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  Foreword















A native of Queens, New York Latoya Lawrence has been writing since her childhood.







Fourteen other published books by LaToya Lawrence:







The Tantalizing Tales In The City Collection Books 1 and 2- Forgive Me Father, Secret Admirer




* * *







Inherent: The Birthright, The Session: Murder At Midnight, The Bakery Boutique: Desserts To Die For, The Backwater Summer Lake Resort: The Forbidden Lake, Lady, Fatal Beauty, New York Style Tales Of Suspense: Tantalizing Tales In The City, Wellness In Style, Harmonic Inspirations, God Has The Last Word, Danielle’s Diary, My Cup Overflows







  Preface















Though surrounded by loved ones and friends Arlette Bardot feels old, lonely, and bored with her life. Filled with nostalgia she longs for the times of long ago when her beauty reigned, and she blossomed in her youth.




Perceiving herself as burnt out and over the hill Arlette seeks rejuvenation in the wrong place.




A mystical remedy to cure her discontentment teaches her a lesson about searching out of her zone for restoration in a tabooed setting.




Arlette learns too late that she should have been grateful for the life she already had instead of chasing behind a fleeting illusion that alluded to her idea of elation.
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Arlette Bardot eased from the tub having just showered. She reached for a bath towel then left from the steam-filled room with the support of her 2-wheel walker.




In the milieu of her Victorian-style boudoir the woman of old age paused to look at herself in the oval-shaped Cheval mirror. 




The fine lines and wrinkles that dominated Arlette’s once youthful, attractive face had diminished the minuscule appeal that she had left.




During her youth, Arlette remembered how she used to turn heads with her beauty, now all she did was butt heads with Mother nature and Father time who did not treat her well and do her justice at her age.




The pale-faced light complexioned woman left the dark-cherry wood framed mirror disgusted by her reflection.




She wheeled the silver-grey walker to the queen-size bed then moved her medium, frail body carefully— settling down on the unmade covers of the mattress.




The ivory-colored doors flew open.




Three of Arlette’s great grandchildren raced toward the old, undressed woman who sat wrapped in a medium-size bath towel.




“Happy Birthday, grandma!” Wrenlee, Neriah, and Kylian sang out.




The two sisters and brother hopped to the thick, firm mattress of the bed to dotingly wrap their little arms around Arlette.




Surrounded by love and adoration by the young ones—the great-grandmother of seven, and grandmother of three—reciprocated a tight caress with the tight grip of her forearm.




The children had encircled her forming a chain, hugging her with their energetic upper limbs, binding the woman with their affectionate juvenile squeezes.




Arlette patted, then gave Neriah a compress against the back of her hand, conveying both a gesture of love and of appreciation.




“Go get grandma something to put on,” Arlette prompted to the six-year-old.




Enthusiastically, the olive-complexion girl with light honey-brown locks twirled in pigtails leaped from the messy covers of the bed across the room to the wardrobe.




Ten-year-old Wrenlee anxiously followed behind to the cream-colored double-doors to the walk-in closet.




In the sanctuary of the minimally lavish, ornate bedroom that embraced the elements of extravagant Victorian-style the place’s decor spelled-out modern yet felt the epitome of classic.




A floral-patterned wallpaper partially covered a section of the room. Rich, stately colors that paired beautifully with baroque floral pillows shaded the rest of walls in calm and tranquil textures that added depth to the space.




The design of the modern Victorian-style never appeared too trendy or outdated for Arlette’s taste the environment suited and complimented her simply fine.




“What about this, grandma!” Neriah said in her baby voice. She had run from the wardrobe to Arlette clutching an item of clothing.




The six-year-old held the garment in the air for Arlette to weigh out for decision. Neriah’s anxious brown eyes looking for a response saw her grandmother gaze at the apparel to plumb for something less casual and more elegant for the afternoon outing scheduled today. 




Lily, her one and only daughter, and the mother of her own three adult children—Ellie, Luka, and Remi—made reservations for lunch at a fancy restaurant Arlette wanted to dress appropriately for the occasion.




Wrenlee in her finesse brought over two other articles of clothing that Arlette favored and chose between.
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Arlette gazed her chartreuse-colored eyes at the large gold-colored clock on the Rockwood terra cotta shaded walls to the left section of the bedroom from where she stood.




The time read 10:05 am.




Her pocketbook sat against the pillow of the fresh and sophisticated ivory/taupe-colored leather accent chair upholstered in button tufting.




The stylish heirloom piece sat by the three curved bow windows and across from the Zuma white linen upholstered Wingback bed.




Dressed immaculately, curled short fluffed white hair done, smelling of crisp fragrant perfume—Arlette grabbed the light powder-blush-colored satchel from the seat of the chair. 




The delicate elderly woman of medium size sauntered to the right section of the room toward the fireplace.




On the creamy-velveted diamond button-tufted classic chaise that had a graceful arched back and Golden wood frame that accentuated its silhouette lay her sweater.




She removed the sea-blue colored knitted cardigan from atop the shimmering sage and silver toss pillows.




Arlette then adjusted the white, silver, pink, gold, cream shaded south sea pearls of her necklace that matched her lustrous pearl earrings while fastening the row of black buttons to her sweater.




Before the woman headed downstairs to meet Lily, she glanced into the large round mirror hanging on the downing straw shaded walls to check her appearance.




Everything looked fabulous to her except for her face and wrinkly hands. Arlette hated how she had aged over the years.




To everyone else she looked simply fine though in their youth and minor aging family did not understand how undesired physical facets brought on by geriatric stages bothered the woman.




Arlette left out from the boudoir of extensive proportion, lofty decorative ceilings, majestically scaled windows, heavy chenille embroidered curtains, ornately patterned carpets and rugs, and intricate structural designs.




She went down the steps to the equally beautified parts of the home she shared with her daughter that flaunted rich and dark hues of browns, reds, blues, and greens.




The architectural detailing of the entire home was stunning and extremely inviting.
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Lily Bardot drove her mother to the cemetery to visit a deceased relative’s grave before taking the woman of eighty-two years shopping then over to The White Glove Palate for a bite to eat.


Along the still, placid turquoise waters skirting the lakeside surrounded by the quintessential elegance of delicate weeping willows Arlette walked with the daughter she wholeheartedly cherished.


Amid the charming beauty of drooping branches—fascinatingly girdled from its canopy hinge—that grazed the grass and that tinged upon the pavement with their fluttering leaves, the two held hands. 


Lily and Arlette admired the scenery and tranquility there shadowing the lanes and pathways of Sleepy Willow Memorial Park.


Down the aisles and throughout the rows of orderly, well-kept headstones the daughter and mother sauntered leisurely in the terrain capturing ravishing sights of deer, rabbits, and birds nesting until they had come upon the gravesite of Illiana Augustine Bardot—Arlette’s mother and grandmother to Lily.


They both laid down fresh, sweet-smelling bouquets of soft-colored Anemones and white/peach Daffodils. They spoke words of endearing sentiment calling out to the woman’s departed spirit whether she could hear them or not.


After browsing the floors of Macy’s department store to pick out a choice of outfits and accessories Arlette and Lily ate a big lunch.


By quarter after one in the afternoon, with shopping bags in hand, the women returned home to a celebratory event of decoration, festive food, and a convivial host of ample gatherers.


“Surprise!” 



















