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CHASING RAINBOWS

Cindy Johnson feels her life’s in a rut. Her relationship with Mark Jacobs seems to be going nowhere. Needing to change her life, Cindy decides to do something about it. Her solution is to answer a singles column in the local newspaper.

THE DIVINE MS. O’REILLY

Annamarie O’Reilly believes in routine. She writes hot erotica and works on her manuscripts every morning. Fully immersing herself in her creations, she reaches a point about mid-morning when she needs to stop and unwind. She does so by pleasuring herself. Then one morning, while she was masturbating, she is inadvertently observed by the UPS delivery man.

ESCAPE FROM HELL

Tamara Taylor’s grandmother has a stroke. Being frightened of flying, she takes a Greyhound back to Georgia. Only the bus is involved in a horrific accident. Tamara is rescued, but not by the EMTs or the fire department. But are her saviors friend or foe?
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OBSESSED

When Jessica Earl is taken hostage during a bank robbery, she sees her entire life flash before her, fearing she’s about to die. Fortunately, she’s saved by a cop who shoots the robber dead. But shortly after that, her entire world is turned inside out.

DIRTY-DEALING, LYING CHEAT

After finally breaking off with her ex, Eddie, who was a lying cheat, Sarena Wilson comes across a stray dog in the supermarket parking lot. The dog is wearing a collar that says his name is Fred and that he belongs to a Michael Denver. Fred is friendly and jumps into the back of her car. Together they drive home where Sarena calls Michael and lets him know she has his dog. Things click between them until Eddy tries to win Sarena back. 
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Okay, Cindy Johnson. It’s the first day of the rest of your life and what are you doing? Are you sailing around the world in a yacht, skiing in the Alps, touring the Louvre, or having an audience with the Pope? Of course, not. You’re sitting at a coffee shop in the mall watching the world pass and bemoaning your fate. And the perpetual rut you find yourself in. So, here’s a tired but valid question. When are you going to do something about it?

Ironically, I’ve wanted to change practically everything in my life for some time. I was tired of being a cashier at a local department store. It was a dead-end job leading nowhere fast. I thought I could do more with myself, like going to school to become a nurse. What did I do now? I drove to work and went home to make dinner for Mark who also worked in retail as a clerk at a camera shop. Over dinner, we’d compare customer horror stories and then watch TV. Real exciting life, right?

Mark and I had been together for over five years. At first, we talked incessantly about eventually getting married and having children. We even discussed taking those kids to live in the suburbs in a house with a fenced-in yard. However, after the first few years went by, we sort of settled into a boring relationship.

As I sat sipping my coffee and toying with my soft pretzel, I felt unfulfilled as if something was missing from my life. Was it the kids I’d wanted? At this point, I wasn’t really certain. I was still young enough to have children. That wasn’t the issue. Whether or not I desired to have them with Mark was. I wasn’t even sure how he felt about our situation since we hardly talked anymore.

And that brought me to how I felt about Mark part of the equation. He’d become more of a habit. He was the someone who shared my apartment, ate the meals I prepared and shared the other side of my bed. All the excitement was gone from our relationship. We never made love anymore. What we had was sex which we employed when necessary to meet our needs, nothing more. 

In all the romance novels that I’ve read, the women were beautiful and led exciting lives. Though none were cashiers in love with salesmen, Mark and I did have something going for us. We made a good-looking couple. I was a tall, attractive black woman with almond-shaped hazel eyes and high cheekbones, while Mark was a ruggedly-handsome, former football player with a full head of thick, blond hair and a pair of eyes the color of cornflowers. 

I often toyed with the idea of changing the things in my life that I could, such as getting a new job. That would be fairly simple if I got a job similar to the one, I had. A real change would be to go back to school and learn a profession like nursing. That would be a major challenge and I wasn’t certain I was up to that task. I know I sound wishy-washy, but I hate to fail. Chasing rainbows, or things I couldn’t attain was not for me. Then again, I know if I didn’t try, I’d never get anywhere. 

Just listen to me. I must sound like the world’s biggest complainer. In fact, you’re thinking that if I’m not going to do something to change the things in my life, then I shouldn’t complain about them. And you’d be a hundred percent correct. I have to stop sticking my head in the sand, hoping that when I pop it out everything will be better. It’s like asking the same question over and over again, hoping for a different answer. That’s a sign of insanity, isn’t it?

Perhaps it’s time for me to get off the circular wagon and act. I need to grab the reins and take charge of my life. I should at least try to change the small things and not get discouraged so easily. Then I could try to tackle the important stuff. It was up to me to change things and make them better. In a way, I had to create my own romance novel. But how was I going to meet my Prince Charming?

Barhopping was never my scene. Going to a bar to pick up or be picked up by some stranger truly scared me. I mean, what if he was some pervert or psychopath? Too many bad TV shows and movies may have colored my opinions. And, on the other hand, I certainly can’t stand on the corner of town holding a sign that says, “I need a change. Try me.” Besides, that corner is probably already taken by the guy who’ll work for food. 

So how was I going to meet the romantic love of my life? I looked around. Certainly not in this coffee shop. Either the guys were too old and were using canes and walkers, or they were in strollers being walked by their mothers. I hit a blank wall. This was getting me nowhere fast. Come on, Cindy, think. Then an answer came to me.

I got up, tossing my cup into the garbage can, and headed with a purpose to the closest bookstore. It wasn’t a perfect solution, but it was definitely a start. Besides, what did I have to lose? I didn’t have to rush off because it was my day off from work and could take the time to pursue my plan of action.

Intending to place an ad in the singles section, I looked for several of the most read newspapers in my area. I purchased them and headed home. Mark had left a message on the landline’s answering machine. He was going to be a little late tonight. I didn’t give it much thought since I was on a mission.

I opened the first newspaper and turned to the singles section. There was a brief paragraph explaining all the abbreviations used. I had to study this key so that I’d know what each notation meant.

S-Single  C-Christian  G-Gay  H-Hispanic

D-Divorced  J-Jewish  B-Black  MS-Moslem

P-Professional  M-Male  W-White  A-Asian

NS-Non-smoker  F-Female

There were more, but those were the basic ones. To familiarize myself with the use of the key, I tried to read the first entry. “Kick off those heels and relax. SWPM, 30, 6’3”, 175 lbs., seeks a liberal-minded, independent female who’s into fashion sharing. It sounded all well and good until I got to the last part about sharing fashion. For me, that translated into sharing my clothes and definitely was not what I had in mind. I didn’t even share my things with my woman friends.

I scratched that entry and went onto the next and continued until I exhausted all the entries. All I found were two possibilities. One guy was my age, twenty-six, who sounded nice and normal. No clothes or couple swapping involved. He was tall. Since I was 5’6”, that was good for me. And he had a P, for professional in his listing. That was fine with me. Of course, he could have embellished his details. 

The second possibility, if all he said was true, was shorter and thirty
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