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Praise for Scarlet Yearnings

WINNER of the 2025 International Impact Book Award

Finalist for the 2025 American Legacy Book Awards

For Adult Readers Interested in Emotional Stories – “Through these captivating narratives, Scarlet Ibis James takes a deep dive into the intricate relationship dynamics between people, illustrating both the highs and lows of relationships in all their myriad forms.” –Readers Favorite

This Book Is a Great Read – “Each story explores a different facet of what it means to love and be loved, conveying the layered intricacies of individual relationships.” – Jamie Tukpah, Bookium

Love and Complexity – “The author doesn't shy away from the messy, complicated side of love. It's refreshing.” – The Bourbon-Sipping Bibliophile, Goodreads Reviewer

Stories That Stay With You – “Courage is a quality I admire—and worry I don't have enough of. These stories made me reflect deeply on my own decisions.” – Amanda Jones, Author

Dare to Love Again – “Scarlet Yearnings accomplishes something surprisingly rare in contemporary short fiction – it makes us feel the full impact of love’s complexities without relying on melodrama or easy sentiment.” – Maria Ashford, BookShelfie

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To C. Elyse, a fellow traveler on this writer’s path.
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Foreword

Love has always been the language I wanted to learn, but it is the one I speak the least fluently.

I trace this back to a time when I was just a child—a child who was never claimed by a father, whose mother gave her away. There has always been a space within me, vast and yearning, that longs to be desired, to be claimed, to be drenched in love from head to toe.

I sought every book by the romantic fiction publishing houses of Harlequin and Mills & Boon. Later, I found myself addicted to Hallmark movies and K-dramas. I loved love.

Consuming those love stories has always been my way of filling that void and soothing the aching desire for what was never mine.

With this collection, I’ve poured that longing into twelve stories. Each one is a testament to the kind of love I have sought and continue to pursue. But within each tale, you will also find an unsatisfied yearning—a reflection, perhaps, of the longing that still resides in me. These stories are not just narratives; they are pieces of my soul, fragments of my deepest desires.

As you turn these pages, I hope you find something within these stories that resonates with your own heart. Perhaps in reading them, you’ll claim a piece of the love I have always sought, and in doing so, you’ll help me find the acceptance I’ve longed for. This collection is as much a gift to you as it is a journey of reclaiming my desires.

May these stories touch you, stir you, and perhaps even leave you with a lingering sense of longing - just as they have for me.

Scarlet Yearnings returns in this new edition, featuring a beautifully artistic cover and an expanded story that dives deeper into marital desire. Scarlet Ibis James explores love’s many shades—from sweet hope to bittersweet longing—offering thought-provoking snapshots of the heart’s complex terrain.
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The First Time She Met Her Father

“What’s your favorite color?” he asked in a booming voice, making Trisha’s body tremble.

She giggled and looked up sideways at him through her dark curls before saying, “Red.”

This was the first time she met the person Granny said was her ‘daddy.’

She wondered what he would want to know about her next.

She hoped he would ask, “If you could have any superpower, what would it be?”

Ready for this question, she would have said, “To make you want me.”

But he asked, “Did you go to school today?”

And, “Do you listen to your grandmother?”

Then, “Do you play nicely with your friends?”

She answered “Yes,” to all his closed-ended questions.

He turned away then, but Trisha smiled and giggled shyly as he joked with and hugged his mother before inhaling all the food she had cooked for him.

He devoured the fried Cascadura fish, tearing through the crispy skin to the tender meat, then moved on to the macaroni pie, scooping it up with callaloo. Each bite was swift and focused, as if he were racing to clear his plate.

Trisha watched, hoping he’d notice the bright napkins and the single red Hibiscus flower she’d set on the table, but his eyes were glued to his mother, creasing at the edges with every laugh they shared.

Trisha watched and waited for him to feel the pull of her desire for him.

“Ma, you really outdid yourself,” he said, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

His mother beamed. “I had to, didn’t I? Only the best for you.”

He chuckled, stood up, and hugged her tightly. “You spoil me.”

Trisha’s heart sank as he turned to leave, his eyes never once glancing at the little details she had fussed over, left unnoticed in the wake of his easy affection for his mother.

Then, she observed as he buckled up a little girl whom she had only just come to know as her baby sister. She stared as he opened and closed the door for his wife and followed his movements as he slid into the red car.

He looked out the window and asked, “Will you be a good girl for your grandmother?”

Her smile never faltered when she answered, “Yes.”

That day, when she met her father, Trisha learned to smile even as her heart broke—it was also the day she came to hate the color red.
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Love Me, Daddy

I saw him from my perch on the tall stool in the Harlem coffee shop. Gazing through the immense, age-stained window, I overlooked the wide sidewalk of the busy intersection.

The tall, lanky man with dirty blond hair, wearing a jet-black long wool coat glided into view. My eyes snagged on him, pupils involuntarily widening to take in his imposing figure.

Are you the healing balm I need? I wondered.

The ache of my recent breakup was still fresh. Yet, with a primal urgency, my body and mind were already restless, searching for a new connection. It felt like a base instinct—a desperate need to fill the void left behind.

My best friend would say I had Daddy issues. Yeah, I’d say so too.

Daddy wasn’t just my father. He was my biggest cheerleader. Whenever I doubted myself, whether it was nailing that piano audition or starting my own business, he’d ruffle my locs and say, “You’ve got this, princess. You always do.”

Even now, five years after he passed away, when I face a tough decision, I can practically hear his ghost voice in my head. That gruff but gentle encouragement pushed me forward. I miss him.

In my mind’s eye, I could see my father. He loved wearing black wool coats. He had about five of them, hanging in a neat row in his closet like silent sentinels. I never knew where he got them all or why he needed so many, but they seemed to hold a piece of him, a secret story woven into the thick black fabric. The scratch of the wool against my cheek as he hugged me goodbye is a feeling I can still recall.

He would smile that bright white smile framed by thick, black, cigarette-stained lips. Ingrown hair leathered his rough cheeks. He was dark-skinned from head to toe—his salt-and-pepper curls crowned by that unruly mane of hair.

Every inch of his frame spoke of a life spent working hard, selling door to door for that insurance company. It was a sacrifice made with love for a family he cherished more than any raise or promotion.

But this man passing by me now was nothing like my Daddy. He was what my father would avoid: professional, obviously affluent, overly WASPy, and unapologetically White.

Why are you looking at that White boy? My father’s voice in my head made me blink and look away.

Still, I wondered why that man caught my attention. I had always preferred men who were Black.

Unbidden, the slideshow of my exes ticked through my mind.

Click. Kwame, my first love in college, balanced a worn leather satchel overflowing with textbooks. His brow furrowed in concentration, a faint melody humming beneath his breath, proof of his dual passions: astrophysics and jazz saxophone.

Click. Ezrah sat on the porch in the southern town where I interned, his weathered hands carving intricate designs into a piece of driftwood. Laugh lines crinkled
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