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J. D Mason

Story Note

This story came on the heels of some major
life changes and on the eve (give or take a
week or two) of a dream trip to Europe. It
was important for me to reel in the chaos
and focus, so I made it a point to progress
through this story like an MMA fighter in
training.

Diana Rigby was shaken out of a deep sleep with words she
never thought shed ever hear again.

“I'm callin’ ‘bout yo' momma,” Aunt Lorraine said in that slow
Southern drawl, laced with a kind of artificial sweetness that
compelled an eye roll from Diana.

“What about her?”

Through the years as she climbed the ranks to become a Mixed
Martial Arts Champion, shed almost forgotten that shed had a
mother. That was her goal after she left Rhino, Texas not long after
graduating high school. She left that same day, as a matter of fact,
not bothering to tell anyone; determined to put as much space
between her and the hell shed grown up in as soon as possible.

“She ain’t doin’ too good, Diana,” Lorraine offered, then she
waited, no doubt hoping that Diana would ask the most logical
question. What's wrong?

Silence hung heavy between the two for several beats before
Lorraine continued. “Doctors say she aint got much time left.
Cancer got her. She stayin’ here with me, until ... well”

“That’s too bad,” was the best Diana could muster.

Lorraine seemed disappointed in Diana’s lack of emotion or
any expression of sincerity in her regret. Diana offered words.
That's all. She had nothing else to give her mother except empty
and hollow words that meant absolutely nothing.

“She asks ‘bout you. Asks Tray to look you up on the Internet
to see how you doin”

Again, Diana had no response. She left the edge of the deck
and settled onto a cream colored chaise.

“I'm sure shed like to see you, Diana. It’s been so long”

Returning to Rhino had never been on her radar. She never
expected to see her mother again. But apparently, the umbilical
cord between a mother and child is never fully severed, and it
tugged on Diana until a few days later when she drove into town in
a rented car on the same road shed ridden on in that Greyhound
bus when she left.

Welcome to Rhino, Texas, the sign on the side of the road read.
Population 24,353.
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The woman speeding down Flint Road in the flashy red convertible
was definitely not from around here. So, of course, Jake postponed going
back to the station to turn around and follow her. The speed limit was
thirty, and she had to have been doing at least thirty-five. Being a small
town sheriff, little things like that mattered.

He flashed his siren and lights only for a moment before she pulled
over to the side of the paved road. Hed probably let her get away with a
warning, but if nothing else, at least hed get to meet somebody new.

“Afternoon, Miss,” he said in his best Texas Sherift drawl.

Damn! She was lovely, even behind those big sunglasses and that
headscarf.

She turned her face up to look at him. “Was I speeding?”

Those, big, pretty lips of hers caused him to subconsciously lick his
own. At first glance, he took her for a white woman, but up close he could
see that she was either real light-skinned, Latina, or biracial. Stylish was
the word that came to mind, right after beautiful. Everything about her
screamed money, and she shone in the light like a new penny.

Jake had heard things, especially since she was back. Dirty Diana. Not
white enough. Not black enough. She had a reputation for being loose,
for lack of a better term. Looking for love in all the wrong places because
she obviously wasn’t getting it from the one place she needed it most.

“You could always count on Dirty Diana for a good time.”

Good for who, though? Certainly not for a young girl who had
probably been taught from birth that she wasn’t good enough or wanted.
Guilt stuck in the back of his throat. If only hed done something that
first time he and the sheriff had answered the call to her house that day,

maybe her life would’ve been different.

* % %

Jake wasn’t the type to get caught up like this. Women flirted. He
flirted back, but hed always known where to draw the line when one
needed to be drawn for his sake, or for the sake of someone else. Level-
headed. That phrase might as well have been his middle name, because
it's who he was, what hed always been, to the point of being downright
boring. Shed captivated him, somehow.

Diana Rigby had put a spell on him that he couldn’t shake, and that

was fine with him.

JD Mason is the author of
more than twenty novels
including The Woman Trapped
in the Dark. Seducing Abby
Rhodes. The Real Mrs. Price.
A national bestselling and
award-winning author, her
work has been featured in
in USA Today, Essence. Pride
Magazine in the UK. and
Today's Black Woman.

www jdmason.com



Janice Pernell

Cayenne

Story Note

I've always been an avid reader of fiction.
I even edited the work of other authors for
several years. But I get an incomparable
thrill from creating my own stories that
entertain readers and cause them to reflect
on important issues. I hope Cayenne does
both for you.

Michael raised the trunk and gazed at his ex-girlfriend’s
unconscious body. Nia was blindfolded, her legs and ankles
bloodied by the thick rope binding them. He had to play his cards
right if he intended to get her out of this alive.

“You sure nobody saw you snatch her?” Michael asked Lee as
the self-proclaimed pretty boy and wannabe gangster got out of
his car.

“Positive” Lee leaned over to admire himself in the mirror.

Michael swore that he would make things right with Nia, make
her his wife—as soon as he could free her from her captors.

“Before Angelique kills sleeping beauty,” Lee said, “I'm gonna
break her off some of what the women beg me for” He gave a
wicked sneer that set Michael’s nerves on edge.

Though his fists were aching to have a conversation with Lee’s
face, Michael chomped down on his anger. Months of undercover
work will go down the drain if I lose my cool.

“Youd better get in the car and go meet up with your sister like
she told you to,” Michael warned. “People get antsy in this kind
of deal” He glanced at his watch. “Keep them waiting, and they’ll
get cold feet. Then there won’t be a baby to sell. Angelique will be
pissed if that happens”

“Maaan, you think I'm scared of that chick?” Lee’s chest was
stuck out like a rooster in a cockfight, but his voice sounded more
like a hen with its neck on the chopping block. “My sister don’t
run things. I do”

The only thing Lee ran was his mouth. None of the informants
Michael had encountered in ten years of undercover work
divulged as much information as Lee belched out while bragging
about his power, prowess, prosperity, and plans—none of which
he possessed. Angelique was the brains behind everything they
did.

Michael raised his hands in mock surrender. “Since you call
the shots, how about I look after her’—he nodded toward Nia—
“until you get back?”

Cursing under his breath, Lee motioned for Michael to remove
Nia from his black 2018 Lexus RX.



Michael gathered her slender body in his arms.

Lee slammed the trunk, gave a two-finger wave, and sped off into the
night.

Nia never flinched. Her breathing remained slow and steady as the

door closed, shutting her off from the outside world.

Not knowing when Lee and Angelina would return, getting Nia out of .

that place was a priority. But concerns about Nia being unconscious for
three hours trumped that. Michael carried her to his Cadillac CTS and
gently laid her across the back seat.

Her natural beauty mesmerized him. Baby-soft cocoa skin. Eyebrows
that framed her brown eyes like they were works of art. Thick black hair
that created a halo around her face.

He placed a feather-light kiss on her lips. In a fairy tale, she would
awaken with undying gratitude. But he feared that no magic kisses or
potions could ever make her regard him favorably again.

He got the smelling salts from the first aid kit in the car. Getting in the
driver’s seat, he turned toward her and waved the bottle several inches
away from her nose.

She wrenched away from the acrid smell of ammonia. Convulsing
with coughs, she thrashed around, probably hoping to free her hands,
take the blindfold off, and make a run for it.

Putting a hand to her chest, he gently held her in place. The heartbeat
that was faint as he held her against his chest a minute ago now pounded
against his palm like a battering ram.

“Shhh,” he whispered.

Her head darted around to follow his hushed tone, then to take in
other sounds in the space: a dog barking nearby; the hum of the furnace
in the adjoining utility room; his ragged breathing as the fear of losing
her to killers subsided.

Michael braced himself, knowing that once he said something, she
would recognize him. “I'm going to take off your blindfold”

She gasped, cringed, and craned her head toward the sound of his
voice.

He untied the black bandana that covered her eyes and let it slip off.

Light spilling from the dome light over Nias head made her squint,
but when she fully opened her eyes, she honed in on Michaels face. Her
expression transformed from bewilderment to horror, giving voice to
everything she couldn’t vocalize.

Why did you do this to me?!
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Naleighna Kai

I will die if I stay here ...

Shannan’s entire family sat at the dinner table enjoying a meal
which took her three hours to prepare, while she mowed the
jungle of their front yard, seething the entire time. She stopped to
empty the bag, but froze when her mother-in-law’s voice carried
from the open pantry window, “I had to fake a damn heart attack
to make this stupid heifer get with the program.”

Faked a heart attack? Wait. What?

Monique Hallerin had faked that entire one-month ordeal
so Shannan would take over the daunting task of shopping,
preparing, cooking, then serving Sunday dinners for fifteen people
every week, only to criticize nearly everything that Shannan did.
Faked it so Shannan’s husband, Zach, would pick up the slack on
her bills. All while her brothers-in-law and most of her children
parked their lazy behinds at the dining room table every Sunday
and didn't lift a finger to help. Shannan was way past tired—
exhausted was a better word.

“Guests don’t wash dishes,” her husband said when she
mentioned they could pitch in with clean up. Well, to be honest,
neither did he and he hadn’t been a guest since theyd said, “I do”

What she should’ve said on the day they were married, fifteen
years ago was, “I don’t,” then ran past his overbearing mother and

| four shiftless brothers then out the church doors to freedom.

W “Thad to fake a damn heart attack to make this stupid heifer get

Story Note

What if s. That’s what drove this story. What
if I was a wife whod been surrounded by
people who were taking, taking, and taking
and not realizing that I'd been giving. What
happens when that wife strikes out to find
herself and figure out what she’s willing to
lose in order to find that sense of peace.

with the program.”

Shannan, who had seven children of her own, was now
responsible for duties that her mother-in-law had done for most
of her non-married life; catering to those grown ass men sitting
at her dining room table at this very moment while Shannan was
outside doing something she had first asked her husband, then
one of them, to do.

Rage hit Shannan full force.

She staggered away from the mower, rushed into the house, ran
up the stairs and snatched up her tote. She halted at the threshold
of her bedroom for a moment, extracting the small shoebox in the

back of the closet. A set of credit cards, passport, birth certificate,



social security card, and all of the hidden cash found its way into the
tote. She glanced at the summer wardrobe spilling over into Zach’s side
and decided there wasn't anything she wanted to take. She tipped down
the rear stairway into the kitchen, snatched the keys from a hook near
the door to put as much distance between herself and those people as
possible.

Shannan only vaguely heard the youngest of her seven children call
her name. Her heart constricted as she ignored them, tears blinding her
as she slid behind the wheel of an SUV that was almost a second home.
Basketball. Volleyball. Football. Gymnastics. PTA. Never any breaks
between or any time for her to simply breathe.

I will die if I stay here.
Those seven words came to mind, summarizing her current status.
Something that first hit her when she had the argument with Zach before

his family arrived ...

“My mother raised five boys on her own and never complained about
having to manage a household,” he said, still keeping his focus on the
circuitry in his hands.

“And she was on her own because she ran your father off,” she replied.
“Let’s be real about that”

Zachary’s face twisted into a mask of annoyance as he glared at her. “I
can't talk about this with you?”

“I'm done talking. I'm tired,” she snapped. “There’s going to come a
time when I say to hell with it”

Zach paused at the end of the wooden bench, scoffing as he asked,
“And where are you going to go? Who’s going to be a father to seven
children?”

“They have a father,” she said, and the sorrow of her reality was heavy
indeed. “I need a husband.”

I will die if I stay here.

The moment Shannan hit the expressway, she wiped her tears with
the back of a trembling hand. A startling thought hit her. She could not
leave her baby girl in that house.

Naleighna Kai is the national
bestselling author of several

controversial novels. She's the
founder of the NK Tribe Called
Success. NK Literary Cafe
Magazine. and the Cavalcade
of Authors Literary Tour. She

is an agent, developmental
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marketing and promotion
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Pat G Orge Walker

Heaven

Can be
Hell

Story Note

I wanted to show what could happen when
a confident, carnal-minded woman works
her magic to seduce a sexually inhibited
reverend. She got him but now can she
keep him if God wants him too, kinky-free?
It answers the question ... is the bed ever
defiled between a consenting husband and
wife when their explorations go outside the
regular “missionary” position.

“Be warned, all verified hell is about to visit you,” Aunt Peaches
blasted over the church’s intercom.

“Okay,” Averic snapped. “Send whoever she is in here. By the
way, who is it?”

“Glad you finally got around to asking because she’s waiting
inside the sanctuary. You ain't seen that heffa in a long time”

Choosingtoignore Aunt Peaches’ devilish reference to someone
being a “heffa,” he replied, “Well, bring her inside, please. I really
wanna get out of here as soon as possible.”

“Not as soon as you'll want to be,” Aunt Peaches replied angrily.
“Because it’s your wife! I still can’t figure out why her mama named
that hellion Heaven.”

Avericremembered howmuchhedloved watchinghis estranged

| wife’s topaz eyes peer out from a canvass of a heart-shaped face

B blessed with a flawless peaches-and-cream complexion. Her

curvy frame woke his body, no matter how tired hed felt. What
on earth could she want with him?
_—

Heaven waited in the sanctuary, aiming to work her way back
into her husband’s life. The fact that shed caught him off guard
would be a good thing. She perched on a pew, reflecting on the
Hawnaii trip where shed first laid eyes on him.

The young preacher was everything Heaven’s friend had said.
A well-toned, tall and much too good looking man to be seated in
any church pulpit. More suited as a feature in a hot male stripper
magazine, Averic Domingo had preached the women into a
frenzy. He was straight out telling them to never allow any man,
husband or otherwise, to abuse or use them sexually, mentally or
any other perverted method.

“Your body is God’s temple,” hed told them. “Would you defile
the temple of God?”

Shed found him a bit amusing because everything hed said not
to allow, shed done with the greatest of ease and without regret.
If she had her way, she would continue with a little extra mind-

blowing acrobatics on the side.



When the floor was opened for discussion about his sermonic speech
he asked if anyone had any questions, Heaven raised her hand.

“I'm a bit embarrassed to ask my question in front of so many people,’
she said in a low voice dropping her head. “Id rather ask you in private.”
Raising her head briefly peeking to see if he would give her an opening.

He did as soon as he said, “I'll set aside a few minutes for consultation
after, but I need to get back to the conference attendees quickly”

Sounded about right.

Heaven pretended to straighten the slit in her red cotton skirt that
stopped just short of her mid-thigh. She wiped aside a pretend tear that
was too small for an eagle to see while she listed all the sexual acts shed
committed, all the while sizing him up to see if there were any latent
inhibitions. Shed said she was earnest in wanting answers, but wasn’t
sure which were abominations, or at the least, forgivable.

Thirty minutes later, a gaped-mouthed Averic was sweating profusely,
but not from the hot and humid Hawaiian weather. He and Heaven were
on their way to a nearby hotel, suddenly thirsty for one another and not
caring where or how much it took to quench it.

Less than an hour later, they were making love on the seventh floor
balcony of the Honolulu Princess Hotel. Both had indulged in a little
too much Jack Daniels. In no time, they were naked. However, Averic’s
protests disappeared when Heaven pulled the handcufts from her bag.

Everything Averic had told the women at the conference not to do,
they did that and more. Theyd even put several new twists to some of the
temple defilement list of no-nos.

Several hours later, succumbing to Heaven and Jack Daniels, Averic
was beyond normal drunk; he was almost comatose. Unfortunately for
Heaven, she was still naked on the other side of the balcony cuffed to the
railings. He had yet to wake from his drunken stupor. Her bad luck that
she wasn't released in enough time so she could use the bathroom.

Thinking about the best parts of that first time in Hawaii made Heaven
tingle slightly. She closed her eyes again and collapsed slightly against the
back of the pew while confessing to the large picture of Jesus hanging
near the altar.

“You need Averic, but I need more,” she whispered. “And, Lord, I

mean to get him again”
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Karen D. bradley

Mias head snapped up at a sound that wasn’t anything like
the faint echoes of music from the other end of the lake. For
some reason, her instinct was on high alert especially since the
additional security team was missing in action.

“Having dinner out here was a great idea,” Mia said for the sake
of their nosy neighbor Patty, who was walking in their direction
as Calvin approached the table.

The older woman wasn’t any cause for concern.

“You like me cooking for you” He brought out the spaghetti
and salad, slid it on the table, then leaned in, kissing Mia. He
wrapped his arm around her waist, nuzzling her neck. “Maybe we
should have dessert first”

“I'll not be reheating dinner tonight” Pushing him away, she
turned him back toward the house, then swatted that gorgeous
rear end of his to send him on his way. “You need to go grab those
breadsticks. I'll open the wine”

Calvin, who had never been married, enjoyed playing the

role of husband a little too much. He winked before stepping off

the planks and into the dining room. He paused at the door and
glanced over his shoulder. “We need to do this more often”

Most often wouldn't happen. Tonight was the last day of her
assignment, then shed be back to her regular life and that didn’t
include being a high security detail protector to a top secret
invention and its handsome creator.

Several minutes later, she poured him a glass of red wine
before fixing their plates. She scanned the area again and a tingle
of suspicion ignited in her mind.

Story Note

What'’s taking him so long?

Writing keeps me sane. Creating this piece “Calvin, today would be nice,” Mia yelled. She perched on the
for the Sugar Anthology challenged me

. chair, waiting for his smart response.
to be more concise due to the word count

Ty None came.

limitation. I was honored to be among an

amazing group of authors. It created an Mia placed the glass on the table and swept into the house.
environment of education, elevation, and Calvin wasn’t in the kitchen. If he had slipped into his office

encouragement which allowed me to im-

to work instead of joining her outside, there was going to be a
prove my writing skills.

problem.

Mia laid eyes on Calvin as she rounded the corner, but his



voice halted her in her tracks.

“Run, Mia. Run,” Calvin yelled, lunging for the stocky Asian man near
the office door.

A hefty Black guy slammed his weapon across the back of Calvin’s
head.

Mia sprinted down the hallway past the study and powder room,
aiming to get her weapon. She kicked herself for not bringing it inside.
They wouldn't kill Calvin, but they could hurt him if he didn’t cooperate.
She slid a cast iron skillet from the cooktop.

“Go get her,” someone yelled from the office.

Several things crashed to the office floor. Calvin put up one hell of a
fight. Mere seconds had passed when Mia’s pursuer rounded the corner.
She slammed the skillet into his chest, causing him to fly into the wall.
He recovered and reached for her arm. The skillet crashed down onto his
head with a backward swipe. This time, his body hit the ground, right on
top of his gun.

Damn.

Her feet pounded on the hardwood floor as she raced for the front
entrance, aiming to find some type of reinforcements. An armed man
came off the path to the porch. She slammed the front door, locking it.
Keys jiggled in the tumbler.

Mia ran top speed toward the kitchen ahead of a spray of bullets that
landed in the cabinets. She slid toward the island like a baseball player
trying to reach the home plate. She scrambled around the counter,
bolting to the deck and made it to the table.

“Nowhere to run,” a man with an ivory complexion said as a Latino
guy calmly stepped over the threshold onto the deck as though nothing
out of the ordinary had transpired.

“Don't be so sure of that” She snatched the Ruger, aimed, and pulled
the trigger five times taking out the biggest threat. Mia didn’t wait for
the Latino man’s advancing body to hit the ground. She hit the stairs.
The ivory man took cover in the dining room and held up on a perfect
vantage spot.

Three armed men raced toward her. Damn, how many did they send?

Mia’s heart sank, but adrenaline kicked in as she turned back.

She had to make it to the Lincoln.

“Mrs. Atwood, don't do it,” he yelled as she climbed from the patio
chair to the railing.

He aimed his Glock and fired.

Mia took a flying leap from the banister and dove into the water.

Karen D Bradley has penned
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Michelle D. Rayford

Kelsee braced for his reprimand and anger. Both were as
N Ot That familiar as breathing. She knew how much Alex hated the light
shining in his face. She couldn’t believe shed forgoten to close
. the blinds.
I C 2 Everything had to be perfect. Always.
N When she couldn't take the silence a moment longer, she
- chanced a peek and released a sigh of relief at the sight of the

empty pillow beside her. Then she remembered. He wasn't there.

The reason, for the moment, escaped her.

Kelsee snuggled deeper in the sheets and stretched out in
the middle of the bed. She tried to relax and reclaim sleep, but her
brain was already churning. She couldn’t shake the feeling that
shed forgotten something.

The phone rang, and she checked the caller ID screen
and groaned. She composed herself before answering, “Hello,
Mariam?”

Her sister-in-law skipped the usual greeting of ‘As-salamu
Alaykum’ and asked, “Are you ready?”

Kelsee’s mind froze. Ready for what?

“I can’t believe I have to do this,” Mariam’s usually strong
voice cracked.

Memories flooded in. Today was the funeral.

Two days ago, her husband left to play “golf” at the Chandler
Park Course in the Five Points area in Atlanta. Kelsee made him

Storg Note a fruit smoothie. He downed it in silence and left without saying
My writing process starts with a “What goodbye.
if?” question. What if a woman realizes she Kelsee went about her regular Saturday chores of cleaning the
married the wrong man? The character or house, stripping the sheets, mopping and vacuuming. She was

idea plays in my head like a movie and I try

washing their dishes when the phone call came. The call that
to capture their actions and emotions on the

page. In a way, I reenact the story for that changed everything,
character. Writing this anthology present- Her mask firmly in place, Kelsee lied, “I can’t believe it
ed a unique challenge for me as this is the either”

first time I wrote a story in third person. It
required me to view the story through a dif-
ferent lens. I hope readers enjoy the journey

She closed her eyes, listening as Mariam sniffed and
repeated the same rambling from yesterday. “Why would Allah
take him from me so soon? My baby brother. Why?”

Kelsee didn't respond. No one in that family listened to her



anyway. Instead, she padded to the bathroom and stared at her reflection
in the mirror, wincing at the fresh bruise. A final rebuke from her loving

husband.
Kelsee ended the call and mentally prepared herself to play the

part of the grieving widow. Make-up would camouflage the bruise. Dark |

shades would hide any other remnants of what had become of their
marriage. Or maybe shed display what hed done. This was one secret he

wouldn’t take to the grave.

They met in the emergency room where she worked. The cop,
with the chiseled features and sexy smile, had a habit of trying to coax a
reaction from her. She never obliged. Kelsee had convinced herself that
she didn’t need the distraction.

What happened next was a blur. Kelsee remembered tending to a
gunshot wound patient. She remembered a loud banging sound coming
from the admitting area. She remembered the doctor turning toward
the hall and screaming. All she could recall was the shape of the gun a
teenager pointed at her.

-

Kelsee came to on a cot. For a blissful two seconds, she didn’t
know where she was. Her memory returned in waves. The controlled
chaos of the emergency room. The smell of sulfur from the gunpowder.

And then a baritone voice said. “I knew I would get you in bed, but I
didn’t envision it happening this way.

Her eyes snapped open. Officer Williams' dark hooded eyes
lasered into her own. Up close, she noticed a scar under his clean-shaven
chin and his scent, a heady blend of musk cologne.

“What happened?” Kelsee croaked and swallowed hard. She tried
to sit up but couldn’t navigate the mechanics of her body.

He extended his hand. “Some punk tried to finish off your patient. My
partner had to put him down.”

Kelsee turned to leave and winced from a jab in her side.

“You may feel that for a while,” he said, “I had to tackle you.”

“I didn’t even get dinner first.” Kelsee blinked in horror. Was she
really flirting with the man right now? “I mean, I owe you a thank you.”

“I'm Alex, by the way.” He cleared his throat. “How about we get a
coffee or something?” He tucked a stray curl behind her ear. “As you can
see I'm a nice guy. You have to say yes this time”

His touch fought for space in the jumble of thoughts clouding
her mind. Kelsee sighed. Maybe she should give Mr. Nice Guy a chance.
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Shakir Rashaan

“Come in, Marco,” Caressa said, her voice both sultry and full
C O r m Q L of exotic promise. “I should be ready in just a moment.”
Marco stood for a moment to take in the penthouse apartment
. that Caressa Sidana called home. She was now CEO of Sidana
C O n L@Ct | O n S Chocolatier, a conglomerate that had been in her family for
generations. A Belgian trip beckoned as she was set to pull off
a hostile takeover that would not only keep Sidand whole, but
solidify its position as a top-tier competitor in the market as well.
To his right, two-story windows stretched from wall to wall
and wrapped around at least half of the room, giving him a
spectacular view of the whole of London and the Thames River. To
his left, circular stairs led to what he assumed were the bedrooms.
He strolled toward the bar area and looked out onto the rooftop,
¥ where a deck with a Jacuzzi and a pool awaited.
So, this is how the other half lives?
He tracked back into the living room and the first thing that
. caught his attention was something he didn’t expect, or rather,
' he didn't catch it upon first glance. Over the fireplace was a large

¢ portrait of Caressa, stark naked, except for a velvet blanket draped

{ across her body, strategically covering her most intimate parts.
Mesmerized, he was unable to take his eyes off the image. He
placed a finger against the painting, an unconscious gesture as he
felt the oiled texture against his fingertips. There’s something to
be said for a woman with real curves, and his weakness for them

was on full display, leaving him vulnerable to his senses and urges.
StOrg Note For the first time, part of him wished he wasn’t her bodyguard.

. . ) It wasn’t like him to feel such an intense desire for a female client,
The uniqueness of my story within this

anthology is the fact that my leading lady is
Eritrean, but she does not conform to what ~ lengthy contractual obligation. She seemed to have a worldly
she describes as the “antiquated” mentality of  atitude about her despite her youthful appearance, something
the men who live in that country. She wields
power as adeptly as a man would, including
when it comes to the men in her life. This
was a fun journey for me to step away from  been a strong aphrodisiac,

a typical United States locale and play with and difficult to resist. This wasn’t the first time hed been
other cultures for a change, with an ending
that I think readers will find interesting.

but it wasn’t a given that she had any interest in him beyond his

she no doubt experienced from learning her father’s business.

The power and money didn't hurt, either. Power had always

surrounded by power, as hed protected heads of state, but it was

the first time he was contracted to protect a woman who wielded



such power and influence. He wanted to find out what lay under the
velvet cloth but contemplated whether breaking one of his personal rules
was worth the temporary pleasures of the flesh.

“Do you like what you see?”

Caressas voice interrupted the lustful thoughts that invaded his
subconscious. Her

hand draped his shoulder as she looked up at him. “Not very many
people get to see the place,

but something tells me I can trust you. Can I trust you, Marco?”

“I think it’s a matter of fact at this point, Ms. Sidana,” he replied.
“What did you say earlier in the day? Oh, yeah, I'm here to keep you safe,
remember? That means some things that I see or hear are not for public
consumption and must be kept in the strictest of confidence.”

“So that means I can do this,” she said, quickly sliding to face him,
wrapped in nothing but a robe and a pair of nude heels, “and you won't
tell a soul that you saw me like this?”

“Ms. Sidana—"

“You can call me Caressa. I told you that before.”

“Caressa, this isn't a good idea” He tried his be