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Midnight Tequila
Suzann Kale

Sample Chapter


ACT I

SOLANGE IN BED


Scene 1: Night Sweats

Solange sat in bed wearing her granddaughter’s pink boa and writing in her journal with a Hello Kitty magic wand pen. A shot of tequila sat on her nightstand. She was done being blond. Brown dye applied to her ash blond hair earlier that day had turned it a pale lavender. That was fine. She was just glad the blond was gone. It had been exhausting. 
As her small body sank into the luscious tropical mist of an impending hot flash, she put the pen to her chin and waited. The familiar warmth hit her in the solar plexus like a small internal bomb, and the heat radiated out so evenly and quickly it made her gasp. Sweat broke out on her forehead, her chest, her thighs. Within seconds her Victoria’s Secret peach satin nightgown was soaked through. She leaned back on her seven extra-soft pillows and let the changing of her life wash through her.
The fever was fabulous. It was legitimate. No one could deprive her of it, it was a documented scientific event. It was part of who she was. She was hot.
Dripping with sweat, she absentmindedly reached for a cigarette, then remembered she had given them up thirty-five years ago. 
She wrote in her dream journal.

The doctors plan to stick long, thin needles into my brain. It is experimental. There is nothing I can do to stop them. They stand around me, talking about how they are going to insert the needles. I sit there like an idiot, just waiting. The surgery would be very delicate, rare, intrusive. I feel horror but can think of no way out.

Solange closed her eyes for a few minutes as she came out of the mid-life fever and began to freeze. She took a dainty sip of the Cuervo Gold, leaving a layer of light peach lipgloss on the jigger. Re-energized, she wrote:

If I have this dream one more time I’m going to go nuts. 

Indeed, she had looked up each of the dream symbols in Wilda Tanner’s The Mystical Magical Marvelous World of Dreams, but Wilda just didn’t go where Solange went at night. 
On a whim, Solange tripped into the bathroom and dyed her lavender hair brown. It came out dark burgundy. The whole point of all this hair stuff was to figure out a way that the gray hair coming in wouldn’t look so startling. She did not like to be startled. She was done being startled, which was why she had the ringers on the phones in her townhouse turned off. She figured she’d know someone was calling by just getting that energy, which was as startled as she could tolerate just now -- or she’d simply miss the call and find it later on her machine. She had no great need to talk to anyone on the phone about anything. Except, of course, her Tarot card callers, but the 900-line was separate, and only rang after she logged in.
Once some doctor gave her a pill so she wouldn’t jump ten feet into the air every time the phone rang. Although the pill was nice, it was not worth the possible liver damage -- Solange wanted to hoard her liver points for stuff that actually mattered, like her tequila shots -- so she came up with the radical idea of not having any phone ringers on. She loved being old; there were so many more solutions to things.

I keep thinking -- if only I had a man who loved me who I loved...then I could dump all my anxieties and nightmares on him. But then he’d probably want sex in return. 

That was the exact moment that Carlo rang the doorbell.


--------------------------------------End of Scene 1-----------------------------------------
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