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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places,
and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or
are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales
or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

 


Sinsatiable - An insatiable craving for the worldly
things in life which feel good, look good, tastes good and brings
momentary pleasure, yet in the end yields no lasting satisfaction.
Sinsatiable is a word founded and defined by Author Shelia E.
Bell

 


Our lives are but for a fleeting moment. Many
of us live on the verge of desperation, hoping and clinging to
things, people and stuff. We often become lost and caught up in
what we can gain from the world. The pleasures of sin often catch
hold to many of us because of its ability to entice us. Don’t be
mistaken my readers, Sin IS captivating. It feels good. It looks
good. It dresses well. Sin is articulate and can take on any form
it so chooses – for a while. And it’s only for a while because even
though its mask is temporary. It lingers just long enough to pull
you into its grasp. However, it eventually has to rear its ugly,
vile, deceitful head and reveal what it really is. Don’t think that
for one moment you can fight against it under your own strength,
because if you think that, you have already been deceived by it.
The only sure way to fight it, to get through it, to overcome it,
is to go to the one who has the power to destroy it – that one true
sovereign one is God. Without Him, we are nothing. With Him, we are
more than conquerors. With Him all things are eternal.
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CHAPTER 1

 


“How much did you say? Girl, now that’s some
graduation gift! I wonder how much dough you’ll get if you get your
Master’s degree – a million?”

“Tameria, you’re as crazy as they come. My
grandparents put this money in a trust for me when I was sixteen
years old and the only stipulation to receiving the money was that
I had to earn my college degree,” Aisha explained.

“I sure wish I had a set of grandparents who
left me a little change.”

“I just wish they were still alive to see me
fulfill my dreams, Tameria.”

Aisha Carlisle became teary eyed at the
thought of her grandparents’ generosity. Growing up as an only
child in her household, she was far from spoiled but she was also
blessed beyond measure. With the money from her trust fund she
planned on fulfilling her dreams of opening a dance studio. Growing
up in the Memphis she had a limited opportunity to perfect her gift
of dancing like she really wanted. Most of the dance studios in the
south catered to country line-dancing, ballet or tap. But she was
into more than that. She wanted to incorporate her natural soulful
rhythm into her dancing by choreographing her very own dance style.
Her dream was to teach young girls how to be both refined and hip
in their dancing all at the same time.

She was barely fourteen when she first saw a
youth group from a visiting church perform a liturgical dance to
the soulful tune Open Your Heart by Yolanda Adams. Their
grace and perfect rhythm left her breathless. It wasn’t long after
that she formed a dance group at her own church, Temple Cathedral.
Now here she was, seven years later with an undergraduate degree in
dance and ready to step out into her future. With God on her side,
she knew she could do nothing but soar like an eagle because He had
shown favor and blessings upon her life. She still shivered at the
thought of how much God loved her. She was a little bushy head
preteen when she came to accept him as her personal Lord and
Savior. When she first told her mom and dad that she wanted to be
saved, they said that she should wait until she was a little older.
But Aisha was twelve years old. She refused to wait until her
parents thought the time was more appropriate. She had a strong
desire to belong to God and no one or anything was going to stop
her. So that beautiful Sunday morning in June 1994, she boldly
walked to the front of the huge sanctuary of and accepted Jesus as
her Lord and Savior. Not once had she ever looked back with
regrets, even when she faced tragedy in her small, close-knit
family.

Her first meeting with tragedy occurred two
days after her sixteenth birthday when her mother’s parents who
Aisha lovingly called Oma and Opa, had died in a house fire. Aisha
recalled the events leading up to their untimely death. Her family
and friends had celebrated by surprising her with a lavish sweet
sixteen birthday bash. While she was busy opening her gifts, Oma
and Opa told her to save their gift and open it last. She did as
she was told and after all the other gifts had been oohed
and aahhed over, she nervously unwrapped the pink ribbon
from around the pink oblong box, expecting to find a trinket or
necklace inside. Her guess was right. There was a white gold locket
tucked neatly inside the soft salmon colored tissue paper. The
locket had her initials set in tiny diamonds on the back and the
words Jeremiah 29:11 engraved on the front. Inside were pictures of
her grandparents holding an infant Aisha on the day of her
christening.

“Aisha, always remember that God’s plan for
you is to prosper. He wants you to have a bright future and an
eternal hope.” Oma beamed with love as she spoke to her
granddaughter.

“Aisha, always put God first in your life and
whenever life begins to get you down, and the trials and
tribulations begin to come, and they will,” Opa added, “Cling to
that scripture in Jeremiah. It’ll remind you of God’s will for your
life. You hear me?” Her grandfather spoke with such conviction and
wisdom. She loved both of them so much.

”Come on, open the other part of your gift,”
her grandmother urged before Aisha could respond. Aisha pulled out
the small envelope tucked neatly inside the box. When she opened
it, her eyes grew as big as diamonds. “I can’t believe this is for
me.”

“What is it, Aisha? Tell us what it is,”
several of her friends and family squealed.

“It’s a bank account that’s been set aside
for me, but it doesn’t tell me how much is in it.” How much Oma?
How much is it for, Opa?”

“We aren’t disclosing that to you just yet
young lady,” her grandfather smiled slyly. “You won’t know that
until you graduate from college.”

“Graduate from college?” But Maaaaa,” she
whined. “Look how long that’ll be.”

“Now Aisha, Oma and Opa know exactly what
they’re doing,” her mother said with a look of irritation and
impatience. Aisha’s mother always thought her daughter was much too
whiny and spoiled. Of course, her husband and his parents were to
blame and Sandra Carlisle always resented it. They seemed to forget
that Benjamin Carlisle had another daughter up North in Michigan.
Sandra loved her only child, but another part of her felt as if she
was in constant competition with Aisha for Benjamin’s affection and
his attention. It was Sandra’s belief that Aisha managed to be the
winner of both every single time. The resentment settled in her
heart and whether she chose to admit it or not, Sandra had a
difficult time hiding her feelings toward Aisha.

“Aisha, your mother’s right,” her dad added.
“Your grandparents know just like I do, that if they give you a
substantial amount of money now, you’re just going to either blow
it all on clothes or junk. Your current allowance is large enough
to provide spending money for your binge buying, so this is a great
present for you. You can just let it sit in a Money Market account
and draw interest and by the time you graduate from college, you
would have accumulated a nice bit of interest on your principal.
And besides, by the time you graduate from college you should be
more mature and level-headed and be in a better position to make
decisions about your money. Honey, you will have had more time to
think about what you r-e-a-l-l-y want to do with it. “Oh, okay.” As
she leaned over to hug her grandparents. Thank you Oma. Thank you
Opa for this graduation present. I love you both so much.” She
planted an affectionate kiss on each of their cheeks.

When Oma and Opa returned to their summer
home in Miami tragedy struck while they were asleep. A fire erupted
in the modest two-story beach front home. The fire had spread so
rapidly that the firemen said that her grandparents didn’t stand a
chance of escaping. They both died from intense smoke inhalation.
.

During this difficult time in her life, Aisha
remained focused on God. She spoke at her grandparents’ funeral,
sharing with everyone her deep love and devotion for them. She
spoke like the wonderful young woman she was as she told of her
grandparents’ love and devotion for God and family. She also
performed a touching and emotional dance while fighting back her
tears of grief.

 



CHAPTER 2

 


Aisha was a college graduate with a little
money, an unshakeable faith and trust in God, and a huge world to
conquer. She was on her way to the life she had always dreamed
about. A life filled with dancing.

Aisha set out to find the perfect place to
open her dance studio. It couldn’t be just any old place. It had to
be centrally located and close to the public transportation line
because, the young girls she had identified to be her future
students would be mostly from the inner city neighborhoods and
transportation for those girls would be practically non-existent if
she didn’t choose the right area.

“Miss Carlisle, I believe you’ll love this
piece of property. It’s ideal for what you’re trying to
accomplish.” The realtor used his most convincing voice to sell
Aisha on the 3,600 square foot space. Aisha’s excitement grew by
the minute. She felt a mixture of exhaustion and exhilaration at
the thought of her dream coming into fruition. A-Carlisle Studio
of Dance and Choreography. What a nice ring.

“Right this way, Miss Carlisle. I believe
you’ll agree with me when I say this property simply exudes an
upscale style and quality. As you can see the decor of mahogany,
marble and bronze sets it apart from the ordinary business space.
“

“I like it so far. This just might have
potential.”

“Ma’am, it’s ideally located at the focal
point of the city.” She followed the realtor into the mammoth open
space. This was it. She felt it. She had seen over two dozen
properties in the past three weeks. This building was the first
place that had sparked her interest. The realtor continued to make
his sales pitch.

“There’s a full service business center
adjacent to this property.”

“Is the business center accessible at any
time?” she asked.

“Yes, you’ll have access to the property
twenty four hours a day, seven days a week. There are full utility
and janitorial services, free parking, a reception and conference
area.”

“When was it built?”

“This property is only ten years old, Miss
Carlisle, which is an added plus.”

She immediately fell in love with it.

“Let’s walk over to the window,” the realtor
continued. “This view provides a relaxing atmosphere and helps to
remove claustrophobic tendencies. The atrium and courtyard gardens
are beautifully landscaped, as you can see. You’ll have full access
to the courtyards as well. So, what do you think so far?”

“I’d like to know what they’re asking. I
mean, I like what I have seen so far and it does seem like it could
be the ideal place.”

“For twenty-six hundred dollars a month you
can lease this prestigious business address with an option to buy
and without the inconvenience of downtown traffic and parking.”
When he finally took a moment to rest from his spiel, Aisha was
already sold.

“I love it. I absolutely love it!” She
couldn’t hold back her emotions much longer. She knew within her
spirit that this was the place for her studio. In her twenty-four
years she had learned how to discern the will of God and what was
coming from Satan and his schemes. It wasn’t that she was
self-righteous, but she was brought up in the church and in some
form of bible study since she was a toddler, so scriptures and the
teachings of God were almost second nature to her. She couldn’t
imagine making any major decision without prayer and sometimes
fasting. Now she was at another milestone - owning her on studio.
She couldn’t begin to thank God enough for all of his
blessings.

“I really believe this is the place I’m
supposed to have,” she explained to the realtor. “It’s everything
I’ve been looking for and then some. This is what I’d like to
do.”

“What is that, Miss Carlisle?”

“By the way, call me Aisha. I’m going to
sleep on it and then give you a call tomorrow. If the Holy Spirit
is still pushing me toward this direction, then I’ll sign the
papers and give you one year’s rent plus the deposit. How does that
sound?”

“No problem at all, Miss Carlisle…Aisha.”

“Well, tomorrow it is.” Aisha extended her
nicely manicured hand out to meet his.

“I’ll look forward to hearing from you
tomorrow. In the meantime, if you have any questions or concerns,
please just give me a call.”

 


♦

 


“Mom, Dad. I found the perfect place for my
dance studio! You have to see it.” Aisha couldn’t contain her
excitement. She paced the room with joy as she told them everything
the realtor had told her about the property. .

“Mom, why don’t you go with me tomorrow to
take a look at it?”

“Aisha, I’d love to, but tomorrow’s not a
good time. Your half-sister is supposed to be here tomorrow. Maybe
you should ask her to go with you.” Selena was born to Benjamin
Carlisle and his high school sweetheart, Yvette. The two of them
rushed to get married when Yvette discovered that she was pregnant.
When Selena was three and a half years old, Benjamin met Aisha’s
mother, Sandra, at Minority Marketplace Expo. She was perusing the
aisles with a couple of co-workers when she stopped at Benjamin’s
company’s booth. She eyed the array of African American history
books and literature he had set up before she lingered on the tall,
handsome, dark haired man with hypnotizing eyes standing behind the
booth. Though it was completely out of character for Sandra, she
openly flirted with him. Needless to say, he reveled in the much
needed attention she showered on him. He certainly wasn’t getting
any attention at home. She purchased The Souls of Black Folk
and along with the money for the book, she gave him her business
card. Ignoring the gold wedding ring on his long finger, Sandra
consciously set out to make him hers. And within two years, she’d
gotten what she wanted. Mesmerized by Sandra’s beguiling charm,
Benjamin filed for divorce from Yvette. Rejected, hurt and
destroyed Yvette took Selena and moved to Detroit to be close to
her family and far away from Benjamin.

Aisha was disappointed when her mother told
her she couldn’t go with her to see the building. Though she’d
gotten pretty used to her mother’s excuses not to be around her,
she never stopped trying. “How long is Selena going to be here
anyway?” Aisha asked her mother.

“Your sister is coming to visit her cousins
on her mother’s side and I think your father said she’s going to be
here for at least three or four days. Maybe the two of you can
catch up on what’s going on in each of your lives since you never
really talk to each other very much.”

“Mom, you know Selena and I have never been
close. She was raised in Michigan and we’ve been in Memphis all of
our lives. Now Selena and I are both adults and you know she’s so
much older than I am.

“Honey, she’s still your father’s child,
which means she’s your sister and the two of you ought to be closer
than you are.”

“It’s not my fault that we live hundreds of
miles apart, Mom.” Aisha felt herself becoming defensive. Her
mother always managed to somehow twist things around when she
wanted to avoid talking about something. This time she managed to
cleverly switch the conversation from talking about Aisha’s dance
studio to the distant relationship she had with Selena. “Mom,
please I was really hoping you could come and see the
building.”

“I have a full work load this week, Aisha.”
Sandra became silent and looked like she was in deep thought. “I
tell you what, maybe I can squeeze in a half an hour or so sometime
around the lunch hour. But I’m telling you, I can’t spend a lot of
time from the office tomorrow, I have a huge case file of clients
to finish certifying and then I have to have all of them entered
into the computer system by the end of the week.”

“Okay, lunch time would be great. I had
already planned to check out some dance equipment and office
furniture first thing in the morning anyway, so I can meet you
after that. Oh, mom, I can’t believe this is happening. I’m going
to have my own dance studio with my very own students. Oh, there is
something else that I have to do.”

“Slow down child. What do you have to do?”
Her daddy asked.

I have to start contacting the people who
answered my newspaper ad about dance lessons. I received a lot of
positive phone calls about it. I’m going to start calling some of
them back and see what kind of interest they really have in dance.
Once I secure my building, I’m going to host an open house for
potential students, family, friends and everybody!”

“Sounds like you have everything worked out,
sweetie,” her daddy said smiling at his baby girl. “I’m
proud of you.” He walked over to her and kissed her on the
forehead. “I think I’m going to leave you and your mother to
yourselves. I have some paperwork to review before I head back to
the office.

Benjamin adored Aisha and there was nothing
he wouldn’t do for his youngest daughter. Unlike Selena, he had
seen Aisha grow up from a little girl to a beautiful young woman.
He was aware that Sandra had her moments of jealousy, but Aisha was
his little girl, the pride and joy of his life and he didn’t want
her to grow up doubting his love for her, like Selena often did;
even though it wasn’t Selena’s fault. He often blamed himself. As
her father, he should have made more of an effort to see her and
communicate with her, even though her crazy momma did everything
she could do to make it impossible for him to have a relationship
with his oldest daughter. She didn’t have a problem cashing his
child support checks every month, but whenever he tried to see
Selena, it had to be on her terms and her terms alone. Those terms
turned out to be a week every now and then in the summer. He and
Selena had a decent relationship now that she was an adult because
she finally understood that her father wasn’t entirely to blame for
their fragile relationship. But Selena still harbored her share of
envy at the exceptionally close relationship he had with Aisha.

 



CHAPTER 3

 


Aisha and Tameria had been best friends since
kindergarten and nothing had changed over the years. In
kindergarten when they lay down side by side to take an afternoon
nap, they often whispered and giggled until they both fell asleep.
They have simply been inseparable ever since. They practically
spent their entire childhood at each other’s homes – eating meals,
having sleepovers and even helping to clean each other’s bedrooms.
The two of them accepted Christ at the same time and were even
baptized together at the same church. Since then, Aisha has taken
her Christian upbringing seriously by being a hard-working faithful
member of Temple Cathedral Church. Her love of dance inspired her
to start a youth dance ministry at the church. Her new studio had
seen its share of success and some of the girls from the church
dance ministry were now her formal students. At times it was hard
for her to fathom that she actually owned her own studio. Sometimes
she’d walk through the studio’s beveled double glass doors and
actually pinch herself to make sure she wasn’t dreaming.

“Aisha, I can’t believe how much the studio
has grown in just two years’ time. Girl, it’s like you’ve been
doing this all of your life. How many children do you have enrolled
in your classes now?” Tameria’s voice rang with enthusiasm and
vigor. She often found herself amazed at the favor of God radiating
in her best friend’s life.

“I have three classes - Beginners,
Intermediate and Advanced with a total of exactly seventy-seven
students plus an ever expanding waiting list. I’m growing so fast
that I’m going to have to hire another instructor. I can’t do it
all by myself any longer. Of course that’s a good thing so don’t
think for one minute that I’m complaining.”

“I don’t see how you do it.”

“Why can’t you enjoy dance as much as I do,
Tameria? We’d make a good team.

“I’m sorry to say, but you know dance just
isn’t my thing. My passion is in the health-related field. That’s
my calling. Hey, just think, once I enter into my Residency, I can
offer medical assistance to some of your students. God knows you
work them hard enough – with all of that bending, twisting,
stretching, shaking and jumping, they’re going to need a good
physician from time to time.” The two of them laughed and gave each
other a high five.

“You’re right about that, girl. But you know
for yourself that perfection only comes from commitment, dedication
and practice, practice and more practice. These girls know that I
will not accept mediocrity. They will need to either give it their
all or shut it down. It’s all or nothing. Even my younger students
have memorized my favorite phrase. I will dance, I will dance, I
will dance unto the Lord.”

“Yeah I know, but right now can you dance on
out of here this evening. It’s after six o’clock and we’re supposed
to be going to that play tonight, remember? And it starts at
exactly eight o’clock. Tameria reminded her.

“Come on, help me straighten up around here
and then we can get leave. You know, I have no idea what I’m going
to wear.

“Aisha, we’ve had plans for almost a month to
attend this premiere, and you mean to tell me that you haven’t
decided what you’re going to wear? I should have known to check up
on you more closely.

“Don’t worry. I’ll find something in that
closet of mine.”

It had been a couple of years since the two
of them had been to the legendary Orpheum Theatre on Main Street.
They had forgotten about the grandeur and elegance it seemed to
exude from just walking inside the massive doors. Aisha’s teal
sleeveless evening dress was perfect for the event. The form
fitting dress accentuated her curvaceous body. Her stomach was flat
as a pancake and her lean, shapely legs were undoubtedly the legs
of a dancer as they made the teal Stuart Weitzman pumps she wore
stand out with each sure and certain step she took – she had
splurged on the shoes even though she knew they were way out of her
price range. She walked like a graceful dancer. She didn’t notice
the eyes of several gentlemen following her every move. Her auburn
colored natural twists hung to her shoulders. She was glad she had
finally let go of the permed look. She couldn’t imagine relaxing
her hair ever again.

“Ladies, please allow me to show you to your
seats,” the well-groomed usher said extending his white gloved
hand.

“Thank you,” was Aisha’s response. She and
Tameria took their lower level seats and began to enjoy the play.
At the end of the production, when the little girl in the play was
taken from her parents, Aisha found herself crying. Even though it
was just a play, she couldn’t help but feel the emotions of losing
someone. She thought about the tragic death of her
grandparents.

“Isn’t this touching?” Tameria whispered
reaching inside her small beaded purse to pull out a Kleenex. “This
play is soooo good. Look at the two of us crying like
babies.” They both let out a soft snicker being careful not to
disturb anyone with their chatter.

“Girl, you know we have to do better. I
didn’t go through all of that trouble putting on make-up just to
have it smeared all over my face. We look like raccoons. ” Tameria
said as they prepared to exit the theatre.

“I know that’s right. But I just couldn’t
help it. It was so moving and so surreal. Now what are we going to
do to lift out spirits after this tear jerker?” Aisha asked.

“How about having a drink with me?” The
gentleman standing next to them spoke. Aisha turned swiftly in his
direction.

“Excuse me?” She said trying not to show her
annoyance at the gentleman for listening in on their
conversation.

“I didn’t mean to eavesdrop,” he said. “But I
couldn’t help but over hear you. I saw the two of you during the
intermission but I couldn’t get through the crowd to say anything.
Let me introduce myself. I’m Chandler, Chandler Larson. And may I
ask your names?” He said, extending his hand and focusing his baby
browns on Aisha.

“No, I don’t think so,” Aisha responded. “I’m
not in the habit of just giving my name out to strange men.” Her
voice resonated her anger and cautiousness. She had no idea where
this man had come from. What does he mean, he couldn’t get to us
during intermission? How long has this fool been watching us?
She felt quite uncomfortable. Grabbing hold of Tameria’s elbow, she
said, “Excuse us. Come on Tameria. Let’s get out of here.”

Tameria followed her best friend with a tad
bit of reservation. This Chandler Larson was quite a looker. His
black tuxedoed suit clung to his tall frame flawlessly. His coal
black dreads rested neatly against his scalp and tapered off at the
nape of his neck. His eyebrows were thick and when he spoke they
seemed to carry on a conversation of their own. Every word he spoke
revealed glistening white teeth which had to have been bleached His
muscular physique could easily make a girl feel secure and
protected.

“Tameria, come on,” Aisha moved her hand to
Tameria’s wrist pulling her toward the door. “Let’s get out of here
before another crazed maniac walks up. I can’t believe the nerve of
that guy.”

“Aisha, get over it. He was only flirting
with you. Stop getting so uptight. Just because a man approaches
you like that doesn’t mean he’s some serial killer or rapist. That
was just his pick-up line to get a conversation going with us.”

“Well, he obviously needs to get a new one
because that one surely won’t work with me. You might fall for some
okie dokie line like that but as for me, I think he must be nuts.
You just don’t walk up to somebody you don’t know and eavesdrop on
their conversation.”

“Aisha, ease up. Come on, before you go
berserk.”

“Now you’re talking,” was Aisha’s
response.

Tameria steered her champagne colored Mazda
onto MLK Boulevard. “Aisha you need to ease up some. Don’t be on
the defensive so much. You can’t possibly expect to find Mr. Right
if you keep brushing off every man that tries to get next to
you?”

“For one thing, you know me, right?”

“Uh huh.”

“Then you ought to know that I am not out
searching for Mr. Right. I’m leaving that all up to God. He’s going
to handle that. “

“How do you know that God didn’t send what’s
his name? Chandler. And look what you did. You all but told the
poor guy to get out of your face. You’re a trip.” Tameria smiled
pulling up into the crowded parking lot of Logan’s Steakhouse.

“Enough of that, Tameria. I see we’re eating
steak tonight. I’m glad. I‘ve only eaten a blueberry muffin today
and I’m absolutely famished. They went into the restaurant and
within seconds were escorted to a booth.

It didn’t take long for the two of them to
decide on what they were having. Tameria enjoyed the thickly sliced
T-bone, prepared medium well with a Caesar salad and steamed
vegetables. Aisha ordered a tender sirloin tip, well done with a
green salad and a loaded baked potato. They laughed and talked,
enjoying each other’s company like they always did.

“Tell me, how’s it going with your new beau?”
Aisha asked.

“Chase is quite a guy,” Tameria answered. “I
really like him. He’s attentive, he loves the outdoors like I do
and he adores his mother. That’s a huge plus right there. I’ve
heard that if a man treats his momma right then he surely will
treat his lady with some real respect and admiration. And the fact
that we’re both in the medical field is great because he
understands that my schedule is hectic and our time together is
quite limited. He’s already doing his Residency in Neurosurgery. To
tell you the truth, I can’t find a single thing wrong with
him.”

“A neurosurgeon? Wow, that’s fantastic. But
uh, what about his beliefs, Tameria? Is he a Christian? You know
you shouldn’t date someone who doesn’t share the same Christian
beliefs as you.”

“Didn’t I tell you that I can’t find anything
wrong with the man? He is a Christian and has been since he was
thirteen years old. He’s active in his church and works with the
youth ministry when he isn’t on call at the hospital. I really
believe that God has his hand in this relationship Aisha.”

“I’m so glad for you. That one time I met
him, even though it wasn’t for long, he appeared to be a nice guy.
He was all over you and quite affectionate too.”

“Yeah, he’s like that. I have to admit that
I’m crazy about him. I think I’m actually falling in love with
him.”

“ Really? Oh, Tameria, that’s good. Do you
think he feels the same about you?”

“Yep, he even told me as much the other
night.”

“He told you that he loved you and you didn’t
tell me?”

“I’ve been busy, Aisha. You know how medical
school is and you know how busy you always are. By the time we make
it home, it’s too late to talk on the phone and we’re both wiped
out.”

“You’re right about that. Our schedules are
hectic as all get out. This is the first time we’ve had a chance to
chill out and talk in quite a while. Just be prayerful and take it
slow. And please don’t give up the booty. Make him wait, girl.”

Tameria stopped eating. A look of guilt
spread across her face.

Aisha knew her friend too well. She was
holding something back. She hoped it wasn’t what she was thinking.
Surely Tameria hadn’t given up her virginity to Chase. She didn’t
care how great he was. She wanted her friend to honor the
commitment they first made when they both started dating, not only
to each other but to God - to remain virgins until their wedding
day.

“Tameria, please tell me you haven’t?
Please.”

“No, we haven’t done anything. But things are
really getting hot and heavy. I’ve never felt like this before.
Even Kevin Dixon didn‘t arouse the kind of feelings in me that I
have when I‘m with Chase. And you know how crazy I was about him in
high school.”

Aisha remembered all too well. Kevin Dixon
had been Tameria’s first and only boyfriend in high school. The
three of them attended Christ the King Academy. Kevin was the star
quarterback of the varsity football team and he was crazy about
Tameria Matthews the prettiest girl on the varsity cheerleading
squad. During their junior year of high school, they were
inseparable. Tameria believed he was going to be the man she would
marry one day-until his daddy’s job transferred him up North.
Tameria was devastated. She didn’t eat for almost two weeks and
lost about ten pounds. In the beginning they emailed each other
every day and talked on the phone just about every weekend, but
after a couple of months the phone calls and emails tapered off and
by the end of their senior year, Kevin and Tameria hadn’t spoken to
each other in almost three months. The distance proved to be too
much for the young high school sweethearts. Since that time she
hadn’t been seriously involved with anyone, until she met Chase at
University of Tennessee Medical school. They hit if off like they
had known each other all of their lives.

Aisha was delighted to see Tameria happy once
again. And Chase did seem like quite a catch. He had that special
charisma that drew people to him like a magnet. Yet Aisha was still
cautious and she wanted her friend to be even more cautious. She
didn’t want to see Tameria’s heart broken.

“Tameria, you have to be careful. I told you
not to put yourself in a position where you would be tempted. What
ever happened to hanging out with other friends instead of just the
two of you being alone? You don’t need to be alone with him
especially in private.”

“I know and you’re right. But it’s hard.”

Aisha didn’t let up. “Everything will go much
better for you in a group setting. Anytime you find yourself alone
with him, you know your hormones and HIS are going to start raging
girl. You have to be more careful. If he really is the one,
remember that everything will work out. He’ll respect the fact that
you are celibate and a virgin and he won’t try to push you to do
anything rash.”

“I know that, Aisha. And like I said, you’re
right. Our last few dates have been just the two of us in his
apartment. And I have to put a stop to it. I don’t plan on giving
it up until I’m standing before a minister and saying those two
little words, I do.”

“I know that’s right,” Aisha grinned. “Now
that’s what I’m talking about. She took a bite of her steak. “Girl,
this is the best sirloin I’ve tasted in a long time. How is your
t-bone?”

“Great, but the food here is always good.
Now, I want you to admit something.”

“Admit what?”

“That the man at the theatre tonight was
really fine.” Tameria laughed. “Come on, admit it.”

“Girl, when I turned around and looked up at
him, I could feel my face turning ten shades of red,” Aisha
grinned. “He was so good looking I could barely stand to look at
him.”

“I knew it. Boy am I glad to hear that.”

“Glad about what.”

“Glad that you still got some feelings inside
of you, some yearnings for a man. You stay too uptight.”

“You’re so silly. You know dancing is what
matters to me. It’s the only relationship I have time for right now
and of course putting my all into being the woman God wants me to
be.”

“Aisha, just give somebody a chance. At least
go on a date from time to time.”

“I do. Remember when I went to dinner and a
gospel concert with Gaston from church.”

“Aisha, that was almost six months ago.”

“Gnaw, it wasn’t that long ago. Was it?”

Tameria eyed Aisha, raising one eyebrow and
then nodded her head in an up and down motion.

“I can’t help it, Tameria. I just can’t see
myself allowing a man to get too close to me. I believe when that
time comes along, God will awaken those special feelings inside of
me and that’s when I’ll know it’s time. But He hasn’t done that
yet, which is absolutely fine with me.”

“Well, I’m going to start praying a little
bit harder for you. You haven’t had a real boyfriend– not ever.
You’re waaay overdue for one. We’re both twenty-four years old. And
you, my dear, have never even been kissed.”

“Yes, I have.” Aisha laughed loudly. “I can’t
believe you said that.”

“When then? Tell me. And I’m not talking
about the time Gaston kissed you on your hand either,” both ladies
laughed so loud that heads turned in their direction.

The ladies finished their dinner then went to
Tameria’s apartment. Like they did when they were teenagers, they
undressed down to their undies and put on flannel pajama pants and
white t-shirts. Curling up in Tameria’s queen size bed with a bowl
of buttered popcorn, they talked some more while flipping the
remote between BET, MTV and Discovery Health. Aisha soon nodded
off. Tameria’s light snore woke her up and she got up and went into
the other bedroom.

“I’m out of here,” she mumbled to
Tameria.

“Um, huh,” Tameria sleepily responded while
she turned to her side and pulled the quilt over her head.

 



CHAPTER 4

 


“Girls, how many times do I have to tell you?
We have to get this routine right? We have a recital in three and a
half weeks and we’re still making the same mistakes. Now let’s
start again. One..two…three….turn. One…two…three…bend…One…two
three… left….One…two three… right. Great. Now, let’s do it again.
This time we’re going to dance to the music. Remember, count in
your mind. Don’t look at the person next to you. Concentrate, relax
and allow the steps to flow naturally. Remember, you’re angels,
graceful, light on your feet. Now let’s take it from the top.”

 


♦

 


“Aisha, you have a call on line two,” the
receptionist’s pleasant voice rang over the intercom.

“Keep it up girls. I’ll be right back.” She
turned and walked hurriedly to her office to answer the call.

“Hello, this is Aisha.”

“Aisha. Good afternoon. Thaddeus Phelps
here.

“Oh, hi Thaddeus. What’s up?”

“I‘m calling about the lease on your
building. As you know, it expires in three months.

“Yes, I’m aware of that. But like I told you
last month, I am planning to renew my lease before it expires. I
can’t find another location as perfect as this one and I’m totally
pleased with it.”

“That’s great to hear Miss Carlisle.”

“Miss Carlisle?” Aisha began to feel somewhat
uneasy. She and Thaddeus had been on a first name since she had
begun leasing the building three years ago. Now he wanted to come
at her all formal. She couldn’t understand why he was taking such a
professional tone with her now.

“Thaddeus, is something wrong? You’re
sounding different. Tell me. What is it?”

“Well, I have some good news and some bad
news.”

“Just tell me.”

“The good news is that the owner wants you to
remain in the building. He believes your dance studio is a great
outlet for these young girls you’re teaching. You’ve been a great
tenant and we couldn’t ask for anyone better.”

“Okay, Thaddeus what’s going on? You’re
scaring me.”

“Look Aisha. The bottom line is that the
owner of the building has decided to sell it. He’s run into some
financial hardships and has to liquidate several of his properties
and your location happens to be one of them.”

“What? Are you telling me that he’s selling
this property? But he can’t do that Thaddeus. I’ve put too much
into this building. There’s no way I can find a place like this
with the space, the perks and all at a price I can afford. Doesn’t
he have some other property he can sell?”

“I’m sorry, Aisha. He’s made up his mind.
He’s going to get rid of it. The good news is that we’re giving you
a heads up on this so if you want to, you can purchase the
building. All you need is a down payment of thirty-five thousand
dollars.”

“Thirty-five thousand dollars! I don’t have
that kind of money. I’ve already invested every bit of my
inheritance into remodeling this studio, Thaddeus. And you know
that. Over half of my students are inner city youths which mean
they’re paying according to their income levels. I barely have
enough to cover the rent every month, now you expect me to come up
with thirty-five thousand dollars?” Aisha couldn’t believe what she
was hearing. All she could see was her dream going down the drain.
Maybe she could relocate. Maybe she could find somewhere else. But
with what? She had no funds and she was already using her small
savings account to pay the rent on her apartment and her car note.
What could she do?

“Look, Thaddeus, just give me six months or
so and maybe I can find a way to come up with the money. Or maybe,
with a little prayer and fasting I can get the owner to change his
mind about selling this building.”

“Unfortunately, you don’t have six months,
Aisha. The most I can give you is ninety days. After that, if you
don’t have the money, you’ve got to move. This is a prime location
and they’re lots of people who would pay top dollar for this
building. I’m sorry. There’s nothing I can do.”

Aisha hung up the phone and a feeling of
hopelessness began to consume her. She turned to God. “Lord, what
can I do? I can’t give up this place. I just can’t. You know that
my credit isn’t the best since opening the studio. I’m up to my
head in debt already trying to keep the studio going. I can’t
afford to start over somewhere else. I need you to intervene in
this situation Lord and I need you to do it in a hurry.” she cried
out.

 


♦

 


Tameria couldn’t believe it when Aisha told
her about her conversation with Thaddeus. “What are you going to do
Aisha? That’s money we can only dream about having. I wish I could
do something to help you. Shoots, I only have about $1,500 I can
loan you. You already know that I’m up to my neck in student loans
just to stay in med school.”

“Thanks, Tameria. But I can’t accept your
money anyway. Shoots, you’re trying to make it just like I am. God
will make a way. He has to.”

“Have you talked to your parents?” Tameria
asked. A frown etched across her forehead.

“No, I didn’t ask mom and dad. I mean they’re
still trying to manage living off their pensions. I can’t do that
to them. And even if they did have it to loan to me, I have no idea
when or if I could pay it back anytime soon. You know the studio is
barely turning a profit Tameria.” Aisha looked shakened.

“What are you going to do?”

“I have an appointment at the bank tomorrow
morning. I’m going to see if I can possibly get a small business
loan again. Something will work out. It just has too.” Aisha tried
hard to make herself believe the very words she was saying to
Tameria. She couldn’t fathom the idea of giving up the studio. It
was her life. Surely God wouldn’t allow her to lose it.

 



CHAPTER 5

 


Miss Carlisle, we’ve reviewed your loan
history with us, the loan officer spoke in a cold detached voice.
Though your payment history has been fair, I have noticed that
there have been quite a few times you’ve been delinquent with your
payments.”

“Yes, that’s correct. But that’s only like
you said, a few times. Most of my students are from the inner city
and pay on a sliding income scale. At times, I have to wait until I
secure these payments and I might run a few days late in paying
you. But I always call and let you know and I’ve never missed a
payment. So please, I really need this loan. If I don’t get it, I
can lose my studio all together and I just can’t let that
happen.”

The loan officer paused, not once did she
look at Aisha. She continued to peruse the file before her, shaking
her head from side to side every so often.

Aisha’s hands were sweating. She prayed
underneath her breath. “Please help me, Lord.”

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity,
the woman looked up. “To be truthful Miss Carlisle I don’t see much
that we can do to help you. With what you already owe us, and the
thirty-five thousand you’re asking for, I just don’t see how we can
approve any more loans for you.”

“Ma’am, please. I need this loan. You have to
do something.” Aisha pleaded.

“Let me look over some figures here for just
a minute.” The woman entered number after number into her desk top
computer. When she finished this time she looked up at Aisha. “Miss
Carlisle.”

“Yes,” Aisha beamed. She felt like a
breakthrough had just occurred. God had come through for her once
again.

“I believe we could pay off your existing
loan and refinance it as one new loan. If we do that, the most we
could loan you will be fourteen thousand-five hundred. And of
course your payment will increase substantially, by about
thirty-five percent.”

Aisha’s face turned sour. What was she going
to do? She knew one thing was for sure. She couldn’t turn this
down. She would just have to accept it and then figure out some
other way to get the remainder of the money. But what? “I’d like to
do that.”

“Okay, but let me remind you again Miss
Carlisle that your monthly payments will increase considerably.
Right now your debt ratio is hovering on the edge. You can’t afford
to get another loan anytime soon and you won’t be able to get
anything from us until you have at least paid this loan down by
more than half of your recomputed balance.”

“Thank you, ma’am. Just write up the papers.
God and I will have to deal with the rest. Thank you,” she answered
again.

After spending an hour and a half at the
bank, she left with a somewhat sigh of relief about the loan. But
she would have to get very creative in a heartbeat in order to find
a way to come up with the remaining $20,500. She had a little less
than three months to get the money to Thaddeus. She buttoned her
black leather bomber jacket, pulled her matching leather cap down
over her head and raced to the coffee shop a couple of blocks from
her studio. She’d soothe herself with a tall cappuccino with loads
of whipped cream on top. Usually she stayed away from the caffeine
but today she felt like she could use an extra boost of energy. She
would go to the studio and work it off later. She sat down at the
small round table, sipping on her cappuccino and reading over her
loan papers. She then decided to make a list of possible things she
could do to get the rest of the money. She was in deep thought, in
her own world when she heard the captivating, distinct voice
hovering above her head.

“Hi there. Looks like we have something in
common.”

Aisha quickly raised her head toward the
voice. It was him. The guy from the theatre. She couldn’t believe
she recognized him after all this time. What was he doing here? Had
he been following her? Surely not, it had been over two months
since they were at the theatre. She gathered her thoughts quickly,
trying not to show her displeasure of being interrupted.

“And what exactly do we have in common?” she
responded tersely while stuffing her loan papers in her purse.

“Cappuccino, of course.” He flashed a boyish
smile at her.

“Is that right? So what does this warrant?”
Aisha asked him. “Since we have soooo much in common, do I owe you
a gold ribbon or something?”

“My, my aren’t we the feisty one. Look ,
let’s start over again. I’m Chandler Larson. He extended his
manicured hand out toward Aisha while he kept on talking. “I’m not
trying to come on to you. But I do find you attractive. I’d just
like to sit here and share a cappuccino with you. That’s all.”

Aisha ignored his outstretched hand. She
didn’t know what to think. She began to really look at him. He
seemed harmless and she was in a public place. She didn’t have to
tell him anything about her so maybe it was okay to let him sit
down and drink his cappuccino.

“Okay, sure. Have a seat. But I’m very busy
and I don’t have a lot of time.”

“That’s fine. I promise not to wear out my
welcome.

“So, Chandler, what type of work do you do?”
Aisha’s curiosity had the best of her. “Are you a private eye or
something?” She asked sarcastically. “I mean, you appear at the
most unlikely times.”

Chandler flashed a broad grin. Aisha couldn’t
help but think to herself how handsome he was. She quickly
dispelled the thought and concentrated on his answer.

“You’re quite the humorous one aren’t you? By
the way, funny lady do you have a name? I’ve told you mine so at
least you can tell me yours. Can’t you?” His eyes pleaded
innocently.

“Aisha. I believe that’s all you need to
know.

“Ahhh, Aisha. What a pretty name. But of
course it goes with such a pretty face.” His infectious smile
captivated her and she knew that a blush must surely have spread
across her face.

She quickly changed the subject. “Now, like I
asked, are you a private investigator?”

“No, of course not. I’m a land developer. Far
from a private eye, huh?”

“You’re right about that.” Aisha muttered
underneath her breath. She took another sip of cappuccino.

“Come again?” he asked.

“Oh nothing. I was just thinking out
loud.”

“What about you?” Chandler asked.

“What about me what?” Aisha replied looking
confused.

“What do you do for a living?”

“I own a dance studio.”

“Oh, a dance studio. Why am I not surprised?”
His voice was sure and she didn’t know why this man captivated her
so.

“Why are you not surprised?”

“Because you look so graceful and poised. And
that teal evening dress you had on at the theatre revealed that you
do some serious working out,” he flirted.

That uneasy feeling began to rise up in
Aisha. She just wasn’t used to having some guy come on so strong.
She was used to being in control of situations and making the other
person feel uneasy. Now the tables were turned.

“Look, it’s been nice talking to you. But I
have to leave now. I have some business to take care of.”

“Sure, I understand. I certainly didn’t mean
to detain you, Aisha. But look, will you give me a call sometime?”
Chandler reached inside his jacket and pulled out his business
card.

“Why on earth would I want to do that?” she
asked. “Now, if you’ll excuse me. Good day, Mr. Larson.”

Before he could respond to her cold remark,
she grabbed her Nine West purse and dashed for the door. When
Chandler moved from the table he spotted the thin leather wallet
lying on the floor next to the chair where she had been sitting.
Chandler assumed that when she stood up abruptly she must have
forced the wallet out of her purse. He bent over and picked it up
and immediately raced through the door after her. He looked up and
down the street but she was nowhere in sight. How could she have
vanished so quickly? Leafing through the wallet he saw the
beautiful face of this strange woman on her driver’s license. He
read the address on the license. Looks like I’m going to have
the chance to see you again after all Aisha Carlisle. Tucking
the wallet safely away in his inside jacket pocket, he smiled as he
walked casually to his car.

 



CHAPTER 6

 


“Look, girls. We only have three weeks before
your dance presentation. Everything has to be flawless. I will
accept nothing less. From the beat and rhythm, to the musical
forms, everything must be perfect. Performing at the Mayor’s
charity ball is a once in a lifetime opportunity for us and I won’t
blow it. So take a fiver and then back to the dance floor you
go.

Aisha couldn’t hold back the fact that she
was on edge about the future of the studio. It wasn’t just having
to come up with the rest of the money to buy the building that was
stressing her out, she was also behind on practically all of her
bills. She had to do something, but what. Her attitude toward her
students was changing and her receptionist noticed it along with
some of the parents.

“Aisha, look I’m not trying to but into your
business, but I know something is wrong,” the receptionist Angie
said. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“No, not right now, Angie. I’ve got too many
things to do. Anyway, it’s nothing. I’m just trying to get things
in order for the charity ball. This is going to be a fantastic
opportunity for the girls as well as for the studio.. I just don’t
want to blow it.”

Angie knew better. Ever since her boss had
received the phone call from Thaddeus last week, she had been a
totally different
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