
  
    [image: Drinks at Minks]
  


  
    
      drinks at minks

      A RUBY’S NOVELLA

    

    
      
        DL WHITE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Books by DL White]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by DL White

      Print ISBN: 979-8-9907941-5-3

      EBook ISBN: 9798230166887

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Note

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

    

    
      
        Afterword

      

      
        Books by DL White

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            author’s note

          

        

      

    

    
      Return to the booth where it all began.

      Ten years after they first captured readers' hearts, Renee, Maxine, and Debra are back, navigating new chapters of life with the same honesty, humor, and deep friendship that made their story unforgettable.

      Renee Gladwell finally has the bookstore running smoothly, but her father's worsening Alzheimer's has her confronting mortality and legacy in ways she never expected. When her rock-solid boyfriend Malcolm receives an unexpected call from his ex-wife, Renee must face what she truly wants for her future.

      Maxine Donovan built her luxury real estate empire through determination and independence. Now, with a family, she's planning an ambitious expansion, but as Joseph's career takes off too, their competing ambitions threaten the delicate balance they've created.

      Debra Macklin has rebuilt her life since the scandal that nearly cost her everything. When an unexpected opportunity for advancement presents itself, she must decide if she's ready to step back into leadership – and if her healing marriage can withstand the pressure.

      As life pulls them in different directions, their standing Saturday brunch at Ruby's becomes harder to maintain. But when challenges arise, these three women know exactly where to turn...to the friendship that has sustained them through every triumph and heartbreak.

      Warm, witty, and deeply emotional, this epilogue to the beloved Brunch at Ruby's novel delivers the perfect blend of new beginnings and satisfying closure for readers who have waited to revisit their favorite fictional friends.

      

      Author's Note: This epilogue continues the journey of characters from the original Brunch at Ruby's. For the fullest experience, readers are encouraged to enjoy the original story first.

      Drinks at Minks continues the journey of three friends navigating life's complexities with honesty and heart. While their stories contain moments of joy and triumph, they also reflect real-life challenges that may resonate deeply with some readers. Please be advised of the following content advisories:

      •	References to infidelity and extramarital affairs

      •	Depiction of dementia and cognitive decline in an elderly parent

      •	Discussion of divorce and its emotional aftermath

      •	Marital conflict and relationship struggles

      •	References to grief and loss (including deceased family members)

      •	Mild sexual content (implied intimate scenes)

      •	Discussions about marriage and family planning
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      Renee

      
      I pace the kitchen, phone pressed to my ear. Above my head, footsteps thump across the floor, then thunder down the stairs through the living room. Malcolm rounds the corner, his phone in one hand, the soft leather case he's had forever in the other.

      "Hi, good morning," I say, as the line connects. "Could I get Bernard Gladwell's room, please?"

      "Talking to your dad?" Malcolm whispers, gathering his keys, wallet, badge.

      "Waiting for them to connect me."

      "I've gotta run. Brent has an early meeting I need to attend."

      I tilt my face up, savoring the quick kiss he lays on my lips. "Love you, have a good day, take your— Hi, Daddy!" My father's voice, thin as tissue paper, interrupts my goodbye. I point at the brown paper lunch bag I packed, making sure Malcolm grabs it before he disappears into the garage with a wave.

      "Who's this?" He asks.

      "It's Renee, Daddy."

      "Renee?"

      "Noodle," I prod, using the nickname that sometimes unlocks his memory. "Your daughter?"

      "Oh. Alright…"

      "How you doing today, Daddy? Did you have breakfast?"

      "Uh…yes. I had breakfast."

      "Good. Did you eat it all?"

      "Yeah."

      "Did you go for your walk?"

      "Yeah."

      "Okay, good." I pause, waiting for him to say more, but lately, he's more reactive than initiator. His language slipping away. "Okay Daddy. I just wanted to talk to you. You have therapy today."

      "Therapy. Yes."

      "Don't give those nice people any problems. Did you see Jessie today?"

      "Jessie?"

      "The big nurse, Daddy. She works at Golden Rays now."

      "Babysitter."

      I chuckle. "Yes Daddy. The babysitter. Did you see her?"

      "Uh huh… what's your name?"

      "Renee, Daddy. My name is Renee."

      Every morning, I call Daddy in his room at Golden Rays. I catch him early, while his mind is fresh, before the confusion of afternoon sets in and he starts to sundown—forgetting things, people, places, himself. He's only been at Golden Rays a few months, but he's adjusting so well.

      I worried about moving him, feared watching the memories of his home with Lorraine fade faster, watching him forget the daughter whose name he already struggles to recall.

      That forgetting doesn't cut as deeply anymore. This Bernard Gladwell doesn't forget my name out of spite or anger. He simply can't remember. And I can't hold on to hurt about something he can't control.

      Despite everything we tried, keeping him at home became impossible. Even with Jessie living with us and Malcolm helping, Daddy needed more therapy, other people, specialized care I couldn't provide. I was so busy managing his condition that I couldn't just be his daughter anymore. A year after Jessie moved in to care for him, Malcolm and I sat down with her, and together we made the decision to move him to the Memory Care Center at Golden Rays.

      The blessing was that Dr. Ron hired Jessie immediately. Daddy still sees her every day, and her job comes with housing. She's found her purpose caring for the memory care patients, and I found space to breathe.

      That left Malcolm and me alone in our house. Some days I feel like we've become that couple who've already raised their kids and sent them into the world, now just looking at each other in an empty house and rediscovering who we are together.

      I stay on the phone with Daddy until it's time for his therapy. They play memory games, exercise daily, and track his Alzheimer's with monthly evaluations. Surprisingly, he's stable; even doing better in some ways than when he first arrived.

      After saying goodbye, I scroll through my favorites and call Maxine. She and Joseph live just blocks away, and I know she's already up, probably halfway through her morning routine.

      "Why are you calling me at this time of morning, Renee?" Maxine snaps, by way of greeting. "What if I was in bed with my husband, giving him some of that Good Maxine?"

      "Because I know you're awake and your Good Maxine blocker would never let morning sex happen."

      Maxine sucks her teeth, then laughs. "It's a shame how right you are." She sighs, but it's one of those content, happy sighs. I've learned to tell the difference between that and a someone-come-get-this-baby sigh. "You talked to Bernard already?"

      "Yeah, I talked to him. Malcolm just left for work. You sound tired."

      "You know when you were taking care of your dad, how I used to tell you all the time that you sounded tired and you were grumpy?"

      "Mmmmm…"

      "Well, now I get it. I've never been so exhausted in my life."

      I'm loving seeing Maxine get her ass handed to her after so many years of looking down her nose at other people. "How many times last night?"

      "Up every two hours like clockwork. And she wouldn't take the bottle for Joseph so I was up every two hours." Maxine yawns an unladylike roar. "Inell says she's spoiled. And of course, now that I need to take her over there, she's fast asleep and I don't want to wake her up."

      I chuckle, though under my breath.

      "I hear you laughing over there. You wait until you pop out a little one. What do you want, Renee?"

      "I was going to come by for coffee if you were up for it. Or I could run by the coffeeshop and grab us something."

      "You know what I like."

      I do know her order by heart, so I slip my bag over my shoulder and head out to the car for a short trip to the neighborhood coffee shop,  then to Max and Joseph's and a visit with my niece, Imani. She's perfect—dark, curly hair, bright brown eyes, the roundest cheeks you ever saw on a baby, and pudgy little limbs. She's a plump and happy dollop…when she's not hungry. Or wet. Or tired. Or bothered in general.

      When I was younger, and I did things my mother didn't understand, she'd tell me that she hoped I didn't have children like me. Well, no one told Maxine that. Imani is so much like her mother, it's frightening.

      Maxine meets me at the door with the baby perched on one arm. They're both wearing a luscious pink and I'm betting even Imani wears a designer label.

      "There's my little doo wop chocolate drop!" I coo at her with the usual fanfare and custom nickname. She gives me a gummy smile, then a throaty gurgle of laughter.

      Maxine takes the venti double espresso mocha that I picked up for her and lets me take the baby. I bounce her gently and revel in the sweet scent of baby shampoo in my nostrils, fat little hands gripping my shirt and sweet sounds coming from her mouth.

      Before meeting Malcolm and seeing Maxine with a baby, I'd never seriously considered having children. I'd missed most of Debra's pregnancy and a lot of Kendra's growing up. And with Marcus, the idea of children never crossed my mind. But now…things are different. I'm older, wiser, settled. Malcolm and I are more solid than I'd ever imagined we'd be, and thoughts of taking another huge leap with him have been running rampant through my mind.

      "You must be headed into the office. Busy day in real estate?"

      Maxine sips hot coffee as quickly as she can.

      "The market right now is so aggressive. I can't keep inventory current, they're selling so fast. We're busting at the seams; I need to hire more agents and since Imani was born I haven't been able to work back up to full time." She drops onto the white leather Natuzzi couch she has had for years.

      I still can't believe she sold her Buckhead Atlanta condo, but after she and Joseph moved into the house, there wasn't a need to hang onto it. With upgrades to the property and improvements in the market, she made a killing on the sale.

      I lower myself to the couch a few cushions away from her and try to drink my latte without the baby knocking it from my hands. I manage a sip or two and then set the cup on the coffee table in front of me.

      "Isn't it Virgil's job to worry about that stuff?" Her long-suffering assistant and General Manager is a real estate machine. He's also snooty and pretentious and treats me like belly button lint whenever I happen to talk to him. Although, I've been reassured, he treats everyone that way.

      "He's already working ten-hour days, trying to fill in for me. I need to get back to one hundred percent. I don't know how Debra does this working and raising children thing."

      The third Musketeer to our gang of childhood friends, Debra, is the Suzy Homemaker of the group, the one who has it all, knows it all, always has an answer. These days, she's been concentrating on rebuilding her life.

      "I don't think Debra did it very well. That's how she ended up losing her job."

      "She didn't lose her job, Renee. She resigned."

      "After they offered her a Sabbatical in lieu of firing her."

      "She voluntarily left."

      I roll my eyes but smile inwardly. Maxine and Debra pick at each other like sisters, but no one can pick at Debra except Maxine. Not even me.

      "Have you seen Debra lately? Since she took that Assistant Director's position at the Community Center, all I get is hi and bye from her."

      I shake my head. "Not in a while. We have lunch plans at Ruby's today, though. Want to join us?"

      Max frowns. "Thanks for thinking of me, best friends. I can't go anyway; I have to drop Imani at Inell's and get to the office. Virgil has already called me three times today."

      Imani kicks her little legs and whines, her arms outstretched for Maxine. Out of instinct, Max reaches for her and gathers the baby to her chest, plopping a trail of kisses across her cheek. "I guess we'd better get ready, so Grandma can get busy spoiling you."

      I stand, helping Max gather the diaper bag and her purse and follow her to the car. She straps Imani into her seat and drops another kiss on a pudgy cheek before backing out and closing the door. It's still strange to see an infant carrier in the back of the pristine white Maserati—a car that now, according to Joseph, occasionally sports smashed cheerios and milk stains.

      "You know," she huffs, catching her breath from all of that activity, "we haven't had brunch in forever. Debra works every other weekend, you and Malcolm have your... well, I don't even know what y'all are doing over there, with the yard and everything. And my weekends are so full. Maybe we need to switch some things up, because a group text is just not going to cut it for me. I miss my girls. And I'm tired of missing my girls."

      "I know. It seems like things have changed so much⁠—"

      "Because they have. I'll put some thought into it. Maybe we have drinks one night instead."

      "There's an idea. Drop it into the group chat so we can all talk about it."

      Max pulls at the crisp peplum at her waist. "Well, off I go. I'm every woman, and all that Oprah feel good shit."

      We laugh as I hug her, then I step back and let her get into the car before I head to my own car. Smiling, sipping coffee, singing along to the radio, I am bound for Lorraine Gladwell Books.

      A few years ago, Daddy's decline brought the bookstore to near collapse. It was a struggle to bring the business back to life, especially when my goal was to sell it. Lately, the place is bustling. We've done some rearranging and redecorating, adding more books by authors that my mother would have loved. Betty's Coffee & Smoothies pays consistent rent, the study rooms Malcolm built last summer stay booked, and the bistro tables with colorful umbrellas draw the university crowd to our sidewalk. Gladwell Books feels alive again.

      My manager, Lexie, always has some grand idea for an event or a way to use the space. Her energy is adorable and contagious. I let her have run of the shop and the staff while I take care of the finances and work on future business ideas. Malcolm thinks we should add a second level to the building, but that's not the kind of expanding I've been thinking about lately.

      I push away these thoughts as I pull into my spot behind the bookstore. I've arrived later than usual, so the parking lot is already dotted with cars. I enter the shop through the backdoor, greeted by the sounds of commerce—the whir of Betty's smoothie blender, the click of register keys, faint conversation in the book stacks.

      I head to my office and unload my bag and my coffee, boot up the computer and login.

      "Oh, you're here!"

      I glance up to find Lexie standing in the doorway of my office. She's always worn her hair in an intricate tangle of micro-braids. They frame her face and make her look much younger than her twenty-eight years. She's the proud holder of an MFA, and I'd been worried that she'd be looking to move on from Gladwell, but she seems as rooted as ever to the bookstore and keeping the business alive.

      She talked me into hiring a part time social media manager and capitalizing on being one of the few Black woman owned bookshops in our area, let alone in the city. I have to admit she was right to insist—online orders have been booming and foot traffic has increased measurably. Mama would be so proud of her little bookshop.

      "Yeah. I had a long talk with Daddy, then I stopped over to see Maxine and the baby. How's business this morning?"

      "The usual."

      I wave her in and Lexie steps over the threshold into my office and settles into the chair in front of my desk, tucking one leg under the other. This office used to be my mother's; this desk and this chair were hers. I love the idea of sitting in the same spot where she sat and talked with me when I clerked for her after school.

      "Did you need me for something? I wanted to finish going through these invoices before lunch."

      "Oh, not really. I just had a thought about something and wondered… well, it's about my son."

      Lexie's son is the cutest sci-fi fan you ever met.

      "He's here a couple of nights a week, waiting for me to get off but he's been so bored. I was thinking… what if we put together young adult book club? Something for the kids to do after school, that encourages reading and socializing?"

      My eyebrows lift in curiosity and deep thought. Debra buys books for her community center reading program, but I'd never thought about hosting the kids here.

      "That's not a bad idea. Gladwell could offer the books at a discount for members and maybe Betty would provide healthy snacks?"

      Lexie grins, leaning forward and settling her elbows on my desk. "That's what I was thinking! But really let the kids design their own book club. Let them read whatever books they want to read, then let them get together and discuss them. I think it would do so much for critical thinking and encourage them to read past whatever popular author is out today."

      I lean back, swiveling the chair one way and then the other. "Do you have time to manage it?"

      Her head bobs vigorously.

      I shrug my shoulders. "Run anything you need to use petty cash for by me, as usual. Use the staff if you need them and let me know if I can help with anything. Okay?"

      Satisfied, she stands and heads toward the door. "Thanks. I think this is going to be a great idea. I'll talk to Leo about what he'd like to do and let him help me put it together."

      “The kids will love it. Thanks, Lex," I call out, but she's already gone back to work in the shop.

      I try to focus on my work, but I'm interrupted by a text from Debra:
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