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    This book work is dedicated to every person who has lost their voice to speak up.

      

    


The book "Unresolved Issues" story might not mirror every detail of your life, but certain moments will resonate deeply. 

It held my attention—and just when I thought I had it figured out, the plot took an unexpected turn.

I’m so thrilled and honored to be part of YuNeek Kyng fictional Creation.

I pray for much success!!!

- Cherrie B

I’m not even much of a book reader, but this one completely pulled me in. 

From the very first page, it had my full attention, and I honestly didn’t want it to end. It felt more like watching a movie than reading a book; the scenes were so vivid, the emotions so real. I found myself fully immersed in the story, living every moment with the characters. 

​It’s rare for a book to grip me like this, and I’m genuinely glad I was asked to read.

- Jachimma B
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Why is it that when a man cheats, he is seen as the top dog or credits himself with another conquest? Women, too, are presented with the same opportunity to cheat. But we women chose to remain faithful, even if our man is a low-down dirty, good-for-nothing, cheating dog. They seem to believe that we women are to remain loyal to them despite the disrespect and dishonor they put us through.

Wait one Carolina-hot-pickle minute! But—let one of us creep. I’m not even gon’ say creep. We are not creeping. We got this thing well planned out. The who. The when. The where. And the how.

You see, a grown woman will not cheat on her man without a well-drawn-out plan. When she is driven to step out of her marriage, she continues to manage her role as a wife and/or a mother at home. Oh, but if or when she does get caught cheating, she doesn’t get any notches added to her belt or affirmed as the top dog. Instead, she’s looked at as a tramp, slut, whore, or a worthless piece of trash.

Ask the adulterous woman who was brought before Jesus to be judged for her actions. Who showed her respect? Who honored her? Why wasn’t the man brought forth? Why wasn’t he subjected to the same judgment as she? I’m pretty sure the man’s name wasn’t Mr. Pointer Finger or Vib R. Ator.

I’m sure you have heard of men being referred to as dogs and women as cats. Cats are free to roam, but you need to put a dog on a leash to keep it from running wild. Interestingly, you can train a cat to go potty on a toilet, but the dog sniffs around until it finds the perfect spot in the grass to release. If you ask me, I would say that the cat has more intelligence than the dog. I am just kidding—or am I? 

You may laugh. It’s okay to laugh at my last statement.

Where were we? Oh yeah. . . Both the cat and the dog have some level of inquisitiveness. As well as, they both have a wild animal within that is screaming and wanting to be released. The dog desires to be released from the leash and walk freely. The cat desires to go beyond the windowpane and roam freely in the neighborhood. Some men release their beast, while most women have learned to tame the mountain lion within themselves and remain true to the one, they love.

I’m not saying that a woman doesn’t release that beast from within her. That would make me a liar. Some of us roar loud, roam free, and take the risk of losing it all.

Hi, my name is Abeni Anderson, a woman with an inquisitive appetite. Just like some of you, I’ve had my share of pain, hurt, rejection, and disappointment in my past. I continue to keep my wild beast in me constrained with my day-to-day mundane routine.

I have Zumba every Monday, Wednesday, and Friday mornings. My bestie, Jordyn, and I meet every Tuesday morning for coffee, followed by a spin class. Wednesday nights, my W.O.W., aka “Women of Wisdom,” group meets. Taco/Takeout is Thursday—my only night free from cooking dinner. I treat the staff to lunch on Fridays. I get up early to run track with Jordyn first thing Saturday morning. Sunday morning church service, then chill with the family the rest of the day.

That does not include the activities that Grace and Shiloh have. Plus, my duties at home and with my husband, Daniel.

Daniel and I have been married for seven oh-so-happy years. We have twin daughters, Grace and Shiloh. I own a home interior business plus an event planning business. I’ve overcome many obstacles in my life, but there is still an emptiness within my heart.

I cannot believe how quickly these Mondays come around. It’s as if Friday through Sunday make up one day. Then - whoomph - there it is. Monday!

After finishing up an intense Zumba workout, I head home to take a quick shower before heading into the office. I am discerning something different about this Monday. I can feel it in my ice-frozen bones.

“Who in the heavens left the freezer door open?” I say out loud.

I can hear the ground releasing the sounds of ice breaking and snow crunching. I am crunch-crunch-crunching all the way to my vehicle. It’s so cold out, I’m breathing icicles. I can see the vapor-diffused breath coming from the mouths of individuals.

Amid the sounds of the engines running and the voices of people slowly fading away, I hear the wind loudly whispering, “You is kind, you is smart, you is important,” a line from ﻿﻿Kathryn Stockett’s book, The Help (Stockett, 2011).

I enter my vehicle and begin my journey home. An overwhelming feeling of emptiness and boredom with my monotonous routine overtook me.

“Let me call Jordyn. Maybe she has some wisdom or a prayer that will help me overcome this feeling.” I thought to myself.

She and I have been rolling together since our monkey bar days in elementary school. The phone rings. Before I could say anything, Jordyn burst in full of excitement.

“Hey, girl. How’s your morning?” She babbles on and on about her night with a new guy she had met on a dating app, what she had for dinner, the new coffee flavor at our favorite coffee shop—et cetera, et cetera.

Jordyn is, and has always been, the more outspoken between the two of us—even in school. I was the quiet, timid, and nerdy girl. She wasn’t a bully, but she sure knew how to speak her mind. The students gave her the nickname Miss Bossy.

One day on the playground near the monkey bars, she noticed I was standing nearby alone, staring into outer space. I was too scared to even attempt the climb. Her being Jordyn, she yells at me, “Are you gonna continue to stand there and look stupid or climb up and monkey around?”

We have been inseparable since that day.

Realizing I’m silent, she pauses and asks, “Are you okay, my friend?”

I respond with fake excitement, “Yeah, girl. I just left my Zumba class.” I pause, release a deep sigh, and ask. “Jordyn, do you ever feel as if there is more to life?”

Jordyn laughs, “Girl, please! You have a perfect life. You have a man who loves and cherishes you, my two beautiful nieces, a career that someone is envious of, and me as your best ride-or-live friend.” She ponders. “What could you possibly be missing?” She questions.

“Yeah, maybe you’re right,” I say, turning on the ignition of my car. “I don’t know what I’m thinking.” I snicker nervously. “Maybe it’s the gloominess of winter that has me feeling this way.”

“Are you sure you’re good, sis?”

I let out a quick “Hmm mm.”

“As long as you’re good. I am good. Anyway, I need to get back to work. Let’s catch up over lunch at Flavors of Thailand.”

“Oh yes, let’s do that. I haven’t eaten at that place in a while.”

“Love you, girl. I will see you at lunch.”

“Love you too, sis.” 

Arriving at the crib to take a quick shower before heading into the office, two adorable, full of excitement, twin girls, Shiloh and Grace, greet me at the door.

Jumping and grabbing me. “Mommy, mommy!” Both girls say with an exuberant outburst.

“How are my precious princesses?” I ask as I pick them both up and give them Mommy kisses. “Where is Daddy?”

The twins point to the kitchen. I put the girls down and walk towards the kitchen.

I walk into the hunger-evoked aroma of hot cakes and turkey bacon, admiring Daniel standing at the oven, making the girls their famous heart-shaped pancakes.

Daniel and I met during our freshman year in college. He wasn’t one of the cool jock guys, nor was he as boring and nerdy as myself. He was still trying to figure out who he was. His smile and tender heart caught my attention.

I honestly was still too shy and ashamed to date, but he asked me one of the silliest questions I had ever heard. He walked over and said, “I know what you’re thinking. Is that tall, light-skinned man with that handsome smile my baby daddy?”

We both laughed and began our journey together.

“Mmm, what’s that delicious smell?” I say as I’m walking over to kiss him on the back of his neck.

“Good morning, gorgeous. How was your workout?” Daniel asks as he turns, embraces me, and returns a kiss.

“It was great.” I walk towards the staircase. “I’m going to jump in the shower to clean up before heading into the office.”

“Will you not be joining the girls and me for breakfast?” Daniel asks.

“No. I have a breakfast meeting this morning with the team.”

“Okay. The girls and I will probably be gone before you finish.” Leaning on the wrought-iron guardrail, he yells upstairs, “I love you. Have a good day at the office.”

“It’s Monday. I’m pretty sure the workload on my desk will be excessive with deadlines.” I reply sarcastically.

As soon as I got into the shower, I felt an immense sense of rejection and unworthiness. I try to focus on all the blessings I have in my life to uplift that feeling. I thought of the great times Daniel and I have had. The joy that the twins bring into my life. My business and all the awards I have won throughout the past few years.

The sound of my alarm interrupts my thought process. I had been in the shower longer than I had planned. Daniel and the girls have already left. I’m doing my best to make it before I miss the 8:30 A-line train into downtown.

The struggle to find parking in the garage almost caused me to miss my departing train. Arriving at my destination, I depart the train with my head held high and a smile on my face. I greet every passerby with a gentle hello.

I whisper to myself, “Your name is Abeni Anderson. You are the owner and top designer at A Touch of Glamour Designs. You have a loving and supportive husband, and you have two beautiful twin daughters. You are loved by many but envied by most. You have traveled the world with your family and for your business. You’ve appeared on the cover of magazines. You eat, live, and breathe the best. You have the best employees.”

I made a quick stop at the coffee shop up the street from my office, ordered my favorite coffee, and headed to my office building.

Approaching the translucent glass doors of my office building—I freeze.

I couldn’t lift my hand to open the door. That familiar feeling of neglect, rejection, and unworthiness had returned. I know I have a good life.

But. . .

An emptiness lies deep within me, which I struggle with day in and day out. I struggle with the pain, disappointment, rejection, and abuse from my past.

I’ve learned how to put on my ready-set-action face and keep pushing forward, despite what is going on deep within myself. I take a deep breath, stand tall, smile, and start walking through the translucent doors of my office building.

A delivery guy comes storming out the door. He runs into me like a football linebacker. I go in one direction, and my cup of coffee in another.

“I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry,” says the delivery guy.

Lying on the snow-covered ground, I look up and see a hazel-eyed, French silk pie-complexioned, bald-fade, neat-bearded, six-point-something-foot man standing above me. Speechless, I stare at him in a daze. The delivery guy tries to get my attention by waving his hand in front of my face.

“Excuse me, miss, are you OK?” he asks. “Miss? Do you need an ambulance?”

I didn’t know if I had died and one of the most handsome angels had greeted me, or if this angel was here on Earth. Either way, what a glorious view!

Slowly coming back from la-la land and down to Earth, I was able to mutter, “I’m okay.”

“I am so sorry,” he says in a baritone voice. “I didn’t see you coming.” He extends his hand.

Still lying there thinking, “My God, my Lord, his voice sounds just as good as he looks.” Finally, coming completely to my senses, I grab his hand and dust myself off.

“Thank you,” I say. “I was a little distracted by my thoughts and didn’t see you coming.”

“No, I was in a bit of a hurry and didn’t think twice about checking if someone was on the other side of the door.” He pauses. “Are you good? I need to get to my next stop, but I want to make sure you’re okay.” Stretching out his hand again. “By the way, my name is Jaxson, but my friends call me Jax.”

Stumbling over my words, “Ja, Ja, Jaxson...” I shook his hand. “Nice to meet you. I’m Abeni.”

“Nice to meet you.” He smiles. “Are you sure you’re, okay?” Jaxson asks with concern.

“Yes, I’m good.”

“Maybe I can replace your coffee later—at dinner, or tomorrow around noon?”

Without giving it a second thought, I said, “Okay. Tomorrow works best for me.”

“Great! I’ll see you tomorrow at noon at the coffee shop two blocks from here.”

“Sounds good.” I’m still in a state of shock as I gaze at the statue of a man standing in front of me.

He starts to hurry off, but then turns around and says, “I hope your day goes better.” Apologetically, he adds, “Once again, I apologize for knocking you off your feet.” He smiles and darts away.

As Jaxson rushes off to his next delivery. I stand and watch him disappear into the ice-kissed air. I look and check the time on my phone. “Oh, crap!” I rush into my office building. 

I continue past the security guard, jump into the elevator—the overplayed Christmas elevator tunes are annoying. I arrive on the floor of my office. The robotic voice announces “Floor seven” as the door opens. 

Lights, cameras, and action... I put on my all-is-well character act. 

Exiting the elevator, I head into my office to meet the high demands waiting for me. My employees appear to be in a slow-motion movie scene. I periodically hear, “Good morning, Mrs. Anderson.” I enter the boardroom where the morning meeting is being held. 

Each employee gives an update on the project they’re working on. We enjoy breakfast. After the meeting, I head towards my office. Entering, I see the molehill stack of papers on my desk. I start tackling the requests one by one as people come in and out of my office. 

I’m thinking about my encounter with a delivery guy named Jaxson. I pivot my chair toward the window to feel the warmth of the sun that beams through it.

I stand from my chair, walk over to the window, and start imagining what tomorrow at the coffee shop will be like. Closing my eyes, I can smell his cologne lingering in the air, hear him whisper sweet sayings in my ear as he rubs his fingers through my hair. 

I stand staring out my window with a smile bright enough to melt the ice from the pane. Thinking: Would he kiss me? Would he gently embrace my hand? 

Interrupted by the sound of a text on my phone.

A message from Jordyn reads: “911, call me.” 

I pick up the phone and call Jordyn immediately. “Hey, girl! What’s the 911?” I speak anxiously.

As Jordyn talks, all I hear is the sound of the teacher from a Charlie Brown episode... Mwah wah wah... coming from her mouth. My mind continues to revisit the encounter with Jaxson.

I honestly don’t know what her emergency was. I manage to bring my focus back to the conversation to hear her say. . .

“Sorry, my friend, I have to bail on our lunch date today. Please don’t be mad at me,” Jordyn says apologetically.

“You’re good. I have a desk full of deadlines that’ll keep me busy,” I say with a smirk. 

We both say our goodbyes. 

I force my attention back to my desk. My team and I began working earnestly to fulfill the orders. Unaware of how much time has gone by, I inform the team to take a break. 

I took a moment to breathe.

Once again, I’m interrupted. This time, by the voice of my office assistant. 

I consciously come back to my senses. 

“Mrs. Anderson, your husband is here—with the girls.”

“My husband? He’s here?” 

Daniel and the girls walk past the office assistant. I rush over to him and kiss him as if it were the first kiss we ever shared.

“Wow!” he says with excitement. “I missed you, too.”

“What a surprise,” I say in shock.

“I decided to pick the girls up early and thought maybe we could have a day to ourselves—just you, the girls, and me.”

“That sounds great!” I say, glancing back at the work on my desk. “But I have so much on my plate. I’ve deadlines to meet. May I take a rain check?”

Pleading, he says, “Sweetheart, you’re always consumed with work. The girls and I rarely see you anymore. Can you at least carve out forty-five minutes of your day for us?”

“Please, Mommy!” The twins beg.

The office assistant chimes in, “Mrs. Anderson, please go, and enjoy the day with your family.” She grabs the stack of orders and says, “The team and I will make sure things get taken care of.”

“Okay! Okay!” I say, reluctantly walking over to my desk, closing my laptop, gathering my belongings, and heading out to spend the day with Daniel and the girls.

Daniel suggests, “I thought we could stop at your favorite Thai place for lunch.”

Lost in my thoughts, I didn’t hear him at first. He taps my hand and says, “Did you hear me?” The sudden gesture startles me. 

“Is everything okay?”

“Yes,” I reply.

“I asked if lunch at your favorite Thai place is okay. You didn’t respond.”

“I’m sorry there’s so much on my mind.” I look over and smile at Daniel. “Thai sounds perfect.”

“Relax. Your assistant assured you that she’d take care of everything.”

“I know.”

“You need to learn to trust them.”

“I’m trying. I just want to make sure everything’s done to perfection.”

“You hired them because they’re skilled.” He rubs my thigh. “Plus, they learned from the best in the business.”

Looking over at Daniel. “Aww, thanks, babe.”

“Anytime.”

We continue to have small talk the rest of the drive to the restaurant. We talk about his recent golfing trip, the girls’ day at daycare, and other good times. I laugh at the jokes the girls made up. I start to feel a sense of joy and peace. 

This was a long-overdue day that I needed—a day of laughter and joy.

During lunch, we share laughter and cheerful conversations. Thoughts of Jaxson completely slipped my mind as I savor the joy of being with my daughters and husband.

The girls ask if they could make snow angels after lunch. I made them a promise; I would allow them to play outside to make snow angels. Finishing up lunch, Daniel asks, “Is there any place else you would like to go?”

“Well. . . I pause to think. “We haven’t had dessert.” 

I look over at the twins. “Girls, what do you think about ice cream?”

They both yell, “Yeah, ice cream!

“To the ice cream parlor,” Daniel replies.

As we leave the restaurant, the cheerful sound of tiny voices singing their made-up ice cream song fills the air. Daniel secures them in their car seats before walking over to open the door for me.

I give him a hug and whisper, “Thank you for today.”

He looks into my eyes, kisses me, and responds, “My pleasure.”

I have an unyielding feeling of joy as I get into the car.

Daniel closes the door and heads to the driver’s side. As we pull off, Grace has another joke she has to share.

“Mommy?” 

“Yes, sweetie?”

In her three-year-old voice, “Why was the cumber sour?”

“The cucumber?”

“Yes, the cumber.”

“Hmm...” I think for a moment. “I don’t know. Looking back at Grace, “Why was the cucumber sour?”

“Uhm, because —because it was a prickle.” (Prickle is her word for pickle.)

We all laugh.

The ice cream parlor is located inside the mall. The girls see the indoor playground and ask to play. We give them the go-ahead.
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