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Dear Reader:

Fabulous at fifty! That’s what four best friends—Queenie, Connie, Emma and Yolonda—are feeling. Now their goal is to work on spicing up their love lives.

Surely, every woman desires to find pleasure, however, author Suzetta Perkins takes the step to show how divas fifty and over, or so-called “Silver Bullets,” as one character describes them, satisfy their romantic nature. It’s an interesting view as we witness these silver-haired ladies who tackle the challenges as married, divorced and never married.

The overall message is that one is never too “old” to explore and get their freak on. From sex toys to five-inch stilettos, this eager quartet reconnects with their sensual side. The novel is like reality TV set in North Carolina; it’s a never-ending adventure with added drama. Check out one of the author’s titles such as In My Rearview Mirror, Betrayed and At the End of the Day. You’re sure to find that the prolific author spins amazing tales, often filled with action and suspense.

As always, thanks for supporting the authors of Strebor Books. We try our best to bring you the future in great literature today. We appreciate the love. You can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane and on Twitter @planetzane.

Blessings,
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Publisher

Strebor Books

www.simonandschuster.com
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To my beautiful sassy sisters who are fine, fabulous, over fifty and still have it going on!
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One For The Queen

Queenie Jackson threw her designer pocketbook on the pink, Queen Anne sofa, kicked off her black Manolo pumps, let out a sigh, and plopped down on the sofa next to her bag.

She was exhausted from having to sing her solo part over and over again until she got it right during choir rehearsal at Shiloh Baptist Church. However, her exhaustion stemmed from a heated argument with her best friend and the choir director, Emma Wilcox, who said she’d seen her boo, Linden, slipping into Minnie Smith’s house.

A squeaking sound came from the kitchen. Queenie jumped up from her seat and ran toward the kitchen in her stocking feet. She grabbed her chest when she saw Linden’s butt, body bent over, extracting food from her refrigerator, as if he paid the bills at her residence. Linden was Queenie’s on again, off again boyfriend. She was through with him—his fake brown contacts and perfect body, except for the slight limp incurred from his days of playing basketball—and didn’t want to see him tonight or any other night.

“What are you doing here, Linden?” Queenie asked, her hands hugging her pleasingly plump hips. “You scared the hell out of me, and, furthermore, you can’t ride up in here anytime you feel like it.” Queenie shook her finger in his face. “I’m not that kind of sistah. This is my house, and you’re going to respect my space. I want my spare key before you leave here tonight.”

“Now hold your horses, Red. I don’t know what’s wrong with you, but I’m not going anywhere tonight but in your bed. I had a hard day at work. There’s got to be something in this refrigerator that will give me a boost of energy so we can…throw down in the bedroom tonight.”

Queenie stared at the six-foot, nut-brown, bald-headed brother, with the light-brown eyes thanks to his special brand of contacts. “I’m not in the mood tonight, sugah. You tail has got to go.”

“Look, Red, I can whip it on you tonight. I’ve got the blue pills in my back pocket ready to rock-n-roll when you give the word. You might as well call that job of yours and tell them you won’t be seeing them tomorrow. I’m going to be keeping you up all night long. Now give me some of that sweet, brown sugar.”

Queenie slammed the refrigerator door shut. She tried to push her argument with Emma to the back of her mind. However, vivid images of Linden creeping inside Minnie’s house formed in her head and wouldn’t let go. “I don’t care if you have red, green, pink, or blue pills, you won’t be touching my sheets tonight. Give me my key and get your sorry-ass-behind out of my house now. Go to Minnie’s since you seem to be so comfortable with her and she apparently has what you need. I’m nobody’s stopover station.”

The look on Linden’s face didn’t faze Queenie one bit. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Red. Your old-ass, gossiping girlfriends run their mouths and tell lies every chance they get. Yeah, I was over at Minnie’s…”

Slap.

Linden rubbed the side of his face with his hand. His eyes jutted out of his face like they’d been blown up with an air pump. “Hell, what you go and do that for, Red?”

“For fifteen minutes I stood in front of Emma and called her a liar—told her she didn’t know what the hell she was talking about. Then she made me sing my solo over and over again although I was on key. And now you’ve got the audacity to stand in front of me and say that you were at Minnie’s house?”

“Red, it wasn’t like that at all. I went over to Minnie’s house to connect her television cable. I didn’t want to get caught supplying free cable to the sister. She’s strapped for money and I said that I’d do her this favor but it had to be after the sun went down. Now you owe me an apology.”

“It ain’t that simple, Linden. Everybody’s strapped for money. I bet you switched on her cable box all right.”

“I’m telling the truth, Red. I love you, and if you weren’t so damn stubborn, I’d marry you tomorrow.”

Queenie softened a little. “Marry me? Did you hear what you said? Do you truly mean that, Linden?”

“Have I ever lied to you, Red? Girl, I’d kiss the ground you walk on and drink your bath water, too.”

“You have a funny way of showing it. I’ve waited for an eternity for you to make your intentions known. You come in and out of my house like it’s Home Depot…”

“Stop, Red, I’m serious about my love for you.”

“I want to believe you, Linden, but you still have to go home tonight. There’s a consequence for your actions. Next time, you’ll remember to tell me before you step in another woman’s home to do some housework. The argument I had with Emma tonight was no joke. Give me a kiss and my key. You can come by tomorrow; I have an early day at work…”

“You’ve got to be kidding. I’m horny as a…”

“Take a cold shower when you get home. My key, a kiss, and I’ll see you tomorrow.”



Wednesday Special

Before she could get the key out of the door, Emma Wilcox could smell the grease from the fried chicken her husband, Billy, had prepared for dinner. Every Wednesday night was fried chicken night. You could swear on your mother’s grave that Billy was going to have crisp, golden-fried chicken sitting on a platter on Wednesdays—fifty-two weeks a year. Billy was a retired mess-hall cook for the United States Army where he proudly served Uncle Sam for twenty-four years.

Emma pushed through the front door and headed for the family room. She flung herself onto the sofa, which didn’t protest her added weight. Even after three children, now adults, Emma was in remarkable shape. But it was her hazel eyes that defined her. With those and her processed bleached-blonde hair, she could still turn heads—from the young to the old ones. And if she wasn’t so hung up on Jesus and Billy, she might have given a few of them a run for their money, especially since Billy was almost non-existent in the love making department.

As dutifully as always, Billy appeared in the room to take off her shoes and rub her feet. “You’re tense, Emma. Those sisters give you a hard time at choir rehearsal tonight?”

“Only one sister was a thorn in my side tonight. I can’t believe Queenie had the nerve to rock back on her heels, point her finger in my face, and call me a bold-faced liar.”

“What did you say to Queenie to make her so mad? Queenie doesn’t usually go off unless somebody hits her atomic bomb button.”

Emma looked at her husband: fifty-six to her fifty-five; together since junior high; married the day after high school graduation. Having enlisted in the army right after, Billy had taken care of her for the next thirty-six years. He’d provided for her and their children as he moved up the mess hall ranks. He’d been admired and held in high regard as a cook, receiving many medals of commendation for his culinary skills in war and peace time.

Billy had been a little freak when they first got married. At one point, Emma thought they were going to have an army platoon full of kids. But she remembered her mother’s words admonishing her to not let any man keep her barefoot and pregnant.

“A man will saddle you with a whole bunch of kids,” Emma’s mother had warned, “that you’ll have to stay home and take care of while his tail run the streets behind some other young thing that has no baby bruises all over her body and makes him feel young. Take care of yourself—your appearance—and always be sure to make your man happy. That’s how you keep them.”

Emma’s mother’s words always resonated with her and she made sure that she took her daily birth control pill until she was ready to have another income tax deduction.

“I didn’t say anything to her, Billy,” she said now. “Queenie’s an angry woman.”

“I still say that you must have said something to her.”

Emma eased off the sofa and laid her hands on her hips. “Yeah, I told her something that she needed to know.”

Billy backed up. Although Emma was usually a gentle soul, he recognized this side of her.

“I told Queenie that I saw her man sneaking into Minnie Smith’s house.”

“Why did you go and do a fool thing like that, Emma? You knew Queenie was going to blow up in your face.”

“She had a right to know. Linden Robinson has been sucking up all of her joy and great hospitality with no intention whatsoever to make an honest woman out of her.”

“Well, it’s none of your business, Emma. You need not stick your nose where it doesn’t belong.”

“Let me tell you something, Billy Wilcox. I’m a good looking black woman and I still got it. I see how the men at church watch me and how big Mike-next-door’s eyes get when I go to close the blinds in my bra and panties. All I’d have to do is make one gesture, and they’d come running. But you’re lucky, Billy Wilcox. You’re lucky that I love the Lord and your sorry black behind that can’t get his dipstick up and don’t remember the first, middle, or last thing about pleasuring his woman. You’re too happy frying chicken.”

“You’re wrong for that, Emma. Apologize now. I’ll be damned if I’ll have my wife belittling me in my home that I keep clean so she doesn’t have to prepare every meal that she throws down in her belly, so she can relax and get off of her feet when she gets home from work at night. Yeah, I love to cook, but mess with me, sister, and this will be the last Wednesday you’ll have fried damn chicken.”

Billy was so mad he hadn’t realized Emma had fallen onto the couch, laughing her head off.

“Billy, I think I lit a fire under your ass tonight. You are so cute when you get mad.”

“Why did you have to go and insult my manhood like that, Emma? Why? I’ve been faithful to you all the years we’ve been married.”

“Uhm-hmm.”

“You can uhm-hmm all you want. I didn’t say I never looked at anybody. I have. You’re supposed to look at pretty things, but I always kept my hands to myself. The only place I’ve put my hands beside you is inside hogs, chickens, and cows to clean out their guts. And that wasn’t even as much fun as making babies with you.”

“Our babies are grown, Billy. That was a long time ago. The question is what have you done for me lately?”

“I clean your damn house, cook your dinner, and make your bath water. Dinner is served unless you don’t want the Wednesday special. And if you don’t want the Wednesday special, then you are plumb out of luck. Take it or leave.”

If Emma wasn’t a praying woman, she’d leave Billy and his fried chicken that very moment. Oh, it would be wonderful to feel the touch of a man who’d make her feel like a real woman. But after the foreplay and lovemaking were over, she’d want him to be gone. Emma was fifty-five and she didn’t have time to babysit or play kindergarten teacher.

She’d keep Billy in spite of his shortcomings, no pun intended. He was a good man, who loved God and their children. She owed him. Maybe she’d surprise him one night—maybe on a Wednesday—and cook him up something special.



Looking Good

Queenie was glad it was Saturday. Her Monday through Friday job as an editor at The News & Observer—Raleigh, North Carolina’s local newspaper—had taken a toll on her this week.

She had run herself ragged, verifying and editing stories that were serious headliners; stories that sold more newspapers in one week on the newsstands than the previous two weeks. That’s how news went. Some weeks the papers were filled with fluff about old-money politicians and their thousand-dollar plate political fundraising dinners or Hollywood’s bad kids gone further bad. Then a salacious story with all the makings of a major crime movie breaks.

Last week was last week. Today, Queenie set out for her favorite nail salon for her bi-weekly manicure and pedicure. There was nothing like pampering yourself. Queenie always came away with a euphoric feeling when her nails and toes were freshly scrubbed and polished. It made her feel as if she was on top of the world. She also enjoyed catching up with her girlfriends.

She hadn’t talked to Emma since the incident at choir rehearsal the other night, but she’d be the bigger person and apologize. After all, Emma was half right. Queenie also looked forward to seeing Yolanda and her younger sister, Connie, as well as “First Lady” Jackie O’Neill.

Decked out in a pair of fuchsia capris that hugged her behind and wouldn’t let go, a pair of five-inch, fuchsia stilettos, and a white frilly blouse with ruffles around the collar, Queenie plopped down in her red, Jaguar XK Coupe and hit the road. It was a beautiful spring day, exceptionally so for the last week in March.

The spa was located in the Cameron Village part of Raleigh. The ladies loved the area with all of its great shopping opportunities. The tree-lined streets and one-of-a-kind artsy shops, restaurants and cafes were what made the Village quaint and appealing. Queenie arrived at her destination and pulled into a parking space. She spotted Yolanda’s Lexus a couple of spaces over.

Queenie latched onto Yolanda like a protective big sister. Yolanda was petite and sported a close-cropped hairdo.

“Hey, girl,” Yolanda said, giving Queenie a big hug in return. “You’re looking good.”

“And so do you,” Queenie said. She meant it too; Yolanda’s silver and black mane complemented her dark brown complexion and she had a gym body with curves in all the right places. Not bad for a newly divorced fifty-six-year-old woman.

After releasing Yolanda, Queenie turned in Connie’s direction and gave her a big hug.

“Hey, Connie, what’ve you been up to? Preston put a ring on your finger yet?”

“I love you, too, Queenie,” Connie said, giving Queenie an extra squeeze.

It was an old joke between them. Connie Maxwell was knocking on a half century. The former pageant winner was still a natural beauty but had not been able to capture a man’s heart the way she did those coveted rhinestone tiaras—that is until she met Mr. Preston Alexander.

Preston Alexander was the man of her dreams and came with a pocket-full-of-money, a nice cushy job as a pharmaceutical rep for GlaxoSmithKline, and a three-bedroom cottage at Brier Creek Country Club Cottages. Foremost and of considerable importance, Preston had no baby mamas, no alimony, no child payments. Connie had been with Preston for the past three years, and while their relationship seemed to be at full throttle, there was yet to be a real conversation about marriage.

“Connie doesn’t need to get married,” Yolanda rushed to say, as they walked into the spa. “She’s better off living the single life instead of getting her heart hurt over some man that’ll cost her thousands of dollars later on when she decides that saying “I do” and becoming one ain’t for her anymore. You see, I don’t need a man; it’s me and my Jesus.”

“Don’t hate on me, YoYo,” Connie said. “It was you who allowed Eric to turn your happy home into an emotional, dysfunctional wreck. Whenever Preston decides to ask for my hand in marriage, that’ll be fine with me. You busy bodies used and abused your exes and that’s why they were happy when you threw them out. My man and I are fine, and he’s going to be the father of my babies.”

“Do you hear yourself, Connie?” Queenie asked, her face all bunched up. “Your eggs are going to turn to powder waiting on that man to propose to you.”

Connie poked out her lips. “Come on, Q, that was a mean thing to say.”

“All I’m saying is, if you really want to have a baby, there are a lot of orphans out there hoping that someone would love and adopt them. Look at Angelina Jolie and Madonna. Anyway, your biological clock is already doing a slow drag. Menopause is about to catch up to you any minute.”

“I’m not trying to save the world, Q. I’m talking about one baby.”

“I understand how my sister feels about having her own child,” Yolanda said, rushing to defend Connie. “I wish I had more than one. All I’m saying is that she doesn’t have to be married to have a baby.”

“God don’t like ugly, YoYo,” Connie said. “I’ve waited all this time to have a baby with the man who I want to be my baby’s father, and I’m not going to compromise my values because you all are operating on a high level of ignorance.”

“A high level of what?” Queenie shouted as she looked at Yolanda. “Did your sister say we were ignorant?”

“We’re telling you the twenty-first century truth, Connie,” Yolanda offered. “I’ve known you all my life and you yearn for perfection. But if you think Preston Alexander is it, baby you’ve got it wrong. I like Preston, but you’ve got to put what Connie wants first. If you want a baby, adopt. Preston hasn’t budged one bit when you hinted at marriage, which may be the reason why he’s in his house all by himself and has never married. Do the math, sister.”

“I think he’s got something to hide,” Queenie added. “He seems so secretive.”

Connie twirled her finger about her head to indicate somebody was crazy. “As I said, someone is operating on a high level of ignorance.”

“Saved by the bell,” Yolanda said. “Here comes Emma and First Lady.”

“Are you all ready for your pedicures?” the nail technician asked, interrupting what might have been a potential free-for-all at Connie’s expense.

“Yes, we’re ready,” Queenie said. “You better be glad I’m ready for my claws to be manicured, Ms. Connie. I was ready to let you have it.”

“Leave me and my man alone and we’ll be good.”

“What are you all so happy about?” Emma asked as she and First Lady Jackie O’Neill walked through the door and into the heated debate.

“Connie called Yolanda and me ignorant.”

Emma began to laugh. “Connie had you pegged right, Queenie, but you’re looking good.”

“I’m not thinking about Connie. The only thing I’m thinking about is how these pretty nails of mine are going to be digging into Linden’s back and have him purring like a big cat.”

“You need Jesus, Queenie,” Emma replied.

“Oh, baby, I holler for Him too. “Sorry about that First Lady.”

“You are a hot mess, Queenie,” First Lady said. “So that you know, I holler Jesus’ name too.”

Their laughter filled the shop as they continued their banter, got their feet and nails scrubbed and buffed, and their toenails colored. “I’m ready for lunch, now,” Queenie said when they were done as she admired her nails.

“What about K&W Cafeteria?” Emma asked. “It’s close by.”

“It doesn’t matter to me, but I need to go somewhere, as good as I look.”



Doggie Bag

Queenie, Emma, First Lady Jackie O’Neill, Yolanda, and Connie filed into K&W Cafeteria chatting away about nothing. After everyone had filed through the line, they found a table large enough for the five of them to sit down.

“The chicken and dumplings are divine,” Emma said in between bites. “I get so tired of Billy and his fried chicken.”

“At least you have a man who cooks for you,” Yolanda said.

“And cleans her house,” Queenie added.

“That’s a mighty fine man you’ve got there, Sister Emma,” First Lady said matter-of-factly. “I’d keep him. If I could get Pastor to pick up a broom or put bread in the toaster, I’d be cooking with gas. I have to settle for him blessing the food.” The ladies laughed.

“I’m going to keep him,” Emma said with resignation. “If he should up and leave or suddenly keel over, I wouldn’t get married again, though. As a widow of a retired military serviceman, I get free commissary and Post Exchange privileges, and a survivor’s benefit check. Best of all is the medical. We pay a quarterly premium; but if I had to be hospitalized, the cost would be minimal. No, God wouldn’t want me to mess with my military benefits fooling with another man.”

“I hear you on that, Emma,” Queenie said, giving Emma a high-five.

“Now, I didn’t say that I wouldn’t entertain a casual acquaintance every now and then.”

“I hear you on that, too,” Queenie said. “Look at me, Emma. My ex has been gone a long time, and I rather like the idea of having my own space. But when I want a little loving, I let Linden drop by and entertain me. Linden is where I go when I need an oil change and the tank is running on empty.” Queenie licked her fingers.

The ladies broke out in laugher.

“Sorry about that First Lady, but the truth is the light. Pastor always told us to tell the truth.”

“That’s true, but I have no need to know what you and Linden do in your spare time.”

“Tell me, First Lady, do you and Pastor O’Neill get your freak on?”

Jackie O’Neill laid her fork down on her plate, picked up her napkin, and wiped her face. “First of all, Queenie, it’s none of your business what Pastor and I do in the confines of our bedroom or otherwise.”

“She told you,” Yolanda said, twisting her neck as Emma and Connie did the best they could to stifle their laughter.

“It’s all right, YoYo. As long as we’ve been hanging out and talking trash, Sister Jackie O’Neill has been taking our golden nuggets of information back to the First Man and has shown him a few things. Yeah, they’ve been on their knees praying, but I bet that’s not all they’ve been doing.”

“That’s blasphemous, Queenie Jackson. You’re going down in Satan’s fire.”

“You’re going with me,” Queenie said. She burst out laughing and the others followed, unable to hold it in any longer.

“Emma, YoYo, and Connie, are you going to let this loud-mouth heifer talk about me like that? I’m a God-fearing woman…”

“Who gets her freak on,” Queenie said, still laughing. “I’m not going to mess with you anymore, Jackie. I’m only having some fun, you old prude.”

“I’m no prude. I’ll have you know that Pastor and I role play. He’s the devil and I’m Eve.”

“Ohhhhh, I need some coffee,” Emma said. “This is going to be good.”

“Holy and righteous is His name,” Queenie added.

“Let Jackie tell her story,” Emma cut in. “We’re all Christians, and we didn’t get here by osmosis.”

“There’s nothing else to tell,” Jackie stated. She wiped her mouth with her napkin and stared at the inquiring eyes that begged for more information.

“Jackie, you aren’t going to take us to the threshold of discovery and leave us hanging,” Emma said, after taking a sip of her coffee.

“Use your imagination. That’s all I’m going to say about me and Pastor to you nosey heifers.”

The ladies laughed.

For the first time, Connie finally spoke up. “Why does it always have to be about sex with you women? There’s more to a relationship than having sex. Preston and I enjoy going to museums and Carolina Hurricanes hockey games believe it or not.”

“Boring,” Queenie said.

“Queenie, you talk a good game, but I don’t believe you and Linden are getting it on like you say. My mother used to say that if someone has to talk about what they’re doing all the time, nine out of ten they’re lying.”

“That’s the second time today you called me out, Connie. For your information, Linden and I are in touch with each other’s souls. We know how to keep our love fresh and strong.”

“So why was Linden creeping into Minnie Smith’s house last week in the dead of night?” Emma said with a sneer. “I’m with Connie; you talk a lot of trash, Q, but you’re talking to someone else who’s known you a long time.”

“Linden was hooking Minnie up with free cable.”

“I bet he was tapping those lines,” Emma said. She broke out in laughter along with everyone else.

Queenie pushed her plate to the center of the table. She threw Emma a stare that would have scarred her for life if it was a lethal weapon. “Look, Ms. Emma Wilcox, don’t try and make my situation look bad because your behind ain’t getting none. Misery loves company, but you’re going to be a miserable old woman all by yourself. Linden told me what he was doing, and I believe him. That’s the end of it.”

“Whatever, Q. It’s your freeloading man.”

Queenie rolled her eyes. “You all are haters. What Connie needs to do is take some advice from a woman who knows how to keep her love life spicy, give that Preston of hers something worth staying around for.”

Connie was ticked off. “First, Preston loves me, Queenie. Second, I didn’t ask you for advice. I don’t need any gadgets, hoodoo or voodoo to make my man happy. He loves what he’s got, and I love him.”

She sounded less sure of that love though as she continued. “I’ll admit he’s dragging his feet about the ‘M’ word, but it’ll come.”

“Tell you what. You invite Preston over tonight and meet him at the door in a skimpy number or nothing at all. Get you a little whip; all men love women who play rough with them. You tear Preston’s clothes off and show him what you can…”

“Queenie, do you have to paint the whole scene for us?” First Lady asked. “We get the idea and I’m sure Connie knows how to please Preston.”

“Thank you, Jackie. Somebody is finally talking with some sense.”

“Hold that thought, sister,” Yolanda said. “I’ve spotted the man of my dreams and I’m going to get a doggy bag so I can take him home with me.”

“What happened to ‘it’s only me and my Jesus’?” Emma asked.

Yolanda ignored her.

The ladies turned to where a tall, golden-brown man, in his mid-to-late forties, with neatly pulled back dreads was setting his food tray down. He was two tables over and all alone, and he wasn’t wearing a wedding band either..

“Jesus,” First Lady said. “He is absolutely gorgeous.”

“Drop dead gorgeous,” Emma added. “Billy better watch out.”

“I’m usually not this forward,” Yolanda said, “but I must make his acquaintance.”

“Go make your presence known, YoYo,” Queenie put in. “I told y’all she couldn’t live without having a side piece.”

First Lady frowned. “I don’t know about you, Q.”

“Don’t let Q get to you, Jackie,” Yolanda said. “She’s right about the side piece, though.”

Yolanda retracted her lips. “Do I have any food on my teeth? Is my lipstick smeared?”

“Go on over there and talk to the man,” Connie said. “We’ll critique you later.”

Yolanda smiled and got up from her seat. She sashayed over to where the gentleman sat and stuck out her hand. He shook it, smiling. They exchanged some pleasantries and before the girls knew it, Yolanda was seated and engaged in what seemed to be pleasant conversation. She put her arms on the table and gazed into the man’s eyes while her girls looked on openly.

He noticed. “They seem to be very interested in what’s happening here.”

Yolanda waved at her girlfriends; they waved back.

“Yes,” she replied. “They’re my girls.” She returned her attention fully to the hot man in the iridescent brown suit sitting across from her. “So, Illya Newsome, what brings you to Raleigh?” She’d already learned that he was a new arrival.

“My job,” he said.

“Welcome to Raleigh. Are you here with family?”

“No, I’m a recent divorcée. I have two children, both girls, who have finished college and are doing things that have absolutely nothing to do with their degrees. One is in Hollywood. She believes she has what it takes to become an actress—she’s my biology major, and my youngest wants to be a singer.”

“Sounds like they know what they want to do.”

“I could’ve saved all that college tuition I paid out of my pocket if I had known earlier.

“And what about you? Is there a man in your life?”

“Single and free.”

Illya smiled. “How about leaving this joint and taking in a movie and dinner with me later? Or am I being too forward?”

“Not at all. Let me get my purse and tell the ladies that it’s the end of the line for me and them for today.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

Yolanda smiled and high-tailed it back to her seat. She picked up her purse and smiled at the ladies. “Doggy bag. I’ll see you heifers later.”



Let It Whip

Tonight would be the night she’d approached the subject of marriage with Preston. Connie couldn’t conceive of not being with this man, a man she’d cultivated and groomed for a date with destiny—her destiny being that she would be his for the rest of their lives. There was no way she’d let her sister and crazy friends with their man-hating words destroy her faith in Preston and keep her from realizing the one thing she’d always wanted. She had to admit, though, that Queenie had some very colorful ideas about keeping her man interested. She might have to use one of those ideas to bring Preston down the home stretch.

Instead of driving home, Connie headed for her favorite naughty-nice shop. Occasionally, she’d go there and pick up a spicy piece of lingerie to add flavor to her steamy nights with Preston. She and Preston had separate residences, so she loved setting up seductive scenes when they got together. Now, she hoped it would bring them together permanently, fulfilling her dream of them purchasing a home together and living as husband and wife.

Upon reaching her destination, Connie jumped out of the car and headed into the store. She glided her hands over some of the displays while she picked up others. She toured the full length of the store before making her way back to an item that tickled her fancy.

Whips and chains hadn’t been a secret desire of Connie’s, but after Queenie painted the portrait of how she and Linden kept their romance alive, Connie was willing to give it a chance. For all she knew, Queenie was lying about her bedroom exploits. Still, the way she had colored it for the ladies had them sitting on the edge of their chairs.

Leather was one of Connie’s favorite fabrics, especially if it was a soft, calf’s skin. She poured over the leather outfit, that didn’t amount to much, and imagined what she’d look like standing in front of Preston with her legs spread apart, a whip in one hand, and her free hand on her hip. Connie giggled at the thought.

“May I assist you?” the blond-haired sales associate asked, amused at Connie’s attempt to seem uninterested in the leather contraption that consisted of a thong attached to a strap that intersected with another leather piece that wrapped around the breasts.

“I…I was only looking,” Connie said, now a little uncomfortable with the sales associate looking over her shoulder.

“Trying to please your man?” the associate asked, now with a smile on her face. “If it makes you feel any better, this is a popular item. I sell at least two or three of these a week.”

“You’re kidding.”

“Really. Ever since that Fifty Shades of Grey book came out, our sales of this outfit have skyrocketed.”

“Well, I was looking at it. I’m not a real kinky person, but I wanted to do something different for my man…you know…spice up the bedroom.”

The sales associate patted Connie lightly on the back. “Honey, make your man happy. I won’t tell anyone if you don’t; your secret is safe with me. There’s nothing wrong with being a freak behind closed doors. We are all here on this earth because our parents had lust in their hearts and sex on the brain.”

Connie laughed at the sales associate’s attempt at humor, but it did relax her. “I’ll take it and a pair of black fishnet stockings. And throw in a nice flogger…leather whip.”

“Honey, that’s what I’m talking about. Let it whip.”

“I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

“Honey, you need to live a little; stop stressing over nothing. Think about all the fun you and your man are going to have tonight. Don’t forget the champagne.”

“I’ve already got a bottle on chill.” She would do just that as soon as she got home.

“Well, let’s ring you up, and if you feel like it, stop by next week to give me the four-one-one.”

“Oh, you’re naughty. A girl never tells.”

“Honey, you should hear some of the stories some of these women come in here with. That’s why we won’t be going out of business anytime soon.” Connie and the associate laughed.

“That’ll be one-hundred and thirty-nine dollars and fifty-eight cents.”

“Damn, that’s a lot of money to get a man to say he wants to marry me,” Connie said under her breath.

“I heard that. So that’s what this is all about. I say whip his ass and make him beg for more.”

Connie laughed. “Take my money before I change my mind. Thank you for making this a pleasant experience.”

“The pleasure is mine. Now go on and have some fun.”

Connie smiled and waved goodbye to the sales associate. She was going to do what the woman said, have some fun. She was always too safe and bottled up. It was time to live. She was going to get her freak on and turn Preston out. Connie laughed at her thinking, but it all had merit. Mr. Preston Alexander was going to come correct or she’d have to think about trading him in for a newer, more compliant model. 



Arrest Me

Yolanda couldn’t take her eyes off of the handsome gentleman that sat next to her in the driver’s seat of the black Acura RLX luxury sedan. She’d had him pegged for a Mercedes man, but it didn’t matter. He was a good looking piece of eye candy, dreads and all. His voice was smooth and velvety; hypnotic. Their conversation was casual and effortless and Yolanda was glued to every word.

“Thanks for the date,” Yolanda said in a sultry voice. “I always enjoy a good Tyler Perry movie.”

“It was quite a diversion from what I originally had planned,” Illya replied, “but I’m glad I met you. I hope it won’t be the last time we see each other.”

“Well, you did promise to take me to dinner,” Yolanda playfully reminded him.

Illya laughed heartily. “Of course, but surely you aren’t hungry already.”

“No, I’m not hungry yet. I was only hoping that our outing wasn’t coming to a close so soon. I’m…I’m enjoying your company.”

“You are a breath of fresh air. I haven’t really dated since my divorce was final.”

“How long has it been?”

“A year. How about you?”

“A year, three months, and five days.”

Illya chuckled. “You’ve got it down to a science. My divorce was nasty, but now that it’s over, I’d like to forget all the gory details. I’ve moved on and prefer a hassle-free life.”

“I’m sorry that things weren’t so easy for you.”

“I’m beyond that now. Why don’t we change the subject and enjoy the rest of the day?”

“I wholeheartedly agree. So what do you do in the Research Triangle Park?”

“My, you’re so full of questions.”

“Like the FBI, I have a very inquisitive mind.”

Illya flinched.

“The truth is,” Yolanda continued, “I usually don’t jump into strange men’s cars, especially at my age. So I have this need to elicit as much information about a person for the ‘just in case’ file.”

Illya smiled. “You’re a mess, Yolanda, but I like you. You can say that I’m in research.”

“How exciting. Is it a new drug, a cure for cancer, or some research that hasn’t yet been announced to the public?”

“None of the above.”

“You’re mysterious.”

“So, how do you make your living, Ms. Morris?”

“I’m a healthcare administrator at one of the local hospitals.”

Illya’s eyebrow went up. “Healthcare? A commendable occupation.”

“I wanted to be a nurse once but didn’t quite go through with it. I’ve always been an advocate for causes and healthcare was one of them. My mother had a long history of health-related issues, and she and my dad had some very intense run-ins with so-called health professionals. They’re both deceased. Because of them, I put all of my energy into understanding the healthcare system.”

“I’m impressed,” Illya said. “Let me ask you…ah, ah…have you seen a large climb in unethical behavior due to drugs?”

A severe frown crossed Yolanda’s face. She studied Illya as she considered his question. “Why do you ask? Does it have something to do with the reason you’re in North Carolina?”

Illya self-consciously flicked his ponytail over his shoulder. “I was merely asking.” He hesitated then seemed to come to a decision. “However, since you asked, I’ll say this. I’m here investigating a crime ring, specifically drugs. There has been a substantial rise in the number of drugs being pilfered from hospital pharmacies and hospital medicine cabinets; also corrupt doctors writing phony prescriptions.”

Yolanda nodded. “And I wanted to know, right? However, to answer your question, yes, there have been cases of drugs being smuggled out of hospitals here in the Triangle, but my hospital has had a clean audit the past five years. I would know if we were in that kind of trouble.”

He looked at Yolanda thoughtfully. “I like your confidence and the fact that you’ve got your hand on the pulse of what’s going on where you work.”

“I have to be; that’s why they put me in charge.”

She had an idea. “I could ask my sister, Connie, if her boyfriend has mentioned anything about a crime network.”

“What would he know?”

“He works in pharmaceuticals. His ear would be valuable.”

“Let’s not take that route. I’m undercover and I’ve already divulged too much. I’d like to see you again, though, and Raleigh is growing on me, even if it has been only a few short weeks since I’ve arrived.”

Yolanda finally relaxed. “Okay. If there’s going to be any arrests made, I hope it’s me,” she joked.



Fishnet Stockings

Connie roasted a medium-size sirloin-tip roast and trimmed it with honey-glazed carrots, garlic mashed potatoes, a garden tossed salad, and potato bread rolls. When she was done, she plated individual plates and placed a stainless-steel cover over them. Then she sauntered off to her bedroom to prepare for the extraordinary night she’d planned for Preston.

A half-hour later her doorbell rang. The foyer and living room lights were dimmed. Connie took her time answering the door, and when she did, Preston was speechless. His eyes roved over her body.

“Come in, Preston. I’ve been waiting for you.”

Preston smiled and shook his head. “Is it safe to come in? I don’t know what your intention is with that piece of apparatus in your hand, but I hope it isn’t for me—at least not tonight.”

“Don’t spoil the mood, Preston.” Connie brushed her hand along her body as Preston came through the door. “I did all of this for you.”

“Fishnet stockings turn me on and that leather number that you have wrapped around your body must mean dinner is delayed. Sorry, Connie, I’ve got a lot on my mind.”

“Are you high on something?” The night wasn’t progressing as she’d intended. Connie turned and walked into the living room.

“Hold up, hold up,” Preston said, finally finding his groove. “Girl, let me slap those butt cheeks.”

Connie turned around. “I want this night to be extra special. I love you, Preston, and I want to show you that I’m your girl for all seasons.”

“Come here.” Preston reached for Connie and pulled her to him. “You are my woman for all seasons, and I love you, too. I’m sorry if I didn’t show you the appreciation you deserve when I came in. First, I was totally surprised to see you standing at the door half naked. It’s so uncharacteristic of you. However, I’m a little preoccupied with a situation at work; but it’s all good. You have my undivided attention.”

Preston held Connie tight. He brought her hand to his mouth and kissed her fingers and then reached down and kissed her passionately on the lips. His hands dropped to her bare buttocks and squeezed until Connie moaned. He pulled back. “You don’t mind if I get comfortable?”

“That is my intention.”

Preston pulled off his tweed jacket and unbuttoned his black, silk shirt. His chest was smooth and taut; it rivaled any male model in Vogue magazine. “What were you planning to do with that whip? I haven’t been a bad boy.”

“I’m only going to tease you with it.”

“You’ve been reading too much junk. During the course of my day, I’ve heard women talking about the erotic novel that woman wrote, although there are plenty of African-American authors who’ve already written that erotic story, much better.”

“My, you’re well informed, but what you say is true. I haven’t read the book, but Queenie sure has.”

“So, I have Queenie to thank for tonight’s adventure. She fills you women’s heads up with stuff she doesn’t know the first thing about. I hear that Linden can’t even get it up.”

“That was wrong, Preston.”

“He’s tried to hit more than the Queen, and the women talk behind his back.”

“And what women have you been talking to?”

“A couple of the women at work who know him. They say Linden pops those male enhancement pills like an addict on crack.”
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