jane one of the three separate pitches she and her team had been working on since her last meeting with Randall. It was a multi-pronged approach, with parts for the more traditional modes of television and print as well as an aggressive digital campaign all beautifully matched with widely researched facts, figures, and statistics. Jane smiled at the graphic designs Ruby had spent hours designing for the campaign. Their proposed ads were superb, unmatched by anything Jane had ever seen before. Madison held her breath as she came to the final pages, outlining the budget and timespan they would need to give their best; this particular page was why she had come up with three different ideas. She always presented the best one, but sometimes the budget provided required her to go for a less intricate option. The Milky Way deal had pulled them out of the financial woods they were in, but adding Chassies to her portfolio would knock out any financial woes for a considerable period of time. She needed this; Savanah needed this.
Once finished, Jane closed the folder in front of her before speaking. “Well, now I see why Randy thinks so highly of you. He isn’t one to easily give compliments, but he spoke very highly of you after the meeting you had. Now I see why.” Jane paused to let her words sink in. “I like the ideas you have for the campaign, and the budget fits snuggly within our price range, so it looks like you’ve got yourself a deal.”
An instant euphoric high hit Madison’s brain as she shook Jane’s hand. She couldn’t believe it; this is what she needed. Everything was finally coming together after the rough patch Savanah had just gone through. It was finally looking like dawn after the last few months of sleepless nights.
“Thank you very much, Ms. Pitcher. I’m excited about this campaign. It’s going to be amazing,” Madison mouthed when she could finally string an intelligent sentence together.
“I’ll have legal draft the papers; they should be ready by the end of the week,” Jane said, mirroring her enthusiasm.
Madison’s mind was at peace as she picked up some celebratory doughnuts for her staff and started her short drive back to her office. She turned on the radio just in time to catch the beginning of one of her favorite songs; Billy Joel’s iconic hit “Uptown girl.” In the midst of singing along to the tune, her mind slowly drifted off to Eva and the strange evening they had spent together. How could she have been so wrong? For a minute there, it felt like they were about to kiss. She couldn’t put a finger on the exact moment the mood changed, but briefly, it felt like they were connecting. She couldn’t determine why that seemingly friendly kiss on the cheek felt like more than a friendly gesture or why she had so deeply hoped for something…more? There had been more than one moment throughout that evening where she longed to kiss Eva, a deep ravenous kiss that would ignite their bodies just as their lips touched. Anyway, it didn’t matter. It was inappropriate anyway. Eva was a business associate, and Madison should know better than to get involved with one, even if the said associate was incredibly sexy and lit a roaring fire within her.
Madison pushed the thoughts of Eva deep into the crevices of her mind as she parked her car; today was a good day. There was no need to ruin it with thoughts of things that she couldn’t control.
“Look what I brought!” she announced as she walked into the tiny workspace her six employees shared.
“Something delicious, I hope,” Ruby responded from behind her computer screen.
“Of course. Celebratory donuts. Chassies liked our pitch; we’ll be signing the contract by the end of the week.”
“Yes!” Joe announced as he got up to get himself a cup of coffee from the coffee machine in the corner before taking one of the brown bags from Madison’s hand.
“This is heavenly,” Jennifer moaned after taking a bite of one of the cinnamon donuts.
“I hoped you would all say that,” Madison said with a smile. “Let’s keep the morale high, everyone; we now have two giant accounts, so we will need to put in a few extra hours to keep all our clients happy.”
“Thankfully, we now have the money for all that overtime,” Frida, her girl for all things numbers, joked.
“That we do,” Madison confirmed, eliciting a loud whistle from Joe; she could sense her employees had gotten a sense of just how bad the situation they just got out of had been.
“Speaking of numbers, I should get back to work now; there is a lot to do.” She turned her attention to Frida, “Do you have the budget projections for the brothers, John and James?” Frida handed Madison a folder that she quickly skimmed through. “Thank you,” she said as she walked away.
Walking into her office, Madison took a seat at her desk and got ready to pour herself into the files in front of her. The new clients were great, but if she was going to keep this ship afloat, she needed to work a lot faster and produce the same quality of work. She trusted in her team, but she knew it wouldn’t be easy on them either. She had just gotten into reviewing the budget when Ruby popped her head through the tiny opening of the office door.
“That came for you earlier this morning,” she said, pointing to a gorgeous-looking black and white striped bag on her office shelf. “I forgot to mention it when you came back in, and I knew you probably wouldn’t see it.”
Madison scrunched her face; she hadn’t ordered anything and certainly not to her workplace. “Thank you, Ruby.”
“The packaging looks expensive. You must have some pretty great taste, boss,” Ruby continued.
“Thank you, Ruby, now get going. We have a lot to do.”
“Sure thing,” Ruby responded before turning back and shutting the door behind her.
Curiously, Madison got up from her seat and walked towards the shelf; she picked up the bag. It felt really light. Much lighter than she had expected. She walked back to her seat before even attempting to peek inside. She opened the bag to find a gorgeous milky white box. Her curiosity now piqued; she slid the top off, noticing a card inside it. Black seemed like just your color, E.
A list of questions flooded her mind as she lifted the thin white paper covering, her heart now beating much faster, hands sweating. Who was E? There were only two people she knew whose names started with E, and one was her mother back home in Kentucky. It was improbable that her mother would be the one sending such a gorgeous-looking package, especially without telling her first. Madison’s eyes widened as she finally got a glimpse of the gift. There it was, the most luxurious-looking set of scanty black lingerie she had ever set her eyes on.
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The view of the sunrise just above the water from her office was something Eva always looked forward to. She took it all in just before she hung her black coat on the coat rack and took a seat. It was early, but like most days, she was first to arrive in the office. She loved the peace and quiet of the mornings, it meant no interruptions, and for her, that equaled unparalleled productivity. Setting her cup of coffee on the table, she switched on her computer and shuffled through a stack of papers on her desk as it booted. Her mind inadvertently went to her schedule for the day; it was all back-to-back meetings, project reviews, and assessments. It wasn’t the most exciting day ahead of her, but the boredom of days like these was what kept the company going. She took a sip of the delicious mocha latte she had picked up from Starbucks on her way into the office and started her assessment of the long spreadsheet she had to tackle.
She began earnestly, but it wasn’t long before the rows and columns in front of her melded into one huge cloud as her mind drifted off to Madison. She smiled. She had taken a big swing, and today she would see if it had paid off. Making gestures like this wasn’t alien for her; she had on many occasions done things like that for her escort Meghan, but the butterflies and uncertainty this time were new. Madison was having a meeting with Eva’s marketing team today, and she was hoping to have a chance to speak to her despite how busy her schedule was. It had been just twenty-four hours, and she hadn’t really gotten the opportunity to meet up with her or explain the move she had made. She conceded that it was out of the ordinary, but she had to do something to get Madison’s attention.
Eva shook her head, determinedly setting the thoughts aside as she focused on her work. It was two hours later when the buzzer on the intercom went off, startling her from her trail of thought. She checked; it was already 8:30. She had been so engrossed on her screen, scrolling and typing away that she barely noticed how much time had passed. Even then, she still had thirty minutes to her first meeting.
“What’s up, Michael?” she asked, blinking her eyes rapidly to ease the strain from the brightness of the screen.
“Sorry to bother you, but Miss Hall is requesting to see you. I told her she has to make an appointment, but she doesn’t seem to be taking no for an answer.”
Eva grimaced; she had forgotten to tell Michael to just let her in. “Wasn’t she supposed to be in a meeting with the Marketing team?”
“It’s not until 9. They rescheduled it from 11,” Michael responded quietly.
As if on cue, Eva’s heart rate began to quicken; she was adaptable, but she didn’t like to be caught unaware. Her eyes dropped to the messy pile of papers on her desk, and she suddenly felt very self-conscious.
“Just give me a minute,” she responded quickly. She could not let Madison come in and find it looking like this. Quickly, she begun stacking them until a few moments later, she let out a sigh; this was the best outcome she could hope for that quickly. “Send her in.”
It was only a couple of seconds later when Madison walked in; Eva couldn’t take her eyes off her. Her gorgeous red hair was pinned up neatly today. The light organic makeup look did well to make the navy-blue pantsuit she was wearing stand out. Her piercing emerald green eyes were brought out perfectly by her long lashes and the dark mascara she had on. Eva swallowed hard, completely transfixed; it was as if every time she saw her, she had gotten progressively prettier.
“Hey,” Madison said, smiling.
“Hi. I wasn’t expecting you so soon,” Eva managed, finally getting out of her trance.
Madison stood at the door, visibly confused about what to do next.
“Please have a seat,” Eva said, her heart now beating fast again as she gestured towards the chair right opposite her.
Madison sashayed towards her and sat down, placing her case on the ground next to her and sat. Her eyes wandered around the office for a bit, trying to pick a topic to break the ice and stop the now obviously awkward silence.
Eva stared at her for a while. Then, unable to stop herself, she moved her gaze from Madison’s radiant eyes down to those luscious lips and back up to her eyes, where she met Madison’s gaze squarely on hers, causing the temperature in her cheeks to rise. Quickly she spoke up, trying to tame her thoughts and bring them back to something more befitting of such an early morning. “How’s the campaign looking? I hope the guys downstairs aren’t giving you a hard time.”
“So far, so good. We’ve narrowed down the campaign ideas to just a handful of good picks, so today, hopefully, we will get the final word from the team so that we can sink our teeth into the practical stuff.”
“That sounds amazing. I can’t wait to see it,” Eva said, now feeling comfortable enough to lean back into her chair.
I can’t wait to see you, naked…
They settled into silence, each eyeing the other. Eva enjoying the heavy silence, Madison somewhat disgruntled by it. The rising volcano of emotion in both just dying to bubble up.
“So about—”
“Lingerie, huh?”
They blurted out in unison, causing Eva to chuckle as the color dusted on Madison’s cheeks.
Eva’s eyes softened; Madison had a way of getting to her. It was in times like these where she was both so assertive and yet still so adorably demure that she had such a profound effect on her. “You go first.”
“I don’t think I have met anyone who sends lingerie as a gift without even telling the other person they like them before,” Madison said, lifting her eyebrow in an incredibly sexy manner.
“I was just doing what you were too afraid to. I could see you wanted to kiss me that night at the restaurant,” Eva responded confidently.
“Yet you also didn’t make a move,” Madison said, an amused look on her face.
“I didn’t want to kiss you because of our professional relationship. You are working for my company and all that. I didn’t want you to feel pressured,” Eva said earnestly.
“So you sent lingerie instead?!” Madison looked surprised. “It was a risky move, all things considered,” Madison mused as she leaned forward on Eva’s desk.
“You haven’t returned the gift. So, I would imagine you liked it,” Eva said expectantly, leaning in, her heart rate picking up again.
God, I need to see this girl in that lingerie.
“It was cute. And black does look good on me.” Madison smirked, more confident than Eva expected. “It’s actually my favorite color.”
Eva blushed a little, a now-familiar warmth in her stomach. She was definitely enjoying the back and forth, the cat and mouse. “I’m glad I got the color right., I’m sure it contrasts your skin beautifully. I can’t wait to see you in it.”
“We’ll just have to see about that,” Madison said smiling.
“Well, let me take you to dinner then, for a start,” Eva proposed, now confident that they were on the same page.
“Name the time and place,” Madison responded, almost cooly, but her flushed cheeks were giving her away.
“How about tonight. I can pick you up. Is seven, okay?”
“That sounds perfect,” Madison confirmed.
“I’ll see you then,” Eva said, smiling just enough to expose her immaculate white teeth. Madison smiled back, her cheeks still flushed.
The intercom buzzed.
“What’s up, Michael,” Eva asked without taking her eyes off Madison.
“The Marketing team is already in the boardroom. They’re waiting for Miss Hall.”
“Okay. Thank you, Michael. She’ll be right out.”
“I should probably get going,” Madison said, pulling every ounce of strength she had together to get herself out of that chair.
“Sure. I’ll see you tonight.”
Eva watched silently as Madison strode from her chair to the door frame. A childlike sense of excitement building within her, her smile only widening at the realization. She had a date tonight, an actual date with a gorgeous woman. It had been so long since she was this excited about anyone or anything for that matter. She didn’t know what would happen or where it was going, but she didn’t have to. She was allowed to be happy, and at this moment, she was okay to just revel in this joy.
   
“ARE you sure you want to do this?” Eva asked Madison as they stopped at the big iron gates that were the entrance to Eva’s driveway. “I can have my driver drop you off at your place if you want.” Dinner had been the same as the last time, but perhaps more so. Intimate and flirty. Eva knew she had made the right decision inviting Madison home with her, but at the same time, she wanted to be sure she wasn’t crossing any lines.
She knew the answer she hoped to hear, but she had to ask all the same. Eva took a deep breath as Madison stepped in, closing the distance between them, and kissed her softly. Eva kissed her back, at first slowly, sensually, before quickly it turned into a hot and heavy dance of lips and tongues. Eva’s eyes darkened as Madison disengaged, her lips parting subtly in response to just how sexy the kiss was. This was all she needed, a sign that Madison wanted her as much as she wanted Madison. The lustful stares all throughout dinner had been clear; they had both been longing for the time they would be alone, just the two of them. Eva took Madison’s lovely graceful hand in her own and lead her up the driveway to her house.
“Wow,” Madison said, looking up at the vast house, clearly taken aback. “This house is incredible.”
“Let me show you around it,” Eva said, smiling.
Madison took a step back to allow her to open the big front door.
“Would you like something to drink?” Eva asked as she switched on the light. “I have a really great merlot down in the cellar, a Petrus, I think. I’ve been dying to open it, but it never seems to be the right time.”
“Sure, how could I say no to that?” Madison replied, now on the couch intently watching Eva’s every move. Madison looked nervous and her big wide eyes just turned Eva on more.
“I’ll go get it. Be right back,” Eva said as she briskly walked in the direction of the cellar allowing Madison to settle in; this was really happening. Madison pulled down the top of her blue dress a little, allowing the top of her breasts to peek out just a little. She sat in the stillness and looked around; there was only one word to describe Eva’s house, and it was gorgeous. Its high ceilings, white Italian leather couches, lovely wooden floors, and the most picturesque fireplace she had ever seen made for fantastic decor. Of course, Eva’s home would be exquisite.
“I hope you like it,” Eva said as she walked back in carrying the bottle of wine. She took her time uncorking the bottle before pouring out a generous serving into each of the glasses. Then, walking over to the couch, Eva handed Madison a glass and took her place next to her.
“Mm, this is absolutely amazing,” Madison moaned as she took a sip of the merlot.
“Good, isn’t it? It was a gift from an old friend I hadn’t seen in ages,” Eva said as she scooted closer.
“It seems you have excellent friends then,” Madison said before savoring the taste of another sip. “I had an amazing night tonight,” she added, smiling.
“Me too,” Eva replied in a low voice. They were silent for a little while, a light, comfortable silence that had become somewhat of a staple for them now. Madison could only divert her eyes for so long from Eva’s until finally, she met her gaze and could feel the hunger in her eyes. It wasn’t long before the quiet room was overflowing with a thick layer of raw sexual tension.
Setting her glass back on the table, Eva got closer to Madison, her voice now barely above a whisper. “Do you have any idea of how much I want you right now, Madison?”
Madison felt her cheeks flush. She took in a shallow breath, her muscles clenching in the most delicious ways. She could feel her heart beating fast and the heat between her thighs growing. She inhaled deeply, staring into the hypnotizing flame of those intoxicating brown eyes.
Eva took the cue immediately. She’d been ready to devour Madison for some time now. She took control, taking Madison’s face in her hands, pulling her in closer for that much-wanted kiss. Madison’s lips parted in anticipation; her body thrummed deliciously with arousal as a steady heat moved through her, heading sharply downward. Eva’s lips were demanding, slow, and firm, leading hers into a slow sensual rhythm. Gently, Eva’s hands wandered off to Madison’s back as she plastered soft kisses across her jawline before settling down onto her neck. Finding the zipper, she tugged gently before peeling Madison's dress down to her waist and revealing the black lingerie that she had bought her. Eva smiled in satisfaction. Eva pulled Madison towards her. “I want to kiss every single inch of you,” Eva declared in that low, sexy voice. Understanding her intentions, Madison moved one leg over Eva, straddling her. Eva raised her head, locking her eyes with Madison, who stared fervently at her; those hypnotizing eyes piercing right into her soul. Both her hands were in Eva’s hair as she leaned over her, kissing her passionately. Eva moaned reflexively as their tongues touched; she could feel the warmth radiating from Madison’s thighs.
“Your hair smells so good,” Madison murmured as their lips parted. Now intoxicated with desire, Eva could barely respond. Lowering her hand from Madison’s back, Eva cupped her now free butt. She gently caressed it as they kissed before slightly raising her hand and spanking it. Madison let out a muffled moan into her mouth, which only acted as fuel to the growing fire within her. Raising her hand once more, she spanked Madison again, this time a little harder than before, eliciting a louder, more intense moan. Madison tugged hard at her hair, causing Eva to groan deeply; the sensation that she had unleashed was as painful as it was excruciatingly delicious. Eva separated her lips from Madison’s, leaving a trail of soft sweet kisses as she moved downwards, first concentrating on her neck before settling on the top of those stunning breasts. Holding onto Madison’s butt with one hand, she tried unhooking her bra with the other. Eva sucked in a breath as the bra came undone; the sight of Madison topless in front of her was more picturesque than she could have ever imagined. Her eyes danced about in her head; she couldn’t bear to take them off Madison’s gorgeous body.
“Wait,” Madison whispered, prompting her to stop. Eva watched in captivation as Madison tugged on her top and unclasped her bra; taking both straps, she slowly pulled it down both Eva’s arms, gently brushing her fingers on Eva’s skin in a way that sent shivers down her spine. Now topless as well, every nerve in her body was painfully and exigently awake.
Cupping Madison’s breasts, Eva lowered her head, teasing as she slowly licked and withdrew to blow bouts of cool air on each nipple, elongating them as they obliged and hardened.
“God,” Madison breathed as Eva took a nipple into the warmth of her mouth. She could feel the sweet agony of arousal all over her body, the wetness that was now filling her center acting as evidence of just how much she wanted Eva at that moment. Eva took her time, kissing, caressing, teasing, circling. The previously muffled moans from Madison only grew louder as Eva gently rolled her thumbs over the now sensitive nipples. She could feel Madison gently squirming, grinding her hips rhythmically on Eva’s lap.
Eva lifted her head, locking eyes with Madison, the tension between them now draining all the air from the room, “I want to make you come like this.”
Before Madison could even respond, Eva dived back in, sucking on one nipple in her mouth, circling the other with her thumb. Unwilling to stop this methodical assault on everything she thought she knew about her body, Madison gave in, enjoying every minute of it. She was taken, completely under Eva’s spell, and whatever this was that Eva was doing to her.
“Please, fuck me,” Madison begged, throwing her head backward, her body overwhelmed by the sweet sensation that had completely overtaken her. “Please…” she begged as her mind began to go white, her legs stiffening.
“Don’t fight it,” Eva reassured as she continued to give Madison that oh so sweet pleasure causing her to tug hard on the skin of her back, but Eva was relentless. Then, unexpectedly, Eva sucked hard on one nipple, pulling on the other and sending a sudden overwhelming sensation that sent Madison over the edge, her body convulsing, sweet pleasure ripping through every part of her body.
“Whoa,” was the only thing Madison could manage as she held onto Eva, who was helping her slowly come down the high of the orgasm.
“You didn’t know you could do that, did you?” Eva asked, smiling.
“No clue,” Madison responded, looking down at her, now having fully caught her breath.
Eva stretched and got her shirt, spreading it on the couch before turning to Madison, who was still on her lap, “As much as I love the view, I would love it if you took a seat, and I will get us some refills.” She spoke before pointing to the empty glasses on the table next to them. Begrudgingly, Madison obliged and slid onto the couch next to her.
Eva walked to the table, popped the bottle, and filled her glass, taking a huge swig before filling up her glass again. She walked back to the couch and handed Madison a drink. Madison looked up at Eva, a previously unseen intensity in her eyes before taking the whole glass in one gulp. “It’s my turn now,” she declared firmly. Before Eva could even get a word in, Madison dropped onto her knees and began to undo the button of her pants.
“What are you doing?” Eva asked, an equal amount of surprise and excitement rising as Madison tugged at and pulled down her pants.
“You’ll see.” Was the short response as she secured her hands on Eva’s hips before running her tongue along the width of her hips from one side to another. Eva trembled at the touch. The truth was that she had been so aroused from the visual of Madison, her own orgasm wasn’t far behind. Madison ran a trail of soft kisses across the width of her waist, again from one of her hipbones to the other, dancing along the barrier that was her panty line. Eva moaned softly, giving Madison the go-ahead she needed. Without breaking eye contact, she tugged at the panties that now acted as the barrier between her and what she so desperately craved. Slowly she ran her hands down the length of Eva’s hips before coming up again and securing her grip.
Eva watched in awe as Madison began her gradual ascent from her knees, following a trail of kisses up her inner thigh. Eva gasped; the feeling of Madison’s warm mouth on her center was everything she craved at that moment, but it was short-lived as Madison retreated, starting her trail all over again. “Please,” Eva groaned in frustration. She was desperate for release. She took a breath, steadying her legs as Madison came up again. This time she did not have to wait; Madison went all in. With the quick successive motions of her tongue, she had Eva moaning. In the midst of her soft moans, Eva tried to stand still as the wonderful wave swept over her. She had to admit; the challenge was half the fun. She dug her hands into Madison’s hair, grabbing a handful, doing her best to maintain her balance as this incredibly sexy woman in front of her took complete control of her, making her squirm with need, taking her to heights of pleasure she hadn’t experienced in years. It wasn’t long before the orgasm tore through her, she wanted to kneel, but Madison wouldn’t let her. She shook wildly, full sparks of color now the only visual she could see in her mind. Madison held onto her, steadying her by her hips until she began to come down.
“That was amazing,” Eva heaved when she was finally able to talk, and Madison nodded in agreement as she ran her fingers through Eva’s hair. Eva kissed her again. “Should we go to the bedroom?” Madison nodded, her big green eyes intense and alluring. Eva couldn’t wait for more.
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Madison blinked a couple of times to adjust her eyes to the searing light coming through the large french windows. She rubbed her eyes slightly; she was about to turn over to her side when she felt the weight of Eva’s hand over her. That’s when the soft realization dawned on her; the understanding that she had spent the night and that they were still tangled up in each other, limbs intertwined. She smiled as the previous night’s events started floating back in, from her straddling Eva to being pinned against the wall. The relaxed feeling in every part of her body was a testament that Eva knew exactly what she was doing, and if the previous night was anything to go by, she wasn’t afraid to show it off. Madison lay still as Eva stirred against her in her sleep, relishing the sensation of skin on skin that ascertained to her that they were both still completely naked. She glanced down at the beautiful woman sleeping next to her. Eva looked gorgeous as ever with her tousled hair over her face.
Madison reflected; the reality of what was going on here had surpassed her wildest imaginations. She wouldn’t have imagined sleeping with a client, definitely not her most powerful client and definitely not being this calm about it. This was new for her, and she couldn’t lie that it didn’t make her somewhat hesitant, but she couldn’t deny that she was enjoying every moment of it. She tried to shift and stretch out her now-cramping left arm when a sleepy Eva pulled back into where she was and firmly pressed her face against Madison’s neck in a way Madison wasn’t entirely sure whether it was intentional or not. She inhaled deeply, hyper-aware of the luxurious curves that pushed against her. She was still getting used to this tingly sensation that had now become her body’s default reaction to Eva’s touch. Madison breathed in again, taking in the delightful scent of Eva’s hair that, for some reason, reminded her of a warm summer day. She smiled as Eva settled back into a slow, deep breathing pattern that assured Madison that she was still fully asleep.
Madison glanced down at Eva; she hated to wake her, but her hand was getting numb, and in a few more minutes, she would lose complete feeling in her arm. She didn’t know exactly what to do, but whatever it was had to be quick. Slowly she began to pull her hand from under Eva’s neck, making her moves as slow and calculated as she could. She had just about succeeded when she heard the faint complaint.
“Ow!” Eva mumbled as her eyes opened to meet Madison. Her expression was seemingly alarmed before recognizing the face that was looking guiltily at her. “You’re still here,” Eva mumbled as she tried to get her wits together.
Madison froze; she hadn’t realized that she had tugged on a handful of Eva’s hair as she tried to finesse her way to proper blood circulation. “I just totally woke you, didn’t I?”
“You did,” Eva said as she took a deep breath and lifted her head, rubbing her eyes softly as she adjusted to an awakened state. She looked around, very content with the sight in front of her.
“Good morning, sleepyhead,” Madison said sheepishly as she stretched herself before lying back down on her side, facing Eva.
“Good morning,” Eva whispered back. For some reason, those seemingly forgettable words felt like the best she had ever heard. They stared at each other silently for what seemed like forever. “I was squishing you, wasn’t I? I know I’ve been accused of being a bit of a bed hog before.”
“Just a little,” Madison responded as she looked into her eyes. Eva stretched her hand and moved the tiny tufts of gorgeous vibrant amber hair that obstructed parts of Madison’s perfect face. Eva’s concentration was lost on those expressive green eyes that shone brightly in the morning light; she could look into them all day. The thought blew her mind. She never imagined that she could be this overtly attracted to another person.
Madison snuggled in closer, and with one strategically placed thigh, the heat rippling between began to grow. Eva could feel parts of herself start to throb. This woman had a hold on her in ways that she couldn’t explain. Not wanting to go down that path just yet, Eva smiled as she turned over onto her back and stared at the ceiling. Madison felt the growth of the distance between them almost immediately. She wanted to pull her back and take her into her arms, but she restrained herself. Instead, she propped her head on her palm. It had been surreal to wake up with Eva. Her eyes were so very bright in the morning light, and seeing her casual and fresh-faced like this was its own level of breathtaking. Eva was the most gorgeous woman she had ever seen.
“What are you smiling at?” Madison said softly. “You’ve been smiling even before you opened your eyes.”
“I’m happy,” Eva responded simply as she turned to Madison. “It’s been a long time since I just stayed in on a Saturday morning. I’m delighted it was with you.”
Madison blinked, surprised by the honesty of the confession. “Yeah, me too,” she whispered back. The mood in the room suddenly felt heavier as they both sat quietly, each lost in their own thoughts as the weight of the words sank in. Finally, unwilling to sit in it any longer, Eva propped herself on her elbows and turned her head to look at Madison. “I’m hungry. Are you hungry? Because I was thinking of whipping up the perfect breakfast for you. The chef’s special, if I may add,” she said with a slight grin on her lips.
“I’m actually starving.” Madison heaved a sigh of relief; she raised her eyebrows. “Chef’s special? What is it?”
“With me, you will have the best blueberry pancakes on the West Coast,” Eva said without flinching.
“That sounds delicious. I would love some,” Madison replied softly before pausing and speaking up again. “Wait, you said we are having the chef’s special. Do you mean a chef who works for you, or are you going to be the chef?”
The serious look on Madison’s face as she asked was the final straw for her. She couldn’t help but laugh. “I only bring in a chef for special occasions. Mostly my housekeeper makes my meals.”
“Your housekeeper?” Madison blurted out, obviously surprised.
“Yes, her name is Gloria, and I would probably starve without her because I’m usually too busy to cook. Sometimes I make my own meals or occasionally have take-out, though. And yes, I am also a professionally trained and certified chef, so it is technically a chef’s special.”
Madison couldn’t conceal her surprise at the influx of information. “A jack of all trades, I see. A high-ranking CEO by day, professional chef by night—that would make for a great movie plot,” Madison replied after a while; her interest had been piqued. This woman was growing to become even more interesting than she thought. “Well, I, for one, can’t wait to have a taste.”
“I’m sure you will love them. Just sit tight and let me freshen up a bit, then I’ll go downstairs, put on my apron and make you something delicious,” Eva replied before planting a quick kiss on Madison, flipping the covers off the bed, and walking to the bathroom. Knowing that Madison’s eyes were still on her, Eva glanced back over her shoulder. Their eyes locked before she smiled again and turned into the bathroom.
Madison lay down on the bed and made herself comfortable. She had a big, goofy smile firmly planted on her face as she reminisced on what was happening around her. She could get used to this; waking up next to Eva was a dream in itself, but she loved food, and knowing that this amazing woman was on her way to make breakfast just for her was exciting in its own way. Her stomach grumbled as she thought of the delicious breakfast that was sure to be extraordinary that Eva would prepare just for her. She was about to turn over to her side when she heard her phone ding. Madison ignored it; it was a Saturday, whatever it was could wait until she had breakfast, right? She sat quietly staring at the ceiling as the phone continued to ding, the vibrations as a chain of text came in now getting on her nerves. Agitated, Madison stretched her hand, reached out for her phone, and stared into the screen. Hey, sexy. It’s been a while since we got together. Call me <3
Madison stared at the screen confused, she attempted to unlock it, but it wouldn’t budge. Who was this, and what exactly were they talking about? She stared at the phone for a few more seconds before she realized she was holding Eva’s phone. Madison froze; what were the odds they had the exact same color and model of phone? Of course, it was a popular phone, but still. It took her a short while to comprehend the fact that she had already read Eva’s message. This wasn’t good; invading someone else’s privacy wasn’t something she did, especially someone she had only just gotten involved with. Quickly, she put the phone back in its place and sat back on the bed. She was just coming to terms with it all when the content of the message hit her. She had been under the impression that Eva was single, and that message suggested anything but that. Why wouldn’t she tell her if she was involved with someone? Had she just become the other woman in someone’s life? Her body suddenly went cold, and her mind froze as a tsunami of questions now flooded her mind. What was she to do here? Was she supposed to ask Eva about the message? Would Eva even believe that it was accidental? A sense of dread and instant panic came over her. She began to feel as if the walls were closing in on her. She was in panic mode and needed to get out quickly.
Eva walked out of the bathroom and found Madison already dressed and putting on her heels.
“What’s going on? I thought we were having breakfast. Is everything alright?” she asked, a concerned look on her face. She couldn’t understand what had happened in the few minutes she had been in the bathroom.
“I got a call from one of my team members in the office, and I have to leave. It’s urgent.”
“I hope it’s nothing too serious. Do you need a ride there? I can have my driver take you wherever you need to go,” Eva asked, concerned.
“I already called a cab,” she replied. Another lie. Seeing the light in Eva’s eyes progressively dim while she not so subtly tried to run out of there ripped through her. This was getting out of hand. She needed to leave before things got worse. She picked her bag, jacket and shoes, kissed Eva on the cheek and left. Madison’s heart sank as she waited for her cab just down the street, she didn’t even know what was going on, but she needed to process everything that had just happened. The one thing she did know was that she needed to be in her own space to process everything.
Ten minutes later, a red Subaru Impreza pulled up to the curb where Madison was standing. She sat in the back seat and looked out the window as the driver began the journey to her apartment. She sat still, idly counting the trees as they passed them, trying her best to keep her mind off what had just transpired. She had just noted one particularly gorgeous California Buckeye when she heard her phone ring. She held her breath; what was it now? All she wanted to do was get home and bury her head in all the projects she had been ignoring the past few days. She shuffled through her bag and found the device and was relieved at the name on the screen. She picked up, “Hey, Momma. This is a nice surprise.”
“Hello, baby. How is your weekend going? I hope you’re still in bed having a rest and not ruining your eyes by staring at that computer all day.”
Madison smiled, and a sense of warmth went through her. She had missed her mom even when she complained about her working too much. “No, Momma, I’m not at work today; I decided to take this weekend off and just rest.”
“That’s fantastic, baby. I always say that you work too much, just like your dad. Also, it’s been almost two weeks since you called us. Don’t you miss your old folks down here?”
Madison smiled. “I’m sorry, Momma, I’ve just been swamped. Work is crazy right now. Speaking of Dad, how is he?”
“He’s doing great. He’s been busy on the farm as usual. We got a couple of new colts just the other day, and he has been obsessing over them, tending to them like his babies. You know how he gets.”
Madison’s paused as her face lit up. She was filled with nostalgia as she remembered just how excited her father became every time one of his mares had a foal or when they added new ones to the fold.
Her mother chuckled a bit before continuing. “Now you know your dad and I’s 30th anniversary is coming up, and we’re having a little party. It’s not going to be a complete Hall Hoedown without our little girl there, so I’m going to need you to come down here.”
Madison knew precisely where this conversation was going, “I would love to come, but I’ve been busy with work the past couple of weeks. I don’t think I can make it.”
“You have to come. I’m sure California and that office of yours aren’t going to burn down because you came down here for one weekend for your parent’s anniversary,” her mother insisted. Her mother was a very determined woman; it was almost impossible to get her to change her mind once it was set on something.
Madison stared out the window as she considered it. The people walking along the streets and the cars driving by suddenly seemed a lot more interesting.
“Maddie? Are you still there?” her mother’s voice brought her back.
“How about I try to make it home for the fourth of July,” Madison bargained.
“You could make it if you really wanted to. It would mean so much to your dad and me,” her mother pressed. “I’ll even make you that apple pie you love so much.” The downswing in her voice tugged at Madison’s heart.
Madison knew when she was beaten. Letting out a sigh, she gave in. She knew the kinds of wars she was likely to win, and this wasn’t one of them. “I see what you are doing. It’s alright. I’ll be there.”
“That’s more like it,” her mother said. “I heard Miss Sweeny from the bakery that her daughter is going to be in town too. Maybe you could take her out that weekend. You two were always so close in high school.”
Madison couldn’t help but chuckle at her mother’s terrible attempt at matchmaker. “No, Momma. I will not be taking Heather on a date. So, take what you can get.”
She could hear the audible sigh from her mother on the other end of the line. “Alright then, but at least think about it. Heather is a lovely girl. Now, I’ve got to go, honey. I can hear your father calling me all the way from the deck. Let me go see what he’s going on about.”
“Alright. Tell him I said hi and take care of yourselves,” Madison replied.
“I will. Take care of yourself too, Maddie,” she said before the line quickly went dead.
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Eva stared blankly at the wall in front of her, lost in thought. She had just called Madison, and just like the countless times before, her call went unanswered. The silence was getting to her; she wondered what had transpired in those few minutes she had been in the bathroom that made Madison literally run out the door of her house. They hadn’t talked since then, with Madison seemingly avoiding any chance of bumping into her by scheduling her meetings at times that Eva was always busy. She couldn’t shake the idea that she had been ghosted, but was it possible to ghost someone you work with?
She was exhausted, and it was looking like just the right time to leave work, go home and unwind with a nice meal, and maybe even watch a movie. It had been a long time since she watched one of those; she could definitely enjoy some Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman right now. She had already started stacking most of the files on her desk when suddenly, the intercom went off. “Eva, I have Nathan here for you,” Michael’s voice came through the intercom.
She leaned back in her chair, mildly annoyed by the request until she remembered she had asked him to check in with her. “Any chance he can he come back tomorrow?” she asked.
“He insists you’ll want to hear what he has to say,” Michael replied.
Eva sighed. Clearly, she would have to deal with whatever this was. “Fine. Send him in.”
Nathan slowly opened the door to her office and walked in. “Good evening, Miss Perez.”
“Nice to see you, Nate. What’s going on that’s so urgent it couldn’t wait until tomorrow?”
Walking across the width of her office, he took a seat. “It’s your brother.”
She inwardly groaned; this isn’t what she needed right now. “What is going on with Mateo?”
Nate shrugged and said, “Well, he was as expected initially, not going the extra mile, but not being a liability, and honestly, you made it seem like that was all we could hope for, but for the last two weeks or so, he seems to have a fire burning in him. He keeps asking me for more and more responsibility. And he’s delivering. It’s been a pleasant surprise. I thought you’d want to know.”
Eva struggled to hide her surprise. This was an unexpected update and truly more than she ever anticipated for Mateo in the company. “Well, thank you for bringing this to my attention. I’m pleased my brother is doing so well under your leadership.”
“I’m just doing my job,” Nathan said, clearly embarrassed with the praise.
“If there isn’t anything else…” Eva prompted. This was better news than the rest of her day dictated, but she didn’t really have the energy to consider another conversation.
“No. Nothing,” he said, quickly standing.
“Okay. Have a good evening then,” she said, gesturing towards the door. Nathan said goodnight and made his way to the door. Eva stared at him as he walked; he would have done great as a military man with his brisk walk and usual sharp attention to what was happening around him.
Well, that was one thing to delete from her list of things to worry about—her brother. She should call him to ask him directly how he’s doing and judge his enthusiasm for herself, but it would have to wait. She would deal with him in the morning, but right now what she needed to do was get home, run a warm bubble bath, light a scented candle, and finish up the bottle of prosecco that was in her kitchen cabinet.
She had just finished sorting out her desktop for the next day’s work when she heard a light tap on the door.
“Come on in, Michael.” She raised her voice slightly as she tried to find one of the reports she had to review the next day from the cluttered space that was her home screen.
“Can we talk?” he asked immediately he stepped into the office that was now gorgeously illuminated by the setting sun.
“Sure thing, what’s up?” Eva responded with a slight upswing in her voice just as she found the file she was looking for before beginning to shut down her screen.
“I can never get used to just how gorgeous the view from this office is,” Michael said as he walked over to the large floor-to-ceiling windows that allowed Eva a glorious view of the city below. Michael always began his conversations with the most random openers, and considering just how attentive he was, it was always nothing less than enjoyable to talk to him.
Eva swung slightly on her chair, turned, and took a moment to appreciate the delicate shimmer of the evening sun on the surface of the water not very far from where they were. “It’s breathtaking,” she said. She liked that Michael helped her see the beauty in things like this, even on a day as dreary as this one.
“Today, you had a black coffee, no sugar, and not the mocha latte that you usually get. You’ve been distracted, and I have had to ward off three very annoyed assistants today because of your canceled meetings.”
Eva smirked. “Is this some type of intervention? I thought interventions were for when you spiral out of control, not when you get a black coffee.”
“You haven’t had a plain black coffee since the day you launched the IPO and totally changed this place up. For you, my friend, that was basically a cry for help,” Michael said as he walked over to the couch that was situated a tiny distance from her desk and promptly sat down. “So, what’s up with you, Eva?”
Eva groaned and dropped her head onto the table before letting out a sigh. “It’s that bad, huh?”
“Yes, it is. So, tell your fairy godfather what’s up. Talk to me,” Michael said as he snapped his fingers.
Eva didn’t lift her head; she was embarrassed that this whole situation with Madison had thrown her off so much. “Girl problems.”
“Girl problems? I didn’t think you could have relationship problems with an escort,” Michael teased.
Eva sat up and threw him an exasperated look. “It’s not Meghan. I haven’t seen her in a while.”
Michael leaned in. “Oh, so you’ve been holding out on me. Alright, what’s going on with this mystery lady of yours.”
“I haven’t been holding out on you, that’s the thing, I don’t even know what’s going on. We went out; I got the full works, a reservation at Benny’s—you know just how good their seafood is— a show at the opera house and then we went back to my place and had a wonderful time, as one does.”
“That’s great! At least one of us is getting some action. So, where’s the problem?” Michael said, as his voice shifted from cheerful to concerned.
“The problem is that the next morning, she started acting very weird. She practically ran out, like she’d seen a ghost or something. Now, she’s not talking to me. She is not answering my calls or replying to my messages. I don’t know what to do,” Eva replied, throwing her hands up in the air.
“It sounds like you’ve been ghosted,” Michael responded with trepidation.
“I know, it sucks,” Eva sulked as she slightly swung from side to side on her office chair.
“I didn’t know multimillion-dollar-company CEOs got ghosted too,” Michael teased.
“Shut up, Michael.” Eva chuckled. “I need your advice right now. What do I do here?”
Michael smiled and shook his head. “I have never seen you this hung up over a woman before; it’s always smash and dash for you. So, you must really like her.”
“I do. Or at least I think I do?” Eva said as her voice rose.
“Well, this moping isn’t helping at all. Do you know what you should do? Get in your car and drive to her place. Then knock on her door and when she opens it, tell her that you’ve been thinking about her. Kiss her and make sure that you no longer have that ugly look on your face when you leave her place. Heavens, it’s going to give you wrinkles.”
“What if she doesn’t want to see me?” Eva asked, now genuinely anxious.
Michael looked at her, his eyes defiant. “Then you are no worse off than you are right now. So, you cut your losses, go home and open a bottle of tequila. And as you know, I have excellent cocktail-making skills, so just ring me up, and before you know it, bartender Mike will have you raging like you are twenty-two again.”
“You’re an angel, do you know that?” Eva said, leaning on her desk, now actively contemplating her next move.
“Well, not really. I, for one, am hoping you get dumped so we can come open all that top-shelf stuff at your house,” he said with a wink.
“I know you love me too much to mean that,” Eva smirked. “Plus, you would do a better job selling that story if you could take yourself seriously.”
“Well, don’t just sit there, go!” Michael encouraged her as he sank onto the couch.
Without giving herself time to think about it for much longer, Eva picked up her jacket and phone and began her walk towards the door.
“Eva,” he called out just as she was about to reach for the door. “Not to rain on Meghan’s parade, but I think Miss Madison Hall is an excellent choice.”
Eva froze and turned towards him, puzzled, “How did you—?”
“Fairy godfather. I see everything. Remember?” he replied, unable to hide the smug grin on his face.
“Huh. I’ll make sure to remember that,” Eva responded. “Wish me luck.”
“Good luck,” he said as he sank deeper into the couch, watching the people who walked in the city below. Eva knew he loved the view. He would leave eventually, probably after taking a shot of the secret stash of whisky that only he knew she kept in the office.
The drive to Madison’s office was filled with anxiety that only seemed to grow as time passed, and the rush-hour traffic certainly didn’t help her get there any faster. It was already seven pm when Eva got to the old office building all the way across town. Checking her clock, she was unsure if Madison would even be in her office; however, she was running on adrenaline and the faux confidence of bad decisions. She would try anyway. Eva’s heart dropped as she got off the elevator and walked into the workspace; it was deserted, not a single sign of life. She walked past the tiny and crowded shared workspace, cluttered with stacks of paper and files, until she found herself outside a door with a metallic tag that had the name Madison Hall boldly written on it. Lightly, she knocked on the door and waited for a few seconds before opening it.
“Go home and get some rest, Kenny, we’ll look at it tomorrow,” Madison said without lifting her lovely head from the laptop screen her face was buried in.
“I don’t know who Kenny is, but I’ll definitely pass the message to him when I finally find out,” Eva retorted as she leaned on the door frame, her arms crossed across her chest. Despite the situation, she couldn’t take her eyes off Madison, who still looked breathtakingly beautiful as she sat behind her desk, illuminated by the light from her laptop and the dim fluorescent tube in the office.
Startled suddenly by Eva’s voice, Madison looked up, completely unable to hide the surprise on her face. Eva was the last person she would expect at her office, especially after how she had behaved over the past few days.
“So, this is where the magic happens. Where you come up with all your brilliant ideas and concepts,” Eva said, looking around, trying to seem completely unperturbed.
“Eva. What a surprise. I wasn’t expecting you,” Madison said, trying to recalibrate herself. She gave Eva a quick up-and-down sweep as she confidently walked around the room. She looked gorgeous as ever in a purple chiffon blouse, black skirt suit, and matching heels. Madison swallowed hard. Was this woman ever not stunning?
“I was in the neighborhood and decided to drop by and say hi. I hope you don’t mind,” Eva lied as she tried to pass off a cool demeanor that was the complete opposite of the volcano of emotions she was experiencing at the moment.
“In the neighborhood, huh,” Madison replied, a tiny smile tugging on the corners of her lips. It was evident that Eva had come all the way across town just to see her.
“You have a very lovely office,” Eva said as she surveyed the wall art Madison had put up.
“Thank you. It’s by no means Milky Way Dairies, but I spend most of my time here, so I wanted to make it as comfortable as possible,” Madison replied, her eyes following Eva’s every move.
Without invitation or hesitation, Eva walked over to Madison’s desk. Slowly she took her place on the seat right opposite her before letting out a long-held sigh. She was already tired of the small talk. “You’ve been avoiding me, haven’t you?”
“Me? No,” Madison stammered. She had always been a terrible liar.
“From where I’m standing, it does seem like that. I tried calling you a couple of times, but you didn’t pick up or call back. I also tried sending you text messages, but you also didn’t respond, so it wouldn’t be crazy to assume that you are avoiding me.” As Eva spoke, she felt like a weight had been lifted off of her. Regardless of however things went down, she would be glad to get this off her chest.
“I’m really sorry for not getting in touch with you. It’s just that I have been very busy with work.”
“I get that, but you’ve been at my office three times, and I still haven’t seen you. So, it feels like it’s about more than work,” Eva said, unwilling to give in.
Madison stared up at the ceiling contemplating what to say. “It was all very overwhelming, I freaked out, and I ran,” Madison said, giving an oversimplified explanation of what had happened.
“Why?” Eva asked curiously, raising her eyebrow. This woman was the definition of persistent.
“I’m just not used to this yet.” She knew it was a cop-out, but everything was just too raw right now. If whatever this was was going to survive, she needed to take things one step at a time, and questioning who else Eva was seeing after one night together wasn’t exactly taking one step at a time.
“Is there anything I can do to help with that?” Eva asked with a confused look on her face. Madison was turning out to be a much more complicated person than she had initially thought.
Madison leaned forward. “Actually, there is.”
“What can I do?” Eva asked earnestly, now genuinely concerned and a little curious.
“Take off your jacket,” Madison said, a serious look in her eye.
“What?” Eva asked, confused as ever.
“Just do it,” Madison persisted.
Eva narrowed her eyes, taking note of Madison’s self-assured demeanor. She was curious to see how this was going to go. Slowly, she peeled off the black coat she was wearing and hung it on the head of the seat she was sitting on.
“I don’t think I have told you this, but you are very beautiful,” Madison said from behind her desk. “Absolutely stunning.”
Eva couldn’t help it; her cheeks blushed as she smiled. She wasn’t used to women being forward with her. She  was usually the one who was forward. She kept her eyes on Madison, who now had her elbows on the desk, leaning towards her.
“You look so stunning in that blouse. I even feel half bad that I have to take it off you,” Madison said as she slowly got up and walked the few steps to where Eva was before stopping right next to her and leaning against the desk.
Eva looked up and smirked, now fully aware of what Madison had in mind. “Shouldn’t we at least finish talking first.”
“What else is there to talk about,” Madison said in a soft sexy voice that sent flutters down Eva’s spine. Her eyes had darkened; the heat from her stare seemed to suck all the air out of the room. As she spoke, her lips curled in the most sensual way. Eva’s lips parted at the sight. Madison bent over, tucking wayward strands of Eva’s hair behind her ear; gently, she cupped her face and leaned in for a kiss. She started off softly, but as the moments progressed, it grew hungry, a roaring fire that was anything but soft. Eva’s mind went blank; any protest she had faded away into the distance as she savored the kiss, enjoying the cherry taste of Madison’s lips before pulling away. She needed to take in a few breaths. Kissing Madison made her forget everything, even how to breathe. In her now lust-induced fog, the kiss felt powerful, fast, and slow at the same time. It was intoxicating, and to Eva’s surprise, quite dominant. She pulled Madison back and kissed her passionately. Eva could feel every last sense of self-control wash away as their lips locked. There was heavy chemistry between them, a sense of electricity she couldn’t explain, and one that, at this moment, she felt she couldn’t live without. Not wanting to get carried away too soon, Eva pulled back to meet that hypnotizing spark in Madison’s eye. She liked to take her time with sex, to pace and savor it, but it didn’t seem like she would be getting the chance to lead today.
Madison held eye contact as she stretched out her hand and ran her index finger from Eva’s lips down to her chin before slowly running it across the length of Eva’s chest. “Stand up,” Madison commanded, her voice now authoritative and intoxicatingly sexy. Completely taken, Eva did as she was told, standing up to eye level with Madison. She raised an eyebrow but said nothing, she wasn’t used to being submissive, but there was something about how Madison was being that allowed her to willingly give up control.
“Sit,” Madison said as she tapped twice with her palm onto the empty space on her desk. Without further instruction or protest, Eva did as she was told. A wicked smile crossed Madison’s lips as she took a step forward and parted Eva’s legs before taking her place in between them. She continued to stare into Eva’s eyes in a way that sent sparks directly to the core of her soul. Madison placed her hands on Eva’s knees, gently running her palm up her thigh as she planted warm, wet kisses on Eva’s neck. Eva gasped as Madison’s hands skillfully went higher, exploring the distance way above the hemline of her skirt. Eva closed her eyes, relishing in the heat and desire her body felt. Slowly, Madison trailed kisses from Eva’s neck down towards her shoulder and gently over the neckline of Eva’s blouse before pausing for a moment.
“This won’t do at all,” she said as she gestured to Eva to lift her arms before tugging on the bottom of her blouse. Eva dutifully did as instructed, allowing Madison to tactfully get it off her. Eva felt thrills running through her.
“Better?” Eva asked, as she looked up at Madison, who was now just slightly taller than her.
Madison didn’t respond; instead, she bent over, her lips meeting Eva’s with a renewed passion, a fire that communicated more than any words she could string together. The heat between Eva’s thighs grew as Madison pulled up her skirt, and pressed herself against the space between her thighs, her hands exploring Eva’s now exposed breasts, eliciting a noticeable reaction from Eva.
Maintaining the intensity of the kiss, Madison slipped one hand in between Eva’s thighs, feeling the warmth radiating from them as she rose higher. In the blur of desire, Eva moved her hands, grabbing Madison by the waist, drawing her in closer.
Madison retracted, stopping the onslaught that was just beginning to take off. “No.”
Eva looked up at her, a little confused. Madison narrowed her eyes; extracting her hands from Eva’s skirt, she moved up and unclasped her bra. Eva breathed in sharply, her nipples already hard from the firmness of Madison’s touch. Madison slowly slid the straps of Eva’s bra down the length of her arms, stopping smack in the middle of her wrists and elbows. Eva watched curiously as Madison directed her hands to her back and, using her bra as a harness, fastened them tightly to her back. “Is that too tight?” she asked in a gentle yet sexy, stern voice.
Eva shook her head, causing Madison to unleash another one of those killer smiles that made her stomach flip flop. Madison went all in, starting with deeply kissing Eva’s lips, slowly building momentum before trailing warm and wet kisses down her neck. Eva whimpered as Madison suddenly stopped, skillfully focusing the attention on one spot at the base of Eva’s neck before taking a tiny bite. Eva threw her head back as an audible moan escaped her lips, the intoxicating mix of pain and pleasure sending a sharp wave of arousal firmly downwards. Madison continued to kiss her neck but did not dwell and instead continued her trail downwards until she finally got to Eva’s breasts. Without missing a beat, Madison took hold of both of Eva’s breasts, sensually caressing them as she took one nipple in her mouth and circled the other with her thumb. They maintained eye contact as Madison continued to circle, lick and suck in ways that drove a now constantly moaning Eva over the edge. Unrelenting, she continued the onslaught for a bit as Eva began to grind on the desk, desperate for more. Madison took this as her greenlight. Using one hand, she grabbed Eva’s ass, squeezing it, and directed the other masterfully to the space in between her legs. An audible gasp left Eva’s lips as Madison rubbed over the top of her now-soaked panties. Eva’s sense of desire now almost wholly overwhelming her other senses. She pushed herself further onto Madison’s nimble fingers as Madison applied pressure between her legs.
“Mmm, you’re so wet,” Madison groaned, slipping her fingers over Eva’s sex, teasing in the most excruciating way. The movements started off agonizingly slowly, shifting between periods of up, down and circular patterns, only just creating a rhythm before switching up again.
“Please,” Eva begged, unable to control herself any longer. She was desperate for release. She had never felt this turned on and vulnerable with anyone. Madison continued unfazed, applying pressure then easing it, reveling in the symphony of soft, sweet moans that came out of Eva’s mouth. Eva pushed back against Madison’s hand as the tension built slowly within her, desperate, greedy for more than what Madison was willing to give.
Madison spoke up, “Now, let’s play a game. Do you like games, Eva?”
“I do,” Eva whimpered, doing her best to catch what Madison was saying despite the wave of sweet sensations she was currently drowning in.
“Very good. I’ll ask you a series of simple questions. Answer them correctly, giving as much detail as you can, or I will have to stop.”
Eva moaned; she was loving this dominant side of Madison.
“Let’s start off easy. How old were you when you went on your first date?”
“Sixteen,” Eva whispered as she threw her head backward, riding the sweet wave on Madison’s fingers. “With a boy named Johnny Robinson.”
“Very Good,” Madison assured, now quickening the rhythm of her fingers, causing Eva to moan even louder. “Where did you go?”
“Benihana. He saved me…” Eva paused, the sensations that were welling up inside her making it more difficult to remember. “I mean, he saved up working at the corner store to take me,” she stammered.
“Oh, fancy.” Madison smiled. She could see the vein in Eva’s forehead begin to bulge, a sign that things were going according to plan. “Did you like Johnny?”
“God, no.” Eva groaned. “I was in love with Teresa Mendez from A.P. Chemistry,” she stammered, barely managing before letting out a series of sensual moans. “She had… she had gorgeous eyes.” Eva was beginning to feel a sweet tingling sensation starting from her fingertips and toes, she was losing track of everything, her name, the date, the year, but she was determined to continue.
“How scandalous!” Madison’s eyes danced as she smirked and feigned shock, a reaction that went completely unnoticed by Eva, whose eyes were now sealed shut. Madison could tell she was so close to the edge. She had to act fast. Eva sucked in a breath as Madison carefully eased her fingers inside her, firmly connecting them. Eva could feel Madison starting slowly, first with two of her fingers edging on before slowly adding another. Eva gasped; she was enjoying the fullness of this feeling. She arched her back, helpless against the overwhelming tide of feeling as Madison slid her fingers in and out, increasing the tempo, curling them slightly upwards, and eliciting a deeper, more carnal response from her. Forgetting she had been tied up, she tried to reach out; she was desperate to touch, to run her fingers through the thickness of Madison’s red hair. Eva cried out, losing control of all her senses as Madison found and dragged her fingers along the ridged sweet spot inside of her. With each thrust, Eva was losing control; the sensation that started from her toes and fingertips was building. Her body was now on fire, her muscles steadily stiffening, but the onslaught was relentless as Madison continued faster and deeper.
Eva was dangling on the edge, just on the verge of sweet release. Madison steadied her thrusts, concentrating the pressure, making sure to maintain the rhythm. Unable to help herself, Eva thrust her hips, desperate to correctly match her motion. Timing it perfectly, Madison used her thumb to rub against Eva’s clit, in a move that made her lose all sense of control over her body. Eva’s back jolted forward as she lost herself in the sensation, releasing a series of loud sexy moans that only became louder as she rode out the mighty waves of pleasure that flooded every inch of her. She felt helpless as Madison maintained the rhythm, going deep, keeping them connected all the while rubbing her clit in a way that unleashed sparks behind her eyes. Eva gasped for air as she saw fireworks, and the flurry of emotions took on a life of their own. Madison kissed her, holding on to her as she came down from orgasm.
“I’m really sorry for acting like that,” Madison finally said, running her fingers down Eva’s cheek as she progressively came down.
“That was one heck of an apology,” Eva whimpered, still trying to get her wits about her. “Just promise me that you won’t do that again.”
“I promise,” Madison said before planting a kiss on her forehead.
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Madison hurried down the hall of the Yellowstone Clay Studio; she was late for her weekly pottery class—again. She had thought that changing her membership from the 4 to the 5 pm Saturday class would help, but it seemed like the unending list of things to do at Savanah only grew, eating up whatever free time she had. This was her third time in this particular class, and she absolutely loved it. Pottery was the one thing in her life that she saved entirely for herself, where she got to quietly muse over thoughts and ideas as she learned something new. She had recently hit a snag with the Chassies ad campaign. It was lacking something; that Savanah spice that always kept clients coming back. She needed to figure out what to do, and quickly. Randy had trusted her, and she couldn’t let him down.
She walked in to find Marie, the instructor, a tall, dark-haired lady with the most radiant smile addressing the room. Like everyone else, she wore a black apron, one that evidently had already had its fair share of stains that day. “Thank you for joining me in today’s class; I’m excited to see all your lovely faces today. Welcome and remember we’re here to learn to have fun,” she added. Madison sighed in relief as she walked over to her table; the class was clearly just beginning, and that was a good thing. She needed every single moment of it to think. Madison nodded as she walked past the familiar faces of the people she had come to know in the class before taking her place at an empty table way in the back of the room.
Madison took a seat next to a spinning wheel and put on the apron she had carried. She looked around; the pottery studio was exceptionally relaxing. The sound of the spinning wheels mixed in with the soft music playing in the background and the shelves lined with completed and colorful pieces created the perfect room for her to just be in touch with herself.
“In our last class, we made bowls, so today, we will be making cups. The structure is almost the same with just a few modifications,” Marie said as she walked over to the tray filled with small mounds of clay that were usually about a pound each. She picked one up and proceeded to slowly explain the process as the class carefully watched on, answering any necessary questions in the process. Then, satisfied that they were all on the same page, she distributed the clay, and the wheels began whirring.
Madison had gotten accustomed to the routine; in fact, it was pretty cathartic for her. She turned on the wheel, dipped her fingers in the small bowl of water next to her, and wet the clay before laying it on the wheel. It was just a matter of time until she lost herself in the rhythm as she coned, flattened, and applied pressure to the mound that she hoped would soon be a masterpiece.
“Remember to make sure all the air bubbles pop, wedge and repeat,” Marie encouraged when she reached Madison’s table. She liked walking around the room giving pointers; she found it helped her students learn faster.
Madison continued to apply even pressure unfazed. She squashed the clay down with both thumbs before using them to make an indent and drawing up the sides.
“You’re a natural at this,” Marie encouraged. She had watched Madison’s progress since she joined the class and her work was exceptional for a beginner.
Madison smiled. “Careful now. You don’t want me to come for your job now, do you?” She and Marie had developed this playful banter that soon after the first class had moved from strict instruction to more friendly territory. Madison didn’t have many friends outside of work, so it was always fun to meet and interact with other people who didn’t eat, live and breathe Savanah like she did.
Marie laughed before handing her a tiny bit of leather. “Maybe in a couple of months. Now pinch the rim with this. No one wants to use a cup with rough edges.”
“I don’t know. I mean, this is my fourth time here, and this cup is already looking pretty good. I might just be the Picasso of cups,” she said confidently just before the delicate piece she was working on crumbled on the bottom.
“Looks like you didn’t leave a thick enough base there, Picasso,” Marie said, a smug look on her face.
“Huh,” Madison said, visibly exasperated.
“Don’t worry, this kind of thing happens all the time. Just rework it and start again,” she said, a kind look in her eyes. “You’re making progress, don’t give up,” Marie continued before walking over to the table of an older gentleman just next to her.
Feeling a bit angsty, Madison craned her neck to look around the room. Everyone was busy working on their pieces, even if some did look more like bowls than cups. She took in a breath before starting again. Half an hour later, on her stool just as Marie was winding the class up, Madison had a tiny teacup to show for her efforts.
“That was great progress, everyone. I can’t wait to see you all next week,” Marie said as the class wrapped up and the students cleaned up their working space. Madison was at the sink cleaning off the clay on her hands when Marie walked up to her. “Picasso,” she called out just as she reached her.
Madison smiled at the name and turned to face her. “Go on, is that the best you’ve got?”
“You’re actually pretty good at crafting. Maybe, just maybe, in a few months, you could be good enough to lead this class,” Marie said as she leaned on the surface next to her.
Madison’s eyes narrowed as she turned her attention back to her clay-filled hands. “Noted. I’ll make sure to reach out if I need a job.”
“My friends and I are meeting for a couple of beers at the bar downtown. You should come. I think you’ll fit right in.”
Marie’s offer caught Madison off guard; she didn’t have any plans other than going home to binge-watch reality Tv and stuff her face with Chinese food. Being around other people didn’t seem so bad. “Yeah, sure. I’ll join you.”
Marie’s face lit up. “Great! Let me finish up here. I’ll meet you outside,” she said before leaving Madison behind and clearing out the room. She had a spring in her walk, one Madison had not noticed before.
A short while later, they were in a cab heading downtown. Marie was excellent company, which made Madison wonder why they had never gotten to know each other before or spent time outside of the pottery studio together.
The previously blue sky was now filled with shades of red and orange as the sunset slowly highlighted the transition from day to night. Darkness had slowly started creeping in as they finally arrived at the bar, just as the street lights were turning on. A large, bright neon sign with the inscription PJs hung prominently on the wall outside.
Soft pop music that went perfectly with the relaxed feel of the establishment welcomed them as they got in. It was still early, so a few people were only just streaming in and taking their places on the bright-colored neon furniture that meshed surprisingly well with the wooden tables, creating a unique ambiance. The neon signs and drawings inside helped to illuminate the room, giving off a glow in the dark atmosphere. Those wouldn’t have been the design choices Madison would have made, but it had a decent enough patronage for this early in the evening, so they had to be doing something right. She could tell it was a little more upscale than the other bars in town from its location and the older, more mature crowd it attracted. “Have you ever been here?” Marie asked over the music.
“No. This isn’t really my kind of scene. I’m more of an indoors kind of girl,” Madison responded as her eyes swept the room.
“Well, don’t knock it at first glance. Give it a chance; you’ll love it,” Marie said as she led her through the maze that was the seating.
Madison followed closely behind Marie as she traipsed through the bar until they got to the very far end. “Seems we aren’t the first to arrive,” she said as she pointed in the direction of one particular booth and quickly walked towards it. She let Madison sit before gliding onto the position right next to her. Sitting on the side opposite them was a friendly-looking blonde whose face beamed just as they sat down.
“I see someone is already setting the mood for the evening,” Marie said in reference to the spicy fries Ellie had already ordered.
“Glad you could finally make it,” Ellie said. “Joe bailed, and I was starting to fear that you would too,” she said with a hint of sadness in her voice.
“And miss all this?” Marie hyped her up. “I could never. Why couldn't Joe make it?” she asked, stealing some of Ellie’s fries.
Ellie rolled her eyes, waving fries in her hand. “He gave me some lame excuse. Anyway, it’s okay. We are here to have a good time, so screw him, right?”
“Screw him!” Marie interjected before turning the spotlight onto Madison. “This is my friend from the pottery class I teach. Madison, this is Ellie. Ellie, Madison.”
Ellie shook Madison’s hand with a broad smile on her face. “Pleasure meeting you, Madison. The first round is on me.”
“Honestly, I really could use a drink,” said Madison as she took a good look at Ellie.
“That’s my girl. We are celebrating tonight, Madison,” Ellie said as she downed what was left of her drink.
“What are we celebrating?” Madison asked curiously.
“Freedom. I just got a divorce,” Ellie said as she eyed one of the waitresses, hoping to order their first round.
“Oh! I’m sorry,” Madison said, now concerned about what she had just gotten herself into. She shot Marie a concerned, should she really be here drinking? look.
“Don’t worry about it; he was a prick anyway,” Ellie said as she called the waitress whose attention she had just caught.
The waitress came over and took their orders, and soon enough, they had three Midori Sours in front of them.
“To freedom!” Ellie toasted.
“To freedom,” Marie and Madison responded in unison. They looked at each other and laughed.
“So, Meg, how’s business?” Ellie asked after taking one long sip from her glass.
“Tonight is about you, honey; we don’t need to talk about me,” Marie insisted.
“Meg?” Madison interjected.
“Megan is my um… other name,” Marie turned to her and responded.
“Marie here works two jobs. One is a pottery instructor, and the other is quite juicy. Right, Marie?” Ellie went on.
“Are you drunk already?” Marie asked, now a little annoyed about having this conversation. She took a sip of her drink before looking towards Madison. “I also work as an escort called Megan.”
“Oh!” Madison said, nearly choking on her drink. “I’ve never met an escort before.”
“C’mon, tell us one of your stories,” Ellie insisted, “At least one of us has an interesting job. Isn’t that right?” she asked, seeking support from Madison.
“Right,” Madison said, her interest now piqued.
Drinks flowed as the night went on. They had laughed hard as Marie gave them little tidbits into her career. Madison was fascinated; she had never met, let alone been friends, with anyone who worked in the adult industry. Marie was just finishing up on a story about one a woman who hired her to humiliate her when Madison, whose eye had just caught a lesbian couple a few tables down, interjected with a question. “So, do you get a lot of female clients?”
“Of course,” Marie rattled off. “I work for an escort agency called Black Label and we only cater to very wealthy female clients. I don’t do men.” She made a screwed up face. “Not in my personal life or my professional life.”
“Let’s dance,” Ellie, who was now obviously a lightweight, suggested.
“I’m not feeling it,” Madison replied.
“C’mon, please.” Ellie pleaded now with Marie, who promptly agreed. Madison watched them as Ellie took hold of Marie and pulled her towards the empty space a short distance from their table. She felt bad for Ellie, who evidently was not dealing well with her divorce. The reality of just how fleeting relationships could be hit her like a truck. She decided to step outside for a breath of fresh air. She couldn’t tell whether the music had become louder or it was the effect of the alcohol, but everything had suddenly become a lot more pronounced.
“I’ll be right back!” Madison shouted as she walked past Marie and Ellie on the way to the front door. A cool breeze that made her regret not carrying a jacket washed over her body as she stepped outside the building. She took note of all the couples walking outside, probably headed for a night out, enjoying the tranquility of the clear evening. She felt a strong yearning to seize the moment; those googly eyes and stolen glances were precisely what she craved right now. Pulling out her phone, she dialed Eva’s number and leaned on the wall for support.
Madison waited for a while as the phone beeped. “Hey.” Eva’s soothing voice came through on the line. Madison’s heart flipped; Eva always seemed to have that effect on her these days. If she could, she would immediately have teleported to wherever she was, even just for a kiss.
“Hey, Eva.” Madison mentally kicked herself for not saying anything better than that.
“It’s been a while since we spoke; how are you doing?” Eva asked.
Madison wanted to tell Eva so much; that she was all she could think about. That she wanted to spend her evenings with her, lying in bed, cuddling till one of them fell asleep, but she controlled herself. “I’m doing great. Just out with some friends.”
“I hear noise in the background. Are you okay?” Eva asked.
Madison leaned on the wall to gain her balance. “I might have had a number of drinks.”
“Do you want me to come and get you? Where are you?” Eva asked, concerned.
“No. I’ll be fine,” Madison replied as she shook her head; she loved this overprotective side of Eva. “Eva, I’ve been thinking about you….” Madison froze up. What? Why did I just say that? She swallowed hard, realizing just how hard she had fallen for Eva. She was beginning to panic; this wasn’t how she wanted to express the depth of her feelings.
“It’s my parent’s anniversary next weekend. They’re celebrating thirty years together, and I thought you’d be a great date. I was thinking about you, and I want you to be my plus one.” Nice save, she thought to herself.
The line went quiet. “Eva? Are you still there?”
Eva cleared her throat, “Yes, I’m here. Your parents in Kentucky?”
Madison’s heart rate began to rise, Eva’s voice was neutral, she sounded as calm and level-headed as ever in a way that made Madison immediately regret even posing the question. But it was too late to go back on it now. “Those would be the ones.”
“I would love to,” Eva said with a slight upswing in her voice.
Madison let out the breath she had been holding as the realization of what she had just done hit her. She had unwittingly and drunkenly just invited Eva to come with her. She would meet her parents. Apparently, she had managed to dodge one bullet only to put herself in the way of another. “Great. That’s all; I’ll keep in touch.”
“Okay. And Madison, take care of yourself,” Eva said tenderly.
“I will. Goodnight, Eva.”
“Goodnight.”
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Eva flipped the last page of the contract she was looking at; she was exhausted. She had been at the office since five am, trying to finish all she could of the mountains of work that were still pending on her desk. Madison’s offer to go with her to visit her parents had definitely been a surprise, and although she was excited, she had to make sure that she had finished dealing with most of the pending issues before taking a three-day weekend. She squinted; she had been looking at this sheet of paper so long it was starting to look like alphabet soup. As she finished it, Eva decided to take a break for a minute, if only just to rest her eyes. She had turned to have a look at the view of the tiny-looking people walking below when she heard the buzzer go off. She turned back to face her desk and pressed lightly on the intercom. “What’s up, Michael?”
“Your brother is here to see you,” he said in a low voice.
“Fantastic! Let him in,” Eva said with a slight upswing in her voice. Mateo had been showing an incredible amount of responsibility, and things had been relatively good between them.
“Glad you could make it, Mateo,” she said as he walked in. “You look bright this morning,” she added as he walked across the room in his light blue shirt and black suit pants.
“I feel bright,” he said, smiling. Eva nodded. This was one of those rare days where they didn’t set each other off immediately as they set eyes on one another. He stopped abruptly as he finally looked at Eva. “What on earth are you wearing?” he asked as he raised an eyebrow.
Eva looked down at the casual navy-blue t-shirt she was wearing under her coat. “What’s wrong with it?”
“It just doesn’t seem like you. Don’t you have that meeting with that guy from the Dairy Farmer’s Association today?”
“That’s the reason I asked you to come in. Nathan has left for Portland to attend some meetings, and Johnny is at the new manufacturing factory today. I will also be unavailable; I am flying to Kentucky till Sunday, and while I’m there, it seems you’re the only one left that I can leave this place to. I want you to run this ship while I’m gone.”
“Wait. Are you serious?” he asked as he raised an eyebrow. “Also, what are you going to do in Kentucky? Last I checked, we don’t have any business there.”
“Well, if you must know, I’ve been seeing someone, and she invited me to her parent’s anniversary party,” Eva said as she tried to hold back a smile.
“No way.” Mateo paused, obviously surprised. “Eva Perez taking a workday off? You must really like her, huh?”
“Yeah, I don’t want to mess it up,” she said quietly as she sat in what seemed like a trance before quickly snapping out of it. “Mateo, this is your opportunity to make your mark around here. That meeting is crucial. You know we need their support if we are going to get extra milk for the new processing plants. Everything is almost completely laid down, so you don’t have to do too much. Just take the man out for a nice meal and get him to sign the damn papers.”
Mateo sat silently in his chair as his eyes softened. He understood the gravity of the responsibility his sister had just laid onto him. One wrong move, and he could bust up a contact she had been working on securing for months. “Are you sure about this?”
“Of course, I’m sure. I’ve been seeing all the work you have been putting in around here. I’m really proud of you. Plus, you are the smoothest talker in the family. If you could get a model to marry you, then I’m sure you can charm a farmer into signing a contract.”
“Compliments and congratulations? Who are you, and what have you done with my sister?” Mateo asked, a wry smile on his face.
Eva couldn’t help but laugh, “I’m not at liberty to say. So, will you do it?”
“Of course,” Mateo said with a slight glint in his eyes.
“Great. Michael will help you with whatever you need. You are allowed to call me but only for emergencies, okay?”
“I’ve heard you loud and clear, Captain. Call for emergencies and make you proud,” Mateo replied.
Eva looked at him quietly; she liked when they got along. It wasn’t too often when they were entirely on the same page about something.
“So, about your mystery lady, when will we get to meet her? I’m sure Mom and Dad will be thrilled,” Mateo inquired
“It’s all pretty new, but soon. I hope,” Eva responded thoughtfully.
“Honestly, I need to see who is putting up with that ugly shirt you’re wearing,” Mateo joked.
Eva tugged slightly on her t-shirt. “This is taste.”
“If you say so,” Mateo conceded as he stood from his chair. “You have a great time meeting the folks. Now, if you’ll excuse me, as an interim CEO, I have work to do.”
Eva watched him with amusement as he walked towards the door before opening her mouth to speak. “One more thing, Mr. Interim CEO,” she said, causing Mateo to turn back and look at her.
“What?”
“Stay out of my office,” Eva grinned.
“Take it up with my assistant, and I’ll see what I can do,” Mateo replied slyly before walking out.
Eva sighed as he closed the door behind him. She wanted to trust Mateo and hoped that nothing would go wrong. She just hoped that giving him this opportunity to prove himself wouldn’t backfire in her face. But it was just one weekend; what could go wrong? It was about an hour later when she finished sending some emails and signing documents before she grabbed her bag and left. She had been looking forward to this but couldn’t help but admit to herself that for the first time in her life, she was nervous. The previous night had been the worst. She had spent hours agonizing over what to pack, what to wear and what outfits suited the visit. Meeting Madison’s parents was a big deal, and everything had to be perfect.
The ride to the airport was silent. Eva hummed for comfort as she rubbed her now slightly sweaty palms on her trousers. She took a deep breath as they arrived at the airport before checking her watch; right on time. She got out and picked up the suitcase that had sat next to her in the back seat before walking in.
“I have never seen anyone looking so sexy just reading a magazine,” Eva said through a smile when she finally spotted Madison in the seating area.
Madison looked up, blushing slightly before closing the magazine she was holding. Slowly she scanned Eva from head to toe, taking in the sight of the beautiful woman in front of her. She looked amazing in the grey suit jacket and matching pants paired with a blue top and heels.
“Business casual is definitely your look,” Madison just barely managed to say.
Eva smiled as she twirled. “I guess there’s always a first for everything. Thank you. And you look amazing,” Eva said as she sat beside Madison. Eva leaned in and planted a soft kiss on Madison’s cheek. Madison smiled as a warm feeling ran through her. Eva listened attentively as Madison took control of the conversation, giving her a breakdown of all the lovely people they would meet and activities they would do in Kentucky. Eva was still a little nervous, but it was almost impossible for Madison’s infectious enthusiasm not to rub off on her.
Thirty minutes later, they had already boarded the flight when Eva looking white as a ghost, turned to Madison. “I have a confession to make.” Madison scanned her face, clearly concerned.
“I hate flying. I have to do it all the time but, it never gets any easier. I probably should have told you this earlier, but I thought I would be fine until I realized how high we would be in the air, and it got me more nervous.” Eva, obviously distraught, began to ramble.
Madison placed her hand over Eva’s and gently squeezed. “You’re going to be okay. I’m going to be with you the whole time. How about we do some breathing exercises?”
Eva nodded weakly, allowing Madison to continue. “Okay, so we will start breathing in with our nose for five seconds, hold it for eight and then exhale slowly for nine. It’ll help to calm you down and release all the pent-up anxiety.”
Eva nodded and did as Madison instructed. Madison held her hand, gently talking her through it. They inhaled deeply, making sure to keep their breath controlled as they exhaled before starting all over again.
“Feeling any better?” Madison asked after they had done the exercise three times.
“Much better,” Eva responded as an indescribable warm feeling washed through her. She smiled; Madison made her feel safe in a way that was so different from anything else she had experienced. Eva held Madison’s hand tightly for comfort as the plane began to ascend, squeezing tightly until the turbulence slowly began to fade away.
   
HALL’S RIDING
was the name displayed proudly by the entrance as Eva and Madison entered the dirt road that cut through the Hall’s tiny horse farm. It was in the evening, and Eva watched in awe as the majestic horses cantered around on the green pasture of the field amid the backdrop of a gorgeous sunset. It felt surreal, almost like she had been taken out of the present and was now walking right into an episode of Little House on the Prairie.
“What are those?” Eva asked Madison as she pointed to some barely visible buildings in the distance.
“Those are the stables, where the horses sleep at night.”
“Oooh!” Eva responded in a childlike surprise that made Madison giggle.
It wasn’t long before the car came to a stop just outside a gorgeous farmhouse at the far end of the farm.
“You’ve made it! Oh, my baby!” a woman who Eva could deduce was Madison’s mother, just from the resemblance alone, shrilled in excitement. She obviously could not contain her joy as she walked towards them with her arms wide open.
“Hey, Momma,” Madison responded, just before she was engulfed in a warm embrace.
“You’re here! Oh, I’ve missed you so much!” her mother exclaimed in a warm southern accent just before breaking the hug. “Look at you; you’ve become so skinny! There’s hardly any meat on those bones! Aren’t you eating properly?” her mother asked as she stretched her arms out and took Madison’s hands into hers.
“I’m eating just fine, Momma, but how am I supposed to gain any weight when nothing tastes as good as what you make?” Madison playfully responded.
“We’ll see how much you can eat in one weekend then,” Madison’s mother responded warmly.
Madison turned around to introduce Eva, who was now standing awkwardly behind her. She cleared her throat. “Momma, this is Eva Perez. Eva, this is my mother, Emily Hall.”
“It’s a pleasure meeting you, Mrs. Hall,” Eva said, stretching out her hand, but Madison’s mother was having none of it and pulled Eva into a warm hug.
“You are absolutely beautiful!” her mother exclaimed as she squeezed tighter before letting go and taking another up and down look at her. “Well, aren’t you precious! Absolutely stunning.” They paused for a few seconds before Emily spoke up again as she took one of Eva’s bags and raised her voice. “Well, don’t just stand there. Come on in.” She turned to Madison as they walked up the three stairs that were at the front door. “Your daddy is somewhere out in the fields. You know him and his horses; he’ll join us in a bit.”
After setting their bags aside, Madison joined her mother in the kitchen for a minute, allowing Eva to take in the homey feel of the farmhouse. She could tell it was carefully designed, with everything from the double doors at the entrance to the gorgeously stained wood on the foyer and the vintage decorative pieces looking like they had come from an 18th century novel. The antique-looking pictures on the walls were obviously painstakingly picked out to add to the sense of being lost in time that this house carefully exuded. She was busy staring at a painting of an old barn when Madison’s mother called her into the kitchen, where she found a gorgeous-looking plate of mini grilled cheese fingers and glasses of lemonade there for them to snack on before dinner.
“I can’t wait to show you around the farm. I’m sure Hector is going to love you,” Madison said softly to Eva as they sat on the island, snacking on what Madison’s mother had served them.
“Who’s Hector?” Eva just barely managed to ask as she savored the deliciousness of the grilled cheese fingers.
“He’s my first love. My dad gifted him to me when I was eight, and he was just a colt.”
“Ooh, really?” Eva responded, relieved as her eyes widened. “Now, how can I compete with that?” Eva said, an expertly crafted gloom on her face.
Madison shook her head in amusement as she nudged her. “I can’t wait to teach you to ride.”
“I have been looking forward to that all week long. Maybe I’ll even get you to ride off into the sunset with me,” Eva said smugly.
“Well then, you can have your first lesson tomorrow morning, right after breakfast,” Madison replied with a smile on her face.
“Why don’t you girls go freshen up as I start with dinner. You must be exhausted after that trip.”
“You have a point,” Madison said to her mother as she wiped down the countertop before turning to Eva, “C’mon, let’s go.”
Eva nodded and slowly followed Madison up the stairs to her room.
“This is so cute,” Eva squeaked as they entered the small but cozy bedroom. It was bright with baby blue walls and a multicolored bedspread that brought a beautiful pop of color into the room.
“I hated it as a kid,” Madison said while laughing.
‘No way. Why? Look at this!” Eva said as she looked around.
“I wanted something darker. It was a trying time, trying to be an emo teen with a baby blue wall.”
“I bet,” Eva responded as she grinned before walking up to Madison and holding her by the waist. “Well, I think it looks magnificent.”
“Hard to argue with that now,” Madison said as she pulled Eva in for a kiss. Eva relished the kiss. All of this was new, but it felt amazing. They took a few breaks from kissing to freshen up and get ready for dinner.
Once they had washed the dirt and grime from the airport from one another’s bodies, they headed back downstairs to help Madison’s mother, Emily, make dinner. Madison had never been any good at cooking. Hence, she quickly assumed her role as the chief storyteller as her mother and Eva bonded over the perfect way to sear the green beans that would accompany the catfish whose aroma was currently lurking wonderfully in the air.
“He stood there with his arms crossed and had the nastiest look on his face. He was so disappointed he couldn’t believe it,” Madison said amidst laughter.
“Believe what?” a hoarse, heavy voice said from behind her. Eva turned to find a tall, bearded man standing in the corridor.
“Daddy!” Madison exclaimed as she walked up to him, her arms wide open, going in for a hug.
“Good to see you, Maddie,” he said after breaking the hug.
“Good to see you too,” Madison replied, smiling at him. “I was just telling Eva the story of when Rolf was teething and ate the soles of your favorite shoes when he was a puppy,” Madison replied, standing next to her father.
Her father broke into spasms of laughter, heavy, hearty laughter that clearly came from somewhere deep within. “Those were my favorite shoes! It’s funny now, but back then, I was fuming.”
Madison turned around to find Eva smiling at them. “Dad, this is Eva. Eva, this is my dad, John Hall.”
“It’s a pleasure meeting you in person, Eva. We’ve heard so much about you,” he said, stretching out his hand.
Eva shot Madison a look. “Oh really? Good things, I hope,” she replied, now reeling from John’s firm handshake. His hands were rough, a clear sign of someone who often worked in the fields.
John looked at Madison, then at Eva, and back at Madison and smiled. “Definitely. She just forgot to mention how pretty you are.”
Madison laughed as Eva nudged her, slightly embarrassed; this was a family that was good at giving compliments.
“Don’t mind these two, Eva. They’re always up to some mischief,” Madison’s mother said from across the kitchen.
As they sat down at the dinner table, listening to John’s stories of just how excited he was for his new foals and the developments at the farm since Madison was last there, Madison was lost in thought. Her parents’ relationship was the model of everything she wanted. She turned her attention to Eva, who was now clinging to her dad’s every word. Her heart softened; Eva was turning out to be everything she wanted for herself, and that realization excited and scared her. She was sure she wanted to make things official between them, but there had never been a right moment, and the unknowns and possibilities of all the ways that could go terrified her. She hoped that tomorrow’s party would be the perfect opportunity to put her cards out there and make it clear just how much Eva meant to her.
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As Madison looked in the mirror, she loved the reflection looking back at her. Her floral dress had just the perfect fit and paired wonderfully with her matching set of white sandals. She had her hair down, cascading in perfect shimmery red waves to just below her shoulders. She could faintly hear the guests streaming in downstairs and some soft music playing in the background. It had been a couple of years since she had last seen some of these people, and she was excited to just have a good time and catch up with them away from the demands of work.
“You are nailing that outfit,” Eva said as she stepped closer and planted a soft kiss on Madison’s lips.
“So are you,” Madison said as she looked her up and down. Eva was casually dressed in a flowy white shirt, brown pegged pants, and loafers that tied the look together wonderfully.
“That’s a lot of people,” Eva said as she looked over Madison’s shoulder and saw the crowd that had already arrived through the window.
“If you think this is a big crowd, you should see my mom’s yearly get-together for her church. It’s absolutely massive,” Madison said as she put on her lipstick. “You ready?” she asked after she was done.
“Yup. Let’s do this,” Eva said, stretching out her arm for Madison to take hold of. The backyard now looked completely different from what Eva had seen that morning. The large white balloons and baby blue drapes that had been tastefully set up added a festive feeling that was compounded wonderfully by the upbeat music playing in the background. There was ample space to the left that had been set aside for the dance floor, and at the other end was the seating area just next to the buffet.
Madison’s parents stood out in the crowd, welcoming them and setting aside the gifts that had been brought. “Your parents look amazing together,” Eva said as she gestured to them
“They sure do,” Madison said, now feeling giddy as she remembered the proposal that she had for the day.
“Hi, Maddie!” a surprisingly high voice called out from behind them. Eva and Madison turned around to find a short blonde woman smiling at them.
“Heather! Hi,” Madison said before beginning to catch up with Heather, one of her old high school friends, before quickly moving on to the next one. Eva smiled politely as she tried her best to remember names as Madison introduced her to the people she had grown up with. She was busy trying to keep herself from being distracted by Heather’s voice when they heard a booming voice over the sound system. It was Madison’s father calling for attention.
“Good evening. I would like to thank you all for joining us this evening. It means a lot to us that you would be able to make it to celebrate our anniversary with us,” he began. “It has been thirty years since I said I do to this beautiful woman beside me. They say it’s for better or worse, and all I can say is that she’s been the best thing in my life. Not to sound too gushy, but I have never looked back on having this beautiful and amazing woman by my side and felt anything other than joy. So today. I just want her never to forget that I love her,” he said as he looked at his blushing wife, who was reeling from the awws in the audience. “So, here’s to three incredible decades of love,” he said, raising his beer as he continued to gaze at his wife, the love between them clearly not lost on the audience. He received a round of applause before handing the mic to his wife, the more comical speaker of the two. Madison’s mother had the crowd in stitches as she gave her speech, using the more challenging parts of their relationship for comedic punchlines as she affirmed the love she had for her husband.
The crowd let out thunderous applause as she finished up
“Now, cheers! And don’t be shy y’all. Make sure you fill up on those tiny sausages; they’re the best damn thing I’ve had in weeks,” Emily added.
“Cheers!” the crowd responded cheerfully before the music went back on, and people mingled in tiny groups
Madison was busy talking to one of her mother’s friends about her son’s soccer tryouts when the smooth country sound of “Chattahoochee” by Alan Jackson came on.
“Let’s dance,” Madison said as she immediately pulled Eva into formation. “Follow the steps.”
“What?” Eva asked, trying her best to imitate the moves of all the other dancers.
“It’s a very easy dance. Quite popular around here. Just follow the lead of the person in front of you,” Madison yelled from the line just next to hers.
Madison proceeded to laugh as Eva fumbled every other move, forgetting her steps. Eva didn’t mind, she was failing terribly to sync with the other dancers, but it seemed to make Madison laugh. “I’m doing great. See!” she shouted before hilariously fumbling a two-step dance move.
Madison kept an eye on her, adrenaline pumping as they got to faster parts of the dance. Taking every chance she got to send Eva a seductive wink. Eva smiled back; she loved it. Her heart was full as they danced. It was amazing just how much she felt for Madison. She had been with many people before, but never did she think she would fall for someone this hard that a simple wink could make her knees go weak.
“You did great,” Madison said as the song faded away and the dance came to an end.
“I’m going to get you back for that,” Eva said as she caught her breath.
“For wh—” Madison began before Eva moved in closer and planted a wet kiss on her lips.
Madison went red. “You’re very cheeky,” she said as she moved in closer to Eva.
“I learned from the best,” Eva said, a bold smile on her face
Madison was about to say something when her mother came over and pulled her away to say hi to someone on the other end of the yard.
After losing sight of Eva somewhere between the pleasantries and the genuinely interesting guests, Madison tried to call her but to no avail. The party was in full swing, and everyone was already deeply engaged enough for them not to notice her slip away. She scouted amongst the minglers, the dancers, and even by the buffet but was unable to find where Eva had gone off to. She circled the space again and went around the deck still with no success. She was about to turn back when she saw a silhouette of the woman she was looking for on the front porch.
“Hey. Just the person I was looking for,” Madison said as she went up to her and took her place next to Eva on the porch.
“Hello, Miss Popular. I just saw your call,” she said as she waved her phone screen towards Madison. “I felt like I needed to get away for a bit and the paddocks with all these cute horses weren’t a bad view.”
“They’re beautiful, aren’t they?” Madison said as she watched them graze against the green background behind them.
Eva was just about to speak when the screen of the phone she was now holding in her hands lit up. She checked; it was Mateo. She waited for the call to end before switching the vibrations on and putting it in her pocket.
“You sure you don’t want to check that?” Madison asked, concerned.
“He’s probably calling to tell me about the job I gave him for today. I’ll call him later. Right now, I just want to focus on you,” Eva said before she scooted closer to where Madison was seated, close enough that Madison could feel the heat radiating from her body.
“I love this place. I could live here forever,” Eva said as she took a deep breath of the crisp evening air.
“Don’t let my mom hear that, or she’ll keep us here forever,” Madison said, eliciting a light chuckle from Eva. “She and Dad really like you,” Madison said quietly.
Eva looked into the depth of those gorgeous green eyes; she could tell Madison was sincere. “I really like them too. Everyone around here is so friendly. It’s insane.”
“It’s a small community. Everyone here probably went to the same high school,” Madison said as she stared at the horses in the distance.
“I would have loved to grow up in a place like this. It’s so quiet and peaceful. Other than the guests coming here, I haven’t heard a single car just passing by,” Eva said as she reminisced on her own childhood and how different it had been.
“I wanted to talk to you about something,” Madison said, swallowing hard as she changed the topic. A tiny drop of sweat began to form on her forehead. She had been uneasy about bringing Eva to her parents, and despite how well it all went, she needed to know where they stood.
“Sure. Shoot,” Eva said, somewhat concerned at the sudden shift of Madison’s tone.
“I was looking at my mom and dad today, and I realized I want what they have. And I really like you, and I was thinking that maybe we could give this thing a shot. Give us a real shot.”
“This thing?” Eva chucked. “What exactly are you asking me, Miss Hall?” Eva asked cheekily, wanting her to spell it all out.
“I want you to be with me, for real. I want to hold you as we go to sleep every night. I want to kiss you and tell you that you look pretty every single day. And I don’t want to be anxious every time I ask you to come spend time with me. These two days have been amazing, and I want us to live this amazing reality for much longer than a couple of hours or days at a time,” Madison said, unable to hold herself back as she stared into those beautiful brown pools in Eva’s eyes.
Eva blushed as her heart instantly warmed; she had been planning on how to do this herself ever since Madison asked her to come out to Kentucky with her for her parent’s anniversary, but it seemed Madison had beaten her to it. But she knew before she accepted Madison’s offer, she had to tell her about Meghan. She couldn’t let their relationship start off with any secrets. Eva took a breath, baiting her breath that Madison wouldn’t judge her and would still want to be with her when she found out. Eva let the thought sit for a minute; she had barely opened her mouth to speak when she felt a vibration in her pants that in equal parts surprised and annoyed her. She pulled out the phone from her pocket and read Mateo’s name on the screen again.
She turned to Madison, embarrassed. “I’m sorry. It seems like I have to take this. My brother won’t stop calling.”
“Sure,” Madison said, exasperated.
“Mateo, this better be an emergency…What? I can’t hear you. What happened to Papa? Mateo… Mateo… you’re talking too fast. I cannot understand you.” Mateo was struggling with what to say, which was unusual for a man who was so fond of the sound of his own voice. “Take a deep breath and tell me what happened slowly.” Eva stood and started to pace around while on the phone.
Whatever this was, Madison could tell for a fact it wasn’t good. She didn’t know how to react as she silently watched Eva pace around before hanging up, walking back, and taking a seat beside her. The light that was just in her eyes a few moments ago was gone and was now replaced with dread. “That was my brother. My father is in the hospital. He was involved in an accident. Apparently, a drunk driver hit his car.”
“Mateo says it’s not life threatening, but he’s going into surgery. I have to go to him. I have to be there,” Eva said as her mind went into overdrive. She scrolled down her contact list and called Michael, hoping to get an emergency flight back to Los Angeles. She was relieved when she heard his voice. He knew her well enough to have already booked her a ticket immediately as he heard the news. Madison placed her hand over Eva’s, and she squeezed her fingers with hers, providing the gesture of comfort she knew Eva needed in that moment.
Eva ran her hand through her hair, an evident panic on her face. Her father meant everything to her; she couldn’t imagine losing him like this. The flight Michael had booked was in an hour. If she was going to make it, she needed to get there quickly.
“Do you want me to come with you?” Madison asked, concerned. She was unsure if Eva would be able to hold it together by herself on the plane.
“No, it’s okay. I don’t want you to leave the party so early, plus Michael could only get one ticket out on such short notice,” Eva said, mustering up a brave face.
“Okay, let’s go inside. You can wait in the living room as I get your things packed. You didn’t unpack much, so it should only be a few minutes.” Eva walked into the living room and sat on the couch, the reality of what was now actually happening settling in. She hung on to the words of her brother, it couldn’t be that serious, or he would have told her, wouldn’t he? There was no way she would lose her father, not now when things were finally getting so good for her.
It took Madison just a few minutes to pack all of Eva’s things. Luckily the party was still in full swing. There was hardly anyone coming into the house, giving Eva the privacy to process her next move.
“I’m all done. We should go. We have to be quick if we are going to make it on time for your flight,” Madison said, now taking complete control of the situation.
“Shouldn’t I say goodbye to your parents? I don’t want them to think I just ran out of here,” Eva said, a distant look in her eye.
“No. I’ll tell them when I get back. There’s no need to make them worried while all their guests are still here,” Madison said. It was clear that Eva was way more affected than she was letting on.
“Let’s go,” Madison said as she picked up the keys to her father’s truck and led Eva to the garage. The drive to the airport was silent. Madison alternated between keeping her eyes on the road and throwing quick glances at Eva, whose gaze was transfixed outside.
“I’m sorry we didn’t get to finish our conversation earlier,” Eva said with a sad look as they pulled up to the airport.
“There is always another time. Take care of your dad first. We can always talk about it once he’s settled and I’m back to the city.”
“Okay,” Eva said simply. She was too scared to think of anything remotely helpful to say at the moment.
They sat in the heavy silence of the car until Madison finally spoke up. “You better go. I don’t want you to miss your flight,” Madison said softly. They got out of the car with Madison pulling Eva’s suitcase out of the back seat. Madison kissed her on the cheek. “Keep me posted. See you in a couple of days.”
“I’ll see you then,” Eva replied simply, holding back so much. She had so much she needed to say to Madison. That she was terrified for her father, that she was sorry for ruining their trip, that she loved her more than she had let herself realize. That last one shocked her, she had never loved or let herself be loved like this before, and the reality of the hold Madison had on her sank in. She just hoped that Madison would be able to deal with her past and accept her for who she was and what they could be for one another.
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The double-sided doors of St. John’s hospital opened to reveal the white-walled hospital reception. The smell of antiseptic filling her nostrils was quick to overwhelm Eva’s senses. Eva had tried reaching her brother and mother, but after the third phone call, they had let her calls go to voicemail. The sound of her shoes tapping on the tiled floor echoed the empty hallway as she walked towards the reception desk. “Hi. I’m Eva Perez, and I’m here to see my father, Stephen Perez. He was involved in a car accident. I was informed he was brought here.”
The lady behind the desk looked at Eva above her glasses. “Let me check to confirm. Just have a seat. I will get back to you in a minute.” Eva sighed for a moment; the urgency of her situation was clearly lost on this lady.
“I’ll just stand here,” she replied adamantly as she watched her continue to stare into the computer in front of her. Eva’s finger tapped increasingly faster on the counter; the exhaustion, anxiety, and fear she had from this whole ordeal now taking their toll and creating the best recipe for irritation. It didn’t help that the receptionist hadn’t lifted a finger to actually assist her.
“Ma’am, could you please tell me where my father is so that I can leave you to continue with your work here?” Eva asked, the anger within her beginning to rise.
The woman looked at her from above her glasses before continuing to look at the screen. Eva’s blood boiled; the exhaustion being quickly replaced with rage. She was preparing to throw a fit when she heard a familiar voice calling her. She turned around to find her mother standing in the reception area, her eyes bloodshot, probably from the combined effort of crying and lack of sleep.
“I’m so glad you are here,” she said as she ran to hug her. Eva squeezed her for a bit, taking the time to savor the hug; life, as she was learning, was very fleeting.
“How’s Papa doing?” Eva asked, carefully eyeing her, anticipating any possible answer.
“He’s currently in surgery. He went in like two hours ago, so they should be almost done,” she said, her breath reeking with the unmistakable scent of cigarette smoke. This must have been bad. Her mother had quit smoking years ago; her father hated it and had somehow managed to get her to quit. She did her best to avoid it, saving it for only the most stressful of times, and even when she did smoke, she made sure to hide it a lot better.
“Did the doctor give you any clues on how bad it was?” Eva asked, fighting the urge to start pacing all over the reception area.
“The tests he did before showed a couple of broken bones, some internal bleeding, but the doctor said considering his age, it wasn’t too bad,” Martha replied.
Eva could feel a weight being lifted from her chest as she slightly calmed down. “The old geezer is going to be fine. You know him, the most stubborn man alive. There’s no way he’s going to let an accident take him out. He’s got a lot of life left to live.”
“I hope so,” her mother responded; Eva could hear the fear in her voice no matter how hard she tried to hide it.
“I know so,” she said as she took hold of her hand.
“Now go tell that to your brother,” her mother said as she stared into Eva’s eyes. She was scared, but all things considered, she was holding up much better than Eva had expected.
“Speaking of Mateo, where is he?” Eva asked, concerned. Her brother, no matter how tough he acted, had always been much more fragile than her.
Her mother sighed, “He’s been outside, walking around the hospital over and over again. It’s his version of doing something. If he had his way, he would be inside the operating room with the doctors right now.”
Eva nodded; she definitely would need to go check on him in a bit. “Let’s go sit down, Mama; we’ve been standing here for too long,” Eva said, trying to get her mother to rest. She would need it if she was going to make it through the night.
“I need to be alone for now. Go to your brother. He needs you much more than I do right now.”
Eva raised an eyebrow. “Are you sure?”
“Yes. I’ll be in the third-floor waiting room. The surgery is on that floor. If you need me, you know where to find me.”
“Okay,” Eva said quietly in response. She watched as her mother began to walk towards the elevator. She was the strongest woman Eva knew; she would pull through somehow.
Slowly she turned around and walked back to the entrance and began her pursuit for Mateo. She walked around the exquisitely manicured lawns of the hospital, searching for him. The hospital was so huge, with so many buildings, he could be anywhere. Eva was about to pull out her phone and call him when she spotted a lone, sullen-looking figure on the bench at the far end of the compound.
Slowly, she walked over and found her brother, head fallen, staring at the cup of coffee he was holding. “You know you’re supposed to drink it, not stare at it,” she prodded, hoping to elicit some kind of snarky remark from him, but he just stared at her.
“Hey,” Eva continued. This worried her, he always had a response to whatever she had to say, and in most circumstances, that infuriated her, but today she needed that version of him. She needed him to be strong.
“I’ve been such a douchebag,” Mateo said as Eva sat next to him. “Papa called me to drive him to the club today. He’d given his driver the weekend off. And I said no.”
Eva’s heart dropped. She could see where this was going. “Mateo—”
“Maybe if I had been there, if I hadn’t been so selfish, this wouldn’t have happened.”
Eva sighed. “There’s no way you could have known. These things are called accidents for a reason, Mateo. Plus, Papa is going to be alright, he’s—”
“I always do this. I always let him down,” Mateo interrupted her. “I screwed up with not getting a job. I haven't contributed to the family. I was just getting myself together, you know? I wanted him to see me become the man he’s always wanted me to be, to be proud of me, and now—” Mateo cut himself off as his emotions choked him.
“Papa has always been proud of you. You didn’t need to prove anything to him. And he’s not going anywhere,” Eva responded, trying to calm him down.
“You wouldn’t get it. No matter what you do, he looks at you like you can do no wrong. You’ve always been his perfect child. The one who stepped up and took over the company, who always did things right, you liked the same things as him…Heck, you even enjoyed the stupid golf games. For once in my life, I wanted to make him see me, to be proud of me, and now I’m scared I might not get that chance,” Mateo said, his voice cracking from the emotion.
Eva sat silently, absorbing what Mateo had just said. She was in shock; she had never thought of it like that. Suddenly her relationship with her brother started making a lot more sense. She had never meant to exclude him. She had been so wrapped up in her own life and the company she didn’t even notice that that’s how he felt.
Eva scooted closer to him. “Hey, I’m sorry that I’ve been so hard on you all this time. I had no idea you’ve felt like this. Neither of us wanted to make you feel excluded. I’m sure Dad would be devastated if he knew. He loves you so much. But he’s going to be okay, and we are family. We are going to fix this.”
They sat out there for an hour, each keeping their thoughts to themselves, but they were held together by the common feeling of fear. An ambulance was pulling up in the distance when both Mateo and Eva heard the dings of their phones. It was a text from their mom that alerted them that their father had just gotten out of surgery and that he was okay.
“We better go inside,” Eva said as she swiftly got up from the bench.
“Yeah, sure,” Mateo responded.
As they walked silently into the hospital, the air between them felt different somehow, lighter. They would make it through; their family was going to get through this together.
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Madison waited patiently in her car outside Marie’s apartment. She had given her the heads up that she was outside and they needed to be on time. Today was a big day, it was finally the official launch of Milky Way Dairies' new vegan products line, and she was ecstatic. They would launch the product along with the ad that she and her team had prepared, and Madison just couldn’t wait to hear the reactions that both the products and the ad would garner. Madison had spoken to Eva the previous night and was pleasantly surprised she hadn’t had time to watch it. It was unfortunate that Eva hadn’t been able to put in the time at work to see it. Still, considering the circumstances and her needing to be with her family after her father’s accident, Madison understood. She was excited to see Eva, and what a better way to finish off that conversation they had started than the successful launch. It would be a sort of completion arc for them, considering how their relationship started—but that would only happen if her plus-one for the evening finally hurried up and showed herself. She was checking her lipstick in the rearview mirror when she caught a little figure hurrying towards the car in the corner of her eye.
“I’m so sorry I’m late. I’ve never been to any of these events as just a guest before. I needed to look good. For all the cameras, you know,” Marie apologized
“It’s okay. We’re still on schedule,” Madison responded cheerfully; nothing could ruin this night for her.
Madison turned on the radio, allowing the smooth R&B music to fill the car as she and Marie caught up. They had gotten along exceptionally well since they met. Who would be better to share the news of her and Eva’s relationship first than her?
“You do know I’m going to be really busy tonight, right?” Madison said as she focused on a turn.
“Trust me. I’ll be fine. I’m the queen of small talk and making other’s feel like I’m actually interested in what they are saying,” Marie responded as she swayed along to the beat in her seat.
Madison chuckled; Marie’s no-holds-barred answers were part of why she liked her so much. Slowly they drove until they arrived at the Watson Hotel. The underground parking lot was already full when they arrived, a clear indication that the event was in full swing. Madison heaved a sigh of relief when the valet approached them. The nightmare of finding somewhere to park in that maze was an obstacle she wasn’t willing to overcome tonight.
“How do I look?” Madison asked Marie as they got out of the car and headed for the elevator.
Marie looked her up and down, carefully inspecting her. “Like a million dollars, Gee, who are we hoping to impress at this party. Did you secretly know the Queen of England would be here, and you didn’t tell me?
Madison laughed, rolling her eyes at Marie’s comment before pressing the elevator button. “You are so annoying. Has anyone ever told you that?”
“Only my brother, every single day of my life,” Marie responded, laughing as the elevator door closed in front of them.
“I like him already,” Madison said as she pressed the button that would send them to the venue.
The elevator doors opened to showcase a party already in full swing. Well-dressed guests stood around in small groups, talking and laughing as they sipped on glasses of champagne. It seemed like all of the city’s firms had sent representatives to schmooze and socialize over tiny appetizers and promises of contracts, and they had shown up. But who could blame them? Who doesn’t love an exclusive party?
Madison took hold of a glass and began doing the rounds, socializing mainly with Milky Way’s staff and taking stock of their thoughts on the campaign. She was yet to see Eva, but she was the CEO. She was probably somewhere, making sure everything behind the scenes went on perfectly. Madison turned around to find Marie seemingly enjoying the company of one beautiful looking businesswoman who, with his six-foot frame, stood out glaringly from the rest of the crowd. Madison walked on a bit further as her eyes swept the crowd looking for Eva.
“You look lovely tonight,” an all-too-familiar voice whispered from behind her ear.
Madison turned around to find Eva smiling at her. Madison’s mouth went dry; she had seen a lot of work Eva and even laid-back Eva, but all dressed up Eva was beyond her wildest expectations. She wore a beautiful, sleeveless black dress that draped in the front and dipped oh so subtly at the bustline. All this while still leaving almost everything entirely to the imagination before flowing downwards to her ankles while maintaining a sexy yet dignified slit. She paired the dress with silver heels that matched her accessories perfectly. Her hair flowed down her back as usual, but today it seemed fuller, wavier even.
“I thought I looked good. Did I miss the memo that said we should be downright breathtaking?”
Eva smiled as the complement settled. “I could only hope to be as gorgeous as you are.”
Madison moved in closer and kissed her on the cheek. She still wanted to keep this somewhat professional until the end of the night.
“That’s it?” Eva asked as if reading her mind.
“For now. I’m saving my energy for when I take that dress off you later tonight,” Madison responded glibly.
Eva blushed as she gestured towards one of the servers and snagged a glass of champagne. “I look forward to seeing it,” Eva said with a husky tone before taking a sip out of her glass and resetting the conversation to more neutral ground. “I’ve really missed you. I’m sorry I haven’t gotten the chance to come to see you yet.”
“It’s alright. I understand why. How’s your dad doing, by the way?” Madison said empathetically as she took her first sip of champagne that evening.
“He’s alright, being as stubborn as ever. If it weren’t for me downright refusing to let him come, he would have dragged himself out of that bed to come here tonight,” Eva said with a light in her eyes. This was a far cry from the distraught Eva she saw at the airport.
Madison was speaking when Michael walked up to them. “Good evening, Miss Hall. I would like to steal her from you for a few minutes.” He turned to Eva, “It’s time for the speeches.”
Eva nodded to Michael, who shifted his gaze from her to Madison and then back before excusing himself.
“He knows about us, doesn’t he?” Madison asked with a grin on her face, her eyebrows slightly raised.
“Well, as the controller of my schedule, it turns out it wasn’t that hard for him to figure out,” Eva said as she took another sip from her glass. “I’ll see you in a bit, and then I’ll be at your mercy.”
“You have no idea,” Madison said again, causing another blush from Eva before she turned and walked away.
Eva walked to the stage just as her brother, the MC of the night, brought the hall to a pin-drop silence. He welcomed them and thanked them for gracing the occasion before welcoming his sister to the stage. With her usual grace and poise, Eva came on to the stage and served the crowd with the usual niceties. She thanked the entire team, from her sales and marketing team to the firm that made sure the processing plant was ready and functional, before giving a special thank you to Savanah for the fantastic job they had done. She asked for the lights to be dimmed and then turned to the gigantic screen behind her and played the ad that Madison and her team worked on. Madison sat in wonder as the ad played, the silence in the room heavy enough to cut through with a knife. She loved when her storyboards came to life, and the rare scenarios like this one, where she got to watch people enjoy Savanah’s work in real-time, were some of her favorites. Madison watched in awe as the room broke out into thunderous applause. This experience reminded her why she did what she did and just how much she enjoyed it.
Marie walked back to where she was and patted her on the back. “That was some amazing stuff.” She raised her glass as the lights came back to full capacity. “To a home run, cheers.”
“Cheers,” Madison said, meeting her glass. Madison couldn’t help but smile, it had been a trying year, but so far, things were looking better than she could ever imagine. All she wanted now was to have a good time with her friend and soon-to-be girlfriend before she took her home and ravished her.
Eva walked over to her brother once everyone had gone back to enjoying themselves. “Papa would have loved to be here.”
“Are you kidding? When did the old geezer not love a party? Good thing you didn’t let him come; he would have tried to dance even on crutches,” Mateo laughed.
“You’re right. He would have had us back in the hospital before we even recouped all the sleep we lost the last time he was there,” Eva said, smiling.
“I like this. Us not fighting all the time,” Mateo said, a sincere look in his eye.
“Me too,” Eva responded honestly. It was good to know that she and her brother were there for one another. They still had a long way to go, but they would figure it out together.
“Plus, you’re a lot more bearable when you aren’t breathing down my neck,” Mateo said, a grin on his face signifying that the moment had passed
“Don’t count on it,” Eva laughed. There it was again; the snarky Mateo was back. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, brother, there are a couple more people I still have to see.”
Eva barely waited for a response as her eyes swept the crowded room for the crimson of Madison’s hair. One of the best things about dating a redhead is that they were pretty easy to find in a crowd.
Eva walked amidst the crowd, slowly cutting her way through until she saw the gorgeous head of hair. Eva could tell it was her from anywhere. She began her pursuit when she noticed her talking to someone, a beautiful dark-haired girl. She reminded her of someone, but Eva couldn’t place her finger on exactly who it was.
She was only a couple of steps away when Eva saw her face. Was that Megan? Talking to Madison? No way. It just wasn’t possible. An instant feeling of panic ran through her as she got pale. She attempted to turn back and at least get time to get her wits back when she heard Madison call her. Eva made a face before turning back to meet Madison and Megan, who not surprisingly seemed equally shocked.
Hesitantly she began her walk back towards them. If she had her way, she would have had the earth swallow her there and then.
“I wanted you to come and meet my friend. Eva, this is Marie.”
“Marie?” Eva repeated subconsciously
“Nice to meet you, Eva,” she responded plainly, looking Eva directly in the eye.
Eva hesitated. Was this some kind of sick joke? What exactly was going on here? She was beginning to break out into a sweat.
“Are you okay?” Madison asked, taking note of the sudden shift in mood. Everything suddenly felt…icy.
“Can I talk to you for a minute in private?” Eva asked, unable to handle this awkward situation any longer. She had hoped she would get the chance to tell Madison all this at a later date, perhaps over a candle-lit dinner or a romantic bonfire to soften the situation, but it seemed she would have to come clean.
“After you,” Madison said as she raised an eyebrow and proceeded to follow Eva out of the room and into the elevator. She watched Eva quietly as she pushed the button for the rooftop. As the elevator began to rise, slowly moving from floor to floor, Eva could not take the uneasy silence and anticipation. The weight of the information was choking her.
“Your friend ‘Marie’ is actually an escort named Megan, and she provided escort services for me for a while before I met you. We had a casual thing. For a while.” Eva blurted out just before the elevator dinged and the doors opened. There it was. The secret was out; Eva felt like she could finally breathe.
Madison said nothing; she just looked at her for a few seconds before stepping out of the elevator and onto the rooftop. Eva followed closely behind her.
Madison walked over to the edge and leaned against the rail. Eva followed closely behind, not exactly sure what was going on here.
“Um.. I know,” Madison said as she looked over the landscape below that was now covered in the dozens of beautiful lights from the buildings below.
Madison’s words hit Eva like a truck. “You do? How? Are you mad?”
“Yes and No,” Madison responded. “I guess I’ve been keeping a couple of secrets of my own.”
Eva looked at her quizzically, unable to tell where this was going.
“You remember that day I left your house all quickly? After we first hooked up?”
“Yeah,” Eva responded, confused.
“I had accidentally seen her text when I picked up your phone, thinking it was mine. I guess I could somehow remember her unsaved number, so when we became friends, and she gave me her number, it bothered me, but I didn’t know why. Today when she saw us talking, apparently, she could tell there was chemistry between us. She panicked and told me.” Madison’s voice was calm, so calm that it unnerved Eva.
“I see,” Eva said as she took in all the information she was getting. “Are you upset?”
“No. She told me you hadn’t seen each other in roughly four months. That’s as long as we have known each other. I guess I can’t be mad about you doing something before you even knew I existed.”
“Oh,” Eva said, surprised by Madison’s reaction. This was going way better than she had anticipated.
“I have a question though, why an escort service when you could have literally any woman you want?”
Eva was quiet for a few seconds. Madison could see the wheels in her brain turning as she prepared to speak. “It’s just easier. I have worked crazy hours ever since I became CEO of this company, and dating is hard. It required a lot more energy than I was willing to give, but we all have needs, and we get lonely. An escort service just seemed like the perfect solution.”
Madison was quiet for a long time, uncomfortably long if Eva was honest. “Yeah. It all makes sense now.”
“So, does that mean you still want to be my girlfriend?” Eva blurted out. Realizing what she had just said, her heart started pounding in her chest. She was putting herself out there in more ways than one tonight, and she knew Madison’s potential rejection would destroy her.
Madison’s eyes widened, her heart rate now becoming just as fast. “Your girlfriend? Are you sure?”
“Positive,” Eva responded firmly. “Since the first day I met you, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. And usually, after a while, that stops, but with you, I feel myself falling more and more in love every day, and I think that’s worth fighting for.”
Tears welled up in Madison’s eyes. “Yes! I would love to be your girlfriend. Oh, my goodness, yes!” Madison responded as she leapt into Eva’s arms before taking her face with her hands. She planted a giant kiss on Eva’s lips.
“I love you too,” Madison said as she leaned her own forehead on Eva’s.
“You do?” Eva asked, a smile tugging at the ends of her lips.
“I do.”
Eva leaned forward and took Madison’s lips with hers, kissing her slowly, savoring every moment. She could feel the warmth swirling around in her stomach. Eva’s heart had never been so full. In just a few months, she had managed to propel her company in the direction she wanted, patched things up with her brother, and even snagged the woman of her dreams. It had been a long journey, but she was glad she had stuck it out. This was what life was supposed to feel like. It had endless possibilities for them, and she couldn’t wait to find out what more was in store.





EPILOGUE
Madison and Eva walked down the aisle hand in hand in front of Madison’s parents house with all their friends and family watching. The sun shone and and Madison thought she had never been happier in her life. Eva was soon to be her wife. They had chosen their outfits together. Madison was wearing a long ivory silk gown with her hair lightly curled and pinned up. Eva wore some smart ivory pants and an ivory silk shirt that matched the top of Madison’s dress. They both wore heels and Madison couldn’t help thinking how perfectly they fit together.
Eva’s dad had recovered well and Madison was so pleased to have all of both of their families at the wedding and so supportive of both of them.
She looked up at the pastures ahead. All of the horses were watching. She smiled to herself.
This was the beginning of her future and she couldn’t be happier.
   
THAT EVENING WAS their first night together as wife and wife. Madison’s parents had chosen to move to a smaller house on the ranch to give the big ranch house to Madison and Eva.
They sat out on the deck on the big swinging love seat, swinging gently in the evening sun and watched the horses. They had changed from their wedding outfits into their pyjamas. Matching white shortie pyjamas for their wedding night. Madison wove her fingers through Eva’s. She loved the way Eva’s skin looked against her own.
“Do you think you will miss the city?” she asked Eva.
“God, no. I love it here. This place is incredible. And your family have been so welcoming. I just love them.” She squeezed Madison’s hand.
“Your work?”
“I’ll still be working,” Eva grinned. “You know I’ll never stop. But, it was about time I stepped back. Mateo is doing so well and our relationship is just so much better now. I can do the majority of my work from anywhere. And I want to do it from here. From our home.”
Madison felt warm inside. She couldn’t wait to build her home with Eva.
“Do you think you will mind stepping back from Savanah Agency?” Eva asked her.
Madison thought for a minute, but she had been sure of her answer for a while. “Savanah was my baby for so long, but now I have our baby to think about.” She put her hand to her belly. Her pregnancy was 22 weeks now and her bump was really starting to show. She had just begun to feel him moving around inside of her and the magic that was growing a baby was taking over her. Eva’s hand joined hers on her belly. Eva looked at her with so much love in her eyes.
“Savanah will go on without me there. Now we have these big contracts, the staff can make the rest of it happen. And, I can still do bits from here. I thought for so long I loved the city. And, well, I do. But it isn’t home. This is home, here.”
The sky was a mass of reds and oranges as the sun began to set.
Eva took Madison’s face in her hands. “You are my home,” she said and she kissed Madison’s lips.
Madison felt the same thrills she had always felt running through her body. Eva was still incredible, dazzling and powerful and Madison just felt overwhelmingly in love and in lust with her.
Eva moved and knelt on the deck between Madison’s legs. Eva’s hands moved up to Madisons pyjama shirt and lightly ran underneath it sending shivers through Madison’s body. Her breasts were so much bigger since she had been pregnant and her nipples were permanently swollen and super responsive. They jumped to attention as they felt Eva’s hands on them.
Madison moaned and immediately felt turned on. She had been so horny in these last few weeks of pregnancy. Every time Eva had touched her, she wanted sex and tonight was no different. Eva had relished in it and was initiating sex all the time and Madison had no interest in turning it down.
Eva’s hands ran down Madison’s sides and snuck into the waistband of her shorts, easing them down and Madison stood on her tiptoes and raised her hips to allow the shorts to be slid off under her ass and down to her ankles before Eva threw them to the side.
Madison felt exposed, suddenly. Although here they were, the only ones for miles around, with only the horses for company.
The lazy orange light was on Eva’s shimmering dark hair as she lowered her head to meet Eva’s sex with her mouth.
Eva’s hands were on her thighs, parting them and Eva’s mouth was on her pussy, long slow licks up and down, teasing her and pleasing her.
Madison felt herself opening up for Eva’s mouth.
“You are so wet,” Eva mumbled as she broke from what she was doing for a second.
“Um.. that’s because you turn me on so much,” Madison said.
Their sex had changed a bit since Madison’s pregnancy, there was no longer the battle for dominance that there had been for so long. There was a gentle passion between them and Madison felt Eva’s fingers pushing inside of her with that beautiful familiarity that she had come to expect.
She moaned loudly. “Oh god, you feel so good inside me.”
Madison felt herself rocking on the swing seat in time with Eva’s fingers moving firmly inside her and Eva’s mouth glued to her clitoris.
Eva’s spare hand reached up to Madison’s super sensitive nipples.
Madison felt the squeeze on her right nipple and it was as though her nipple was directly connected to her burning core. Everything Eva was doing to her was taking her to another realm entirely.
The heat and intensity of the pleasure she was receiving began to build and build inside her and seconds later the walls broke and her orgasm flooded through every last cell of her body.
It was a minute before she managed to lazily open her eyes and come back to life, seeing the pastures and horses and Eva, lovely lovely Eva smiling at her, bathed in the golden evening light.
“I love you,” Madison smiled. Eva took Madison’s hands and knelt up higher. Madison lowered her head to kiss Eva’s lips, tasting herself on them. They paused after the kiss, their faces inches away from each other. Eva looked so very beautiful.
“I love you, too,” she said. You and our little boy. She touched Madison’s stomach. “I can’t wait for the rest of forever with you.”

The End





CEO SERIES
Thank you so much for reading the first book in the CEO Series! Check out Book 2 Here:


  
I want you to work for me. You will wear the exact clothes I send you and you will do exactly what I ask of you...
This is an Age Gap, Ice Queen, Sapphic Romance between a CEO and her personal assistant. It is hot and steamy with a Happy Ever After. mybook.to/WFTCEO





AFTERWORD
Hey! Thank you so much for reading my book. I am honestly so very grateful to you for your support. I really hope you enjoyed it.
If you enjoyed it, I would love you to join my VIP readers list and be the first to know about freebies, new releases, price drops and special free hot short stories featuring the characters from my books.
You can get a FREE copy of Her Boss by joining my VIP readers list : https://BookHip.com/MNVVPBP


  
Meg has had a crush on her hot older boss the whole time she has worked for her. Could it be that the fantasies aren’t just in Meg’s head? https://BookHip.com/MNVVPBP
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