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I N T R O D U C T I O N

WHEN BLACK WOMEN FALL IN LOVE…
Romance novels are increasingly featuring heroes and heroines of color, from Courtney Milan’s
Brothers Sinister series to Nalini Singh’s Guild Hunter series. As society and its citizens increase
in diversity so does the market. With more and more authors bypassing publishers and uploading
these colorful romances on their own, starved readers now have a buffet of books to choose from.
In these books, you will find that when black women fall in love it’s a sign of the times in these
contemporary offerings:
In Farrah Rochon’s All You Can Handle, love was the last thing professional pastry chef Sonny
White was looking for, but she finds it in a sleepy town with a motorcycle riding hottie.
In Lena Hart’s Because You Love Me, when an old desire is reawakened Sabrina will discover that
even an imperfect love can triumph over all.
In Xio Axelrod’s Falling Stars, Hollywood actress’ Val Saunders finds her career skyrocketing
which makes her real-life attraction to her on-screen love interest come at the worst possible time.
In Kim Golden’s Maybe Baby, Laney must choose between the man who offers her financial security and the one who makes her mind and body sing.
In Ines Johnson’s Pumpkin: a Cindermama Story having given up on fairytales after falling for her
toad of an ex, Pumpkin is afraid to take a chance on a prince charming who comes to her rescue.
In Christina C. Jones’s Inevitable Conclusions: Friends? Lovers? Both? For Kora and Tariq, those
lines have been blurred for a long time.
In Victoria H. Smith’s The Space Between Lacey has dreams of the opera, but life has its obstacles,
namely a man who lights a fire inside of her that challenges everything she thought she wanted.

When black women fall in love it’s a magical affair as you’ll find in these paranormal stories of love:
In L Penelope’s Angelborn, he gave up eternity for love… and lost. Will Maia be his second
chance?
In Laverne Thompson’s Angel Rising, Thalya, a soulless creature, meets her match when she hungers for the love of the man assigned to hunt her.

I N T R O D U C T I O N

When black women fall in love it’s a defining moment as you’ll find in this historical romance:
In Piper Huguley’s The Preacher’s Promise, Amanda Stewart aims to teach newly freed slaves, but
meets with the resistance from the town preacher. Can these two put aside their differences and
come together?

When black women fall in love it’s full of growing pains as you’ll see in this new adult romance:
In Twyla Turner’s Chasing Day, Daylen is the shy cellist who falls in love with her best friend who
also happens to be the popular quarterback.

When black women fall in love it can get a little spicy as you’ll find in these erotica stories:
In Harper Miller’s Entwined, trouble finds Gabby when she meets an ex-marine looking to release
a little tension.
In Rebekah Weatherspoon’s So Sweet, Kayla is shocked when the sexy billionaire she meets on an
online dating app turns out to be a dream in and outside of the bedroom.

Turn the page for a peek into what the world looks like when black women fall in love.
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ALL YOU CAN HANDLE
by Farrah Rochon

SUMMARY
Ian Landry knows a thing or two about responsibility. He put his dream of owning a motorcycle shop on hold and steers clear of romantic entanglements while he raises his baby sister. But
when the building he’s coveted for his bike shop suddenly becomes available, he can’t allow the
opportunity to pass him by. And when he spots a beautiful stranger sitting at the bar of his favorite
hangout, Ian decides it can’t hurt to have a little fun...if only for one night. Only he doesn’t count
on his smoking-hot one-night stand showing up on his doorstep the next morning.
The sleepy town of Maplesville is only supposed to be the first stop on Madison “Sonny”
White’s new journey to becoming a professional pastry chef. After breaking free from the shackles
of her former life, she isn’t looking to get tied down anytime soon. But the appeal of this quaint
town on a Louisiana bayou draws Sonny in more than she could have ever anticipated, and the
attraction between her and the hottie who turns out to be her new landlord cannot be denied.
Love was the last thing they were looking for. But their chance meeting kick-starts a high-octane rush of desire that gives Ian and Sonny all they can handle.
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CHAPTER ONE
The distinctive click of billiard balls crashing against each other mingled with ’90s R&B
music and thick southern accents, creating a discordant melody that was native to the string of dive
bars that hugged this strip of the Louisiana Bayou. The Corral was just that type of bar.
Ian Landry hooked the heel of his brand new Andrew Marc shoes on the barstool’s bottom
rung and popped a couple of pieces of The Corral’s famous spicy bar mix in his mouth. It was
nothing more than Chex Mix sprinkled with Tabasco and salt, but it was tasty and it was free. Of
course, the bar made its money back in the number of drinks you needed after a couple of handfuls
of the peppery snack.
“What up, dawg? You ready to get this party started?”
He spun his barstool around to find his best friends, Sam Stewart and Dale Chauvin, walking
up to the bar. They each clapped a hand on Ian’s shoulder as they climbed up on the stools on
either side of him.
Sam’s grin fell as he pointed to the glass in Ian’s hand.
“What the hell is that? Soda? That’s what you call celebrating?” Sam rapped his knuckles on
the scarred bar top. “Hey Joe, can you get this man a real drink?”
“Don’t, Joe,” Ian called. “I’m good with what I have.”
“Dude, come on.” Sam groaned. “I thought we were celebrating? One beer won’t hurt you.”
And now Ian understood why Dale had called to say that he would be bringing Sam to the
bar. The slight slur thickening his friend’s tongue told Ian that Sam had started celebrating hours
ago. If he had to guess, Ian would say he was about a drink and a half from reaching the legal limit.
“Did you get the loan pre-approval?” Dale asked. A former linebacker at LSU, his bulky
frame took up more space than anyone else at the bar. “I assume that’s what we’re celebrating,
right?”
“I won’t know the amount for a few days, but I’ve got a damn good feeling about it,” Ian said.
In fact, he felt so good about his chances of getting the loan he needed to buy the building for
the motorcycle shop he’d dreamed of opening for years, that he’d texted both Sam and Dale from
the bank’s parking lot and told them to meet him here at the bar to celebrate. Mr. Babineaux, the
loan officer at the Maplesville Savings and Loan, had given him all kinds of good vibes.
It helped that Babineaux was a bona fide motorcycle head; the man had framed pictures
of his Harley and Ducati on his desk next to the one of his wife and kids. He and Ian had spent
more time talking about intake valves than about Ian’s credit. He’d left the bank feeling as if he
could have asked for twice the purchasing power he’d requested, but he didn’t need a cent over the
amount he’d asked for on his mortgage loan application.
His plan was solid. He knew exactly what he needed to get his business off the ground. The
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key component? The old Miller’s Pharmacy building in the heart of Maplesville’s Historic District.
The building had been vacant for years, its huge, boarded up windows just begging for a “For Sale”
sign, but the Miller family had never indicated that they were willing to sell.
Then Dale’s older sister, Vanessa Chauvin, who was at the pulse of Maplesville’s real estate
market, had gotten word that the family was finally ready to unload the property. Vanessa, who
had been like a big sister to all three of them—and had labeled Dale, Sam, and Ian The Three
Amigos in high school—knew Ian had his eye on that building. She’d promised to give him first
crack at buying the place if it ever became available.
Ian leaned over and whispered in Dale’s ear. “Vanessa is still keeping her eye out on the
Miller’s place for me, right?”
His friend nodded as he took a pull on his beer. “She’s waiting for the property appraiser she
normally works with to come back from vacation. Said the family should have the selling price
nailed down within the week.”
Ian planned to have the full asking price in hand when the property finally went on the
market. Maplesville’s population had exploded in the last few years, with new businesses and
residents moving in at a rate that could give a person whiplash. Miller’s Pharmacy was in the old
part of town, which was beginning to reassert itself now that the monotony of the newer strip
malls no longer held people’s attention. These days it was all about the charm of the aged-brick
storefronts and the lure of the town’s quaint historic district.
Ian had a feeling that the city council had caught on to what the folks in neighboring
Gauthier had accomplished. The small town, which was a quick twenty minutes east, had put itself
on the map by embracing it’s history and turning itself into a tourist destination.
Ian didn’t care what was behind it all. He just knew he wanted in on the action. Miller’s
Pharmacy, with its huge windows and prime location, was the perfect spot. He needed that
building.
And with Vanessa’s and Richard Babineaux’s help, he was going to get it.
“You guys doing alright?” Joe Poche, who’d taken over The Corral a few years ago, asked as
he wiped down the bar. “How’s your dad doing, Sam?”
Sam grimaced and shrugged. And Ian knew what would come next.
“Let me have another shot,” Sam said, sliding his shot glass toward the bartender.
Ian looked over at Dale. His friend’s discrete nod told him that he understood what Ian was
trying to say. Someone would have to get Sam home tonight. It was Dale’s turn.
He wasn’t sure what they were going to do about Sam, but it was becoming more apparent
every time they hung out that something would have to be done. Homeboy was dancing much too
close to the edge lately. Not that anyone could blame him. Watching ALS slowly steal his dad was
hard for all of them. But Ian was afraid that sooner or later Sam was going to fall right off that cliff.
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He didn’t want to kill his good vibe thinking about the inevitable hardship they would
face when Sam’s dad eventually succumbed to his disease. Sam was right. Tonight was about
celebrating.
Taking a sip of the ginger ale he’d been nursing for the past twenty minutes, Ian leaned
back on the stool’s cracked pleather and let his eyes roam around The Corral. The bar, like just
about everything else in this town, played off the name of the high school mascot, the Maplesville
Mustangs. The Corral was an institution. Back when he was in high school, it was a rite of passage
for the kids from Maplesville High to try and get through the door, but in a town that was once so
small that practically everyone knew everyone else, it wasn’t an easy feat.
He, Dale and Sam had made a promise to hang out at The Corral every weekend once they
turned twenty-one, but life had gotten in the way for the three of them over the past five years.
Now, they were lucky if they got together once a month. That’s one of the reasons Ian had called
his boys over to help him celebrate. They knew about his dream, had been a part of it since those
days they used to join him and his dad in their garage; working on old bikes they’d scored from
junkyards. This celebration was as much Sam and Dale’s as it was his.
Ian unbuttoned a second button at his collar and wiggled it around, trying to create some
space so he could breathe. He’d been so psyched following the meeting at the bank that he hadn’t
bothered to go home and change out of his monkey suit, which he’d bought specifically to impress
Babineaux. His only other suit was the one he wore at funerals, and he didn’t want to jinx the
outcome of his meeting with the bank by wearing something he only wore when someone died.
Ian had a feeling that this one, which had cost more than he’d ever spent on a piece of clothing,
would soon be crowned his lucky suit.
Sam nudged Ian’s shoulder. “Look who’s over at the pool table,” he said, nodding to the left
side of the bar which housed several pool tables, dartboards, and an old-fashioned jukebox that
hadn’t worked since Bill Clinton’s first term.
Several guys from St. Pierre, which had been one of their biggest rivals back during their
days on the high school football field, occupied a pool table. They’d become friendly rivals after
graduation, but Sam tended to forget that from time to time. Usually those times when he was
getting better acquainted with his favorite drink.
“Don’t go over there starting shit,” Ian warned.
Sam threw back the shot of whiskey Joe had set before him. “I live to start shit.” He slapped
the empty shot glass on the bar and took off for the pool tables.
“This is getting worse,” Dale said.
Ian released a sigh. “Can you blame him? I sure as hell can’t,” Ian said. “It’s been nearly a
decade since I lost my dad and I’m still not over it. It can’t be easy for him to watch his slowly
dying.”
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“Yeah, well, call me crazy, but I don’t see how starting shit with those guys from St. Pierre
helps anything,” Dale countered.
Ian agreed. He just hoped that tonight didn’t end with Joe calling the cops.
He twirled his stool around, but stopped mid-twist as his gaze landed on the woman sitting
on the other side of the bar. His breath skidded to a stop in his lungs and his heart skipped several
beats before it started pumping again.
The wild, crazy Afro was the first thing that snagged his attention, but it took only seconds
before Ian’s brain registered the rest of her. Satiny, rich umber skin draped over the most gorgeous
cheekbones he’d ever seen. No, gorgeous didn’t do her justice.
Flawless. That was a better word.
“Shit, I need to go over there and make sure Sam doesn’t get into trouble,” Dale said as he
climbed down from the barstool. “You coming?”
“Nah, I’m good right here.” Ian took another sip of his soda, his eyes not leaving the beauty
at the bar. For a moment he’d forgotten that his two best friends even existed. His sole focus was
on the gorgeous stranger.
Maplesville had grown over the last few years, with new businesses and apartment complexes
popping up like zits on a teenager’s forehead. It wasn’t as easy to keep track of the new people
strolling into town. The beauty sitting at the bar was definitely new to the area. She wasn’t the
kind of woman you stood behind in the line at the grocery store and then forgot about while
putting away your frozen pizzas. If Ian had ever seen her around town before, he would have
remembered.
Her fingers tapped on the bar top in rhythm with the music, but after receiving her drink, she
twirled her stool around and faced the small dance floor, where about a dozen people were doing a
line dance to the “Cupid Shuffle.”
Her slim, delicately muscled shoulders rocked to the up-tempo beat. They were bare, the tail
end of her sleeveless button-down shirt tied in a knot just below her breasts, exposing an expanse of
smooth, dark brown skin that made Ian’s pulse quicken.
Huge, thin hoops hung from her ears. She had at least twenty gold bangles around her
wrist, going nearly halfway up her arm, and every one of her fingers had a ring on it, her thumbs
included. It was hard to see from this distance, but Ian thought he could make out a small stud in
her nose.
He wasn’t sure if it was a tattoo he saw peeking out of the waistband of her skin-tight dark
blue jeans, or if it was just the dim lighting in The Corral playing tricks on his eyes, but he liked
the thought of it. A mysterious tattoo on a mysterious woman. A stunningly gorgeous mysterious
woman.
He was tempted to take a discrete snapshot of her with his phone, but that shit was creepy,
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and he was too afraid someone would catch him in the act. Better to just commit that face to
memory.
All of a sudden she turned and looked directly at him.
Ian’s first instinct was to avert his eyes, pretend he hadn’t been staring at her. But he was
feeling confident after his meeting at the bank. Add in the new suit and the wink he’d received
earlier today when he’d run into Naomi Elliot—the girl every boy had coveted back in junior
high—and Ian might as well draw an S on his chest. Make that an H and an S for Hot Shit.
Because that’s what he was right now.
Instead of pretending he hadn’t seen her, Ian tipped his glass toward the beauty with the
banging Afro and nodded. She continued to stare at him, her expression giving him nothing.
Maybe he wasn’t the hot shit he thought he was.
He was two seconds from searching for a hole in the floor to swallow him when a subtle
smile drew across her lips. She tilted her beer bottle toward him.
Oh, yeah. Hell yeah.
But then she turned her attention back to the dance floor. Ian waited for her to look his way,
but two songs played over the bar’s loud sound system and not once did those dark eyes return to
his side of the bar.
He considered walking over there, but that wave of confidence he’d been riding had begun to
drift back down to the shore. After the string of home runs he’d hit today, Ian didn’t want to end it
by striking out with the beauty across the bar.
Instead, he dropped a five on the bar for Joe and joined Sam and Dale at the pool table.
~~~

You’ve just read an excerpt from All You Can Handle.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR
USA Today Bestselling author Farrah Rochon hails from a small town just west of New Orleans. She
has garnered much acclaim for her Holmes Brothers, New York Sabers, Bayou Dreams and Moments
in Maplesville series. I’ll Catch You, the second book in her New York Sabers series for Harlequin
Kimani, was a 2012 RITA ® Award finalist. Yours Forever, the third book in the Bayou Dreams
series, was a 2015 RITA® Award finalist. Farrah has been nominated for an RT BOOKReviews
Reviewers Choice Award, and in 2015 received the Emma Award for Author of the Year.
When she is not writing in her favorite coffee shop, Farrah spends most of her time reading, cooking,
traveling the world, visiting Walt Disney World, and catching her favorite Broadway shows. An
admitted sports fanatic, Farrah feeds her addiction to football by watching New Orleans Saints games
on Sunday afternoons.
You can be social with Farrah on her website: www.farrahrochon.com
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BECAUSE YOU LOVE ME
by Lena Hart

SUMMARY
Sabrina Monroe and Jake Landon are caught in a tug of war between love and trust. A hurt
Sabrina wants nothing more than to forget about Jake and the fierce love they once shared. A
wary yet determined Jake wants to bury the past and start anew.
When old feelings and desires are reawakened, Sabrina struggles to keep her distance—and
protect her heart. But it’s a losing battle she’s not even sure she wants to win. With Jake determined to gain back her love, Sabrina is left longing for his trust. In a fight for “all or nothing”,
they’ll soon discover that even an imperfect love can triumph over all.
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CHAPTER ONE

“Sabrina. You won’t believe who’s here.”
Sabrina Monroe looked at her best friend, Deidra Dennis, who openly gaped at the table
near the far end of the restaurant. Curiosity forced Sabrina to follow her friend’s gaze. From the
fascination on Deidra’s face, Sabrina half expected to see a Hollywood hunk. Instead, she made
direct eye contact with the one man she wished to forget.
Jake Landon.
Soft brown eyes collided with sharp blue ones and they stared at each other as if ten fully
occupied tables didn’t separate them. Butterflies swarm in Sabrina’s stomach and her face grew
warm.
God, he looks good.
Except for the neat facial hair that now outlined his broad face, he hadn’t changed much. The
trim beard made him look even more rugged and male.
When the redheaded woman sitting across from him turned to follow his line of vision,
Sabrina quickly turned back to face her friend. Though she was happy to see him alive and clearly
doing well, Sabrina was equally angry for the same reason. Where has he been these past two years?
It had been so easy for him to leave her, while she had spent those years trying to patch her heart
back together.
Deidra sat across from her still in shock then became irate on Sabrina’s behalf.
“I can’t believe this!” Deidra raged, her chocolate brown eyes blazing. “How dare he show
up here? And with that bitch.”
“Calm down, Dee. We don’t even know the woman.”
Diplomatic words to mask her own heated jealousy. How dare him, indeed! Sabrina couldn’t
believe he would show up here, at the restaurant that had once been their special spot.
“Oh please, Sabrina. He shouldn’t be allowed to breathe after what he put you through.”
Sabrina shifted uncomfortably. She didn’t want to remember how emotionally screwed up
she’d been when he’d left her.
“Well, that was a long time ago. I’m over it now,” Sabrina muttered with a shrug. “Hell, I’m
over him, too.”
“Hmm, right.” Rolling her eyes, Deidra turned her attention to her meal, stabbing her fork
into her roasted potatoes. “And that’s why you haven’t been out with anyone since…”
Sabrina also hated talking about her lifeless love life.
“I’m having dinner with Nick next Friday,” Sabrina defended. “Remember? You set it up.
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Anyway,” she rushed on, “we’re here to talk about your fitting tomorrow. So let’s change the
subject, okay?”
“Okay,” Deidra agreed with some reluctance. “It just pisses me off to think about how he
broke your heart. I always thought he was the one, you know?”
Sabrina glanced down at her half eaten chicken. Yeah, me too.
But life went on and she had eventually found her balance. She wouldn’t let any man bring
her to that state of depression again. Not even Jake.
The women finished their meal mostly in silence. Though Sabrina was still aware of Jake’s
presence, she avoided looking in his direction the entire evening.
When the waitress finally arrived with the check, Sabrina immediately reached for her purse.
She was eager to put space between her and Jake.
She wouldn’t get the chance.
From the corner of her eye, Sabrina noticed all six-foot-four inches of Jake walking toward
their table.
“Oh, no,” she whispered.
“What?” Deidra asked, scrounging around in her large bag. She looked up just as Jake
reached them.
“Hello, ladies.”
The two women remained silent. Sabrina out of shock at his audacity, Deidra out of pure
spite. Jake stood there, undaunted.
He kept his eyes on Sabrina as he congratulated Deidra on her upcoming wedding.
Deidra, however, wouldn’t rein in her hostility. “How the hell do you know about that?”
Jake turned to Deidra and Sabrina released the breath she’d been holding. It was a nice
reprieve not having to hold his intense scrutiny.
“Word gets around.”
“Well, unlike some men, Adam knows how to keep a commitment.”
He abruptly lost his cool composure.
“Why don’t you do us a favor and go away.”
Jake gave her another of his deliberate cold smiles. “Careful, Dee. Being a bitch doesn’t really
work for you.” With that, Jake walked back to his table, leaving the two women gaping after him.
That was sobering, Sabrina thought miserably.
“I’m going to kill him.” Deidra exclaimed after a while, murder in her beautiful dark eyes.
If Sabrina hadn’t been so rattled, she would have laughed at her best friend’s melodramatics.
“Well he always liked having the last word,” Sabrina muttered.
“Not him,” she corrected, waving her hand dismissively. “I’m talking about Adam. He’s
been talking to that bastard. I know it!”
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That explained it. Jake and Adam had always been good friends even before Sabrina and Jake
had become a couple. If it hadn’t been for Jake and Sabrina, Deidra and Adam wouldn’t even be a
couple, much less getting married in three months.
Sabrina couldn’t help but think about what else the two men must have talked about. Adam
had become a good friend to her and he wouldn’t speak ill of her. Yet she couldn’t help but wonder
if she ever came up in their conversations.
Despite her misery, her female pride had prevented her from asking Adam about him this
past two years. And Adam made no mention of him.
As the women prepared to leave, Sabrina couldn’t help but notice that Jake and the pretty
redhead had already left the restaurant.
****
It was a little after eleven when Sabrina received yet another surprise. This time it stood
waiting at her front door.
After dinner, Deidra insisted on driving her home, even though the detour added about
twenty minutes to her own commute. Still, Sabrina was grateful to finally be home and could now
put the stressful night behind her.
She made it up the last flight of stairs, still fishing in her purse for her keys. As she glanced
up, she noticed the figure leaning against her apartment door. Startled, she quickly stopped in her
tracks and clutched her keys tightly in her hand. When she realized who stood at her door, the
light fluttering in her stomach returned and she groaned in dismay. Her emotions were stretched
far too thin to deal with him tonight.
“Jake, what are you doing here?”
Jake straightened from the door, looking taller, bigger and more imposing than she
remembered. “I was hoping we could talk. Without an audience.”
“About what?”
He gave her a pointed look. “Isn’t it obvious?”
“Actually, no, it’s not.”
He stood there, his whole body stiff with tension, the muscle flexing in his jaw. “So you still
hate me?”
Yes. No. Sabrina let out a sigh and slowly walked the short steps to her door. She wouldn’t let
him intimidate her. Or let him see how much his presence affected her.
“I don’t know how I feel about you right now,” she confessed, brushing past him. The heat
radiating from his body made her arm tingle. She turned to face him, but had to tilt her head back
to look directly at him. Up close, his hair was still the same dark brown it had been when they’d
first met, and his eyes were still the same dark blue. “All I know is that you disappear for two years,
without a word, and then show up as if nothing happened.”
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He sighed. “I know. I fucked up,” he admitted, running a hand through his dark hair, not
meeting her gaze. “At the time I couldn’t…I didn’t know how to make it right.”
She gave him a measured look. “All you had to do was call me.”
Jake looked down at her with such intensity in his dark blue eyes it almost frightened her.
Nervously, she brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. He reached out and lightly brushed the
short strands that barely hung pass her chin.
“You cut your hair,” he stated as if suddenly coming to that realization.
She ignored the slight shivers that resulted from his light caress. His leaving had left a painful
scar in her heart—a scar he alone was responsible for—and she wasn’t going to let his touch distract
her from that pain. She needed it to protect herself from him.
“Why, Jake? Why are you here?”
He leaned down until his face was just inches from hers and said softly, “Because I love you.”
Then he kissed her.
He gently brushed his lips across hers. Once, twice, then he lightly rubbed his thumb over
her lower lip. She instinctively responded to his stroking and opened her mouth to him. He slipped
his tongue between her lips and the sensation was electrifying. Sabrina offered little resistance as
he explored her mouth with his, searching and finding, taking and giving. His lips were soft, his
mouth hot, and she lost herself in the heady sensation.
Sabrina placed her fists against his chest, not sure whether she wanted to push him away or
succumb to her own desire. Though she still ached for him, still loved him, the anguish she barely
recovered from swiftly brought her back to her senses. He may still love her, but how could she
trust him again?
Pulling away from him, she sucked in some air. “I can’t do this,” she said, more to herself
than to him.
Jake released a frustrated growl, his body rigid with sexual tension. “Why not? We both want
to.”
She couldn’t deny it. Her reaction to him left her heart pounding and her palms sweaty. Even
now her body warmed up for him. But she wanted more than just a night of guiltless pleasure.
“And then what? You go back to wherever it was you came from and I’m left wondering
again what the hell happened?” Try as she might, Sabrina couldn’t forget the woman he’d been
having dinner with earlier. “Where’s your redhead?” Sabrina spat. From the set of his jaw, he
clearly didn’t like where she was going but she forged on, letting out all of her bitterness and hurt.
“Did you come here to finish with me what you couldn’t with her?”
She was yelling now, but she couldn’t help it. Just the thought of him sleeping with another
woman made her sick with depression.
Jake stood there, anger and frustration emanating from him in waves. “That was strictly

W H E N

B L A C K

W O M E N

F A L L

|

1 9

business,” he ground out through gritted teeth. “I’m not seeing or sleeping with her. Or any other
woman for that matter.”
Sabrina shook her head and let out a hollow laugh. It had been a long night and was only
getting longer. “It doesn’t even matter. We’re not together anymore so you can sleep with all the
women in Chicago. I don’t care.”
With keys in hand, Sabrina turned to unlock the door. Her nerves got the better of her
however, and the tremors in her hands caused the keys to slip from her fingers.
Bending down to retrieve them, Sabrina didn’t realize how close Jake stood behind her until
her bottom pressed firmly against his thick erection. He inhaled sharply just as she jerked upright
and away from him. She gripped the keys tightly in her hand, hoping to stop the trembling, but
made no second attempt to unlock the door.
The feel of him had brought back a rush of sensation, stirring emotions she had thought long
buried. It had been so long and the sensation of him pressed against her was too enticing to ignore.
He leaned in closer, effectively trapping her between him and the door, but she didn’t protest. He
wrapped an arm around her slender waist and Sabrina gave in, allowing her full weight to fall against
him.
“I only want you,” he whispered into her ear. “Just you.” He smoothed his hand down her
belly and grabbed the keys from her limp hand. With easy familiarity, he unlocked the door to her
apartment and shepherded her inside.
You’ve just read an excerpt from Because You Love Me.
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FALLING STARS

by Xio Axlerod

SUMMARY
What if you met the right person at the absolute wrong time?
Val Saunders and Sam Newman are two Hollywood actors at opposite ends of their careers.
Hers is skyrocketing while his, well, never really took off. Fate brings them together when they’re
cast as lovers on a steamy new television series. The on-screen chemistry between them is off the
charts and when it spills over into a real life attraction, they find themselves in a situation.
Sam is an honorable man. He has been faithful to a toxic, Hollywood marriage for nearly
half his life. He’s never strayed and isn’t about to start now, despite the fact that he is falling head
over heels for his co-star.
Val’s worked hard to get her career on the path to the A-list and the last thing she wants, or needs,
is a scandal. If only her heart and her brain were working with the same script.
Romance is an ideal. This is a love story. It explores the possibility of second chances and asks
hard questions about duty, fidelity, life in the public eye, and the cost of being happy. Falling Stars is the
beginning of a sexy, sensual, and emotional roller-coaster ride that reminds us that love, while not often
easy, is always worth it.
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Sam hadn’t been on the lot in days. Not since that day. Had he been avoiding her, or was she
just being paranoid? She’d gotten used to everyone being on set, hanging around like it was one,
giant clubhouse. When he didn’t come back after they filmed episode six, a whisper of panic shot
through her. The little voice in her head told her that he’d known how attracted she was to him – a
married man – and it had made him uncomfortable. She needed to talk to him. To apologize, to
explain, just to say…something.
“Ugh, don’t be stupid, Val. He’s got a life outside of work.” She gathered her purse and the
sack of freshly-baked pepperoni bread that she’d brought for the viewing. And opened the door just
as Sam appeared at the bottom of the hill.
He stopped when he saw her.
“Here we go.” Val got out of the car and closed the door, leaning on it for a beat longer than
needed. She took a steadying breath before turning around.
“Hi.” He slowed to a stop a few feet away from her.
“Hi.” She smiled, her pulse suddenly off to the races.
They stood there for a moment, saying nothing. Just staring. Sam ran a hand through his hair.
He had a sexy, sorta Robert Redford thing going on, white button-down shirt, crisp jeans and
tennis shoes. It was like seeing yet another side of the man. A more relaxed version. It suited him.
“Haven’t seen you for a couple of days, everything okay?” The sun framed his body, giving
him an unearthly aura. Val shielded her eyes.
“Yeah…yeah.” He dismissed her concern, moving slightly to block the glare. “Just been busy.
Had some stuff to do. Things to take care of. Karen, the usual.” Sam shoved his hands into his
pockets and the gesture suddenly made him seem, at once, very young and very male. Val blushed.
He knew.
“Sam, I-“
“Please, Valerie, don’t. You don’t have to…I mean, I know what you’re going to say and I’m“
“Sorry.” They spoke at the same time.
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“Wait, what?” Confused, Val walked toward him. Sam took a half step back. He looked like
a man that wanted to melt into the asphalt and disappear. “What are you apologizing for?” He
opened his mouth, but nothing came out. A pained expression flashed across his face.
“Last week, at the shoot, we…I-”
“I hear they loved it.” She cut him off. Things were awkward. Val didn’t like awkward. She
gave him her best, talk show smile. He smiled back and seemed to relax a little. “If one more
person tells me how hot it was.” Val rolled her eyes. Just go with it, Sam. Please.
“Yeah, well, it was pretty believable. I think.” Sam’s laugh faded. Her skin began to itch under
his gaze.
“Oh yeah, totally.” She rushed to agree. “I mean, I’m sure it looked that way.”
Val had to look away. This was excruciating. She pretended to find something interesting up
in the trees. Their co-stars had gone on and on about how, together, they’d made the scene sizzle.
Carla and the network execs were convinced that the ratings would go through the roof once
America got a glimpse of TV’s hottest new couple.
All Val could think about was going into Carla’s house to watch herself fall in lust with Sam
onscreen, in a room full of people. As much as she dreaded it, another part of her wanted to relive
that day. See if it was as amazing as her memories.
“Acting,” Sam said, snapping her back to reality. “Genius!” He grinned, pointing one finger
at the sky in exaggeration.
“Wow, I haven’t heard that one in a long time. My dad loves those old SNL sketches.” She
laughed, some of the tension melting out of her body. She was almost convinced that Sam hadn’t
shared in her insane, lust-crazed delusions. It was merely acting. Really superb acting. And, of
course, his natural, physical response to stimuli. That’s all. Lucky him.
***
Somewhere along the way, Sam had begun to study her. Memorizing the way she twirled her
hair when she laughed, the curve of her neck, the way her silver jewelry looked against her copper
skin. He gazed at her for a moment longer than was proper. She practically glowed in her off-white
sundress. He loved her in those. Her arms were bare. The contrast between the color of the fabric
and the tone of her skin brought back memories of the last time he’d seen her. The lace of her
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intimates sliding across his fingertips, her flesh soft against his lips.
She was absolutely gorgeous. So full of easy confidence and in the prime of her life. Plum.
Succulent. He smothered the sudden impulse to kiss her.
In the quiet of Carla’s tree-lined street, Valerie was studying him too. He couldn’t interpret
the expression on her face but something moved behind her eyes that made his heart pound
loudly in his chest. He needed to stop this fantasy. It was getting dangerous and could threaten
his career. Valerie had been nothing but a professional, but he was behaving like a schoolboy. He
briefly closed his eyes and bit the inside of his cheek. Penance for his betrayal of their innocent
relationship. Valerie stepped closer, a concerned look on her face.
“Hey. What’s going on?” She placed her hand on his shoulder and he had to fight not to jump
out of his skin. Determined to stamp his budding infatuation down as far as he could get it, he
swallowed before speaking.
“I’m alright. Really.” He smiled tightly. “You?” He licked his lips and she inhaled quickly.
He felt himself drifting in. Her hand tightened on his shoulder. That spark, that fire, it roared
to life. How was he supposed to go inside and watch himself fall all over her on screen? Watch as
she kissed him, caressed him. The others would know, if they didn’t already, how far down the
rabbit hole he had tumbled. He’d be a joke. A laughing stock. Deservedly so. But it wasn’t like he
could walk away now. Valerie tilted her head as if she had read his mind.
“Sam-“
“Shall we?” Too loud, man. Unsure of what she was about to say, he’d panicked. Valerie
stopped mid-breath. Sam gestured toward the door and she nodded slowly. Giving his arm one last
squeeze, she let go and walked past him. “Here, let me.”
He took the parcel of bread from her, offering to carry it while she opened the door and they
stepped inside. Into the lion’s den.
You’ve just read an excerpt from Falling Stars.
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MAYBE BABY
by Kim Golden

SUMMARY
Imagine finding out you could never have a baby with the man you love…
Expat American Laney Halliwell finds out the hard way when Niklas tells her he had a
vasectomy before they met and isn’t interested in reversing it. Why should he? They’ve got
his kids from his first marriage and an enviable life in Stockholm.
What if you fell in love in the most unexpected way…?
But Laney wants more. So when a friend suggests she look into an alternative sperm
bank in Copenhagen to find a potential father for her baby, things don’t go exactly as
planned. Especially when Laney meets Mads and finds herself falling in love.
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We moved out onto the empty terrace. We could look out over the water from here. It was
one of those unseasonably warm nights that you always hear Scandinavians talking about, but you
rarely ever experience. In Copenhagen the air was more humid than in Stockholm. It felt warm
and damp, like what I remembered from growing up on the east coast in the US. Tiny beads of
perspiration were already glistening on my skin and sliding down my back.
He pulled a crushed packet of cigarettes from the pocket of his jeans and offered me one. I
accepted it and leaned in so he could light it for me. As I took that first illicit drag, he said, “I think
I saw you earlier. I was in a café and I looked out the window and saw someone who looked a lot
like you.”
“I saw you, too,” I admitted. We both exhaled smoke and watched the milky tendrils
merge and swirl. We kept our backs to the bar and looked out over the water again. “And when I
saw you in their... books, I was a little stunned.”
“I wasn’t expecting to see you here, either.”
His voice trailed down my spine. I stole a glance at him. I was wrong earlier when I said he
wasn’t handsome. There was something so masculine about him. I couldn’t really find the words to
describe him. He was tall and lean, but there was a strength to him. Underneath his clothing was
sure to be the body of someone who did not go to the gym, but who had the natural muscles and
leanness of physical labor. He didn’t have the perfectly slicked-back hair that most Scandinavian
men seemed to favor; they wore it like a badge of their social class and their success. Mads’s hair
was a messy mop of waves and stray curls that looked coppery in the glow of the spotlights. He
swept back the curls that hung in front of his eyes and revealed the most beautiful pair of hazel eyes.
I bit my lower lip. He was too good-looking for me, and he was smiling at me with such fierceness
that I knew he felt something, too. He was watching me. I could feel the path his eyes took. My
body tingled in anticipation.
“I saw you standing there and I thought, shit, this must be some kind of dream. Or maybe
Ida was playing a joke on me.”
We both laughed. What were the chances?
“So... why do you need me?”
“Sorry?” His question caught me off guard. I was expecting him to say something else—
like ask me if I was single, or if I wanted another drink or some small talk that would be the ideal
segue to this moment we were having.
“Why do you need me, or any sperm donor? You don’t look like you’d have a problem
finding a partner.”
“I do have a partner.” I took another drag of my cigarette. “But he had a vasectomy just
before he got divorced. And he doesn’t want to reverse it.”
“Ah, well, that would explain it.” Mads gestured at a group of rattan loungers on the far
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side of the terrace. We moved there, away from the glass door and the loud music spilling out of it.
The sun had already set. The white summer nights of June and July seemed a long way off as the
velvety blackness of the sky hovered above us. We sat close together, finishing our cigarettes and
letting the tips burn down to the very end. “I didn’t think someone like you would be single.”
“Someone like me?” I smiled at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You’re beautiful. I doubt I’m the first guy to tell you that.”
His directness made me blush. He was still watching me, and the steadiness of his stare
made my breath quicken. I could almost picture him in my bed, could almost imagine how it
would good it would feel to fall asleep in his arms. I blinked and looked away, pretending to focus
on the glittering lights of the opera house on the other bank of the canal.
“We’re not married, if that’s what you mean,” I said.
“No, but you’ve probably been together for a while.”
“Five years.”
“A long time, then. So where is he?” He glanced over his shoulder. “Does he want to meet
the potential donors, too? Or maybe he’s inside with the others?”
I shook my head. “He’s at home, in Stockholm.”
“Does he know you’re here?”
“He knows I’m in Copenhagen. I had a business meeting.”
“But he doesn’t know you’re here checking this place out.”
“No. I didn’t tell him. I wanted to find out what this was about, and then tell him.”
He leaned back in the lounger. We were so close. I could feel the heat rolling off his body.
Could smell the sexy mix of sweat and tobacco and cologne on his skin.
“Are you married?” I asked him.
“No, not now. I was married. A long time ago. Well, it only lasted a couple of years. A girl
I knew from Konstfack. But I wanted to come back to Copenhagen, and she wanted to stay in
Stockholm.”
Silly girl, I thought, as he slid his arm along the back of the lounger. I let my head dip back
so it was resting in the crook of his arm. He smelled so good... like crushed lime leaves and black
pepper and sunshine. He leaned in and let his lips brush my cheek. Tiny shivers prickled my skin.
I’d known he would do it, and maybe I’d even willed it. I just remember folding my body towards
his and giving in to his kisses as he found my mouth.
I didn’t care if anyone saw us there. I just remember how it felt—to feel his arms snaking
around me, to lay back on the lounger and suddenly be cocooned in its shield-like sun visor and
feel the weight of Mads on me as we lay there together, kissing with the sort of desperation I
thought only came with being a teenager. How long were we like that, sliding our hands under one
another shirts, exploring each other’s bodies as much as we could? I remember snapping out of the
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fog of lust and realizing I needed to go. I needed to be away from him. I was getting myself in deep
trouble.
Then he murmured, “We should get out of here.”
And I couldn’t think of a reason why I was saying no.
You’ve just read an excerpt from Maybe Baby.
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PUMPKIN: A CINDERMAMA STORY
by Ines Johnson

SUMMARY
Single mother Malika “Pumpkin” Tavares lost faith in fairytales after she fell for a toad. Now
she believes she’s not cut from the storybook, heroine cloth and searches for Mr. Good Enough
amongst the sidekicks and supporting men of the town.
Love at first sight isn’t a cliche for town royalty Armand “Manny” Charmayne. For generations the Charmaynes have spotted their soulmates by seeing a golden aura the first time they laid
eyes on The One.
When Manny meets Pumpkin he sees…nothing, but sparks fly off the richter scale. The
more he gets to know her the more he considers defying fate, if only he can convince her to take a
chance on love again.
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THE MEET CUTE
Pumpkin turned and stopped in her tracks. Not because of the near collision, but because of
the Adonis who stood before her. Tall and lean with dark, thick curls atop his head. But it was his
eyes that arrested Pumpkin. They took her back to her teen years, watching Donnie Simpson on
Video Soul; or farther back to Smokey Robinson doo-wopping with The Miracles. They were a
pale gray. And he smelled... edible. Like fresh baked, butter croissants sprinkled with earthy spices.
“Excuse me,” he repeated, with a slight Southern drawl that was more refined than lazy.
He prolonged his vowels just enough to let you know he was Southern, but the consonants he
pronounced perfectly. “Are you Heather?”
And of course, he was looking for someone else. “No, my name is Malika.”
He looked at her and squinted. Then his eyes rolled past her up the steps of the Department
of Family And Child Services building. “Oh, sorry. I thought you could have been one of my
volunteers.” He stepped away, clearing her path to the entrance.
I thought you could have been one of my volunteers.
Pumpkin looked beyond him to see a voter registration table.
I thought you could have been one of my volunteers.
Part of her knew she should simply walk into the DFACS building to find her cousins and her
son, because who knew? LaRon and LaTom could’ve let him go to the bathroom by himself and
just forgotten about him —again. But another part of Pumpkin smarted. He’d taken one glance at
her, paired it with her Eubonic-consonant-rich name, added it to her current location, and come
away with an incorrect assumption.
“You know, I could have been yours,” she said.
He turned back. “Mine?”
“I mean, I have done something like this before.”
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“Something... with me?”
“No! I’ve never met you before.”
He opened his mouth to speak, thought better of it, then started again. “What exactly are we
talking about?”
This was not going the way she’d planned. But what exactly had she planned when she
opened her mouth? Her filter malfunction needed to be repaired soon.
Pumpkin took a deep breath, clearly aware of his smokey eyes watching her with... was that
wariness or amusement? Growing up in her family, she had trouble deciphering the two.
“I mean, I have been a volunteer. I’ve done a voter registration drive before.”
Having cleared up that misjudgment, Pumpkin assumed the conversation was over. Only, he
looked doubtful at her proclamation.
Pumpkin gave her internal filter a kick. In response it sputtered, “I organized it, actually.”
Pumpkin gave it a mental shove to keep quiet. And then, “It was very successful, actually.”
“Where?”
“What?”
“Where did the drive you organized —successfully— take place?”
“Oh,” she said. “At my school. My college —university, actually. Louisiana State
University.”
“I know LSU,” he grinned.
Good. Grinning meant amused. He had a nice grin, Smokey Eyes. Straight white teeth.
Plump lips that stretched wide. Maybe a little too wide. Almost big bad wolf wide.
“Well,” she said. “There’s a community college with the name Louisiana so...”
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“You have a problem with community colleges?”
“No! I just... I just wanted to make sure you knew... which one I meant.” Pumpkin wouldn’t
have thought it possible, but his grin stretched even wider.
“My opinion matters to you that much?”
Definitely a wolf.
Then, in confirmation, his eyes slipped from her face and did a quick assessment of her body:
the B-cups she no longer bothered to pad, the stubborn muffin top she’d given up on a year ago,
the wide hips that looked voluptuous on her cousins but pear-shaped on her.
“I don’t even know you,” Pumpkin said. And she had no intention of getting to know him.
Wolves blocked the paths of good girls whether in the forest or on the road of life. Pumpkin had no
intention of getting jammed up by a man, ever again.
“Yet, within sixty seconds of meeting me,” he said, “you offered to be mine.”
“No I... That was a misunderstanding, and you know it.”
A chuckle escaped through that predatory grin. The sound rumbled through Pumpkin’s body
like a divining rod sensing danger.
“I’m sorry, Malika.”
But then, with the sound of her name on his lips, the humming of the rod ceased. All
previous warning signals muted and Pumpkin’s feet took root in the concrete.
“It’s been a long day,” he smiled and a small sigh escaped his lips at the same time.
She’d read the term Cupid’s Bow in romance novels, but the visual didn’t do the term justice.
The top of his upper lip, where you’d handle the bow was in the shape of a perfectly symmetrical
M. Stretched in a smile, his full bottom lip made her wonder what it would be like to get caught in
the crosshairs of his kiss.
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“I couldn’t resist having a little fun with you. I hope I haven’t kept you.”
Pumpkin took her eyes off his lips to gaze into his smokey eyes. A smile started to creep over
her face, too. “No, you haven’t kept me.”
“You’d better hurry. I’m sure they’re about to close soon.”
“Yeah... wait. What?” Pumpkin followed his gaze to the DFACS entrance. Everything
unmuted and red flashed behind her eyes. “I just told you, I went to college.”
“Oh?” His gray eyes furrowed this time. “So, people with degrees don’t fall on hard times?”
“Well... yes. They do. But I’m fine,” she insisted, tapping her new shoes on the pavement for
emphasis. “I have a job.” A job that she hated, but it paid all her bills. No government checks came
for her and Seth. No child support checks either.
“So, you’re not here to volunteer to help. And you’re not here seeking help. What? Are you
here to gloat?”
“No!”
He chuckled again, but Pumpkin was no longer amused.
“I’ve taken advantage of some social programs, like federal grants for the university I attended
while on academic scholarship.” Pumpkin conveniently neglected to mention that her childhood
kitchen had been stocked from food stamp monies. “But I’m not gloating about my successes
because I’m resentful that this society assumes that I can’t succeed without its help.”
He cocked his head, eyes intent on her. “So, you’d rather the rules be unfair and harder for
you so that you can save face?”
Pumpkin blinked. “No, that’s not what I mean.”
What did she mean? How did she get into this conversation? All her life, Pumpkin typically
kept her opinions to herself. It had been the safest way to navigate her adolescent and teenage years
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in a household where the family motto read: everyone for themselves.
“You know how they say if you give a man a fish, he’ll eat for a day,” she continued. “But if
you teach a man to fish, he’ll eat forever?”
Smokey Eyes nodded.
Pumpkin hesitated, realizing he was actually listening to every word she said, and waiting for
her to say more.
Why not? Her internal filter had taken the day off. “I think the flaw with social programs is
that the poor start to believe they can’t do for themselves without it and the rich believe the poor
can’t act without their help. And it winds up being a vicious cycle with each side resenting the
other.”
Pumpkin glanced at the DFACS door remembering her son was still inside with two
professional “cyclists.” She turned back to Smokey Eyes.
He stared up at the clouds in concentration. She could see him turning her words over in
his head. It gave her a thrill. She was used to men leering at her body, because, though her curves
weren’t artful like her cousins’, they were round enough to grab attention. Watching Smokey Eyes
focus inward and contemplate her words was possibly the most intimate experience of her thirty
years.
After a moment, his tongue peeked out, like an arrow, to pull taut his upper lip. Pumpkin’s
own lips parted as a quiver went through her long dormant core. Any moment now, he would aim
words at her.
Any moment now.
Turning his gray eyes back to her, he said, “I do see your point. But I also feel that with great
wealth comes great responsibility. And if you’ve caught a lot of fish, you should share. It’s good
manners. It’s how I was raised.”
Pumpkin gave a woeful shake of her head at that. “I was raised by people who wouldn’t fish;
would take yours; and then demand you go get more.”
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“But not you.”
It wasn’t a question. There was something behind those smokey eyes. Not empathy. He was
obviously moneyed, in his expensive shirt and tailored pants, where Pumpkin’s teen closet had
been sponsored by Goodwill, and her adult closet now sported Target.
“Me? No,” she said holding his gaze.
“And you wouldn’t ask for any food off my table? Even if I’m willing to share?”
It seemed like a trick question. On the one hand, Pumpkin harbored an image of him
feeding her bits of food. On the other hand, “Is there something wrong with a woman who is selfsufficient?”
“No. Those are my favorite kind.” He grinned again, the wolf rising to its haunches once
more.
You’ve just read an excerpt from Pumpkin: a Cindermama Story.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Jem, Jericha, and Rio as a girl; if you were slayed by vampires with souls alongside Buffy; if you need
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INEVITABLE CONCLUSIONS
by Christina Jones

SUMMARY
Friends? Lovers? Both?
For Kora and Tariq, those lines have been blurred for a long time. Every time clarity seems
to be within reach, something shifts, and in a single moment, focus is lost. Once again, they’re in
limbo.
Between them, there is only one secret, with the power to permanently alter their relationship. For good or bad, neither of them knows – nor are they willing to take that risk.
Through the pain of past tragedies and the pressure of current dramas, they always find solace
in each other’s arms. Inescapably connected by the interminable bond of friendship, Tariq and
Kora navigate family, life, and love, searching for separate answers to a problem that has only has
one, unavoidable solution.
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Is he going to open the door?
My heels tapped out a stilted, choppy rhythm as I strode down the hall, in an unnecessary
hurry to get to my destination. And then, not so much.
So I stopped.
I stood there, staring between the polished parquet floors and apartment 5C, trying to
decide if I should turn around.
I needed him though.
I was frustrated, angry, and a little bit desperate, so I pushed a harsh puff of air through
my teeth, squared my shoulders, and continued down the hall.
In front of the door, I took a deep breath, swallowing hard before I lifted my hand to
knock. I was resigned to doing it, but still, I hesitated for a full minute, standing in the hall like a
dummy with my fist raised like I was saluting the door.
Just knock on the door, Kora. It’s not a big deal.
But it was a big deal.
Showing up unannounced and knocking on a man’s door after eleven at night was
supposed to be a big deal.
Shit.
I adjusted my stance in my heels, wiggling my toes against the lavish black leather of my
caged booties. These weren’t “walk around” shoes, these were “make my calves look lickable”
shoes. Completely impractical for showing up at the door of somebody who may or may not even
let you in. But then again, he had always liked me in a sexy pair of shoes…
I put my tongue out to lick my lips. They were long free of the deep purple lipstick I’d
layered on earlier. I’d left it behind on three different glasses of white wine, and now I was wobbly
on my feet, and wobbly in the head, and my emotions were… hell, those were wobbly too. I
swallowed hard, and forced my fist to move.
The door swung open before my skin touched the cool metal.
Six feet and a half feet of muscled, velvety chocolate skin stood in front of me, swathed in
nothing except a pair of black boxer briefs. Casually, he draped his tall body against the doorframe
as he looked me up and down.
“Are you going to come in, or are you going to stand here?”
I flinched at the unusually harsh edge marring a smooth voice that at the right time,
under the right circumstances, could make my toes curl just from the sound. “How did you know
I was out here?”
“Fletch.”
I rolled my eyes, running my tongue over my teeth before I brought my gaze back to his
face. “I asked him not to tell you.”
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“So you could lose your nerve and run off? That’s exactly why he told me. And besides…
you don’t pay him. I do. Are you coming in?”
My gaze flitted to his hand, poised at the door handle like he was itching for a reason to
close it. “It depends on if you’re…”
“If I’m what Kora?” he practically growled, after a few moments had passed without me
saying anything. “It’s late. I don’t have time for bullshit.”
“If you’re going to be an asshole about it,” I snapped, crossing my arms. He just looked at
me, his handsomely chiseled face pulled into a bland expression. “Never mind.”
I turned away, intending to storm down the hall, but he had his arm looped around my
waist, lifting my feet off the ground to drag me back before I even took the first step. “Man, get
your ass in here and stop playing.”
“Get your fucking hands off me!” I said, shoving him away, but not until we were well
inside, with the door closed. Tariq was still tall and solid from his years in the NFL, and impervious
to any amount of physical force I could exert against him, but he moved anyway. He stood in front
of me with his arms crossed, glaring at me, and I glared right back.
“You know you have a lot of nerve, right?” he asked, rubbing a hand over his face before
he shook his head. “You come here in the middle of the night, with that mouth of yours in full
effect. What is it? What’s up?”
“I could ask you the same thing!” I tossed my purse onto the couch, then stripped off my
coat, tossing it beside my bag. “You’re the one with the attitude.”
He laughed harder than necessary at that, head tossed back and everything. “So you’re
going to pretend to be surprised by that? Is that what we’re doing?”
Yes.
It’s exactly what we were doing.
“Look,” I said, glancing at him over my shoulder as I strode across the room to the bar.
“Are you going to tell me why you’re mad, or not?” Silence built between us as I dropped ice
into two glasses, then pulled the stopper from a decanter of cognac. My fingers shook as I poured,
willing myself to appear cool and collected, refusing to look at him again before I was finished. I
was placing the bottle down when I felt the heat from his body behind me.
I sucked in a breath as he snaked an arm around my waist, then used his other hand
to sweep my hair to the side. “Kora, you’re in my condo at damn near midnight, smelling like
another motherfucker’s cheap mass-market cologne. After I told you to stay away from him, you let
him take you out, get you tipsy, let him fuc—”
“Absolutely not,” I snapped, turning in his arms to face him.
He grunted, then put his hands against the bar on both sides of me, keeping me in place.
“But you intended to.”
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I shook my head, tipping my chin up to meet his eyes. “Absolutely not.”
“The shoes say something else.”
A smile tipped the corners of my mouth. “You like my shoes?”
“They’re fulfilling their purpose.”
I yelped as he easily lifted me off my feet, sitting me down on the bar and spreading my
legs to step between them. He lowered his mouth toward mine, but didn’t touch me, grinning and
pulling back when I tried to lift my lips to his. Placing his hands underneath my thighs, he gripped
me, dragging me forward and making my dress hike up around my waist. The pads of his fingers
dug into my flesh as he pulled me against him, leaving only the thin layers of my panties and his
boxers between me and his dick.
“He hugged me,” I explained, after long seconds had passed with him doing nothing. I
squirmed against him, trying to create some friction, but he grabbed me by the waist, holding me
still. “It was like he’d bathed in that funky shit. That’s the only time he touched me.”
Tariq gave me a subtle nod, then lowered his head to tease me again. He chuckled as he
easily pulled his head from my attempt to grab him. “You shouldn’t have been out with him in the
first place, should you?”
“Tariq…”
He moved his hand between us, between my legs, brushing his fingers over the soft lace
that covered my clit. He pressed down, not nearly hard enough, then lowered his head to my ear.
“Should you?”
“No,” I whimpered, when he pressed a little harder.
“So then why?”
“He was nice! And he’s sweet. And he’s –”
“Not in your league. Not even in the same fucking sport.”
I sucked my teeth. “According to who?”
“According to me.”
“I met him at your office building.”
Tariq frowned. “Even more reason to leave him alone. He’s a goddamned accountant,
Kora. What is an accountant going to do with you, and vice versa? We’re not even talking Wall
Street money. He’s barely making Main Street money.”
“So? Broke men give good dick.”
I bit my lip to keep from smiling at the way Tariq’s nostrils flared in anger. A second
later, one of his hands was buried in my hair, tugging my head back to make my mouth available
to him. I whimpered as he nipped my bottom lip, soft at first, but then a little harder as he inched
my panties aside to push his fingers into me. He outlined my lips with the tip his tongue, slowly,
carefully, purposely driving me crazy.
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But I didn’t complain.
Instead, I pressed myself closer, hoping he’d burrow his fingers a little deeper, or finally
give me his tongue, but he didn’t. One hand stayed in my hair, and he pulled his fingers from
between my legs, raising that hand to my face. He looked me right in the eyes as he grazed my
bottom lip with his thumb. I inhaled deep, breathing in the scent of my arousal as he brought his
other fingers to my lips. Still holding his gaze, I dipped my head, covering his fingers with my
mouth.
Tariq’s eyes narrowed as I sucked, and his grip on my hair tightened. He groaned as I slid
my tongue between his fingers, tasting myself on his skin. I moved my hands behind him, gliding
my hands under his boxers to press my nails into the smooth, muscled flesh of his ass, urging him
closer.
Tariq was completely unhurried in the withdrawal of his fingers from my mouth, letting
my tongue linger and dance over them until the last possible moment. Then he put them between
my legs again with a firm thrust, burying them as deeply as they would go.
“Is somebody giving you better dick than me?” he asked, lowering his mouth so his lips
were right against mine as he spoke. For a moment, he consumed the air around me, making me
feel a little dizzy before he suddenly dropped his mouth to my neck, sucking hard. He hooked his
fingers in me, pressing against a certain soft, fleshy spot that he knew well, and made me clench
around him. “No,” I answered, an absolute, undeniable truth.
Tariq’s mouth crashed onto mine, pushing his tongue between my lips. Our tongues
melded together, twisting and dancing as he pulled his hand from my hair to drag me closer. His
dick was hard, and hot, insistent between my legs as he kissed me harder. He grabbed my face to
keep me still as he licked my mouth, swallowing my desperate moans and whimpers.
I hooked my legs around his waist, bucking against him. “Tariq, please,” I purred against
his mouth, raking my hands over the broad, muscled expanse of his chest. He pulled my bottom
lip between his teeth, nipping it before he sucked it into his mouth.
“No. ” Tariq shook his head, picked up one of the glasses of cognac bedside me, and
took a swig. He savored the liquor in his mouth as his eyes raked over me, lighting me on fire with
the heat of his gaze. Unconsciously – or very consciously – I pulled my shoulders back, jutting my
breasts toward him.
Tariq’s tongue dashed out to trace his lips, and then he grabbed the front of my dress,
easily tugging the cowl-style collar down. I sucked in a breath when he tipped the icy glass toward
me, letting the cold liquor dribble just above the lacy edge of my bra. He dipped his head, gifting
the warmth of his tongue in contrast to the cognac as it trailed into the valley between my breasts.
He tugged my dress down to my waist, then unhooked my bra. His fingers hesitated
for a moment, then gradually slid the straps down my arms and pulled away the cups, as if he was
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savoring the moment before he exposed me to the perpetual chill of his condo. Tariq’s hands were
hot and soothing as he cupped my breasts, and instantly, my nipples hardened more than they
already were.
“You’ve been a naughty girl, Kora... tell me why I should give you anything.”
“Because it’s been so long. You know you miss me.”
He chuckled. “You were married for two seconds, Kora. It hasn’t been that long. And if
it has, it’s because you wanted it that way.”
“I was married to somebody I loved, who I thought loved me. Don’t you triviali–ah!” I
bit my lip against the sweet, sharp pain as he twisted my nipples between his fingers.
“I’m not trivializing your commitment to your husband, Kora. But the fact remains that
you chose to continue the termination of this part of our relationship after your divorce. Not me.
You chose to “normalize” our friendship, and date accountants.”
“Fuck you.”
He smirked, then pinched my nipples a little harder, making me whimper. “Oh I plan
to. You need it, bad. Especially this sassy ass mouth of yours.” He touched my lips again – above
and below – just barely circling one thumb over my clit, driving me insane, then trailed the other
over my bottom lip. I sucked his finger into my mouth again as I pushed myself forward against his
hand.
Tariq chuckled, but didn’t move his hand away. He pressed harder, and I closed my
eyes as tightness pooled in my belly. His thumb slipped from my lips, and he replaced it with his
tongue, plunging demandingly into my mouth at the same time he thrust his fingers into me.
Another wave of moisture pooled between my legs as his free hand went to my neck.
“I think you enjoy the fact that you get under my skin,” he murmured, dragging his
thumb over my throat in slow, firm swipes.
I bit my lip, lifted my chin to give him better access before I smirked. “I think you’re
right.”
He shook his head, grinning. “What am I going to do with you, Kora?”
“You could start by treating me a little better.”
He lifted an eyebrow. “That’s impossible. Anything you could conceivably want –
everything I have… it’s already yours. What more can I give you?”
My hands went under his boxers again, skirting over a thick, neatly groomed patch of
coily hair to reach the smooth, velvety hardness of his dick. “This. Give me this.” I pulled him
free, cupping, and gently squeezing his balls in one hand, giving him a firm stroke with the other.
He gripped my neck, tugging me toward him as he leaned in, until our faces were almost
touching. He reached up, brushing the silk-pressed layers of my bob out of my eyes so I could meet
his gaze.
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Tariq was gorgeous. Greek nose, thick lips, chiseled jaw. Intelligent, expressive eyes, so
dark they were black, and locs down to his shoulders that were always impeccably groomed.
“Stop dealing with men that are beneath you, Kora. Your bitch ass ex-husband, that
accountant… you can do better. Can’t you?”
“Yes.”
“Prove it.”
“Fuck me.”
“Gladly.”
In one swift move, panties were aside and Tariq was inside me, stretching and filling me
up. My hands went to his hips, digging my nails into his skin as he stroked. He grabbed my thighs,
urging my legs around his waist before he easily picked me up, leaving himself buried in me as he
walked.
“What are you doing?” I asked, hanging on to his shoulders as he crossed the room with
a purposeful stride.
“Shower. We have to wash the accountant’s scent off you first.”
You’ve just read an excerpt from Inevitable Conclusions.
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THE SPACE BETWEEN
by Victoria H. Smith

SUMMARY
When Drake started the night at his father’s campaign fundraiser, he never imagined he’d
end it being conned into buying drugs on the West Side. Losing high-stakes poker has its consequences, but he’d repeatedly face them just to hear Lacey Douglas sing. Drake sees Lacey light up
the stage, and he has to have her. But his intentions for being on her side of town turn out to be the
reason he can’t.
Chicago native Lacey has dreams of the opera, but life has its obstacles. Lacey has come to
know her hardships as part of living in the real world and accepts them fully. When Lacey meets
the intense and invigorating Drake, a fire is lit inside her, unleashing those dreams again.
Two paths that should have never crossed prove to create the exact pairing the other needs.
But when their worlds take time to catch up, everything they have is tested. Finding the space
between the two sides that challenge them will be hard, but it’s the only place that will keep them
together.
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EXCERPT #1
As I watched her a voice perked my ears, distracting me. It wasn’t just a voice, though.
Someone was singing, and they were doing it beautifully.
I walked over to the panoramic view. I’d heard these words before. After all, I had seen
the show, but the actress singing then wasn’t like this. And hearing this voice, I discovered the one
I’d first heard didn’t do the song justice.
Taking a seat, I watched the girl. Dressed in a long, pink ball gown, she gazed at the
crowd during her song. Even from far away, I could still study every element of her. Sparkling doe
eyes, rich caramel skin, and chocolate-colored curls that hinted a hazel coloring with the way the
spotlight shined on her. She wore a soft pink flower in her hair. The small touch complemented her
well.
The words of her song wisped about the room; her voice like an angel.
“Who’s that girl?” I didn’t really know to whom I asked my question. I didn’t really care.
I just wanted an answer.
“That’s what I was trying to tell you, Derrick.” Margot sat next to me. “The lead fell ill,
and she got into the show.”
Derrick came up on my other side. Crossing his arms, he nodded his head. “Go ‘cus.”
I glanced up at him. “Your cousin?”
“Yep. Great, isn’t she?”
I gazed back as she ended her song. The audience cheered, then gave her a standing
ovation.
“Exquisite,” I said, staring at her as she bowed. “What’s her name?”
“Lacey,” Derrick said.
A small smile formed in the corner of my mouth.

EXCERPT #2
“I like that lip ring of yours.”
“You do, huh?” God, he was so direct. Holy heck, I had to watch myself around this guy.
“Mmmhmm, especially when you bite it. It’s like you’re nervous or something. Do I
make you nervous?”
He ran his fingers from my hand and up my arm. He stopped at my elbow, brushing it
gently.
My breath caught in my throat. “No, I’m not nervous.” Clearly a lie, but I thought the
word came out casually. I shrugged. “It’s just a tick. A habit. You’d bite it too if you had one.”
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He laughed his deep laugh again. “Oh, really?”
“Yeah. They’re fun to play with.” I bit down on it. “To suck.” I sucked on it.
His brows shot up, and the brushing of his fingers froze on my elbow. I guess he was the
one who was nervous now.
“You should get one. If anything to give yourself something to do when you’re bored.
Excellent entertainment.” I sucked down on it a little harder.
He breathed in deep. “You’re making me want to go out and get one right now.”
You’ve just read an excerpt from The Space Between.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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ANGELBORN
by L Penelope

SUMMARY
Maia
It’s hard to be normal when you see the dead everywhere. So I gave up. I just focus on staying
out of their way. But the guy haunting my roommate is different. He’s impossible to ignore, and
now other people can see him too.
He says my roommate is the only one who can save him from an eternity of torment. But
one night he follows me into my nightmare and rescues me from my demons. Now he’s all I think
about. This must be what it’s like to fall... for someone who can never be mine.
Caleb
A lifetime ago, I found my soul mate in the human world. But being angelborn means I don’t
have a soul. When I lost my one true love, I lost my future and my freedom. Now, I have a second
chance — she’s been reborn and I must gain her love again or serve out the rest of my eternal sentence alone.
But this time I am a fugitive with powerful angels hunting me, and I’m running out of time.
You only get one soul mate, and mine isn’t the broken, scarred girl, who sees what no one else can.
She’s a distraction I can scarcely afford — but I’m unable to stay away from her.
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CALEB
Before
Air raid sirens drone on and on. All around us, the desperate rush for cover. My feet slip on
the slick cobbled streets as Viv and I dash hand in hand, my heart battering against my ribs. Blood
surges through my veins, and I feel truly human now, all pretense stripped away.
The thunderous roar of a bomb pierces the air. It hits far too close—a building only three
or four streets over disappears in a cloud of dust and debris, the sound almost loud enough to burst
my eardrums.
We veer off sharply down an alleyway, our feet racing through congealed muck and mud.
We’re nearly to the high street where we can shelter in the Camden Town tube station.
Viv stumbles and falls, tearing a gash in her leg. I pull her up and start moving again, but
she screams out in pain.
I lift her into my arms. It isn’t much farther. A violent crack causes the earth to tremble.
Wreckage falls from overhead, and thick smoke clogs the air.
Viv cries against my shoulder as I stagger down the alley, adrenaline pulling me forward.
The ground shifts, makes me wobble, my footing unsteady. Her entire body shakes with the force
of her sobs. My fingers tangle in her raven hair, trying to lend some strength and calm to her, but
my power to soothe is long gone.
The path in front of me is obscured by dense smoke. I’m not at all sure we’ll make it to the
high street.
“Viv, all you have to do is say the words,” I say into her hair.
The whistle of a bomb is close, so close every muscle tenses in anticipation. When the
explosion hits, my feet are thrown out from under me. I grip Viv tighter, absorbing the worst of the
blow.
My back is ablaze with pain. Something sharp pierces my skin. When I try to move, a gush
of blood lets loose to coat my shirt. But my only care is for the woman on top of me. I hold my
breath until she stirs, lifting her tearstained face and inhaling a shuddering breath.
“Caleb, I love you, but I don’t know.” She sniffs and chances a terrified look upward as the
buildings on both sides of the alley rattle and shake. Glass shatters on the pavement beside us.
“The reverend told me not to risk my soul. Not to damage it in any way. What you’re
asking . . .” She trails off with a snuffle.
“No, there’s no damage. I would never ask you to do that. I know it’s hard to believe, but
the reverend is wrong. If you bind with me, we’ll be linked for all time. We will find one another
again. Otherwise . . .” My voice fails when I consider the alternative, what happens if I die today
with no soul.
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I have only told Viv about the Wasteland in vague terms, not wanting to scare her, but the
time for delicacy is long past.
“Viv, if I die today, I’m never coming back. I can’t go home, either, you know that. The
place where I’ll end up . . .” Her beautiful face crumples. I tilt her chin back up to look her in the
eye. “It’s a terrible place, and I’ll be there for all time. You love me, yes?”
She nods, her nose reddening as she continues to sniffle.
“Do you trust me?”
Her answer is not as quick. “You are everything to me.”
“Then—” Up above, the sky groans and roars. The building next to us explodes in a
shower of bricks, wood, and metal. I flip our positions, covering Viv with my own body, trying to
protect her.
Heavy chunks of concrete fall onto my back, ripping away the skin. Bones crack, break.
Her breath comes in short gasps, but she’s still alive. “Please,” I whisper as death rains down
around us.
She pants in shallow bursts for long moments. Then she wets her lips.
“Caleb, I . . . I bind my soul to yours for . . . for . . .”
Viv’s mouth continues to move, but no sound comes out. The remaining words of the
binding are left unsaid. I would prompt her, but I have no breath left. My chest is in agony. The
culprit: a steel rod that has passed through me and into Viv’s flesh.
Her eyes are open, tears still streaming down her face, but I watch the light in her eyes dim,
then fade completely.
An orange-red brightness fills my vision. The light will take her away. But for me there is only
darkness.
You’ve just read an excerpt from Angelborn.
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ANGEL RISING -REDEMPTION
by LaVerne Thompson

SUMMARY
To walk the earth she must feed her hollow soul.
Some of the most beautiful people in the world are not human. They have no soul,
feel no emotion and are pure evil. You can tell by the color of their dark, dead eyes. Samuel Glaus knows this. He is the son of a human mother and soulless father. He is after
all half human and a hunter of the soulless. He is also in love with one who cannot love
him back.
Thalya is a soulless creature, but unlike others of her kind, she does not kill to feed
her hollow soul. She hungers only for emotion and above all, she hungers for Samuel’s
love. Her enemy. Her redemption. And she’s willing to kill for it.
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Thalya stood alone on her balcony, hands braced on the wide stone railing overlooking
Central Park. The wind picked up, blowing her chest length curls away from her face and cutting
through the material of her thigh high sleeveless silk dress. Bitter cold accompanied the end of
January or so she understood. She would love this time of year, if she could, even the cold. Too bad,
she couldn’t feel any of it. No matter the external temperature, her body heat never changed.
Winter boasted her most fulfilling time of the modern year. The onset of depression. The
time mortals realize they’ve spent way too much of the money they did not have over the holidays
and now owed more than they could afford. Then, maybe they have gained twenty pounds during
those holidays on top of the twenty already making them overweight. Or how about the woman,
who at thirty, not only didn’t get an engagement ring for Christmas, but also by New Year’s, she no
longer has a boyfriend?
To walk the earth she must feed her hollow soul. Yes, this time of year kept the void inside
her full of emotion. The kind she craved. Mortals were so ripe for plucking. Hunger had her licking
her full cranberry-colored lips in anticipation…the void within would soon be filled.
Opening up her senses, she sniffed out the most depressed in the city block around her.
While she had no human sense of smell, the scents of emotions to her were as potent, as humans
would say a bouquet of freshly cut roses. She could have gone out and canvassed a wider area but her
favorite show, Being Human, would start in a half hour. She never liked recording the program if she
could help it, so she tried not to miss an episode.
Thalya preferred to live in the moment, because she’d had enough of the past. Besides, she
didn’t have to go far, plenty of depression existed right around her. Why, right across the street a
man entered the park. The scent of his depression floated right to her on the wind. Hot, potent and
yummy, she would feed on it for a few days. There were no others of her kind in the area, so she
wouldn’t have to warn anyone off. Although, quite a few soulless resided in New York, the size of
the area ensured she didn’t run into others if she didn’t want to, which she usually didn’t.
Going back inside her penthouse condo, she walked across thick sand-colored carpet.
Her artist friend, Franklin, would have both loved and hated the great room. Loved it for the cool
colors—reds, beiges, and golds. Those had been his favorites, but then she’d stuck a long, extra-wide
black leather sofa smack in the center of it. He hated leather and black.
Franklin, long gone…just another from her past.
She changed her mind about recording her show and headed for her entertainment
control pad sitting on the low side table. The pad came with the flat TV. Picking up the control, she
programmed it. Just in case. A long, dark chocolate colored leather coat lay over the arm of the sofa.
She grabbed the coat, put it on and headed for her private elevator. She didn’t need it but she wanted
to blend in. No jumping from her balcony or moving too fast for any mortal eyes to see. Tonight she
would act normal. Normal, at least for a human. As an additional benefit, when she walked through
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her lobby to get to the street, she would open her senses to her immediate surroundings, sampling a
taste of surface emotions as she passed by. A nice appetizer before her main course.
Not all of her kind could suck out emotion without touch but as an olden, one from a time
long past and more powerful than most, she could. But other things also set her apart from those
like her. She did not need to kill her providers or have them kill others to satisfy her needs. Draining
humans of their depression, her emotion of choice, more than satisfied her. Why, she didn’t even have
to cause it. Humans carried it in abundance. She merely put her providers to sleep and afterwards,
they usually woke up feeling less depressed. Hers represented a more symbiotic relationship. She
actually helped people, much like a psychiatrist would. Only, instead of talking them out of their
depression, she drained it right out of them.
The elevator door opened and she got on.
The hotel where she lived also housed private residences, but a few guests milled around
the lobby for the evening. Just enough people around with some serious issues to make her grin and
tremble within her ankle-length leather coat.
“Delicious,” she purred, savoring her version of oysters on a half shell. Red knee high
stiletto boots clicked as she crossed the polished marble floor. She ignored the appreciative looks of the
men and women as she glided among them, intentionally projecting a do not approach compulsion.
Look but don’t touch, unless she was the one doing the touching.
The doorman opened the door for her and smiled. “Good evening. Cold one tonight.”
Bundled in layers and with a wool cap on his head, he stood directly beneath a heating vent to stay
warm.
He always spoke. She rarely did and tonight, she didn’t. She flashed him some teeth in
the semblance of a smile. At least she hoped it looked like a smile and not a grimace. Happiness. It
rolled off him in waves. She’d never tried draining that emotion from her providers, although over
the centuries she’d met a few of her kind who preferred it. Anything to fill the void in the soulless
place. But stealing someone else’s happiness always seemed unnecessary to her. Depression worked
just fine.
Out on the sidewalk, the scent hit her again. Like a shining point of light in dark woods,
the depressed man she’d sensed beckoned her to follow him. After crossing the street, Thalya entered
the park. It didn’t take long to find him.
He sat on a bench at the other end of the park, leaning over with his head in his hands.
She wouldn’t be able to read his thoughts until she actually touched him. No matter, she
sensed his depression.
He’d picked a bench away from the lighted path, but they didn’t have complete privacy.
A few people walked through the park at the other end and they weren’t far from the street. Still,
she could not resist. No more than the moth could fight being drawn to a roaring flame. They were
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secluded enough for her purpose. Besides, anyone could look in their direction any time, but no one
would see anything alarming. Just a beautiful woman sitting with a man. Even if they did notice, it
wouldn’t prevent her from doing what she must. Her survival demanded it.
She sat on the bench next to him; he didn’t even bother to look up. Thalya placed her hand
on his shoulder and her inner feminine muscles contracted to the point, she almost had an orgasm.
Depression, and so potent.
“Mmm, good,” she murmured.
At her touch, he raised red-rimmed eyes in her direction.
Finally, she had his attention.
He pulled back slightly, some form of self-preservation kicking in. “Who—are you?”
“Shhh. It will be all right. I promise,” she whispered.
The man sat up and she wrapped her arms around him.
Unable to help himself, he let her.
Hmm, handsome. She always seemed to gravitate toward the young, good-looking ones,
although she’d never sleep with any of them. Well, hardly ever. She nuzzled the side of his neck.
Under the alcohol he’d indulged in, he exuded a nice clear human scent. Given his emotional state,
she’d expected the scent of alcohol to be stronger. Surprisingly she only caught a slight whiff. No
more than a beer. Maybe he just started on his drinking for the evening. Didn’t matter. Whatever
he’d ingested, she didn’t care about.
“What—?”
She didn’t give him a chance to say more. Instead, she made her way to his mouth, which
opened as soon as she pressed her lips against his. Unleashing her powers, she inhaled his depression
into the starving emptiness that should have housed her soul, and at the same time, began to read his
memories.
Poor thing. Karl, yes…Karl Hammer. He’d recently lost his job and his wife, pregnant
with their first child, didn’t know about it. He’d swallowed his pride and asked his blood uncle of
sorts for help. Except Karl hadn’t spoken to his uncle in years. Mmm, interesting. She probed for
the reason why.
Samuel and the others like him lived a dangerous life. Samuel, a master hunter of the
soulless and Karl, merely—bait.
You’ve just read an excerpt from Angel Rising -Redemption.
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THE PREACHER’S PROMISE
by Piper Huguley

SUMMARY
1866 – Oberlin, Ohio
Devastated by her father’s death days after her triumphant graduation from Oberlin College,
Amanda Stewart is all alone in the world. Her father’s unscrupulous business partner offers her an
indecent proposal to earn a living. Instead, to fulfill a promise she made to her father, she resolves
to start a school to educate and uplift their race. Sorting through her father’s papers, she discovers
he had carried on a mysterious correspondence with a plantation in Milford, Georgia. She determines to start her teaching work with the formerly enslaved. However, when she arrives, the mayor
tells her to leave. There’s nowhere for her to go.
Virgil Smithson, Milford’s mayor, blacksmith and sometimes preacher man with a gift for
fiery oratory, doesn’t want anything to do with a snobby schoolteacher from up North. On top of
everything else, the schoolteacher lady has a will hard enough to match the iron he forges. He must
organize his fellow formerly enslaved citizens into a new town and raise his young daughter alone.
Still, his troubled past haunts him. He cannot forget the promise he made to his daughter’s mother
as she died—that their child would learn to read and write. If only he didn’t have secrets that the
new schoolteacher seems determined to uncover.
To keep THE PREACHER’S PROMISE, Amanda and Virgil must put aside their enmity,
unite for the sake of a newly-created community in a troubling age, and do things they never
imagined. In the aftermath of the flood that was the Civil War, God set his bow upon the earth to
show love and understanding for humankind. To reflect God’s promise, these combatants must put
aside their differences and come together--somehow.
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CHAPTER ONE
Oberlin, Ohio- 1866
Amanda Stewart had nothing but the clothes on her back.
Ladies were not allowed to take Tabulation courses at Oberlin College, but she understood the
red underlines at the end of the column of figures.
She needed to ask anyway.
“There’s nothing?” Her Leghorn bonnet made it a little more difficult to lift her head, but she
had to get a clearer view of her father’s law partner, Mr. Henry.
And she instantly regretted looking to him. Slimy Charles Henry made his way around to her
side of his desk, to provide an intimate explanation to her, a newly impoverished daughter of Ham,
just what it all meant for her.
The weakness in her stomach brought across her new reality plainly enough, and she clenched
the folds of her crisp bombazine black mourning dress into her wet palms. At least gripping the
material would dry her sweaty palms and give her wrists some strength. She needed strength now.
Help me through this, God.
Reduced now to this new status—that of a poor russet-brown colored woman with a brand new
college degree,--she adjusted the new bonnet but the gesture provided no comfort. She would have
to endure the moist explanations of Mr. Henry straight into her delicately coiled ear, just above the
tourmaline earbobs that her father had given her last birthday.
“Miss Stewart, your father was an abolitionist who saw to it that every penny that he had went
to ending slavery. And he succeeded. That evil has been removed from the face of the earth in
keeping with God’s holy principle of thou shalt earn thy own bread from thine own sweat.”
He sat up from his explanations and she bit the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing. Mr.
Henry pulled out a handkerchief that had seen better days and mopped down his pink brow with
it. The yellowing handkerchief made a trip around Mr. Henry’s rather round and bulbous head
soaking up all of the excess moisture on his face, head, and neck. By the time the cloth emerged, it
was brown. Her desire to laugh decreased immediately.
“Yes, Father’s cause has won the day. But he always saw to me and made sure that I was
comfortable.”
“Lawrence Stewart loved you much, child. He made sure you had the finest clothes, books,
lessons to play the piano, deportment, and the, well, craziest idea of you taking the college course at
Oberlin. Well, my goodness, that was certainly a waste of his money wasn’t it?”
His recounting of how much her father loved her, combined with his recent passing a few
weeks ago and now this horrible situation of her impoverishment caused her to bring out her own
embroidered handkerchief.
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His insult only hit her after she had wiped at the small tears at the corners of her eyes.
“Mr. Henry, my father was not just a fighter for slavery but an ardent believer in the strong
hearts, minds, and bodies of women. He saw to it that my mother had her own education before
he married her. When my mother died, he vowed he would do the same thing for me.” Amanda
pocketed the handkerchief again since the desire to cry went away as she addressed his slight to her
intelligence.
“Oh my,” Mr. Henry slid himself around and sat on the corner of his desk, facing her. His
posture was most inappropriate, but propriety for her feelings didn’t matter, now that she was
defenseless and poor. His shift in bringing his oily person closer to hers made her heart pound hard
beneath the high collar of her bombazine. “I surely did not mean to offend, Miss Amanda, I did
not. I just wanted you to know of my concern for your present situation.”
She fixed him with a gaze. “I appreciate your concern, but I only wanted what rightfully
belonged to my father out of this practice. My Oberlin education has not afforded me the luxury of
being a lawyer.”
His blue eyes blinked in surprise at her. “Oh, ho. Miss Amanda. A lawyer? What??” And he
backed off from her, wiping his eyes and bending over double in laughter at the preposterous
thought.
She sat in the chair stiff, watching her father’s law partner amuse himself at her expense, all of
the while calculating, turning over in her mind what she had, and what she could keep. She had
some other dresses that could be sold and that might be enough to live on for a while. It was a mere
turn of a phrase for her to be a lawyer, of course, but what could she do with her new Oberlin
degree? She didn’t want to nurse. The smell of blood made her faint. And nurses had to deal with
unwashed bodies. It was enough to deal with Mr. Henry’s less than fastidious grooming at this
point.
Mr. Henry straightened up and wiped at his eyes with his soggy brown handkerchief. “Yes, well.
What to do, what to do? Lawrence had no other family and neither did your poor mamma. Are
there any young men on the horizon? Marriage, perhaps?”
“Marriage?” She nearly hooted out the heinous word, but that was not proper behavior.
Her stomach would have turned over and plunged to her shoes if her stomach weren’t already
there at the limited prospects of her new life
“Yes, someone over to the college you’ve been attending class with. I mean, while you attended
the Ladies’ course.”
“I attended a Gentleman’s course or two.”
“You did? Oh my. Well, no matter that. Any possible candidates?”
“No.” Even if there were, she wasn’t sure she should tell him.
Mr. Henry arranged himself behind his desk. “Well, that’s too bad. A properly educated dusky
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maiden such as yourself should be taken proper care of. By someone.”
The look in his eyes shifted in a way that Amanda did not care for. At all. His blue eyes
narrowed and fixed themselves on the rounded shape of her bombazine basque.
Every drop of blood in her body plummeted to her toes and she stood up, so that the blood
would somehow shoot back up to the rest of her body against gravity. She must cease this regard
her father’s law partner had for her person. “I am not interested in marriage. And since I’m a
Christian woman, the only arrangement I could be interested in would be marriage. I may have a
brown skin tone, Mr. Henry, but I will be no man’s soiled dove.”
The smirk on his features quickly departed. “Yes. Well. Marriage would be the only thing for
you.”
“I couldn’t marry for anything other than love, Mr. Henry.”
He spread his hands and she had never noticed before how well groomed Mr. Henry’s hands
were. For a man. Although her father had been a lawyer, his hands looked like that of a working
man’s until the day he died nearly two weeks ago. “An idealistic point of view in such a cold, cruel
world. I pray you find the love you seek, but it will be difficult for one like you.”
She moved her dress from beneath the desk and edged out to the door. “Good day to you, Mr.
Henry.”
“Good Day, Miss Amanda Stewart. Your father was a special man and he will be sorely missed.
I wish you, the only offspring he had, the best of lives.”
Before she knew it, she was on the other side of the door, outside in the spring air, knowing
Charles Henry for a liar.
She had no evidence of his untruths. But the shaky feeling in the marrow of her bones set off all
kinds of alarms within her that shot up and down her arms and legs, leaving her cold in the warm
May air. He had not told her the full story.
She walked along Front Street of Oberlin back to the small house they had rented and spent
the next hour pawing through her father’s papers for some evidence. There must be some scrap of
something to condemn Charles Henry with.
Nothing.
But the last envelope she grasped was a letter that came for him after his death.
Dear Lawrence Stewart,
We have heard much of your career in spreading the epistle of education among the Negro
people. And in that cause, we would like to engage you to come to Milford, Georgia to the
Milford plantation to teach the recently freed slaves reading and writing skills. Given the strength
of your purpose, we have enclosed a train ticket for you to come. Please wire ahead to let us know
of your arrival. Signed, Mayor Virgil Smithson.
Amanda clutched at the envelope. Thank you, God. She now had a purpose. The Missionary
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Society had come around to various classes at Oberlin all the time to solicit teachers of the race
to go South to teach their newly freed brethren the skills in literacy. She had paid them no mind,
because she did not need to. Then. And as for her father, didn’t these people know that her father
was a lawyer and not a teacher?
No matter, because as many times as she closed her mind to the opportunity before, this
seemed to be the answer to her predicament now. The Missionary Society did not promise much
money, but it was better than nothing and included a home to stay in and meals. She would sell off
what she could of the books, but keep certain ones to send to the new school, as well as his diaries,
which would be a comfort to her.
God’s hand was in this. And in His mercy, He guided her gently away from the prospect of a
horribly disgraced life to one encompassing pride and dignity. She rose on stiff knees and arched
her aching back to send a wire to Mayor Smithson right away, lest he find someone else to take up
the engagement.
Her father would be so proud of her—taking up the task of teaching their recently freed
brethren how to read and write. Certainly a worthy work to take up in the name of God.
And, in the heat of Georgia, she would find out out some way to figure out just what Charles
Henry was hiding from her.
“We late to pick up the teacher, Papa.”
Virgil Smithson looked down into the bright black button eyes of his daughter and patted her
on the shoulder. “I see, honey. Had some extra customers to the shop. Couldn’t be helped. The
new teacher will wait on the platform.”
March had put on her best dress, a white hand-me-down from one of the Milford
grandchildren, which was too short. March tugged on it again, and her little spindly brown legs
arched out from under the dress in a heartbreaking fashion. Where had seven years gone by so
fast?
Her shoes were new at least, yet another reason why to take extra blacksmithing duties on.
Won’t have no one say his daughter didn’t have shoes to wear. She would be ready to go to the
new school. He smoothed out the front of his black broadcloth suit, one of two he had befitting
his new status as the mayor of a new town. His town. Milford, Georgia.
Carved out of the excesses of the large cotton plantation, Milford proper consisted of his
smithy, a park in the town square planted with Mrs. Milford’s favorite rose bushes, some resident
cabins, and the train platform. Mrs. Milford was the only one who was left in the family in the
main plantation house. The house, newly built after Sherman had come through, was not part
of the town, but several miles due east. However, her imprint was there in the name and the rose
bushes of the town.
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Since Mrs. Milford believed in having Negroes lead their own, Virgil was her handpicked choice
for mayor. His first act as mayor was to send for and greet the town’s first schoolmaster, come to
Georgia to teach the free and the formerly enslaved to read and write. Mrs. Milford made that all
possible.
And he hated every single second of it.
The school master would be the one to find out that he was the very last person in this hamlet
of six hundred or so God-fearing souls who should be the mayor. Even as he approached the
platform, his heart pounded at being found out.
But when he and March rounded the corner to where the once-a-day train dropped off cargo
and people and chugged on to Savannah, there was no schoolmaster waiting on the platform.
Instead, on the train bench, sat the most beautiful lady he had ever seen.
He would have been no less surprised if a colorful parrot or macaw from one of the Milford
grandchildren’s picture books came and lit on the wooden bench.
March took in a deep breath and he put his hand on her shoulder to steady her. His little
daughter trembled at the sight of the lady.
His own stomach pitched around like ash at the edge of the fire. The lady leaned forward to
regard them both. Her skin was the medium brown color of cooked oatmeal, the kind someone
else made and not him, since he tended to scorch it.
And she flashed a smile to them with small, even teeth of the pearliest white.
Her cheeks had dimples that sunk in so charmingly he would have sworn his heart flipped upside
down inside of his chest.
But almost as spectacular as she was in face, she was surrounded by yards and yards of black dress
material, a dress so big and wide with hoopskirting, she tamed it down with small dainty hands as
she stood to greet him.
Her black bonnet bobbed in kind as she greeted them with a pleasantly voiced “Good Day to
you.”
“She’s so pretty.” March breathed in.
She must be the schoolmaster’s wife. Such a beautiful lady must be married to a high-up man
like a schoolmaster. Where was the schoolmaster? No one emerged and instantly, he was made a
fool in front of this beauty. He would have to speak to confirm it.
“Ma’am. We’re here to meet the schoolmaster. Is he ’round this way?”
She regarded him with large eyes that resembled the candy chocolate drops Mrs. Milford kept in
a big jar in the parlor. Her eyes were merry. “Are you Virgil Smithson?”
“I am.”
He did not put out his hand as it would not be appropriate to shake hands with another man’s
wife. He had a daughter to raise and did not want to start trouble with the schoolmaster first off.
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“I’m Amanda Stewart.”
Virgil nodded. A nice proper name. “And your husband is getting your trunks?” Although it
made no sense, a trunk should have been unloaded with them, but he saw nothing.
“I have no husband, sir. And I have no trunk.”
“Your black dress?”
“For my father. Lawrence Stewart. I’m his daughter, Amanda. I’ve come to be the
schoolteacher.”
A rush of blood came into Virgil’s ears and his heart threatened to beat right out of his chest.
“You? A schoolteacher?”
The lady, she said her name was Amanda? She rearranged her big skirt, big like how Mrs.
Milford’s used to be, and put her gaze on him. Something about her eyes, made her look as hopeful
a little girl as March. “Yes, thank you Mr. Smithson. I’ve just finished the course at Oberlin
College in Ohio. I’ve been my father’s pupil for many years before that. Let me assure you, I’m well
qualified.”
“We wanted a man. Where is he?” Virgil blurted out and red heat blossomed onto his neck and
face. She was sure to see it, no matter the deep brown of his skin tone. “Oh. So sorry for your
loss.”
The look on her delicate features etched deep pain. If she had been punched in the gut, she
would have looked as hurt.
He wanted to collect her up and tell her it would be all right. “I’m sorry for your loss, miss.”
And he was sorry, but there was some terrible mistake.
“Thank you.” She pulled a delicate white hanky out of a skirt pocket within the big skirt and
wiped at her nose with it.
The whiteness of her hanky contrasted sharply with the deep jet of her gown and Virgil almost
forgot his daughter in his discomfort until March said, “Pretty lady teacher.”
And before he could stop it, Amanda Stewart bent down to talk with March, her big wide skirt
spreading out into the dusty wooden platform. “Hello, I’m Miss Stewart.”
“Pleased to meet you, Miss Stewart.”
She bestowed that smile of hers on his little daughter and a connection knit itself between the
lady and his child. No. Time to cut this off. He took March’s hand in his. “The community sent
for a male teacher, Miss.”
Amanda stood and faced him again. This time he was surprised that the tip of her bonnet just
about measured up to his chin. She carried herself much bigger than that. Or maybe it was her
clothing. “You are mistaken, sir. The missive said you needed a teacher. I can provide that service.”
He let go of March’s hand and pointed down the road. “Most of them who needs the lessons is
going to be old and big. Case you hadn’t heard, freed slaves want to read and write. Got to stand
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up to them and not have no tinies talking to them just so.”
He was a man who saved his eloquence in defense of God, especially when he prayed. He didn’t
know how to talk to some fancy Northern schoolteacher lady.
“Mr. Smithson. What are tinies?”
“Well, now…” Virgil spread his hands.
“Someone like me, ma’am. Small. Getting in the way. Daddy calls me a tiny sometimes. But I’m
March. Mamma name me that so I know when I was born.”
The lady inclined her head and looked down at March, her bonnet bobbing. “No tiny you, my
child. You are a big girl. Even I can see that. A lovely spring child, just like your mamma named
you.”
“Got lots to do,” Virgil interrupted. Wasn’t too good for March to get big notions in her head.
“And I don’t have no time to watch over no schoolteacher lady.”
“There have been women schoolteachers all over the South before and after the war, Mr.
Smithson. I have my letter from the mission right here.”
Virgil held up a hand. “I don’t need to see no letter. And those women are widows. Or married.
White ladies.”
Silence lay between them.
March coughed.
The cast of her skin lit from within, shone incandescent. The recent loss in her life turned up
in the deep wells that showed sharp cheekbones above the dimples. Did she have Indian blood? A
mixed-blood lady teacher would have an even harder time. No, she had almost got him, but she
had to go home. He picked up her case. “Well, I get you on to Pauline’s and get you comfortable
for the night. Bring you back here to meet the train in the morning.”
If he had shot March with an arrow, he couldn’t have wounded his daughter more, judging from
the screwed-up look on her brown face. And made him all the more determined for this pretty
lady to get on about her business. This woman with her fancy bonnet and her big trailing dress
with the smallest possible waist put big ideas into March’s head. What would he do with that once
this lady was gone on about her rich life? Best to put all of that to an end. Now. Today. Well, at
least tomorrow.
He moved off the platform, and March dragged her feet in her dusty shoes. But the rustle of the
lady’s skirts did not follow them.
Virgil turned. She was still up there on the platform, a dark bell against the afternoon sky.
“Got to walk. Town’s up this way, Miss. Can’t wait out here all night.” If she stayed all night on
the platform, he really would be responsible for her then. The thought of what could happen to her
in the night made his dry throat catch.
“I’m staying right here, Mr. Smithson.”
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A stubborn female. An even worse sight for March to see.
He started again. “Nightfall come, Miss, and the night riders could come and do you great
harm. Wouldn’t want it to come to that.”
Couldn’t she see her safety was at stake? And he couldn’t touch her to bring her on. He looked
at March to see if she were concerned about this lady’s safety, but his daughter, his own child,
looked away from him.
Miss Amanda embodied danger itself. She had to go.
“I mean to say, I can’t go anywhere else, Mr. Smithson. If you’ll just take me to the teacher
house, I’ll be comfortable.”
“I’m telling you, Pauline will put you up. What else you need to know?”
“I’m homeless, sir. I have no home or family or anywhere else to go.”
He dropped her case to the dust, clean out of options and responses. No matter that he was a
freeman who bought himself out of slavery way before the war come. A man who used fire to
make iron bend to his will had just met his match.
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CHASING DAY
by Twyla Turner

SUMMARY
The Wonder Years
Daylen Daniels and Chase McCoy are as different as night and day. Chase is the beautiful golden boy. Gorgeous, popular, and the quarterback of the football team. Daylen is the quiet
introvert. Lovely curves, shy, and sees herself as an orchestra geek. After Day moves next door to
Chase, a run-in with a bully, a domestic dispute, and one treehouse hideout; an impenetrable bond
is made.
As they grow up, their attraction for each other grows with them, but is it strong enough to
risk their friendship? A party, a little game of spin the bottle, and a devious enemy could shake the
very foundation of their friendship. Or it could start a tumultuous romance that spans decades.
Take a journey with these two best friends through heartbreak, tragedy, and from childhood
to adulthood as the two find that young love isn’t as strong as they’d hoped. A story of true growing pains in…Chasing Day.
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Daylen looked out the kitchen window at the flashing police and ambulance lights with
a sense of dread. It was obvious that the McCoy reunion hadn’t gone over well. She prayed that
Chase was okay. She had seen what looked like his father and mother get into the ambulance
before it pulled away, but she wasn’t sure. God, please let him be alright.
Daylen ran upstairs to her bedroom. Even though it was freezing outside, she lifted her
window a crack to let Chase know he could come in if he wanted to. Something she had done for
the last four years, since they’d gotten too big to meet in the treehouse. Daylen then grabbed her
pajamas and went into her bathroom to take a shower before bed.
She tied up her braids in a bun on top of her head and showered quickly, not wanting to
waste too much time, just in case Chase did come over. He usually did when he got into fights
with his dad.
Daylen got out of the shower, dried off, and quickly rubbed some lotion on her arms and legs.
She pulled on her pink musical note print, fleece pajama bottoms, and a pink tank. She wondered
if her pajamas were too childish for an eighteen-year-old, but then just shrugged it off. She slid her
feet into her pink fuzzy slippers and padded quietly to her room.
She opened the door and stopped in her tracks. A very battered and bruised Chase sat on her
frilly, white virginal daybed with his duffel bag next to him. Daylen instinctively ran towards him
but stopped short once she was in front of him. Afraid to touch him, for fear of hurting him. Chase
didn’t say a word. He just reached out a hand with bruised and bloodied knuckles and grasped the
material of her tank, pulling her towards him.
Chase buried his face in her chest, his shoulders shaking uncontrollably. Daylen wrapped her
arms around his head and let him cry it out.
“Shh…it’s okay. It’s okay.” She cooed and soothed.
Daylen stroked her hand through his hair. The gelled spikes soften as she continued to run
her fingers through his blond locks.
Chase finally calmed down and pulled away from her. He wiped at his eyes and then looked
at the front of her tank. His face flushed with color.
“Uh…sorry,” Chase said, embarrassed.
Daylen looked down at herself and realized that her tank was almost completely transparent
from his tears. She quickly covered her breasts with her arms.
“Um…it’s alright.” Daylen looked around for her high school sweatshirt.
She walked over to her desk chair, where it was hanging and threw it on.
“Hold tight. I’ll be right back, okay?” She said, before slipping out of her room.
Daylen crept quietly to her mother’s bathroom, grabbed a towel and found the first aid kit.
Then she went downstairs and grabbed an ice pack out of the freezer. Once she’d collected all the
things she needed, Day swiftly made her way back to her room. Chase hadn’t moved an inch. He

6 7

6 8

|

W H E N

B L A C K

W O M E N

F A L L

just stared off into space.
Day walked over to him and placed the kit on the bed next to him. She dug through the
contents to find what she needed. She opened up some antiseptic wipes and cleaned the cut on
his eyebrow and handed him the ice pack wrapped in the towel to hold against his swollen face.
Daylen then moved to the cut marring his beautiful bottom lip.
Chase just sat and let her tend to him. He stared up at her quietly. Day’s heart pounded in
her chest, but she ignored it while she took care of him. She held up his hands and cleaned each
knuckle.
“What happened, Chase?” Daylen finally asked.
“The usual.” He shrugged. “But this time I sent him to the hospital. Great way to start
Christmas, right?” Chase laughed mirthlessly.
Daylen shook her head sadly and worked on his other hand.
“Anywhere else?” She asked.
Chase placed the ice pack down and reached back to grab the material of his sweater and
pulled till it and his undershirt cleared his torso and head. Daylen gasped as she took in the bruises
along his ribcage. Then she looked behind him and saw matching bruises across his back. Her eyes
filled with the tears she’d been holding back since she saw him sitting on her bed.
A silent tear fell to her cheek and ran down her face. Chase pulled her towards him and kissed
the wet path it made. His lips touched the corner of her mouth, where the tear stopped.
“Don’t cry for me. I’m okay.” He reversed roles, now soothing her.
A gentle sob burst from Daylen’s lips. “Are you sure you’re okay?”
“Yes, Pretty Day. I’m alright. A little sore, but that’s it.” Chase clasped her face in his hands.
“I just need to forget. To believe for just a minute that my life isn’t this shitty. Help me forget.”
You’ve just read an excerpt from Chasing Day.
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ENTWINED
by Harper Miller

SUMMARY
After twenty years of devotion to Uncle Sam, I called it quits. I was wired and looking to get
into some trouble. Trouble found me all right, in the form of a hot-bodied fox.
Little did I know how much she’d rock my world.
The names are all fake, details have been fudged, but you’ll get the gist of what went down.
You’re getting one hell of a tale.
This is my story.
*Disclaimer* This is a novelette. Not a short story, novella, or novel. This story features an
F/F/M ménage à trois scenario. If ménage stories are not your cup of tea, and you are easily offended by threesomes and lesbian sex, you should bypass this story. Content is intended for a mature audience, 18+.
Entwined is the third installment in The Kinky Connect Chronicles. The Kinky Connect
Chronicles are short erotic stories/novelettes all wrapped up in neat little bows. These stories are
standalones. No cliffhangers in the lot!
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Her screen name reminded me of that Beastie Boys tune “She’s Crafty.” I liked her direct
approach. Cosplay? That was unusual, but hey, I had attended Comic-Con International back in
2013 after my trip to Hawaii—right before I left for Germany—and boy, was it an experience.
Tons of hot women in spandex, body paint, and barely-there costumes; Comic-book characters
and superheroes are a lot sexier than you’d think.
Since she said she was looking for the boy-next-door type, I’m guessing she meant cleancut. If so, I was right up her alley. My years in the military led me down a narrow and regimented
path. I didn’t drink, much; I certainly didn’t do drugs. I guess compared to her, I might’ve looked
boring. Aside from two tattoos—a tiger that took up most of my right shoulder and upper arm,
and the Hawaiian word Kākou on my left bicep that I got about a year after I joined the military—
there wasn’t anything edgy about me. But I wouldn’t know if I was her type until I took the first
step and messaged her.
I’ll admit I hesitated. We seemed like opposites. Based on looks alone, we were so different.
Her, a black woman with an unorthodox style, and me a Polynesian-and-white guy with an
athletic build. I certainly wasn’t as fashion-forward and daring with my attire as she seemed
to be. All I needed was a cool opening line to get her attention. Show her that the clean-cut
“unassuming” boy next door can lay pipe just the way she liked it if given a chance.
I knew what I was bringing to the table. She’d never forget me.
I clicked on the box next to her username and composed my message before hitting send.
Nothing heavy, just an icebreaker—an icebreaker that was certain to make an impression.
Sgt4U: Knock.
About a two minutes passed before she replied.
CraftyBabexXx: Hmm, I’ll play along. Who’s there?
Sgt4U: Orange.
CraftyBabexXx: Orange who?
Sgt4U: Orange you glad someone had the balls to be original on this thing?
There was a long pause. My lame joke was funny in my head. Maybe it didn’t translate well in
a text format. Hey, I should have at least gotten points for being unique.
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You’ve just read an excerpt from Entwined.
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SO SWEET
by Rebekah Weatherspoon

SUMMARY
Desperate times call for desperate measures...
And desperate is the only way to describe Kayla Davis’s current situation. Out of work
and almost out of money to cover her bills, Kayla finally caves to her roommate’s nagging
and follows her to Arrangements, an online dating site that matches pretty young women
with older men of a certain tax bracket.
Convinced this “make-rent-quick” scheme will surely fail—or saddle her with an
80 year old boyfriend—Kayla is shocked when Michael Bradbury, Internet billionaire and
stone-cold salt and pepper fox, offers her a solution to all her financial troubles.
It’s hard enough for Kayla to accept his generosity, but what’s a girl to do when the
wealthiest man she’s ever met is a dream in and outside of the bedroom?
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CHAPTER ONE
I was so numb, sitting behind the wheel of my car. The AC was cranked, blowing an excessive amount
of cold air across my face, but I couldn’t bring myself to turn it down. Over thirty applications, and ten
interviews, and I was no closer to finding a new job. My savings were running low and I was one rent check
away from kissing the rest of my severance pay goodbye. Unemployment was helping, but if I didn’t find
something soon…
I knew what would happen. I’d worked so damn hard. Gotten my degree, landed a job as a corporate
HR clerk with one of the larger cellphone carriers. The job was as boring as hell and a complete waste of
my education, but the pay was good enough to support my lifestyle and I’d learned a lot about the corporate
world. I was paying off my student loans, living in a spacious apartment that I loved and, three weeks before
they canned me, I’d picked up my first new car.
Over the past few months I’d fantasized about going to the dealership and just giving it back, like that
sort of thing happened without adding major blotches on your credit. I’d have these moments, like this moment in traffic where I wondered what would happen if things got that far, if I was forced into true survival
mode. I would hear my mom’s voice in my head. “You gotta do what you gotta do, baby girl.”
A loud blaring horn snapped me out of my trance. The light was green.
Maybe things wouldn’t be so bad if my roommate wasn’t out of a job too. Adler had worked as a personal assistant to Greg Wilson, a producer at Hourmark Studios. After four monumental flops at the box office he’d been forced out and, during his impassioned exit, taken Adler with him. It didn’t take long for his
emotional spiral to land him in rehab, leaving his wife and kid with no source of income and Adler without
a job. She was helping pay for food and other bills, but her savings were running dangerously low too.
Both of us had emotionally supportive parents, but we’d both come from small towns where everything was cheaper than life in L.A. When I had a job, I made more money than my mom and my half of the
rent was more than my parents’ mortgage. They could offer long distance hugs, but not a dime to get Adler
and me through this. At least not enough dimes to help us keep up with our current living situation. We
were so fucked.
Adler was waiting for me when I walked in the door. I’m sure the answers to all of her questions were
written all over my face. “Oh fuck. What happened?”
I threw my purse down on the couch and looked up at the ceiling. I was not going to cry. “They
didn’t even interview me.”
“What? Why?”
“I was waiting in the lobby and the interviewer comes out with this guy and they’re laughing and
having a grand old time. The guy leaves and the receptionist introduces me to Christian, the guy I’m interviewing with, and he just goes, ‘Oh, I’m sorry Miss David—”
“He called you Miss David?”
“Yeah! The girl said Davis and he still got it wrong. So I guess he hired the guy before me on the spot.
He kinda apologized and I just turned around and came home.”
“Okay. Well that decides it, right?”
“Decides what?”

7 5

7 6

|

W H E N

B L A C K

W O M E N

F A L L

“Kayla, I’m signing up with Arrangements again.”
“Ads, no.” I flapped my arms out of sheer frustration.
“I’ve done it once and I can do it again.”
In college Adler had signed up with Arrangements, a dating site that matched college girls with
wealthy men who wanted to support them, basically in exchange for sex. After a few duds Adler had been
matched up with an oil tycoon who’d paid off her school loans and then promptly died on top of her four
months after graduation. She’d found humor in the situation. The guy was old, after all, but her laughter
died when it dawned on her that Jed hadn’t left her any cash.
“I’m a little rusty, but I think I still got what it takes.”
“You say it like you’re a breath away from menopause. You’re twenty-three.”
“I don’t know, deary.” She licked her lips like she didn’t have any teeth. “This pussy isn’t as tight as it
used to be.”
It felt good to laugh, but I still didn’t like the idea. “I don’t know.”
“I’ll just throw my hat back into the ring. It’s not as bad as it sounds. I get to pick the guy I date. And if
I can’t find anyone, I’ll try something else. Or wait a bit and try again.”
“We can strip,” I joked. I wasn’t very coordinated in ultra-high heels.
“That’s not a bad idea. You’d be good at it. I’ve seen that ass jiggle. You got plenty to shake. Yeah,
girl.” I rolled my eyes after she rolled her hips and shimmied her shoulders.
“I know, it’s a gift. I still think Arrangements is a bad idea.”
“Why? We need money. Some old man will give us money. We will use that money for goods and
services. And rent.”
“Can’t I just be worried?”
“You just think every man is a murderer.”
“Every man is a murderer. You’re gonna get murderered.” I pretended to sob as I flopped down on the
couch beside her.
“You should do it with me.”
“What? No.”
“Why not?”
“Um let’s see.” I gestured to her slim figure. “Cute, petite white girl.” Then I gestured to myself and
my not-so-perfectly tailored skirt suit. “Chunky-plus black girl. The type of rich guys I would attract are
still bitter about slavery ending.”
Adler snorted. “You are freaking beautiful. And you are not chunky.”
Adler wasn’t completely wrong. I was cute as hell. I’d always had super clear skin and I’d inherited
my dad’s to-die-for dimples. Thanks to some referrals at work I’d found a great woman to do my sew-ins.
The eighteen inches of Brazilian Remy I was currently sporting were styled to perfection. I knew how to
dress myself, but I was definitely on the plus-size side of things. I attracted a certain kind of man, the older
creepier uncle types that hung around gas stations during the day and definitely didn’t have enough money
to cover our rent.
“I doubt there are any daddies made of sugar who’d want to sugar me,” I said.
“Oh yeah they would. Sugar right all over those double D’s.”
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“You are the worst.”
“Just think about it. I’m signing up today. At the very least I get no bites. Best case, I find a great guy
who wants to shower me with rent money and diamonds.”
“Will you share your diamonds with me?” I asked with a pout.
Adler just barely touched my cheek. “You know I will.”
“Great. Diamonds or no, I don’t think you should do it.” I kicked off my kitten heels and headed for
the kitchen. “Is there any pizza left?” I asked as I went.
“No...” That stopped me in my tracks. Adler looked extra guilty when I turned around. “I ate it. But I
think there’s still some minute noodles.”
“Just what I need for the old blood pressure.” Still, I went to the kitchen and put some water on. Food,
shower, and then back to the job boards.

You’ve just read an excerpt from So Sweet.
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