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Back in D.C.

When my plane touched down at BWI airport, I smiled, a sense of nervous anticipation filling my belly. Then I dug my cell phone out of my purse and turned it on. It was after six p.m. and I was exhausted from the long flight and different time zones, but I wasn’t looking forward to sleeping. I was looking forward to seeing Andre and getting my groove on.

I’d spoken to him before leaving Paris, so he knew that I was coming back tonight and had made sure to have no plans. Well, no plans other than getting naked with me and ravishing my body.

The thought made my smile widen. God, six weeks had seemed like six years. It was so on tonight.

My phone now connected to my cellular network, I sent Andre a text to let him know that my flight had landed.

Just touched down. I should probably 

be home in an hour and a half. 

I didn’t just want to see him. I needed to. I had been waiting for this day since he’d left me in the hotel room in Paris, having given me a taste of passion I could not soon forget.

The stunning bracelet he’d surprised me with for my fortieth birthday jangled on my left wrist as I lowered my hand to my lap, and I took a moment to admire it. Never before had a man given me jewelry from Cartier, and this bracelet featuring orchids made of white gold and tiny diamonds had changed my thinking about Andre and what I wanted from him. Before he’d arrived in Paris, I had been determined to enjoy a night of sex with him, no strings attached. But a man didn’t buy a woman a gift like this if he didn’t like her.

Really like her.

I’d had six weeks to think about the fact that I was ten years older than he was. And the conclusion I’d come to? So what. Did that really matter? As the late great singer Aaliyah’s song went, Age Ain’t Nothing But a Number.

Sure, my friends thought I was crazy for even talking to a guy who was thirty. And I could just imagine the negative remarks from co-workers and neighbors. Cougar. Cradle-robber. Yet those kinds of insults weren’t thrown at men who dated younger women. It was a stupid double standard, and why should I limit myself because of it?

I’d spent far too many years trying to make relationships work with men in my own age range and all had failed. Wasn’t it incredibly silly to let the number of years we’d been on the planet stop me from seeing where things could go between me and Andre?

My phone made a little chirping sound, alerting me to the fact that I had a new message. I quickly opened my text messages and saw one from Andre.

Can I still see you tonight? 

Straight to the point. I liked it. My body already tingling with sexual anticipation, I quickly responded.

Yes.

It was closer to two hours later when I finally approached my street in the Chevy Chase neighborhood of D.C. The wait for my luggage had been longer than normal, but the time had afforded me the opportunity to catch up on email and respond to my other text messages. There’d been several texts from my best friends, Vivica James and Holly Krebs. They wanted to know if I was okay, and what time I was getting back. 

I sent both of then messages to let them know I had returned safely and that all was well. I also added that I was exhausted and would catch up with them later.

Just in case they got any bright ideas, I didn’t want them showing up at my place. 

No, not tonight.

Even as I’d waited for my luggage, I’d been aroused. My thoughts had constantly been on making love with Andre in Paris, and how incredibly hot that one night had been. A few times, I’d had to put my hand over my face to hide my expression from other travelers around me. Because I was certain that anyone looking at me would know that I was thinking about something naughty.

Had I ever wanted to see anyone as much as I wanted to see Andre? And I was moments away from being able to touch him again, feel his lips on my skin. 

When I turned onto my street, it felt like a million butterflies had been set free in my stomach. How would Andre respond when he saw me again? Would the passion between us be as intense as the first time?

As I passed Andre’s house, I looked in that direction. I was hoping to catch a glimpse of him on his porch. Or possibly even spot him looking through the window, waiting to see the moment I arrived. 

I didn’t see him, and I continued on to my house. It was better that I hadn’t glimpsed him, actually. This way, I’d have the chance to go inside and shower. Freshen up before we got together.

Less than a minute later, I was parked in my garage. I exited my car and pressed the button on the automatic garage door opener on my visor to close the door. With my car in the garage, I didn’t need to worry about my luggage in the trunk until later. I only needed worry about getting inside my house, having a quick shower, and getting into something a lot more comfortable. Like a silk robe with nothing beneath it.

I unlocked the door that led into my house and began to push it open. Not hearing the telltale beeping of my alarm system, I frowned. I knew I’d set it before leaving for Paris. 

Vivica, I thought. She had a key to my place and came by to water my plants when I was away. She must have forgotten to set the alarm before leaving when she’d last been here. 

“Surprise!”

I jumped backward in fright, slipping on the step that led into the garage. But I was able to grip the door handle and keep myself upright. My heart palpitating, I quickly took in the sight before me. The array of balloons in red and purple, my favorite colors. The huge foil dinosaur balloon emblazoned with the number 40.

Vivica and Holly laughing and clapping and staring at me with an expression I rarely saw. It was an expression that said they had surprised me.

Vivica, wearing a tight black dress and sexy black heels, ran over to me and threw her arms around my neck. “Surprise!”

“Wh—what is this?” I asked.

Holly, who naturally looked like she could be the headmaster at an all girls’ school and even more so now with the smart black pants and white blouse she was wearing, shook her head as Vivica released me. “We’re surprising you for your birthday. Duh.”

“I get that . . . but . . .” My voice trailed off as Holly opened her arms to embrace me. 

“Happy birthday, Bella.”

“Thank you.” I smiled in earnest as we parted. Then frowned when I realized that Vivica was dressed for a night on the town. “You guys aren’t taking me out, are you?”

“No.” Holly waved a dismissive hand. “We brought the party to you.”

“Though we can still head to our favorite rest—”

I held up a hand to silence Vivica. “Didn’t you guys get my message about connecting with you at a later time?”

“Which made this the perfect time to surprise you,” Vivica explained, a smile brightening her beautiful face. She had flawless dark skin and always looked amazing. “Because we knew you would never expect it now.”

“Ahhh.” Shit. “Well, you were right.” I glanced toward the front door, wondering if Andre was going to be showing up at any moment. He had to be expecting me home by now. And as happy as I was to be seeing my friends, Andre was the one I wanted to spend time with now. “But I meant it when I said I was tired. I just kinda want to—”

“You’ve got all day tomorrow to sleep,” Vivica said. She put her arm around my shoulder and led me toward my dining room table, upon which I saw two gift bags, as well as two bottles of red wine and some takeout containers from our favorite Chinese food restaurant. “Don’t tell me you’re too old to stay up late.”

“Ha ha,” I said, making a face at her. “I get it. I’m over the hill. I’ve got one foot in the grave. And apparently I’ll never hear the end of it.” 

Vivica, who had an ability to remain bubbly even when going through hell, grinned. “You know we love you,” she said.

I looked between her, Holly, and the items on the table. “You guys,” I said, touched. “You didn’t have to.”

“The food, or the gifts?” Holly asked.

“Both.”

“Of course we did,” Vivica told me. “I’m sure you didn’t eat a decent meal on the plane. And you turned forty. It’s a milestone birthday. Time to break bread and drink some wine. We already started on the wine, by the way.” She gestured to the partially consumed bottle. “It took you longer to get here than we expected.”

“The food probably needs to be warmed up,” Holly said, “but we got all of your favorites. Thai mango salad. Golden fried chicken wings. Moo goo gai pan. Fried rice. Coincidentally it turns out that that’s the exact menu they recommended for people forty and over.”

I cut my eyes at Holly. Oooh, they were rubbing it in good. “That dinosaur,” I said, pointing to the balloon, “not cool, by the way.”

“I told Holly you wouldn’t like it,” Vivica said. “But she insisted.”

Holly raised a hand. “Guilty as charged.”

“Just you wait.” I wagged a finger at her. “When September comes around, you’re going to be joining the ranks of the  forty and over.”

Holly placed a hand on her hips and posed as if she were a model. “Until then, I’m still in my thirties, ladies.”

Vivica linked her arm through mine. “No shame, girl. We’re forty and fabulous.”

“You mean forty and old,” Holly countered.

I swatted her on the arm. “Three months and counting. Oh, we’ll get you good.”

Holly laughed, then pulled out a chair at my table. “You want to eat first or open your presents?”

Again, my gaze wandered to the front door. I couldn’t very well send my friends away, but eating a meal . . . this was going to take time. And Andre might show up at any moment.

“I’ll eat. You’re right, the meal on the plane was far from satisfactory.” Seeing that they had the utensils on the table and wine glasses, I pulled out a chair and sat. “I can’t believe you planned a surprise party for me.”

“This isn’t a big to-do,” Vivica said. “It’s not a club, we haven’t taken out an ad in the paper.”

“Yet,” Holly piped in.

I shot her a warning look. “And if you do, you won’t make it to forty.”

Vivica chuckled, then continued. “I still want a night out on the town so you can properly celebrate hitting the big 4-0, but this will do for now.”

Properly celebrate hitting the big 4-0. Oh, if only my friends knew that I had celebrated my birthday in grand style—and with multiple orgasms. I felt a flush, remembering just how intense my night in Paris
















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
USA TODAY & ESSENCE BESTSELLINO AUTHOR "

KAYLA PERRIN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





