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Author’s note: 

Welcome to Atlanta, back in the day when the Shark Bar was the hot spot. When sitting with your girlfriends at Houston’s or Justin’s was the perfect way to start the weekend. 

When I wrote Revelations, I was so in love with the City of Atlanta. This was my first romance and this story has always been important to me. 

A few years ago, I read it again and realized that there was something missing. The heat and passion between Malik and Shari. So, I’ve updated their story and released this book as an e-book for the first time. 

I hope you enjoy this throwback love story! And as always, thank you for your support. 
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Chapter One
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Shari Walker’s deadline loomed above like storm clouds. But she hadn’t made any progress on this month’s cover story for Atlanta Monthly, a digital and print magazine she regularly wrote freelance articles for. Running her hand through her hair, Shari sighed. She had two days to track down the anchor of her story, Jill Atkinson. 

Jill ran one of the fastest growing computer consulting companies in the southeast. In two years she turned a fledgling company, worth a little less than one-millon dollars into a multi-million dollar company serving over a hundred businesses across the US and Canada. There was no story without Jill. I’ve got to talk to this woman. Shari called her office for the third time in two hours.  

“Jill Atkinson’s office,” a woman said.

“This is Shari Walker from AM, again.”

“Hold on.”

“Jill Atkinson,” was the next voice she heard. 

“Ms. Atkinson, this is Shari Walker.”

“Shari, I owe you a huge apology. I haven’t been avoiding you, but my company has been in transition. We just changed our distribution center location. I’ve been all over the place and I didn’t have chance to call you back. Have you missed your deadline?”

“Almost. I have a day to turn this story around,” she replied, her voice lilted with desperation.

“Let’s meet for drinks, say six at Houston’s on Lenox Road.”

“That sounds good to me.” 

“Great, I’ll see you then.”

“Would it be okay if I came to your office this morning? I just want to see what it’s like over there and get a look at you in action?”

“I don’t have a problem with that. I’ll switch you to Madison and she can set everything up.”

Shari made arraignments to go over to DVA Inc. at eleven a.m. After hanging up, she dashed into the bathroom and took a quick shower. Next it was time to fight with her thick shoulder length hair. Today, she’d straighten it instead of wearing her signature afro.

Shari decided to go vintage for her look selecting a tailored emerald green skirt suit. When she pulled it out of the closet, her gaze fell to her engagement ring. It had been four years since Tyrell’s death. Her best friend and college roommate, Kayla Brown, was a god send. Kayla never told Shari to get over Tyrell’s death. She offered her support and love. Shari absentmindedly rubbed the stone. Snap out of it, Shari. Today is the single most important day of your career. This is your first cover story.

The next stop was Starbucks for her morning staple, a cup of Italian blend coffee and a buttery bagel. “Shari,” Kenneth, her regular barista, said. “You look really nice this morning.”

“Thanks, I have an interview this morning.”

“Where are you going?”

“Downtown. I’m finally meeting with Jill Atkinson.”

“I read about her in Black Business last month. She’s impressive.”

“I read that too. I don’t think that story did her any justice. It was just another boring business story.”

“I can’t wait to see your story in Atlanta Monthly.”

“That’s awesome. Let me know what you think when you read it.”

“You have an interesting job. How does your man deal with it?”

Taking her coffee and bagel, Shari didn’t answer him. 

“I’m sorry if I got too personal. I noticed you’re engaged but you never talk about your fiancé.”

“Thanks for the coffee,”she said as she headed out the door. Shari hated it when people asked her about her personal life. It was too painful to talk about losing Tyrell, hating her mother and missing her father, whom she hadn’t been close with in years.  She walked two blocks to DVA’s office trying not to let the past cloud her thoughts as she ate.

Madison, a petite dark skin, black woman with a short pixie haircut and a hint of make-up covering her round face, met Shari when she entered DVA’s lobby. “Welcome to Diva, Inc.”

“Diva?”

“Yes, it was Jill’s idea to leave the ‘I’ out.”

“Clever.” Shari said as she reached into her bag and pulled out her notepad and digital recorder. 

“Come on, I’ll show you around,” she said, and then her gaze fell to Shari’s left hand. “Nice rock.”

Smiling tersely, Shari muttered. “Thanks.” 

“Long hair, light skin, it’s easy for your type to find a man,” she said flippantly.

Madison’s ignorant comment rolled off Shari’s back. “What do you do here?” 

“I’m Jill’s assistant. I make all of the meetings and file the proper papers. I run the place, just without the power.”

“Must be nice.”

“Anyway, this is the first floor. Our mailroom and data bases are here.”

Looking at the people sorting the mail. They didn’t look as if they happy or unhappy. No story there, Shari surmised. “Where are the executive offices?” 

“On the sixth and twelfth floors. Would you like to go there?” Madison asked as she smoothed the cream pants she wore. 

“I’d love to.” 

They walked to the elevators in silence. Is Jill the diva that Madison pretends to be? Shari wondered as the doors opened.
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Chapter Two
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Malik Greene was on his way up at DVA Inc. He was a marketing executive by twenty-five. Four years later, he was promoted to vice president of marketing, with a big corner office on the twelfth floor. The boardroom was just one of Malik’s playing fields. The bedroom was the other. Malik had more guests between his satin sheets than the Motel 6. He left the light on for beautiful women. But she had to be special to get a call back. Love wasn’t a priority in Malik’s world. It was all about the thrill of the hunt, bagging the prey and discarding the carcass. Atlanta was a wonderful playground for him. Where else could he find so many successful black women at one time? Malik loved the charm of a southern belle, delicate as a magnolia bloom and a freak in the bed. Malik’s cocoa brown skin, wavy hair, muscular frame, almond shaped light brown eyes and his overwhelming charm made him irresistible to women. 

“Mr. Greene,” his assistant, Adrienne, said when she walked into his office, “you have a call on line three.”

“Who is it?” he asked.

“Anita Thomas.”

“Take a message, please,” he replied as looked over the storyboard for a new brochure.

“Are you getting caught up in your playeristic lifestyle?” 

“Playeristic? Is that a word?”

“It is if I say so.”

“If you didn’t work for me, I’d teach you a thing or two.”

“Careful, you’re bordering on sexual harassment,” she joked.

“That’s why I’m returning you to your desk.”

“If you’d recommend me for a promotion, then I wouldn’t work for you.”

“I would do that, but who would get my café lattes in the morning?”

“You could always get it yourself,” she said as she headed back to her desk.

Malik put his feet up on his desk and watched Adrienne returned to her desk. She did deserve a promotion, but not yet. He wanted to see her get some additional education and then he’d recommend her for a better paying job. Besides, he needed to get that tempting girl out of his office as soon as possible.

“Adrienne, can you get Wright’s Florist on the phone.” 

“The usual order?”

“You know me so well. Send them all to Anita. Have the card say, thinking of you.”

“Yes sir.”

Malik smiled then absent-mindedly looked out his glass office doors and saw Madison, the wicked witch of the south — as he called her, and a stunning sister walking toward his office. The woman’s striking good looks took Malik’s breath away. And being that he was a leg man, he couldn’t help but notice how shapely hers were. Malik wondered how awesome she would look naked.

She must be the new ad rep, he thought.

“Knock, knock,” Madison said as she and the mystery woman walked into his office.

“Madison, what can I help you with?”  He sat up in his chair and smiled at the women.

“This is Shari Walker. She’s a writer for Atlanta Monthly magazine. Ms. Walker’s doing a profile on Jill and the company. So, I’m giving her the twenty dollar tour.”

Malik stood up and walked over to Shari. “It’s nice to meet you Ms. Walker.” He shook her baby soft hand.

“Nice meeting you too,” she replied.

“So, what can I do for you? Please, have a seat. Madison, will you get us something to drink? Water or something.”

“Don’t you have your own assistant to do that?” she snapped.

“But I’m asking you. Adrienne’s busy.” He pointed to her as she filed papers.

“Shari,” Madison asked. “What can I get you to drink? There’s a Starbucks around the corner.”

“It’s not too much trouble, is it?”

Madison looked at Malik and rolled her eyes. “No trouble at all.”

“Two iced mocha lattes,” Malik said. Shari nodded in agreement.

Madison left the office and headed for Adrienne’s desk. Malik closed the door and turned his full attention to Shari. “Ms. Walker, you’re a reporter, huh?”

“Yes. So, that means I ask the questions.” Shari pulled out her digital recorder and opened her notepad. “You seem kind of young to be a VP at a Fortune 500 company.”

“Jill took a chance on me. I was fresh out of college when I started here. I was an assistant with a marketing degree. Jill gave me an assignment and she liked what I did with it.” 

“So, is Jill known for taking risks?”

“Risk should be her middle name. Jill believes in giving good people a chance. Ninety percent of the staff here started out on the bottom of the ladder and worked their way up.”

“Okay. So, tell me something about Jill that you’d only know by working with or for her.”

“Jill’s a tender taskmaster. She expects perfection, but respects a close interpretation of it.”

Shari rolled her eyes at him. “Didn’t you say the same thing in Black Business?” She paused her recorder. “I didn’t come here for a rehash of the same shit that was in BB. I want fresh information about Jill Atkinson. I’m not looking for dirt; I’m looking for the key to her success. If you’re going to sound like a press release, then you’re wasting my time.”

Malik was taken aback. No woman, not even a woman he dumped for no reason other than finding a new playmate, had ever talked to him like that. His interest was piqued. 

“So, you want me to keep it real?” he asked leaning forward on his elbows.

“Yes,” she said raising her perfectly arched right eyebrow.

“All right, if I was a woman, I’d want to be Jill. She’s fine as hell; she has more power than most men in America. Everyone who meets her respects her. There aren’t many men or women that evoke that kind of adoration.”

Shari smiled. “That’s what I’m talking about. Thank you. Do you have a card?”

She thinks she’s slick asking me for my number, Malik thought as he reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a business card. “Here you go. But why do you want my card?”

“So that I can spell your name correctly.”

“If you wanted my number, all you had to do was ask.”

“Excuse me?”

“I don’t mind if you call, but your man might.” He pointed to Shari’s engagement ring.

Madison walked into the office and set the coffees on Malik’s desk. She looked from Malik to Shari and immediately felt the tension. “What happened in here?” she asked.

“Nothing,” Shari said. “We’re done.”

“Malik,” Madison said in a tone similar to an angry mother.

Malik smiled as if he were an innocent choirboy then shrugged. “What?” 

“Come on Shari, I’ll introduce you to some other department heads.” Madison turned toward the door.

“Gladly,” she said as she picked up her coffee cup. Malik focused on Shari’s round behind as she and Madison walked away. He wanted her like he needed to breathe. 

Malik buzzed Adrienne’s desk. 

“Yes?” 

“Get the office of Atlanta Monthly magazine on the line.”

“Your next victim on the cover or something?”

“She just walked out of my office,” he said in a quiet whisper that Adrienne didn’t hear.

Malik wanted to have those legs wrapped around his waist and those full, supple lips on his. He wanted to see the morning sunlight hit her face after a night of passion. She could play hard to get now, but the harder they fight, the deeper they fall, he thought.

“Atlanta Monthly,” a woman’s voice said on his speakerphone. 

“Hi, my name is Tom Jones. I was reading an article by Shari Walker, do you have an e-mail address where I can reach her?”

“Um, you can reach her at swalker@Atlanta Monthly.com. Her office number is (678) 555-2369. Oh wait, sorry, that was her cell number. She can be reached at this number, but she isn’t in the office today,” the ditzy receptionist said.

“I’ll just e-mail her, thank you so much.”

“Please don’t call her cell, I wasn’t supposed to give you that.”

“I wouldn’t do that,” he lied. “You have a good day.”

“You too and thank you for reading Atlanta Monthly.”

Malik hung up and looked at Shari’s number. He didn’t want to have to call her, but he would if she took too long to get with the program. He tucked the number in his desk drawer and returned to his storyboards. But his mind was on Shari. The way she looked when she pretended to be angry because he asked about that engagement ring, the smile on her face when he gave her a million dollar quote. I’ll have her, he thought. I always get what I want.
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Chapter Three
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Shari walked into Jill’s office after interviewing three other top executives with DVA. The more she heard about Jill, the more excited she was to talk to this woman. 

“Listen,” Jill said to the person she was talking to on the phone. “This is a no brainer. This developer is making waves all over east Asia and we need to the buy the rights to this program. It’ll be a game changer.” 

“The grand diva at work,” Madison whispered as they watched from the doorway. 

“She is working it,” Shari said as she leaned in a bit closer to hear what Jill was saying. 

Jill waved for Shari to have a seat once she noticed her at the door. “I’ll be back with some water,” Madison said then headed out the door. 

Jill smiled then sat down across from Shari. “Ms. Walker, I’m glad to see you and I apologize for the long delay for me to get in contact with you.” She reached over and shook her hand.

“Tell me something. Is DVA just Diva without the I?” 

“I’ll never tell it for publication, but off the record, it is. I’d love to chat more with you, but I have land this new program before the rest of the tech world even realizes how explosive this will be.”

“Do you mind if I observe, just to get some color for the story?” Shari asked with a smile. 

“Knock yourself out,” she said as put her headset on and dialed another number.

Madison walked in the office with a glass pitcher filled with ice water. “Here’s a copy of the company’s media kit.” She handed Shari a thumb drive with the DVA logo on it. “There’s high resolution pictures on here as well.” 

“Thanks.”

“Well, I have some work to do. It’s been fun baby-sitting,” she said.

Shari was about to write Madison off as a passive aggressive bitch, but she was the person who worked closest to Jill. “Madison, do you have time for a few questions? I mean you have the inside track.”

“Come into my office.”

Madison smiled when she saw the stunned look on Shari’s face as she glanced around the luxrious office space. “Not bad, huh?” 

“Not at all.” Shari replied. 

“Jill takes care of her people. She could have given me a cubicle with a multi-line phone and a folding chair.”

“Is that one of the reasons everyone says such good things about her?”

“Jill’s a good person. Someone would have to lie something negative about her. Make no mistake, though, she is a business woman and she does what she has to do to make money. She can play the game with the big boys and win, obviously. No one can touch her because she stays three or four steps ahead of the competition.”

There was a knock on the door before she could ask the next question. Madison and Shari looked up and saw Malik Greene standing there.

Shari sucked her teeth. That man rubbed her the wrong way. After a few minutes of talking to him, she had him pegged as an arrogant asshole.

“Madison, got a minute? I need to make an appointment with Jill.”

“I’m a little busy,” she replied, nodding toward Shari. 

“That’s all right,” Shari said. “Don’t let me get in the way of your work.”

Malik glanced at Shari, smiled and then walked into the office. Sitting down in the chair beside her, he turned his attention to Madison. “Madison, I need some files from Jill’s office.”

“Oh, Negro please.” Madison scoffed. 

“And I need to speak with Ms. Walker privately about our interview. Could you grab the  Covington file, though?” He smiled innocently at Madison. She stood up and scowled at him, then walked out.

Shari rolled her eyes and crossed her legs. It seemed as if Malik took that as an invitation to leer at her. “What do you want?” 

“Dinner and a movie for starters.” Malik unbuttoned his jacket and inched closer to her. 

“I don’t think so.”

“Come on. A pretty woman, such as yourself, has to need more than one man to cater to her needs.”

“First of all, why are you all up in my business? I don’t know you and I don’t care to.”

Malik smiled as if she made a joke. “Shari, you want to know me. You just can’t admit it yet.”

“Go to hell.”

“Ouch.”

“I’m here to do a job, not make a date with you. You’re getting in my way.”

“Just say yes to a date with me and I’ll be out of your way, for now.”

She picked up her pen and held it between her fingers as if it were a cigarette. There was no denying it, Malik was sexy. He had the prettiest brown skin, mysterious dark eyes and curly hair that was low cut. But his attitude was a major turn off.  He was nothing like Tyrell. The way Malik salivated over her, Shari felt like a slab of beef roasting on the grill. “Mr. Greene, Satan will win gold in every category of the Winter Olympics before I go anywhere with you.” 

“That’s the best you got? I thought writers had better lines than that?” 

She narrowed her eyes and started to toss the pen at him. “What was it about your interview that you felt compelled to discuss?” 

“I’d rather discuss our date. Your man won’t know if you don’t tell him,” he said with a smirk. 

Infuriated, Shari tossed her pen at him. “You don’t know a damned thing about me. And the best thing for you to do is to back the hell away from me.”

Malik held his forehead where the pen struck him. “I’ll leave, but I’ll see you again.”

Who does he think he is? she thought as she watched him walk out of the office. Maybe that I-know-you-want-me crap works on other women, but not this girl.

Madison returned to the office giggling. “Malik thinks that he’s such a smooth operator. I’m just glad that he has sense enough not to try this with the employees here. But he is cute.”

“A cute jackass,” Shari muttered.

“Well, Jill keeps him in line. Malik’s a good guy, but one day, he’ll get caught in his game, all players do.”

“Were you two involved?” 

“Oh, no, I’m a married woman and no one is going to cost me my marriage, no matter how cute he is. But people do talk and Malik is the talk of the office some times.”

Marriage. Shari always thought she’d be celebrating her own marriage by now. 

Her mind drifted back to the day Tyrell had proposed. It had been a sunny July afternoon in Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. They’d taken the three hour drive from Charlotte to the beach to get away from another Walker vs. Walker argument. 

Dressed in a white tank top and denim shorts, Tyrell’s cinnamon skin glistened with sweat as he and Shari had walked along the boardwalk. 

“This heat is something else,” she’d said. 

“It has nothing on how hot you look in that suit.” He’d drank her in with a penetrating gaze. She’d been decked out in a lavender bikini that clung tightly to her breasts. The bottom of the suit was a hi-cut brief, with a yellow flower on the back.

“Stop it.”

“Baby please, you know you’re fine. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world to me.”

She’d  smiled so hard her cheeks hurt. 

“Shari, I love you.”

“I know. And I love you too.”

Tyrell had dropped down on one knee. “What are you doing?” she asked. 

He’d pulled a black velvet box from his pocket.

“Shari, will you marry me?” He’d slowly opened the box, revealing a sparkling half-carat diamond ring.

Shari had screamed as if she’d won the lottery. Some of the other people walking along the Boardwalk stopped and smiled at them.

“Is that a yes?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she exclaimed. 

Tyrell had taken Shari into his arms and spun her around in the air. Then he’d kissed her with a smoldering passion.

Madison reached over and touched Shari on her shoulder interrupting her memory. “Are you all right?” she asked.

“Um, I’m fine,” Shari said, blinking back her tears. “I was just thinking about something.”

“Well, I do have some work to do and I hate to be rude, but you’re in my way.”

“Okay, thanks for giving me the tour.” Shari said as she stood up. Heading out the door she ran into Malik.

“You know that pen hurt,” he said.

“You’re lucky that’s the only thing I had in my hand.”

“Ms. Walker, you’re lucky I’m not pressing charges.”

“Do what you have to do.” She turned and headed to the elevators.

“Shari, can you do me one favor before you leave?”

She turned around and looked at him. “I’ll humor you.”

“Take that jacket off.”

“Go to hell,” she snapped.

“Lead the way,” he said. 

Shari pressed the down button on the elevator and waited for the doors to open. She stepped inside and Malik followed. She glanced over at him and rolled her eyes. Her cell phone rang and cut through the silence. 

“Hello.”

“Shari, it’s your mother.”

“Hello mother,” she said flatly, regretting answering the phone.

“Well, I’m happy to hear from you too. It’s been a while since we talked.”

“What do you need or want? I’m working.”

“I want to know how my child is doing. Shari, I hate this distance between us.”

“You only have yourself to thank for that,” she said then glanced over at Malik. “Look, I really can’t get into this right now. Call me later.”

“You probably won’t answer the phone. Shari, I have cancer and I want to see you.”

“What?” Her voice fell to a near whisper. 

“Breast cancer. The doctor found a lump two months ago. You were in DC or somewhere and you never returned my calls. Shari, I don’t have much time left. The cancer has spread, things aren’t looking good for me.”

Shari didn’t know what to say, couldn’t wrap her mind around the fact that her mother was near death. Sure, they haven’t had a civil relationship in years and she hadn’t been to Charlotte since Tyrell’s funeral four years ago. 

“I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Oh, darling, thank you.”

“Take care of yourself.”

“I love you.”

“Bye mom.”  She ended the called and leaned her head back against the wall.

“Is everything all right?” Malik asked.

“My-my mother said she has breast cancer.” Even though she heard the words leave she mouth, She couldn’t believe it. Her first thought was to call her father. But she hadn’t spoken to him since he’d gotten remarried last year. She wanted to give him and his wife space to build their life together. 

“I’m sorry.” He reached out and stroked her arm. For a second, she thought it was Tyrell comforting her. She looked at Malik and expected to see the face she’d always been able to depend on. When she didn’t, she snatched away from him.

“Keep your concern,” Shari snapped and dshaed off the elevator as the doors opened. 
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Chapter Four
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Malik stood in the elevator, with his mouth open, watching Shari as she ran out of the building. “That chick’s crazy,” he said under his breath. He knew he should forget about her and pay attention to women begging for a role in his life. But Shari Walker is a fine woman, he thought as he pressed the button for the twelfth floor. “I wonder why she bolted out of here like that?” Malik leaned against the wall and rode the elevator with his eyes closed. The elevator stopped on the sixth floor and Greta DeVine stepped on. She had a curvaceous body with long muscular legs like an Olympic runner. Greta was aware of her sex appeal.

“Hi, Malik,” she said. Her voice was like the purr of a cat, usually a turn on, but not today.

“What’s up?” he said giving her a slow once over. 

“Bad day?”

“Why do you say that?” 

“Well, you didn’t make a comment about my outfit.” She spun around to show him the fitted mini skirt that hugged her toned thighs and V-neck button down silk blouse. The shirt was cut so low; Malik could see the creamy tops of Greta’s ample breasts. At one time, he’d taken those mango-sized breasts into his mouth and suckled them like a baby boy breast-feeding. But like so many other women in his life, Greta was tossed aside when he grew bored.

“Nice.” A wicked smile spread across his face.

“So, what’s her name this week?”

“Greta, I got work on my mind, that’s all.”

“Well, why don’t we get together tonight and have a few drinks. I promise I’ll take your mind off whatever’s bothering you.” She suggestively toyed with the neckline of her blouse. Malik looked at her. What the hell? he thought.

“Sure. Let’s meet at Houston’s around six.”

Greta smiled. “I’ll be there.”

Malik waited for the doors to open on his floor. He felt as if he was in a hen in a foxhole the way Greta was staring at him. He didn’t mind, though. Greta was a woman who seemed to be like him. She didn’t want a relationship like so many other women in his life. Her sexual appetite was as ferocious as his. “I’ll see you tonight,” she said as he stepped off the elevator. Malik winked at her as he headed to his office. 

For the rest of the afternoon, Malik tried to get some work done. But it wasn’t long before he started thinking about Shari. I hope she’s all right, he thought as he signed a few papers. Why the hell am I worried about a woman that I just met? 

“Malik, Jill’s on hold for you,” Adrienne said, breaking into his thoughts.

He picked up the phone. “What’s up boss?” 

“I need you to join me for drinks tonight.”

“Jill, I have plans.”

“Bring your plans. You know I hate interviews and I’ve put this reporter off for as long as I can.”

“That chick from Atlanta Monthly?”

“Chick?”

“Sorry, that woman who writes for Atlanta Monthly.”

“Yes.”

“All right,” he said with a sigh. 

“Don’t sound so disappointed. Madison told me there was some major flirting going on between the two of you.”

“Come on, Jill, I flirt with everyone. And Madison talks too much.”

“You’d better be glad you’re good at your job. I would’ve bounced your sexist butt out of here a long time ago if you weren’t. So, six at Houston’s, all right.”

“You got it.”

Malik hung up the phone and returned to his papers.

About an hour later, Adrienne walked into his office. “It’s five o’clock, time to go home.”

“I’m having drinks with Jill, so I’m going to stay.”

“Drinks with the boss, you’re either getting promoted or fired,” she joked.

“Nah, she needs protection from a reporter. Greta and I might meet them at Houston’s.”

“Greta DeVine? Malik, watch out for her. Greta’s a man-eater and she might be the one to trap you in that spider web.”

“Greta’s harmless.”

“Said the fly about the black widow spider. Have a good night,” Adrienne said as she walked out the door. When Adrienne left, Malik picked up the phone and dialed Shari’s number.

“You’ve reached the voicemail of Shari Walker. Please leave a message and I’ll return your call as soon as I can. Have a great day.” Malik hung up before the beep. Why did I call this woman? he thought. 

There was a knock at his office door, Malik looked up and watched Greta walk in. “I figured you would still be here.”

“Had some work to finish.”

“Really.” She closed the door and locked it. Malik looked at her and smiled. Greta unbuttoned her blouse and revealed a black lace demi bra. Malik rose to his feet and crossed over to her. She unsnapped the clasp on her bra and let it slip down her arms.

“Damn,” he said as he eyed her body.

“It’s been a long time since you’ve seen this, huh?” She ran her hand across her breasts.

Malik took her into his arms and pressed his body against hers. “Too long.” He slid her shirt from her shoulders. Greta reached down and unzipped Malik’s slacks and pushed them down to his ankles. His dick stood at attention through his burgundy silk boxers. Greta hiked up her skirt and ground against Malik. “You like that?” she whispered in his ear then she slid her tongue inside. He lifted her up and sat her on top of his desk. He reached into his desk drawer and pulled out a condom package. Greta took it from his hands and ripped it open with her teeth. She placed the rubber in her mouth and then slid down off the desk and grabbed Malik’s throbbing penis. She used her lips and tongue to slide the condom into position. Malik threw his head back in ecstasy. “You like that?” she asked when she returned to the desktop. Malik grabbed Greta by her hair and threw her head back. He rained kissed on her neck, slowly moving down to her breasts and sucked  her nipples. She reached back and swept the papers on his desk to the floor. She wrapped her legs around his waist and pulled him into her mound of femininity. Greta moaned in delight as he entered her hot, moist and awaiting body. Malik pounded into her as if he had a point to prove. Harder. Deeper. Greta matched his intensity stroke for stroke.  He pulled her hair as she tightened her grip around his hardness. 

“Ooh, yeah,” she moaned as he dug deeper. 

“Say my name.”

“Malik, Malik.”

“Tell me you like it.”

“I like it.”

“Tell me you love it.”

“I-I love it.”

When they were spent from their sexual escapade, Malik glanced at his watch. It was six-fifteen. “Damn,” he muttered.

“What’s wrong?” 

“I’m supposed to be having drinks with Jill.” He removed his condom and tossed it in the wastebasket.

“Jill calls and you go running.”

“Jill signs my check.”

“Mine too. So, are you going to leave or do you have another little gold package in that drawer?”

“I got to go. You can come if you like.”

“I did come, several times,” she said. “I think I’m going to pass on the drinks. But you can come over to my house tonight. I’ll have the wine, the candles and this body in black lace.”

Malik zipped up his pants and buttoned his shirt.“I’ll call you.”

“Don’t keep me waiting too long.” Greta dressed slowly, hoping to tempt Malik into another round. It didn’t work. 

Malik grabbed his keys and ushered Greta out of his office. He had gotten what he wanted. What would be the purpose in calling her later? As he headed down the stairs, he thought of an excuse to feed to Greta in the morning. Right now, he had bigger things to think about. He had to explain to Jill why he was late. But more importantly, he was going to see Shari again.
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Chapter Five
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Jill sat at the bar of Houston’s sipping on a glass of cognac. She glanced at Shari and smiled. “I hate talking about myself. I like to let other people draw their own conclusions so that I have something to smash. I’ve been called brash, rude, clever and lucky. I call myself a businesswoman. I do what I have to do to get ahead.”

“Do you think that you’re changing the look of corporate America?”

“Yes. Women of color are rarely viewed by society as great thinkers and moneymakers, unless we’re entertainers. Black women can make money without showing our behinds and breasts. I want you to make sure you print this, every black woman who runs a corporation isn’t there because her rich husband died or to fill a quota.”

“What made you decide to start DVA?”

“No one has ever asked me that before,” she said as she took a sip of her drink. “Probably since I was in high school and I joined Future Business Leaders of America. I knew I didn’t want to be in middle management. I wanted it all. I worked hard, got a scholarship to Spelman College, went to graduate school in Athens at the University of Georgia. I started DVA, Inc. six months after getting my MBA. Most companies on the East Coast come to me for their network and hardware needs. We’ve just expanded into Canada and the Caribbean.”

Dropping her pen on the bar, Shari  waved for the bartender. “Yes, beautiful,” he asked. He looked like he was a surfer with his wheat blonde hair and cobalt blue eyes.

“May I have a tonic with a twist of lime?”

“You’re a heavy drinker I see?”  She smiled and grabbed a handful of peanuts.

Jill ordered another drink. “So, Shari, are we done? I have a bit of a reason to celebrate and steak is in order.”

“What are you celebrating?” Shari asked. 

“Well, I got the rights to a new program today. Potential to make millions.”

“That’s awesome. Is it too early to break the news?”

“It is, but when the time is right you will be the first one to know. I like your style, Shari. This must have been the easiest interview I’ve ever agreed to. You’re good.”

“I try.”

“If you ever want to make the jump to public relations, give me a call.”

“I think I’ll stick to reporting.”

“I love to see sisters who know what they want. I just wish more of us were like that. I get so sick of seeing black women portrayed as stereotypes.”

“I know what you mean. Maybe your story will inspire the next generation.”

Jill smiled as the bartender brought their drinks over. 

“Would you ladies like to order some dinner?” he asked. 

“Give us two menus,” Jill said. “I deserve a steak dinner. And I skipped lunch.”

The bartender handed menus to the ladies and walked to the other end of the bar. Picking up her drink, Shari turned toward the door and saw Malik walking toward the bar. She groaned inwardly. Why was he here? 

“Lovely ladies, I’m so sorry that I’m late. I got held up at the office.” He gave Jill a friendly peck on the cheek then he sat next to Shari. “How are you Ms. Walker?”

“I’m fine.”

“That you are.”

“Down, Malik,” Jill said.

“Awe, mom, you never let me have any fun.”

“We’re about to order dinner, would you like to join us? Tonight we’re celebrating.”

“What are we celebrating?” Malik asked, not taking his eyes off Shari. 

“That program I wanted,” Jill said. “I got it.”

“Oh, that is reason to celebrate. The income potential is going to be through the roof. This is a game changer,” Malik said. 

Shari cleared her throat. “Maybe I should leave the celebration to you guys and head home so I can meet my deadline.”

“Come on, Shari, that story can wait. You can’t come to Houston’s and not eat,” Jill said.

The smell of the chicken and beef sizzling on the grill made Shari’s mouth water and her stomach growl.

“That’s right,” Malik said. “It’s not often you have dinner with a man like me anyway.”

“I’m having dinner with Jill, not you.” She rolled her eyes at Malik and forced herself not to say anything else. Arrogant son of a bitch! 

“Ouch,” Jill said with a giggle. “I guess your charm isn’t working tonight, Malik.”

“Well, should we move to a table? I think you two need a little more space between you if someone doesn’t want to get cut at dinner,” Jill said.

Malik laughed. “I think a table is a good idea, just so we can have more space.” 

Shari rolled her eyes, but agreed. Jill waved for the host and told him they needed a table. He led the group to a table in the back of the restaurant and Shari contemplated heading to the bathroom to sneak away. After they were seated, Malik turned to Jill. “So, how was the interview?” 

“Great, Shari was gentle.” 

Shari laughed and Malik turned to her with a smile. 

“She sure wasn’t gentle with me,” he said. 

“You wouldn’t let me be,” she replied.

“I’ll let you do whatever you want.”

Jill shook her head. “He’s really harmless, Shari.”

“Really,” she asked and rolled her eyes.

“Malik thinks his GQ looks and sparkling personality makes all women want to drop to their knees and worship him.”

“He should think again.”  Shari picked up her glass of water and took a sip.

“Okay, I’m sitting here.” Malik threw his hands up as if he was a suspect in a crime with police guns pointed at him.

“So,” Jill continued. “Anyway, let me tell you why I hired this clown. Malik had an internship at DVA and he impressed me. For a youngster he was so driven to succeed.”

“Really? I never would’ve guessed that about him.”

“I do my thing, that’s what I do,” Malik said as he stared at Shari.

Jill waved her hands, quieting Malik. “And when he walked in the office it was like that diet cola commercial where the women watch the construction workers take their shirts off.”

“It wasn’t like that,” he said.

“Yes it was, at least in your mind. You should’ve seen the way he walked around with his chest poked out and his jacket tossed over his shoulder.”

“Now that, I can see.” Shari laughed and shot him a sideways glance. Yes, Malik Greene was fine, but his type could never be satisfied with one woman and Shari was nobody’s option.  

Malik looked at her and wrinkled his nose. “Why are you so evil?”

“I’m not evil.”

“Sexually frustrated?” 

Jill smiled then excused herself from the table to take a call. 

“Let me tell you something,” Shari said as she leaned over the table.  “You’re an arrogant jerk and I don’t like you. That’s not going to change. Stop trying to make it happen.” 

Malik inched closer to her. “What are you afraid of? If you like me you’ll go home to your man and realize that you’ve been settling?” 

“You’re a cocky asshole. When I go home, I’m going to realize that being alone would be better than spending time with you. For the last time, you’re not my type.” 

“What kind of man are you attracted to? I mean you really can’t do any better than me. Look at me, I’m successful and I don’t live with my momma.”

“You’re full of yourself and you have no class.”

“Damn, you really know how to hurt a brother.” 

She picked up her glass and took a sip. “As if you’ve never hurt a woman before. I know your type. You think your good looks and six-figure salary is all you need to keep your bed warm at night. But for a woman like me, you need a lot more than that.”

“Seven figure,” he interjected.

“You think you got game, Malik Greene? You’re tired. Your lines may work on those insecure broads in the club looking for love. That’s not me. I can tell the difference between a real man and a bullshitter. You’re a bullshitter. You’re paper thin and a big waste of time for any woman.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A THROWBACK LOVE STORY

‘

BY CHERIS HODGES





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





