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~LOVE FROM ABOVE~ 

 

 

 

 "I don't care. He wouldn't do that. Not to you." 

 "No one told me this. He admitted it. Now, I mean...when you get it from the 

horse’s mouth..." 

 "Something about it still doesn't sit right with me." 

 DeQuincia Adams leaned back against the padded headrest on the passenger side 

of the gray Miata. "He said he was drinking, but-" 

 "Oh please, Samir Adams never touches that stuff." Jasmine Morgan snapped, her 

hazel eyes sparkling with certainty. 

 Quincia closed her eyes and groaned. "I know, but he said he reeked of alcohol 

when he woke up." 

 "Whatever..." 



 "Dammit Jazz," Quincia groaned, suddenly angry, "could you just once be on my 

side when it comes to Sam? I am your baby sister, you know?" 

 "I am on your side, Q. I want you to be happy." Jazz declared, her usually firm 

husky voice going soft. "Baby, Samir makes you happy. He always has and he always 

will." 

 Quincia blew a heavy curl from her brow and sent her sister a suspicious glare. 

"Pretty sure of that for a person on the outside looking in." 

 Jazz shrugged. "I've always had a sixth sense when it comes to you two." She 

boasted. 

 "Well I wish you could tell me how all this is going to turn out." 

 Jazz laughed. "It's going to work out perfect. You'll take Samir back and forget all 

this foolishness." 

 "Jazz, he didn't just stay out late with his boys, you know? He...he slept with 

another woman." Quincia whispered, her voice breaking on the last word. 

 Jazz's heart ached when she heard her sister sobbing. "Stop it, Q." She ordered, 

forcing herself to remain firm. It was true; she did have a certain insight when it came 

to her brother-in-law's love for Quincia. He adored her and something about his 

supposed infidelity didn't ring true. 

 The tiny gray sports car zoomed down the rain and oil slicked street. Jazz was 

taking Quincia home after their weekly 'girl's night out'. Caught up in her own 

emotions and heavy thoughts, she raced across the intersection. The red light went 

unnoticed and the car sped forward. A horn blared, but it was too late. A massive, 

black Cadillac SUV rammed the driver's side of the tiny car and sent it spiraling across 

the road. The horns continued to blare, sounding like wounded calls. Rain filled the air 

with blinding sheets of water... 

 

*** 

 

        



 

Charlotte, NC 

 

 Jasmine Giselle Morgan's body was committed to the ground amidst an 

abundance of silent mourners. No one could believe the vibrant, outspoken 35-year-old 

restaurateur was gone. 

 Quincia kept her seat near the casket as the remaining funeral attendants left the 

gravesite. Her molasses-toned, oval face was shielded by her shoulder length hair, 

which hung in limp curls across her head. 

 "We were only a block away from the condo." She whispered, her slender fingers 

curling into the white Carnations covering the silver casket. 

 Someone's hand touched Quincia's shoulder and she closed her eyes to savor the 

warmth of the gesture. The strong caress grazed her neck. It felt hot next to her skin 

cooled by the brisk January wind. 

 "What do you want, Sam?" Quincia asked, knowing her husband's touch without 

looking up. 

 Samir Adams' jaw clenched as his temper rose to a slow simmer. The dry, lifeless 

tone of his estranged wife's voice was undoubtedly due to the ordeal of losing her only 

sister. Still, Sam had hoped the tragedy would bring them close-if only for a while. 

 "I want you to talk to me." He finally whispered. 

 Quincia didn't want to be affected by Sam's deep voice. She was too emotional 

and knew she would only wind up in his arms. Instead, she kept her brown eyes on the 

weather-ravaged grass and steeled herself against the pleasure of his fingers against her 

skin. "We'll only end up talking about one thing," she predicted, easing off the folding 

chair she occupied. 

 "Quin-" 

 "Sam, not today. Please." 

 "I don't want to leave you alone today. Don't ask me to." 



 Quincia finally looked up at her husband. She would always be struck by how 

very handsome he was. The same molasses complexion as hers, his eyes were slanted, 

onyx orbs that seemed to sear her soul with their intensity. The beard and mustache he 

sported only added that extra rugged element to his features. 

 "Quincy?" 

 Quincia shut her eyes against Samir's image. She urged him to be quiet by raising 

both hands above her head. "How can you do this today when I just put my sister in the 

ground? Talking is something I can't do. Especially with you, when all I'd be thinking 

about is...I just can't." She decided, stepping past him. 

 Samir reached out and caught Quincia's upper arm. He felt her go pliant beneath 

the long dark sleeve of her wool suit. Unfortunately, the moment was too brief and she 

stiffened an instant later. The coldness in her large, brown eyes shook him to his soul. 

    

 Across the silent cemetery, Jazz stood watching the couple she loved. If only I 

could bring them together, she thought. If only there were something I could do. 

 "There is." 

 A voice out of thin air should have sent Jasmine into a fit of shivers. This was 

different-almost as though she expected to hear the soft feminine sound. Slowly, she 

turned to find herself looking at a woman who couldn't have been more than a few 

years older than she. 

 "Who are you?" Jazz whispered, awed by the glow surrounding the tall, black 

woman. 

 "Marci Dallins." She announced, with a smile that surpassed the gleam of the 

whitest pearls. 

 "Lovely gown." Jazz replied, her eyes glancing at the lady's stunning attire. 

 Marci pursed her full lips and bowed regally. "And yours as well." She 

complimented, laughing softly when Jasmine gasped and realized they were dressed 

identically. "It hasn't quite sunk in yet, has it?" She queried. 



 "Oh..." Jazz sighed, taking in her surroundings. Charlotte, in winter, required 

much more than the shimmery white gown she sported. Yet, there she stood in the 

middle of the cemetery surrounded by marble and concrete headstones, towering trees-

void of their leaves, and; in the distance, a silver casket where her mortal remains 

rested. 

 "How?" 

 "You know how, Dear." 

 "The crash...Quincy." 

 "A few bruises, but she's fine as you just saw." 

 Jazz shook her head; her short curly locks framing her face with a mass of 

ringlets. "She's not fine. I wanted to help her and now..." 

 "You can still help her." Marci said, resting her hand on Jazz's shoulder. "You'll 

have to, if you intend to move on from this place." 

 "And this place is?" 

 Marci's dark, almond-shaped eyes turned toward the sky. "A place of unrest. And 

here you will remain until your soul is at peace." 

 Jasmine appeared even wearier. Her mouth turned down and her flawless caramel 

complexion appeared ashen. "Then, I'm afraid I'll be here a long time-until my sister 

and her husband find their way back to each other. There's no way I can help them 

now." 

 "There is." 

 "How Marci?" Jazz snapped, "are you trying to tell me I have special powers now 

that I'm...on the other side?" 

 Marci laughed. "Well, unfortunately, there isn't much we can do. In spite of what 

people think, there aren't a host of supernatural abilities that come with being 'on the 

other side'". 

 Jazz slapped her hands to her sides. "So I'm stuck here?" 

 "Not necessarily." Marci corrected, walking forward and urging Jazz to follow. 

"Fortunately for us, the living are more susceptible when they're unconscious-asleep. 



Of course, they think everything is a dream, but you have the ability to share some 

helpful insights with your sister." 

 Jasmine's eyes narrowed. "Insights?" 

 "About what really happened with Samir?" 

 "And how do I find out what really happened?" 

 Marci laughed and slipped her arm around Jasmine's shoulders. "My Dear, we 

ghosts may not have an abundance of powers, but we aren't completely helpless." 

*** 

 The employees of Morgan/Adams Consultants were all aware of their employer's 

troubled marriage. Everyone speculated how long they would have jobs, once the 

couple decided a business relationship was too much to handle. 

 Samir and DeQuincia began the business as a project while obtaining their 

MBAs. It grew into a viable endeavor that brought the young couple incredible 

financial success. After only a year and a half, Sam and Quincia had to hire staff in 

order to keep up with the accounts they'd acquired. 

 Conversation among the small staff ceased when Alicia Stevens stepped off the 

elevator. The bubbly, 26 year old beauty was at the center of the Adam's marital woes. 

 "Didn't they fire you?" 

 Alicia rolled her eyes towards the robust young woman standing in the first 

cubicle to her left. "They didn't fire me. I quit." She haughtily replied. 

 Cherlye Allen glanced at her co-workers, before sneering at Alicia. "Yeah, I 

forgot. You beat 'em to it." 

 "I'm only here to get the last of my stuff." 

 Cherlye watched Alicia saunter down the hall towards the executive offices. 

"Well, just be gone before they get here!" 

    

 DeQuincia hurried to the elevator, while reading over some mail. When she 

looked up, Samir was inside and leaning against the rear panel. 



 "Do you want to wait for the next one?" He asked, noticing the wary look on her 

face.  

 Quincia stepped into the car without offering a response. She slipped the mail 

inside her black leather tote and smoothed suddenly damp palms across her chic, pen-

striped skirt suit. 

 Samir pushed the stop button before the elevator could reach the 2nd floor. 

 "Sam...don't." 

 "Don't what, Quin? Don't try to get through to you?" 

 Quincia rolled her eyes and turned. Samir towered over her tall frame from his 

6'4" advantage. "This won't settle anything." She predicted.  

 Samir stepped closer until he had Quincia trapped in the corner of the car. "This 

will settle more than you know." He assured her, curving his fingers beneath her chin 

and forcing her to look at him. 

 "You can't expect us to do this?" Quincia marveled, looking as though she didn't 

recognize him. 

 Samir lowered his mouth to the soft spot behind Quincia's ear. "Sex was never 

our problem."  

 Quincia pressed her hands against the front of Samir's navy 3 piece suit. Her 

lashes fluttered when she came in contact with the hard, wide wall of his chest. "That's 

what I thought. Obviously I was wrong." 

 "You weren't wrong." He groaned, his perfect teeth tugging her fleshy lobe, 

before suckling it. 

 "Samir-" 

 "No." He decided, encircling her waist with large hands. 

 Quincia whimpered and arched her slender frame into Samir's body. As his mouth 

worked over the satiny softness of her throat, she rubbed her fingers into his close-cut 

hair. 



 Samir's low groans filled the confines of the elevator, as he savored his wife's 

touch. He had never wanted another woman and a part of him died whenever he 

thought of how he betrayed her. 

 Soon, Quincia and Samir were in the midst of a lusty, deep kiss. Soft cries 

mingled with tortured moans as their tongues fought a heated battle. They struggled to 

feel as much of one another as possible. During the kiss, they hit the stop button and 

the elevator continued its ascent. The oak paneled doors slid open and several seconds 

passed before they realized their privacy had been compromised. 

 Quincia pulled away and could feel Samir's black stare upon her. She pressed her 

face into his neck and inhaled his natural male scent mixed with the enticing aroma of 

his cologne. A tiny, serene smile graced her mouth when she turned away. The smile 

froze and eventually faded when she stood facing Alicia Stevens. 

 "Good morning!" 

 Alicia's cheery greeting, made Quincia's insides feel sour. Her easy mood 

effectively ruined, she tossed Samir a scathing look. "I think she's talkin' to you." She 

told him, and then brushed past Alicia-almost knocking the woman to the floor. 

 Samir felt as though he'd been hurtled right back to square one. He clenched his 

fists, hoping to quell the urge to smash something. Alicia's bright greeting was ignored 

as he stormed out of the elevator. 

 Quincia raced down the hall to her office. Her assistant, Tonja Echols followed 

closely behind. 

 "I hate to bother you with this Quincy, but you've got that lunch meeting with 

Cory Wainwright today." 

 "Damn." 

 Tonja cringed. "Sorry." She whispered. 

 Quincia waved one hand in the air while massaging her eyes with the other. 

"Don't worry about it. Cory's a friend and I could use that type of company today. I 

feel better just thinking about it." 



 "Well this should take care of that quick. Staff meeting in Sam's office. Fifteen 

minutes." Tonja announced.  

 "Thanks." Quincia replied, sarcasm filling her voice. Deciding not to waste time 

complaining, she grabbed her things and headed out. 

    

 "You feel like handling this thing today, man? You know? Considering..." 

 Samir smiled at Benji Ackerson, Morgan/Adams VP of Finance. "I better take 

care of it, Ben. I need something else to concentrate on, before I go crazy." 

 Benji could hear the despair in his friend's usually robust, confident voice. Before 

he could offer any comforting words, Quincia walked into the office. 

 "Hey Benji." She called, only making brief eye contact with Samir. 

 The rest of the executive staff trickled in and the meeting was soon underway. 

Things progressed nicely, despite the heated looks between the people at each end of 

the long board table. 

 "Um, Quincy, Darius Owens wanted to meet with us today to discuss the plans 

for his grand opening ads in the Beacon." 

 Quincia kept her eyes downcast as she pretended to scribble notes on a pad. "I 

can't today. I have a lunch date. Sorry." 

 Everyone waited for Samir's reaction. They all uttered a silent, yet collective sigh 

when he shrugged. 

 "No problem. I'll handle it." He said, already preoccupied by the next item on the 

agenda. "Alright people, we need someone to take over the Muns account." 

 Quincia tensed at the mention of the account that had belonged to Alicia Stevens. 

It was clear Samir hated discussing it as much as she hated hearing it. 

 "...Muns is very happy with everything he's seen, so this should be pretty simple 

to handle. He liked who he was...dealing with before, but-" 

 "I'm sorry guys, but I should get to work on some notes before my meeting." 

 Quincia's outburst sent another reign of silence across the room. The silence 

continued well after she'd walked out. 



*** 

 Watch and realize. Watch and realize. Jazz repeated Marci's 'words of wisdom' 

before opening her eyes. The cluttered, yet comfortable looking room appeared to be 

part of a home, but who's? 

 "What am I doing here? Where is here?" She asked, not recognizing the 

apartment. Tentatively, she began to inspect her surroundings. The long, elegant pearl 

white gown followed her like a cloud. She was studying a gold-framed black and white 

oil painting, when the front door opened. A frazzled-looking woman walked in and 

Jasmine's eyes widened when she recognized Alicia Stevens. 

 "Well, I'll be a-" She began, before covering her mouth. 

 Of course, Alicia didn't hear her and Jazz risked stepping closer. She watched 

Alicia set her things aside and bury her face in her hands. Suddenly, Alicia burst into 

tears and Jazz watched-unaffected. 

 Almost a minute passed before Alicia collected herself, grabbed a remote and 

took a seat on the sofa. The DVD player activated and Jazz was shocked to see Samir's 

face on the screen. Absently, she eased onto the sofa and looked on. 

 The recording showed Alicia thanking Samir for taking time to look over the 

proposal for her first client project. She offered to fix him some tea while he read the 

portfolio. As the evening progressed, Sam grew disoriented. 

 "You spiked his drink, you little minx." Jazz breathed. 

 Samir had to lie back on the sofa and Alicia took full advantage. The woman had 

no qualms about making love to a man who moaned his wife's name the entire time. 

Jasmine looked away as the torrid scene progressed. Afterwards, Alicia poured Vodka 

down Samir's throat and used a paper towel to douse his clothes with the clear liquid. 

*** 

 "I can't believe you took time out just to check on me?" 

 Cory Wainwright reached across the round dining table and took both Quincia's 

hands in his. "You should've expected it. After hearing about Jazz...I had to see how 

my buddy was doin'." 



 Quincia's thick curls bounced into her face when she shook her head. "Your 

buddy is about to lose her mind. Losing Jazz almost killed me and with everything else 

going on..." 

 "You and Sam still having problems?" Cory guessed, grimacing when Quincia 

nodded. 

 "That's putting it mildly." 

 "Hey," Cory whispered, waiting for her hazel eyes to meet his dark brown ones, 

"I don't know what happened but I do know the man loves you. You know he's been 

caught up over you since college." 

 Quincia managed a weary smile, her gaze drifting out over the sunlit dining room 

of the popular bar and grill. Samir sat across the room, his midnight eyes focused on 

her. Quincia could only watch as he left his table and strolled across the room. 

 "What's up Cory?" 

 "Sam!" Cory greeted, standing to shake hands with his frat brother. 

 "Quincy didn't tell me her business was with you." Samir was saying, turning his 

smoldering stare towards his wife. 

 "Well, we didn't get much business done." Cory lamented. "In fact, I was just 

about to see if she was free for dinner. We can get down to business, then." 

 Quincia shrugged. "Yeah, I don't have any plans." 

 Cory slapped Samir's shoulder. "Why don't you join us, then?" 

 Samir grinned, his gorgeous eyes narrowing mischievously. "That's the best offer 

I've had all day." 

    

 Quincia waited in her car a few minutes after arriving at the Italian restaurant that 

evening. Despite her troubles with Samir, she desperately wanted to be near him. 

 "Aw Quin, don't you have any pride?" She drawled. No, not when it came to Sam, 

she admitted. He was everything to her. 

 Maybe that was the problem. She'd put the man on a pedestal...perhaps that 

pedestal was too high. 



 Inside the quiet, elegant establishment, Samir was already waiting. 

 "Sorry I'm late." Quincia sighed, once the maitre'd left the table. "Where's Cory?" 

 Sam shrugged, watching Quincia remove her red cashmere wrap to reveal the 

stylishly slinky black cocktail dress beneath. "He hasn't called and I got here early." He 

told her.  

 Quincia cleared her throat and propped her elbows against the white tablecloth.  

 "What are you thinking?" 

 Samir's question forced a smile to her face. "I'm thinking we been set up," she 

said. 

 Samir's rich laughter, turned several heads. "Yeah, I was thinking the same 

thing." 

 "He meant well." She whispered. 

 Samir nodded, his fingers aching to touch the dark beauty across the table. "I miss 

you." He said. 

 The raspy admission riddled Quincia's bare arms with goose bumps. "I miss you 

too." 

 "What do we do about it?" 

 One delicious idea came to mind. Quincia's thoughts grew so graphic, she 

couldn't sit still. Stricken by a sudden case of cowardice, she stood and grabbed her 

wrap.  

 "If Cory comes, tell him we'll get together another time." She whispered, leaving 

the dining room as quickly as she arrived. 

     

Samir experienced only a moments' hesitation, before inserting his key into the 

lock. He stepped into the condo he once shared with Quincia and headed upstairs to 

their bedroom. 

 Quincia had rushed home from the restaurant intending to bury her head beneath 

the covers. She was removing the last of her underthings, when the bedroom door 

slammed shut behind her. 



 Seconds seemed like hours, as the two stood staring at each other. Quincia 

brought her hands to her breasts in a vain attempt to shield herself from Samir's eyes. 

 He smiled-a smile of desire and wickedness combined. Slowly, he closed the 

distance between them and pulled Quincia's hands into his. He dropped the softest kiss 

to the tops of her fingers, before pressing them to his chest. Effortlessly, he carried her 

to their bed. 

 "Samir..." Quincia sighed, arching her body towards his mouth when it grazed the 

curve of her breasts and her flat stomach. His lips ventured lower paying special 

attention to her bellybutton and the crisp, dark curls shielding her womanhood. 

Unashamedly, he nuzzled the fragrant softness of her femininity. He held her to the 

bed and pleasured her with deep strokes of his tongue. Once the incredible sensations 

of Quincia's powerful orgasm faded, Samir moved over her. His long, dark brows drew 

close when he saw tears streaming her cheeks. 

 "What?" He whispered, brushing the wetness from her face. 

 Quincia couldn't bring herself to meet his gaze. "She had you...she had this." 

 Samir closed his eyes against the pain tearing through his chest. It was as though 

Quincia reached in and twisted his heart. "Baby no..." he soothed, "she never had me. 

Not really. Not like you." 

 The tears continued to flow, even as Quincia surrendered to her husband's 

incomparable touch. The problems which threatened to end their marriage, faded. They 

lost themselves in waves of erotic bliss. 

    

 "Cedric has the truth." 

 Quincia awakened with a jerk. The voice filling her ears sounded eerie, yet 

soothing. She realized Samir had gone. She would have thought his dream a visit had it 

not been for the scent of his cologne still clinging to her skin. 

 Good sex was never reason enough to tolerate any bad situation. Still, it allowed 

her to see things more clearly. She loved Samir and wanted what they had. But, could 

she forget? Should she forget? 



"Cedric has the truth..." She repeated to her empty bedroom. 

     

"Marci, I've tried getting through to her for days. I know I'm a novice, but I told Q 

everything and all she remembers is that one sentence." 

 Marci nodded, her dark eyes filled with understanding. "You've done a good job." 

 Jazz groaned. "Just doesn't seem it's helping." 

 "Dear, it will help more than you know." 

*** 

 After an evening of surfing job openings on the web with no success, Alicia gave 

up. She decided to relax with her favorite "movie" and had just put in the DVD when 

the bell rang. 

 Quincia waited for the door to open and waltzed in without being invited. "I'm not 

staying. I just want you to know I'm working things out with Sam." 

 Alicia replied with a nasty smirk. "All it took was a little sex, hmm? Yes, he is 

very good at that, isn't he?" 

 Quincia kept her balled fists hidden in the deep pockets of her tanned overcoat. 

"Not that you would know, considering he was drunk, but yes. He's very good at it." 

 "Get out." Alicia snapped, smarting at the remark. 

 Quincia's lovely, brown stare narrowed. "Did you really think he would stay with 

you? Honey sex may snag a man, but it rarely keeps him." 

 "I said get out!" Alicia ordered, this time tears slipped down her cheeks. 

 The DVD clicked on just as Quincia turned to leave. Samir's face on the screen 

prevented her from moving. Alicia fumbled to find the stop button on the remote, but 

Quincia grabbed it. 

 "Are you this desperate?" She whispered, awed by the scene she witnessed. 

 "You bitch." Alicia sneered, once the scene reached its end. Growing violent, she 

hurtled herself across the back of the sofa. Clutching Quincia's shoulders, Alicia 

pushed her from the sofa. 



 Quincia's elbow met her attacker's chest. She sent the woman falling back against 

a bear-shaped porcelain vase. 

 "Cedric!" 

 Quincia froze when the pained cry reached her ears. She pushed Alicia aside and 

scurried over to the broken figurine. Splayed amongst the shards were photos of Samir. 

Upon closer inspection, Quincia could see the pictures had been digitally altered to 

include Alicia. Quincia realized this when she saw her wedding photo with Alicia as 

the bride! 

 "You're crazy." She whispered, disbelief coloring her voice. 

 "Get out, just get out." Alicia sobbed, as she gathered the photos against her 

chest. 

*** 

        

 

 "She had to put something in my drink." Samir remarked in stunned amazement 

when Quincia told him what she'd discovered. 

 "I know it's hard to believe." She said, watching him stare out at the Charlotte 

skyline from the 20th floor balcony of his hotel room. 

 Samir massaged the back of his neck and turned to face his wife. "That still 

doesn't change the fact we had sex." 

 "I know." Quincia acknowledged, after a moment's hesitation. "And you thought 

that crazy fool was me, you jerk." She added, with a mischievous smirk. 

 "Not funny." 

 Quincia cleared her throat and stood. "I know it's not funny, but I have something 

to admit." She said, reaching for his hands when she stood before him. "I decided I 

wanted to work through this before I even found out what Alicia did." 

 A knowing look brightened Samir's handsome dark face. "Because of the sex?" 

He guessed. 



 "That was part of it." Quincia admitted with a smile. "But there's a lot more to us 

and I don't want to lose that." 

 Samir gnawed the inside of his jaw, before speaking. "You know it's gonna take a 

while to get back to that. Alicia's 'trick' did a job on our trust." 

 "But it didn't do a job on our love." Quincia remarked, looking up at Samir with 

questioning eyes. 

 "Never." He assured her. 

 Quincia pulled Samir's arms around her waist and snuggled into his warm, hard 

frame. "That's why making up will be so nice." She sighed. 

 "I love you." He whispered, his lips meeting hers in the sweetest kiss. 

    

 Marci's cool stare slid over to Jasmine. "Content?" She asked. 

 Jazz clutched her hands against her chest and nodded. "Content, happy, at 

peace...I don't think I have words to describe how I feel." 

 "Are you ready to move on?" 

 Jazz hesitated, suddenly uncertain. Then, her hazel gaze settled on her sister and 

brother-in-law. The love, desire and happiness on their faces, filled her with 

confidence and strength. She turned to Marci and nodded. Arm in arm, the two, 

elegantly attired, spiritual beings seemed to glide. 

 They disappeared through a haze of shimmering white and gold lights. 

 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 


