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    For those who stayed solid,even when it cost them everything.This is your story too.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Loyalty is a fire.Get too close, you burn.Stay too far, you freeze."— Unknown
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​Chapter 1: Touchdown Trouble
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I stepped off that plane like I had somewhere important to be. Truth is, I was already over it. The Charlotte heat slapped me across the face the second I exited the terminal—thick, sticky, and just plain disrespectful. You ever feel the air trying to crawl down your throat like it’s got something to prove? That’s North Carolina in July. Ain’t no breeze, no shame, no mercy.

I adjusted my sunglasses and rolled my carry-on like I was on a runway instead of sweating through my linen jumpsuit. Cute but practical. It’s my thing. I’d landed here for a temporary assignment—technical writing gig for a fintech firm downtown. Six weeks tops. The kind of contract that paid well and required zero emotional investment. Just how I like it.

I wasn’t here for friends. Definitely not here for men.

I’d booked a loft in South End—close enough to the office, far enough from anybody trying to talk to me before coffee. The Uber driver smelled like lemon-scented ambition and kept trying to convince me to check out some pop-up vegan jazz brunch. I smiled politely and nodded, but my mind was already on the welcome package my company left at the rental. Snacks, local maps, and—if the HR girl kept her word—a bottle of Riesling.

But as fate would have it, I didn’t even make it through the front door before chaos found me.

I was unlocking the building’s main entrance when I heard shouting coming from the other end of the block. Loud. Heated. A group of dudes arguing in front of a vape lounge like the world needed witnesses. I normally keep it moving—head down, mind my business—but something about the energy stopped me.

They weren’t fighting exactly. Not yet. But the air was thick, pulsing. One guy had his hand on another man’s chest, holding him back with that "chill before I stop chilling" energy. The one in the middle—tall, brown-skinned, hoodie halfway off, voice as low and steady as a bassline—he had control. He was talking slow, measured. His hands never left his pockets.

I don’t know why I stood there watching. Curiosity, maybe. The city was already showing me it had a pulse—and I’ve always been a sucker for rhythm.

Eventually, the group calmed down and scattered like nothing happened. Just another Thursday night. Just another city block. But that voice? That presence? It lingered with me long after I stepped into the loft.

I poured a glass of wine, sat on the velvet couch, and opened my laptop to skim the onboarding documents.

But my mind?

Still stuck on that man outside.

I didn’t know his name yet.

Didn’t know I’d see him again.

Didn’t know that voice would find its way into the soft parts of me I’d buried under years of independence and flight plans.

But I felt it.

Something was different this time.

And I hated that I already liked it.
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​Chapter 2: The Voice of Sin
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I wasn’t planning to go out that night. I’d just gotten settled, my email was full of onboarding nonsense, and my curls had just hit that sweet spot between effort and volume. But boredom is a persuasive liar, and silence has a way of pressing on my back when I’ve got no one to talk to but my own ambition.

So I found myself at a lounge called The Marquee—a spot I’d seen on the welcome guide the leasing office left on the counter. Jazz on Thursdays, spoken word on Sundays, hip-hop on rotation. I figured I’d blend into the crowd, sip something overpriced, and head out before midnight.

But the minute I walked in, the mood changed.

Low light. Red walls. Gold accents. That kind of place where everyone pretends they’re cooler than they are, but the music always calls their bluff. I slid into a high-top near the back, ordered a bourbon neat—don’t judge me—and tried to keep to myself.

Then the host stepped onstage.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he said, drawing out each syllable like he was baptizing the mic, "if you’ve been here before, you know what time it is. And if this is your first time hearing this brother... well. Welcome to church."

That got a few laughs, some side-eyes, a few scattered “mhmm”s.

Then he said it.

"Give it up for the man with the voice that turns confessions into commandments—Legend Harmon."

The crowd responded like they knew. Like they felt him before he even touched the stage.

And then... he did.

He didn’t walk up. He arrived.

Gray hoodie, black jeans, Timberlands laced loose. Chain resting against his chest like it belonged there. He moved with the weight of someone who’d already seen too much and survived it anyway.

But when he opened his mouth?

That’s when it happened.

The voice. Low. Heavy. Measured like molasses sliding off a spoon. Every word hit with purpose. Like he was talking straight to the part of you you thought you buried.

I didn’t hear the first line—I felt it. Somewhere between my ribs and my regrets.

“I ain’t your savior,” he said, pacing slow. “I ain’t your father. I ain’t the echo of that man who said he loved you and left you anyway. I’m just a mirror you don’t want to look into.”

The room went silent. All that swagger and side talk disappeared like it owed him money.

He wasn’t rapping. He wasn’t just rhyming.

He was preaching.

Bleeding.

Every bar a truth someone in the room had been trying not to say out loud.

And I hated it.

I hated how I leaned forward without meaning to. How I uncrossed my arms. How my breath caught halfway through a line about trust and women who build walls like temples.

Because I’d built my temple out of silence.

And his voice cracked it.

I’d told myself I don’t do musicians. Too emotional. Too unpredictable. Too many half-healed wounds parading as art.

But Legend?

He wasn’t parading.

He was warning.

When he finished, the applause came slow—like we’d all just remembered how to clap.

And when his eyes swept the room, they landed on me. Just for a second.

But that second?

Felt like prophecy.
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​Chapter 3: Cold Drinks, Hot Eyes
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I should’ve left right after his set. That would've been the responsible, logical thing to do. But I stayed. Ordered another bourbon. Watched him from across the room like I wasn’t watching him.

He didn’t rush offstage. He took his time saying what’s up to the regulars—half-daps, head nods, hugs that lasted a little too long from women who’d clearly memorized his scent. I noticed everything. I always do.

Then he started walking my way.

I looked away. Too late.

“Did you enjoy the set?” he asked.

Voice just as low offstage. Like velvet over gravel.

I looked up. He was taller than I thought. Closer. And those eyes? God help me. Brown, but not soft. The kind of eyes that held stories, sentences, and at least three red flags.

“Depends,” I said, swirling the ice in my glass. “Was it supposed to hit that hard?”

He smirked. Not cocky. Amused. Like he wasn’t used to women playing along but appreciated the game.

“Only for the ones pretending they don’t feel things,” he said.

“Oh, is that what I’m doing?” I raised an eyebrow. “Pretending?”

He shrugged. “That’s what the bourbon’s for, right?”

Touché.

We stood there in that awkward, electric space where two people pretend they're just talking—but both know better. His energy was chill, but his eyes weren’t. They were locked on me like he was trying to memorize something.

“You’re not from around here,” he said.

“What gave it away?”
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