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Dear Reader:

Thank you for picking up this copy of Sideline Scandals by Pat Tucker, a phenomenal storyteller. Pat revisits the ladies from her Football Wives, members of the social club who are married to NFL coaches. Now she takes it up a notch with the same scandal and glamour.

Pat has a reputation for writing these tantalizing tales as well as controversial stories based on real-life issues. Her Daddy by Default and sequel, Daddy’s Maybe, deal with paternity while Party Girl focuses on a Texas law when a person can end up on Death Row simply by being at the scene of a crime.

I hope that you enjoy Sideline Scandals and that you will also pick up Pat Tucker’s novel, A Social Affair, co-authored by another phenomenal Strebor author, Earl Sewell. Their second dual literary effort, Loyalty Among Friends, is in the works.

As always, thanks for supporting the authors that I publish under my imprint, Strebor Books. All of us truly appreciate your support. If you would like to contact me, please email me at Zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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Zane

Publisher

Strebor Books International

www.simonandschuster.com
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SASHA


I turned my upper body to camera two, allowed my eyes to focus, and flashed my dazzling smile. This was when I was at my very best. The camera loved me, and I made sure to show my love right back.


Most of my time was spent at the KTLA Studios located on Sunset Boulevard, between Van Ness and Bronson Avenues. In addition to The Sasha Davenport Show, Judge Judy, was also taped there. Although my show was taped in one of the twenty-three studios, we only used a small section since I didn’t have a live studio audience.


I glanced up at the lighting grid that was suspended from the studio’s high ceiling. It held various colorful light fixtures, but the one that provided a spotlight for me, cast a soft yellow hue. It beamed down on me and kept me warm while we taped the show in the freezing studio. I loved what the lighting did for my complexion on tape. It helped add to my overall polished appearance, which I worked hard to maintain.


I had gotten used to the feel of the Vaseline that helped my lips glide effortlessly across my sparkling white veneers, so my smile was always camera-ready and perfect. I batted my real mink lashes and began to speak.


“So, I’m leaving y’all with this as we gear up for the next NFL season: There’s tons going on behind the scenes. You have no clue!” I winked. “But that’s why I’m here! I’m your girl, and you already know, I’ve got unprecedented access.”


I crooked my index finger at the camera as if to summon it closer.


“Shhhh.” I used that same finger to tap my pursed glossy lips.


“Between you and me, my sources have confirmed that Los Angeles Sea Lions Head Coach Taylor Almond’s new staff will only consist of two familiar faces. That means only two of his assistants are returning! Can you say clean house?” I paused for effect and widened my eyes.


“Now, I don’t know about you,” I said, “but I, for one, knew this was coming. I mean, think about it. After all the drama that happened off the field last season, I can understand why Coach Taylor felt the need to make such drastic sweeping changes. Well, this year, we’re gonna keep our eyes on a few key players, and hopefully, the coaches and their wives will leave the drama to the plays on the field. Stay with us. I’ll be right back after this short break and a message from one of our sponsors.”


“Sasha, you good? You’ve got two minutes,” the director said through my earpiece. That was his way of letting me know I had time, if I wanted, to grab a quick glass of juice, water, or run to the ladies’ room.


I looked up at the camera and nodded. I was gonna stay put.


“Okay. Cool,” he said.


I needed to use the bathroom, but since we were nearly done taping the show, I figured it’d be smarter to wait. A couple of minutes later, the sound of the director’s countdown stopped my thoughts. I focused in on the correct camera and waited to hear my cue.


“And we’re back in five, four, three, two . . . ” The floor director pointed at me, and on cue, I began to speak.


“Thanks for staying with us. Well, that’s it for this week. Remember, I AM Saaaaasha Davenport! There’s no one better. I am fierce, fantabulous, and very famous. Until next time, sweethearts, Muah!”


I made a wide sweeping motion with my arm and gave the camera my signature palm kiss. I smiled until the director yelled the magic words in my earpiece.


“We’re clear. Great job, Sasha!”


The floor crew, which consisted of two camera operators, and a floor director, broke out in applause, and I hopped off the bar-stool we used for my closing monologue. The Sasha Davenport Show was going well, but lately I’d felt myself becoming bored. I needed more excitement. It wasn’t that the thrill was gone or anything like that, but I felt like it was time for me to step things up.


Those were neither new nor sudden thoughts for me. From day one, my plan was to use this show as a stepping stone to bigger and better things. The problem was, I had become comfortable and stopped striving to get to the next level.


“Thanks, guys,” I said as I made my way off the set. I cut through the control room, which is the nerve center of the television station, to get to the long hallway that led to my dressing room that also served as my office.


“Thanks, guys,” I repeated.


I saw video of myself on one of the many monitors, but didn’t stare too long because I didn’t want anyone to think I was trying to nit-pick. The director, sound engineer, and video editor, barely looked up from their work as I slipped in. I knew the drill and left them to their work.


The moment I walked inside my office, my cell phone rang. I told myself that was part of the problem, too. Each time I began to think about what it might take to go to the next level, something distracted me, and I never revisited my plans.


I vowed not to allow that to happen this time as I greeted the caller. “This is Saaaasha,” I sang.


“Sasha, you don’t know me, but I’ve got some information that you might be able to use on that little show of yours,” the caller said.


“Umph, well, if I don’t know you, how did you get my number, and what makes you think your information is of any use to me and my little show?”


The woman’s hearty laugh made me pull the phone away from my ear.


“Listen, I may not know you, but trust, dah-lin,’ I know your kind,” she said.


I didn’t know whether to be offended or sit back and listen to what she had to say. “You know my kind, huh? And what kind might that be?”


“Well, honestly, I didn’t think it’d be this hard. But whatever. If you wanna play it like that, I’ll hold on to my information. I guess you’ll have to run to play catch up and chase the story like everyone else once it breaks,” she said.


People like this caller made me sick. I made a mental note to check my producer slash assistant because I didn’t have time to be bogged down with this kind of foolishness. Everybody and their mama thought they had a line to some good exclusive hot gossip, until they realized I didn’t pay for that type of information. And I was certain this time was no exception.


“Besides, I shoulda known you was one of them ol’ stuck-up—”


“Oh, no you didn’t!” I snapped and cut her off. “How did you say you got my number again?”


“I didn’t say,” she answered.


I frowned. By now, I was pissed and wondered what could be done about these freaks who thought it was cool to pay $39.95 to get anybody’s cell phone number off the Internet. I was about to check her when there was a quick knock at my door before it opened. My producer, McKenzie Fields, slipped into the dressing room.


“Hey, what’s wrong?” she asked.


I guess the scowl on my face must’ve told her immediately there was a problem.


“You know what, I don’t have time for games. If you have a legitimate show or story idea, you need to go through the proper channels like everybody else. Regardless of how you got my number, here’s a bit of advice, it is tacky and classless to use a stranger’s number out of context,” I said.


McKenzie moved closer. “Who are you talking to?” she asked.


The caller screamed, “I know your ball-chasing, gold-diggin’, opportunist behind ain’t trying to give me no lessons on class and tact!” She laughed. “Especially when we know you ain’t got an ounce of either one!” She laughed louder like it was all she could do to try and catch her breath.


I sucked my teeth and pressed the END button on my cell phone. Then, I turned my anger to McKenzie. She needed to handle this kind of mess. I had other things on my mind, and filtering out the fans from the freaks was way beneath my pay scale.


“McKenzie,” I said.


“Who was that?” she insisted.


“Yeah, that’s exactly what I wanted to talk to you about.” I pointed toward the chair. “Sit, please.”
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JERRI


I stretched my long, chocolate legs along the length of my chaise longue and yawned. I wasn’t tired as much as I was bored, but what could I do? I looked down at the thick, black rubber band around my left ankle and rolled my eyes. It was a constant reminder of a time I wanted desperately to forget. My life was not supposed to take this path.


“Let me do you all night long.”


Marsha Ambrosius’ velvet voice filled the room. I perked up a bit when I heard my cell’s ring tone.


“Hey, wanna do it all night long, baby.”


Although I wanted desperately to snatch the phone, I needed to wait a respectable amount of time before I answered. I didn’t need anybody thinking I was desperate simply because I was down temporarily.


I grabbed the phone before voicemail kicked in.


“House of beauty. This is cutie,” I sang as I answered the phone.


“Damn, you sound real delicious,” Ed said. “What you doin’?”


Edward Keal would not have been my first choice to help cure boredom, but I knew I’d have to settle. The girls were off in Vegas, and my ass was trapped in the house.


“I was sitting here thinking about you, daddy. What’s up?”


“Just checkin’ in on you. I know how lonely it can be when a butterfly’s wings get clipped,” Ed said.


Ed got on my nerves for many reasons. One of which included the fact that he felt he had to remind me that due to my house arrest, I couldn’t venture any farther than the end of my driveway. On some days, depending on the weather and the signal to this little black box that reported my every move, I was able to venture a few feet farther.


“How’d you know I was lonely? You wanna come over and lick my—”


“Baby, I’m outta town,” Ed said before I could finish my offer.


I rolled my eyes.


“You outta town?”


I didn’t even try to hide the irritation in my voice. I wanted to ask, “Then why the hell did you think you should call me?” But I held my tongue. Ed was a third-string running back for the Sea Lions, but I believed greatness could happen at any time, so I kept him on the back burner just in case. Who knew how this thing would end with Jason.


“Yeah, babe, my agent set up a meeting to see if there’s interest here in B-More,” he boasted.


My mind instantly thought about all the reasons I’d never leave L.A. for Baltimore. But there was no way I would say that to him. I needed to keep him on ice in case my plan A, B, or C didn’t pan out.


Ed wasn’t hot. He was mild, but his earning potential was what kept him on the ticket. My girls and I used a scale for rating men and how they looked. It began at “hurt,” which was the equivalent of needing a brown paper bag. That didn’t mean he wasn’t doable, but we probably wouldn’t admit it, even under oath. “Mild” meant he was worthy of public appearances, but only at night when the lighting made said appearance deniable, if necessary. “Medium” meant he was claimable under the right circumstances and events. Then “hot” was self-explanatory.


Anything beyond “hot,” which was rare, but possible, meant potential threesome worthy. Beyond “hot,” involved impeccable good looks, swag, an outstanding body and filthy rich to boot. There hadn’t been too many of those running around. But when they showed up, it was usually on a field and carrying a ball.


I had nowhere to go and nothing to do, but I still felt like being on the phone with Ed was a waste of time and energy. If I wanted a cocktail, he couldn’t bring me one. If I wanted company, he couldn’t come see about me either.


“Hey, why don’t you holla at me when you get back? I need to take this call on the other end,” I said quickly.


The shock in his voice told me he wasn’t ready to get off the phone, but I was done with the conversation the moment I learned he wasn’t in town.


I picked up the remote and surfed channels until that bored me, too. I had watched all of my favorite shows, including the episodes of Scandal that I had TiVoed, so I clicked the TV off.


The more I sat around, the more I thought about the fact that my girls were in Vegas living it up while I was stuck in the house, and it made me sick. At first, I was embarrassed about the thought of having to do community service, but the more I thought about it, the more I realized it was a great way to get out of the house for a long period of time.


When I heard the alarm disarm, I rolled my eyes. I grabbed the TV remote and clicked through the menu so I could look at the security cameras.


Heat climbed my neck and face, while I watched with pure hatred as that punk bitch walked in and dropped his bags. He stopped at the table in the foyer and picked up a stack of mail. The house was more than eight-thousand square feet, three stories with walnut flooring, vaulted ceilings, an elevator, a theater, and a three-car garage with living quarters above for the staff. But still, it wasn’t big enough for the two of us.


I wondered when he had arrived back in town. Obviously my prayer that his plane would crash didn’t come to fruition again, but I’d have to live with that.


A few moments later, I clicked the monitor off and decided to read a book. I needed to get away, and since I was confined to my house, a good book was my next best option. I couldn’t wait for Thursday to roll around so I could go meet the director at the center where I was scheduled to do my community service.


This was so not how my life was supposed to go. My life as Jason Nelson’s wife was supposed to be fabulous. Instead, I was living a real-life nightmare.


I got up from my chaise and walked to the bookshelf. I grabbed a book and settled back down on my sofa. A great story always helped me forget about being confined to the house, the misery that had become my life.
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TATYANA


I stood at the bottom of our cascading staircase and shuddered despite the warmth in the massive room. My left eye twitched. I frowned at the handwritten letter as I read it. My eyes took in the words, and although I was well-educated, I simply could not comprehend. Antics from desperate women were nothing new, but this was something else, and it was completely out of order. I felt like the room was beginning to close in on me. Things like this only helped to fuel my desire for less time in the spotlight. The glare had become far too bright.


My husband of almost ten years was none other than Dax Becall, the star quarterback for the Los Angeles Sea Lions, so trust, I had literally seen just about everything under the sun when it came to desperate women.


After I read the foolishness for the second time, I walked toward the back of the house and out to the outdoor kitchen for privacy. I picked up the phone and called the only person I trusted, other than my mom, who lived in Houston. “Hey, Pamela, girl, you busy?” I asked.


Pamela Evans and I used to be NFL cheerleaders together back in the day. People said we looked so much alike, we started saying we were cousins and it stuck. She was very pretty.


“Since y’all packed up and moved to La-La Land, how can I be busy when you call?” Pamela asked. Pamela always spoke in a sing-song voice that made everything she said sound lighthearted. But there were true emotions behind her words.


It had been two years since Dax was traded to L.A, from the Houston Texans, but Pamela still behaved as if the trade and move happened days ago. I knew exactly how she felt though, because when we left the Texans, I thought I was going to die. I couldn’t think of anything I’d like about Los Angeles until we moved.


The weather was almost always perfect. And beautiful people were everywhere. It was difficult to be depressed for long in L.A.


“I wanted to read something to you,” I said.


“Read something like what?”


“This letter I got. You got a sec?”


“Yeah, go ahead,” Pamela said.


“Okay, it’s kinda long, but here we go. ‘Dear Tatyana. My name is Simone, and I know I’m going to get into a world of trouble for this, but woman to woman, I felt like I had to reach out to you. I’d want someone to do the same for me. Anyway, I was really pissed at Dax when it dawned on me that he has still not talked to you about us like he said he was going to do. You see, I’m the other woman he’s been seeing, and I am not just some random chick he’s been having sex with. I care about him and he cares deeply about me.’”


“What the hell?” Pamela interrupted.


“Oh, girl, you ain’t heard nothing yet,” I warned. “There’s tons more.” I continued, “. . . he cares deeply about me. I have been telling him that it’s time to come clean with you about everything, and I thought he agreed, but now I know he was telling me what he thought I wanted to hear.”


“Um, where did you get this doggon’ letter? And Simone? Who is this trick?”


Pamela kept interrupting and that made it hard to keep my place.


“Let me finish!” I stressed. “Okay. ‘As it stands now, we talk and text each other every day. Mostly our messages are really sexy. We talk about the things we are going to do to each other the next time we hook up. I’ve saved some of them just in case you ever want to see them for yourself. Just so you won’t think our relationship is all about the incredible oral and hot toe-curling sex we have, I also know tons about his life. That means we talk a lot. Like he told me how now that you’ve gotten older, you don’t like sex the way you used to. He also said that although he loves his kids, Benson, Tempest, and Cole, he hates the way you use them as an excuse not to give him sex when he wants it. Maybe it’s my youth he enjoys, but I have told him I will never deny him sex no matter how tired I am, and I think he really appreciates that!’ ”


“Okay, this is way too much. Are you serious?” Pamela huffed.


“Wait, girl, let me finish! I’m almost done. Okay, she says, ‘I’m not telling you any of this to hurt you, but to show you that I am a real person. Although I didn’t want you to find out about us in this way, I am tired of waiting on Dax to do the right thing. He says you will try to keep him from his kids, but woman to woman, I’m hoping that you will realize we never set out to hurt you, so you should step aside because that’s what he truly wants. I’m giving you my cell number in case you want to talk. I’d love to meet with you so that I can answer any questions you might have. You can check Dax’s cell bill, and you will see that my number shows up frequently. Also, I want you to know that when Dax and I are married, I will love your kids like they are my own. I may only be twenty-three, but I’m far from stupid. Again, I’m reaching out to you because if the shoe was on the other foot, I would want someone to tell me. I hope you’ll agree: Forcing a man to stay in a loveless marriage for fear of not seeing his kids is so not a good look.’”


“Not a ‘good look?’ ‘I may only be twenty-three but I’m far from stupid’? You have got to be kidding me!” Pamela screamed.


“Girl, I wish I was,” I said.


“So, what are you gonna do?” Pamela asked me.


“You know a part of me is wondering who in their right mind would do something like this. I mean, I don’t put anything past any man, even mine, but who writes the wife a friggin’ letter?”


“Ah, obviously someone who is twenty-three and far from stupid.” Pamela chuckled.


“Can you believe that?”


“Where did you get that doggon’ letter?” she asked.


“Oh, that’s the best part. It was sitting in the mailbox, and it had my name on it.”


“No shit?”


“No shit,” I said as I glanced over the letter again.


“Girl, I’d start burning his shit right now! You don’t like sex since you’ve gotten older? And she will never deny him sex? Oh, but my favorite part has to be the fact that ‘I may only be twenty-three, but I’m far from stupid.’ ” Pamela busted out laughing.


“It’s so crazy it’s nearly comical. Who does this type of foolishness?”


“Girl, what are you gonna do?” Pamela’s voice sang.


“Pam, now you know good and well, if I ran to Dax every time one of these crazy broads did something stupid, I would’ve left him long ago,” I said.


What I didn’t tell Pamela was the fact that I had already told Dax I thought it was time he transitioned into a career off the field. He didn’t have to leave sports, but I envisioned something far more private, away from Sunday, Monday, and Thursday night lights. I thought he’d fit right in with Keyshawn Johnson and the others on Sunday NFL Countdown. But Dax wasn’t trying to hear it.


“Umph, so, you’re telling me you’re not going to do anything at all? You’re not even gonna check for her number? What if it’s true? What if he is screwing some chick who’s ten years younger than you?”


“What do you expect me to do?” I asked.


“He would be walking in to find all of his shit shredded or piled up on the front porch or on the lawn, or at least what was left of his shit.”


“Yeah? And what if I was wrong? What if she’s some freak who gets off on stalking players? Trust me, if Dax is really bold enough to convince his sidepiece that they have a future together, he’s got bigger problems than little Miss Far From Stupid,” I said.


I could imagine the contorted frown that Pamela’s pretty features had probably taken on. There was no gray area for her when it came to a situation like this.


“Umph! Well, you better than me, cause I would be working overtime to track this little jump off down, and then I’d take him for everything he’s got,” Pamela said.


I didn’t want to take her back to another time, years ago, when she was in a similar situation, and I don’t remember a single match being struck. Also, Pamela had a way of being able to tell everyone else exactly what they should do about their problems, but she was unable to solve any of her own. Despite this, I still loved her like the sister I never had. I simply exercised extreme patience with her shortcomings.


“Well, we know before all was said and done, you’d be in somebody’s jail somewhere. But, seriously, enough of that. What’s up? Are you coming or what?”


“Yeah, you know I’m coming. I’m dying to meet these women you’re always talking about. A Football Widows Social Club?”


“Girl, you’re gonna love Sasha and the girls! You watch her show?”


“Yeah, I do, and I have to admit, she seems kinda cool. But what made you decide to join a social club after all this time in the league?”


“I guess I’m a little bored. The kids are getting older and they act like they need me less and less. I figured this group could be my own little something.” I shrugged. “I don’t know, to sort of give me a life.”


The truth was, I needed to try and make connections of my own. What if Sasha could help Dax get his own talk show? I wasn’t sure who the other ladies knew or what kind of connections they might have. To me, joining the club was a smart, strategic move. Once I got to know everyone better, it wouldn’t be long before I’d be able to parlay my membership into something beneficial for my family.


“Umph, well, you had a life here in Houston,” Pamela chided. “You didn’t have to go buy your friends at some lame-ass social club!”


“Girl, you know I ain’t never had to buy a friend. But you’re right, I did have a life in Houston. And now, I’ve had to get one here in L.A., so make sure you have your butt on that plane next month, so there won’t be a bad misunderstanding between me and you!”


“Yes, ma’am!” Pamela said. “But on the real though, I say you at least need to look into that situation. That’s not something you should let slide.”


“I hear you, my cousin. I hear you.”


And I did hear her, but the truth was, I had other things on my mind, and a plan had been brewing long before I got wind of that letter. My mama taught me long ago, when you present an ultimatum, you’ve gotta be ready to deal with the consequences. I wasn’t ready just yet.
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ELIZA


Satisfied that there were no bugs beneath my desk, I rose to my feet, dusted off my pants at the knees and walked over to unlock my office door. My office was a comfortable size. It was practical, nothing fancy, but it was my space. Everything was neatly in order, wooden file cabinets, a matching hutch, and a large flat screen monitor as well as a TV. I had a small sofa and a wooden end table with a pastel-colored lamp that sat atop a colorful rug.


I handled the press for the Sea Lions. It was my job to assist with setting up interviews as well as make sure the players and coaches received good press. Because of my job, I had lots of connections with reporters, producers, talk show hosts, and show bookers. I was what most people called a workaholic because my job was my life.


I had been trying to get a few of the players on a local talk show that was nationally syndicated, but the show’s producers hadn’t called back yet.


My boss was the worst, but since I loved my job, I tried my best to ignore her. The best times at work were the ones when she was traveling or simply out of the office. Unfortunately for me, this was not one of those times.


No sooner had I sat down on my chair, than she strolled into my office. Her presence wasn’t what bothered me most. It was the fact that she always felt the need to barge in on me while she was on the phone. She never knocked. She simply opened closed doors and strolled in.


Poppy McDaniel was the epitome of a hardnosed bitch. She was tall, about six feet, with a slim but muscular body. She was a serious runner, and I knew she took part in two major marathons each year. I think she might have played basketball at UCLA, but I wasn’t sure. As a former athlete, she maintained a nice figure, but didn’t look too masculine like some other female athletes.


However, where some people thought their shit didn’t stink, Poppy didn’t give it much thought. She knew for certain her shit didn’t stink, and she had no problem letting anyone know. It was also hard to read her sometimes because she began most of her sentences with the same catch phrase, “Yes, absolutely.”


I asked her about it one time, and she said it gave her the upper-hand because people thought she was agreeing to their suggestions even when she wasn’t. It made no sense to me whatsoever, but it worked for her.


“Yes, absolutely, my assistant is working on booking Dax and Dwight.” She eased her bony tail onto the edge of my desk.


I wondered how much longer I’d have to endure her latest performance.


“Shut the front door!” she yelled.


Suddenly, her head whipped in my direction. Her fair complexion began to turn colors, her big blue eyes widened more, and her thin pink lips formed a perfect “O.” “You wait until I talk to Eliza about this. We were promised an exclusive. I know there’s no way in hell Eliza would book them on something like that! We are not sending our players unless they deliver what they promised!” Poppy yelled.


I braced myself for the load of crap I knew was headed my way. In a most dramatic fashion, Poppy pressed a button on the device that clung to her hip, hopped off the desk and threw her hands on to her hips. I figured if I remained calm, she’d follow suit.


“I just heard from a very reliable source that you were not able to book Dax and Dwight with Sasha Davenport!” Poppy yelled. “For the exclusive!” she added.


“I’ve made contact,” I stammered.


“Yes, absolutely, you’ve made contact!” she said sarcastically. “What the hell does that mean? You’ve made contact? When are they going on? And who will they be on with? What kind of contact did you make?”


Her hair danced out of her signature little blonde page boy as she snaked her neck. I hated when white people behaved in ways they thought we as black people could relate to. None of my friends snaked their necks while talking, but I knew this was not the time to point that out to Poppy. Besides, she was far from a friend.


I used my index fingers and rubbed my temples. I took a deep breath and prayed everyone else was so busy with their projects that they were unable to focus on the drama going down in my office.


“Poppy, I know I can get them booked. I’m not worried about it. I, um, I was going to pitch them as an exclusive, but I need to first get the pitch together,” I said.


The truth was Sasha’s producer, McKenzie Fields, was probably pissed because she wanted to use one of the suites last season for a particular game, and I couldn’t make it happen for her. But I wouldn’t dare tell Poppy that.


Poppy screamed. It was a piercing-running-from-the-killer-in-a-horror-movie scream. I cupped my ears and sighed as two co-workers rushed to the doorway.


“Get out!” Poppy screamed at them. “Yes, absolutely, get the hell out!”


They scrambled away nearly as quickly as they had appeared.


“You’d better get in your car and drive down to that damn studio. I don’t care if you have to camp out all day and all night for the next seven days. But you’d better get both Dax and Dwight booked on that show for two weeks from today or else!” Poppy screamed.


As she yelled her orders, I scuttled around the office, picking up things I might need. I accidently grabbed a small envelope when I reached for my purse. I couldn’t imagine anyone who’d give her a “thank you” card, but whatever. I tossed her card back, grabbed my purse, my laptop and my iPad and hightailed it out of there.


“If you even think about coming back here without news of that confirmation, heads are going to roll!” she screamed at my back.


I felt like an ass as I scurried out of the office with my head hung low. Everyone knew Poppy was a bitch, but there was little I could do unless I wanted to risk my career. She was well-known in the industry, and this business was incredibly small.


Publicity managers in the NFL knew other publicity managers, and the league was even smaller, especially for women. I wasn’t the only black woman on Poppy’s team, but I was the one with the most seniority and despite what she said, I technically, was not her assistant.


Everyone pretty much hated Poppy and almost always talked about her behind her back. When she traveled or worked away from the office, we actually had great times. When she showed her face, the team’s morale sank instantly.


I had no idea how I would get those guys booked, and booked, by themselves nonetheless, but I knew I had to get it done. As I waited for the attendant to bring my car, I thought about the best way to get the guys on the show. It shouldn’t be that hard because Dwight and Dax were super star athletes.


It hit me suddenly, the club!


That was where I needed to go, not the studio!
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SASHA


I needed to do something that would take me to the next level. Lately, it was all I thought about. I’d been doing the show for almost three years now, and it was fine, but I wanted more. I wanted my own, and I had to figure out a way to get what I wanted. Sometimes it took another person to help you see the light.


Just yesterday I walked out of the Gucci store on Rodeo Drive and a woman nearly knocked me down.


“Saaasha, that you?” she asked.


“Every day,” I sang.


“Girl, I’m Maxine, and, girl, I sure do love your show!”


She was dressed in a bright fluorescent-green, oversized T-shirt and ill-fitting white leggings. Her hair was big and curly, and I wasn’t sure if she was really tanned or had a mocha complexion.


She tossed a hand on her hip like she was about to read me the riot act, but instead, she said, “But me and my girls were talking the other day and all of us think you need to be on that show. You know, the Real Housewives of Atlanta!” She snapped her fingers, and that showed off florescent nail polish. “No, maybe that Love and Hip Hop Atlanta!” she screamed. “You could go on there and teach that Josieline a thing or two,” she said.


“Um, really?” I crinkled my nose at her comment. “I, for one, think I’m way too classy for either of those gigs,” I joked.


Maxine busted out laughing like we were old friends.


Tourists were a regular fixture on the immaculate Rodeo Drive. Many were there to gawk at the expensive cars that lined the street, window shop, or people watch. Most celebrities tried to avoid encounters with their fans, but not me. I loved mine. I knew that was why they tuned into my show the way they did. They helped to keep my ratings high, and I never forgot that.


As we posed for pictures, I couldn’t take my mind off what she said. NeNe Leakes didn’t have nothing on me. And now she was about to be a real bona-fide actress on a sitcom! Why shouldn’t I be headlining my own show? Look at those lowlife chicks on Basketball Wives and those Hollywood Exes. The drama in my life made theirs look like middle school on a good day.


Take my social club for example. Every time you turned around, some mess popped off in there. That country bumpkin may not have had an ounce of style, but she had a point. Maxine was right, I was destined for greater things, and I needed to make something happen while my stock was still hot.


Before I got back in the car, I imagined a camera crew following behind me and capturing my every move. My show was already in syndication, but a reality show could lead to so much more; a clothing line, and who knew what else? That Snooki chick was like a household name. Even the president knew who she was.


Yes, I needed my own reality show, and I needed one fast.


Once I was behind the wheel, I was stunned to catch a glimpse in my rearview mirror. Maxine was speed walking as she took pictures of my car. Now if that wasn’t some real star, celebrity-type shit I didn’t know what was.


Once I got on the freeway, I dialed my agent.


“Marteen Carrington,” she answered.


Marteen was a thirty-something-year-old heiress who was hell-bent on making a career for herself. Her family owned a successful winery, but she wanted no part of the family business.


“Marteen, I’ve experienced an epiphany; sort of like a real spiritual flash that’s bound to change my career and eventually my life,” I said.


“An epiphany, huh?”


I completely ignored the sarcasm in her voice. She often took a while to see my visions, but once she got on board, she was completely committed, and I liked that about her. It just took some time to get her on board sometimes.


“Yeah, that’s what I said. Anyway, I think we need to get me my own reality TV show. Once we do that, we can look into merchandising and get my clothing line and my perfume line off the ground,” I said.


“Why stop at clothes and perfume? What about shoes and luggage?” Marteen said.


If she was kidding, I ignored that. I was on a mission.


“I think we should hire a production company so they can start shooting right away, and we can try to shop it. I know Bravo or VH1 would probably get into a bidding war,” I said.


“Sasha, slow down. You make it sound so simple. I say if you’re serious, why don’t I find a few producers and set up a meeting? Let’s do our homework before we jump in with both feet, fair?”


“That sounds good. Can you reach out to some people and try to set something up by the end of the week?” I asked.


Marteen was good at what she did, but I also knew if I didn’t stay on top of this, it would fall to the bottom of her priority list, and I didn’t want that.


“This week?”


“Yes, Marteen. I’m serious about this. The show’s doing really good right now. I think my ticket is really hot. I say this is the best time to test the waters. So, if you can get a producer to meet with us by the end of the week, we can get the ball rolling.”


“I can’t make any promises, but I’ll make some calls, and I’ll let you know as soon as I find someone,” she said.


“Okay, that sounds good, so let’s touch bases in two days,” I said.


“It may take a bit longer than that,” Marteen said.


“Well, if you start making calls now, I’m sure we can get someone before the end of the week. I mean who wouldn’t want to consult on the Seriously Sasha Show?”


“Oh, you even have a title?” Marteen chuckled a bit.


“Marteen, I’m serious about this,” I told her. And I meant it. We ended the call once she promised to get on the producer meeting right away, and my mind raced with tons of new ideas. Why hadn’t I thought of this before?


“Seriously Sasha!” I squealed and exited the freeway more excited than I had been in a very long time.
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JERRI


I watched the woman as she scribbled something on her clipboard, and I rolled my eyes. She made me sick, and I didn’t even know her that well. She wore a navy pants suit made of polyester with a pink button down shirt under her blazer. It looked like it was too small for her, and I doubted she was able to button that jacket. There was nothing feminine about her, and I couldn’t stand that about her either. I knew she was only doing her job, but still.


“Have you checked in at the center yet?” Beverly Sanchez asked. She barely looked up from her notes. I wondered what she had written on that clipboard, but not enough to ask. I really wanted her gone. I had plans.


“Um, no, not yet.” My eyes shifted as I reached for the nearest lie.


The truth was, I had called over there, but when they told me Sasha wasn’t there, I didn’t leave a message, and I hadn’t called back.


“Mrs. Nelson, your participation is not optional.” She cut me off before I finished my elaborate lie. “This is not to be done at your leisure.” Her hazel-green eyes locked on to mine. “This is one of the conditions of your probation. If you can’t hold up your end of the deal out here, we’ll have to violate you and send you to jail,” she said.


“You didn’t let me finish.” I frowned. “I talked to someone over there who said it would be okay, but I need to wait for Ms. Davenport to call me back and sign off on everything,” I said.


One of her bushy eyebrows jumped above the rim of her glasses. She needed a wax job and not only on her eyebrows either.


She blew out a breath like she was exasperated. “Look, the gig is up. These people are your friends; I get that. I really don’t give a rat’s ass what you do over there. I’m surprised the judge approved this, but it is what it is. All I know is that if you think for one instant that I’m going to allow you any special privileges because of who you are or who you know, you’re sadly mistaken,” she hissed. “If Sandra didn’t have stars in her eyes, you wouldn’t even be on my caseload.”


She tried to mumble the last part, but I heard her.


I listened to her because I had to. It was obvious to me that she was jealous of me and everything I had, so I played it cool and let her feel like she was getting it all off her chest. I could only imagine what ran through her mind when she pulled up to our eighty-three hundred-square-foot home. It sat behind a circular brick driveway on a sprawling lot.


When she walked across the gleaming-white marble floors and stopped near one of the huge white columns that stood outside the family room, I waited to see what she would do.


She glanced around and that’s when I decided to help.


“It’s over there; behind the staircase.” I pointed in the direction of the oversized French chest.


Before she moved again, she looked toward the custom-made, wrought-iron staircase that cascaded beneath a massive chandelier. Envy seeped from her pores, and inside, I laughed wickedly. I wondered what she would’ve thought had she come in through the front entrance. She turned and pulled herself over to the corner where the receiver to my ankle bracelet was kept. I flipped my middle finger at her back.


“Remember the five-hundred-feet stipulation.” She pressed buttons on the receiver, then jotted something down on her clipboard. “I’m not sure how the two of you function like this, but as long as you abide by the rules of your probation, I won’t have to violate you.” She turned back and faced me. “Looks like everything is in order here,” she said.


I wanted to add, “Just like it was the last time your colleague visited,” but I knew I couldn’t.


“I should have confirmation from the Football Widows Social Club in a couple of days,” I said.


“By close of business Monday,” she corrected.


I simply nodded. If I had argued, she’d surely stay longer, and that, I couldn’t have.


Later that evening, showered, and freshly changed, I had the music pumping, and the chef had laid out quite a spread. There were warm and cold hors d’oeuvres, seafood, and a variety of cocktails. I was more than ready for some company. Being stuck in the house all day every day was no joke.

OEBPS/images/9781451698473_cover.jpg
THE ACTION on the field
CAN'T COMPETE with the
DRAMA on the sidelines...





OEBPS/images/f000i-01.jpg








OEBPS/images/common.jpg











OEBPS/images/title-img.jpg
ANE PRESENTS

SIDELINE
SCANDAILS

PAT TUCKER

STrREBOR Books





OEBPS/xhtml/contents.html


CONTENTS



Acknowledgments



Chapter 1: Sasha



Chapter 2: Jerri



Chapter 3: Tatyana



Chapter 4: Eliza



Chapter 5: Sasha



Chapter 6: Jerri



Chapter 7: Tatyana



Chapter 8: Eliza



Chapter 9: Sasha



Chapter 10: Jerri



Chapter 11: Tatyana



Chapter 12: Eliza



Chapter 13: Sasha



Chapter 14: Jerri



Chapter 15: Tatyana



Chapter 16: Eliza



Chapter 17: Sasha



Chapter 18: Jerri



Chapter 19: Tatyana



Chapter 20: Eliza



Chapter 21: Sasha



Chapter 22: Jerri



Chapter 23: Tatyana



Chapter 24: Eliza



Chapter 25: Sasha



Chapter 26: Jerri



Chapter 27: Tatyana



Chapter 28: Eliza



Chapter 29: Sasha



Chapter 30: Jerri



Chapter 31: Tatyana



Chapter 32: Eliza



Chapter 33: Sasha



Chapter 34: Jerri



Chapter 35: Tatyana



Chapter 36: Eliza



Chapter 37: Sasha



Chapter 38: Jerri



Chapter 39: Tatyana



Chapter 40: Eliza



Chapter 41: Sasha



Chapter 42: Jerri



Chapter 43: Tatyana



Chapter 44: Eliza



Chapter 45: Sasha



Chapter 46: Jerri



Chapter 47: Tatyana



Chapter 48: Eliza



Chapter 49: Sasha



Chapter 50: Jerri



Chapter 51: Tatyana



Chapter 52: Eliza



Chapter 53: Sasha



Chapter 54: Jerri



Chapter 55: Tatyana



Chapter 56: Eliza



Chapter 57: Sasha



Chapter 58: Jerri



Chapter 59: Tatyana



Chapter 60: Eliza



Chapter 61: Sasha



Chapter 62: Jerri



Chapter 63: Tatyana



Chapter 64: Eliza



Football Widows Excerpt



About Pat Tucker





