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  Foreword



Toya’s Chiller Tibits Are Abbreviated Tales That Will Leave You Wanting More







  Preface



The air in the brownstone hung thick with the metallic tang of blood and the acrid scent of gunpowder. Tavis lay sprawled on the Persian rug, his eyes staring vacantly at the ornate ceiling, a testament to a life meticulously curated and then brutally extinguished.




Reina, meanwhile, stumbled through the Park Slope streets, a ghost in her own life. The gun, still clutched tightly in her hand, felt like a venomous serpent, its cold metal a constant reminder of the irreversible act she had committed. Each footstep echoed her despair, each streetlight cast long, distorted shadows that mirrored the fractured state of her soul.




She had no plan, no escape route. Only a raw, animalistic need to disappear, to become invisible amongst the millions of anonymous faces that populated the city. She wandered aimlessly, her feet leading her towards the familiar, yet now tainted, landscape of Fort Greene.




Panic clawed at her throat. The image of Tavis’s lifeless body flashed before her eyes, a macabre replay looping endlessly in her mind. She imagined the police sirens, the flashing lights, the cold, accusatory gaze of the detectives. She was trapped, a rat in a gilded cage, and the walls were closing in.




As dawn broke, painting the sky in hues of bruised purple and sickly orange, she found herself standing before her own brownstone. The familiar facade, once a symbol of comfort and stability, now seemed to mock her with its silent judgment.




She couldn’t go inside. Not yet. The thought of facing the memories that lingered within those walls, the ghost of Kent, the echoes of their shared life, was unbearable. Instead, she sank down onto the stoop, the cold stone seeping into her bones, mirroring the chilling emptiness that had taken root in her heart.




She knew it was only a matter of time before the police came. The brownstone community, with its tightly knit network of neighbors and watchful eyes, was a sieve. Someone would have seen her, someone would have recognized her.




But she didn’t care anymore. The weight of grief, guilt, and fear had crushed her spirit. All that remained was a numb acceptance, a quiet resignation to her fate.
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              Brownstone Betrayal







In a world where trust is meant to be unbreakable, Tavis’s life takes a shattering turn when he uncovers the secret that threatens to unravel everything he holds dear. Married to the beautiful and enigmatic Ayanna for three years, Tavis discovers a betrayal that cuts deeper than any wound he could imagine: his best friend, Kent, has been entangled in a year-long affair with his wife.




But instead of confronting them, Tavis chooses a different path. He dons a mask of ignorance, allowing Ayanna and Kent to weave their tapestry of lies while he quietly navigates the chaos of his betrayal. As Tavis immerses himself in their world of deception, he unearths hidden truths about love, friendship, and the darkness that can lurk beneath the surface of even the closest relationships.




As the stakes heighten and the lies grow more tangled, Tavis finds himself at a moral crossroads. Will he remain the silent observer, or will he forge a path toward confrontation and healing? Readers will be captivated by the emotional rollercoaster of betrayal, trust, and redemption as Tavis grapples with the fragility of human connections and the weight of unseen choices.




Beyond The Badge is a gripping tale that invites you to explore the depths of betrayal and the resilience of the human spirit. Dive into this riveting psychological drama and discover how far one man will go to reclaim his heart—and define the meaning of true loyalty. Will Tavis rise above the betrayal, or will he be consumed by the very darkness that he seeks to understand?






I

Part One


The Brownstone In Brooklyn 
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  Tavis

  
  




The brownstones of Brooklyn stood shoulder to shoulder, monuments of brick and history, their stoic facades hiding the messy, tangled lives within. In one such building, nestled in the quiet, leafy streets of Park Slope, lived Tavis with his wife, Ayanna.




Three years they had been married, three years of curated happiness within the exposed brick walls of their meticulously decorated apartment. A few miles away, in a similar brownstone in Fort Greene, lived Kent with his wife, Reina. Kent, a commodities trader with a booming laugh and an even louder personality, was Tavis’s best friend, practically a brother.




Tavis, a graphic designer with a quiet intensity, had always admired Kent’s ease, his ability to charm anyone, anywhere. He had even encouraged the budding friendship between Kent and Ayanna, thinking nothing of their shared laughter, their occasional lunch dates “to catch up.” He was a fool.




The truth, when it finally surfaced, hit Tavis like a physical blow. A stray text message on Ayanna’s phone, carelessly left on the coffee table. A string of heart emojis and suggestive winks, the sender identified only as “K.” It took Tavis a sickeningly short amount of time to piece it together. Kent. His best friend. Sleeping with his wife.




The realization didn’t ignite a volcanic eruption of rage. Instead, a chilling calm settled over him, a cold calculus slowly taking hold. He wouldn’t confront them. Not yet. He would observe, analyze, and plan. He would become a silent puppeteer, watching them dance to the tune of their own deceit.
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  Ayanna And Kent

  
  




The next few months were an agonizing ballet of lies and excuses. Ayanna, with her flawless skin and practiced smiles, would invent elaborate stories of overtime at the gallery where she worked. Kent, with his booming voice and deceptive charm, would claim late nights at the office, closing crucial deals. Tavis would listen, nod, and offer lukewarm condolences, all the while meticulously documenting their betrayals in a mental ledger.




He watched Ayanna’s eyes sparkle a little brighter when Kent’s name was mentioned. He noticed Kent’s hand linger just a fraction too long on Ayanna’s arm. He saw the stolen glances, the whispered conversations, the carefully orchestrated absences. Each lie, each touch, each glance fueled the cold, calculating fire within him.




He knew he should leave, divorce her, cut Kent from his life. But that wasn’t enough. He wanted them to suffer the same agonizing torment he was enduring. He wanted them to understand the depth of their betrayal. He wanted… justice.




One Saturday morning, Ayanna announced she was going to visit her sister upstate. Kent mumbled something about a golf tournament. Tavis simply smiled and wished them both a good weekend. As soon as they were gone, he slipped into his car and followed Ayanna. He trailed her to a seedy motel on the outskirts of Queens, a place where dreams went to die. He watched as Kent’s car pulled up moments later, and Ayanna rushed into his arms.




He waited. Hours crawled by, punctuated only by the relentless ticking of his watch. Finally, when he was sure they were at their most vulnerable, their most exposed, he kicked in the motel room door.




The scene was precisely as he had imagined it, a tableau of guilt and shame. Ayanna and Kent, naked and tangled in the cheap motel sheets, their faces contorted in a mixture of shock and terror.




“Surprise,” Tavis said, his voice flat, devoid of emotion.




He didn’t waste any time with accusations or recriminations. He had rehearsed this moment a thousand times in his head. A swift, brutal act of retribution. The details would remain locked away in the darkest corners of his mind.




He left the motel as silently as he had arrived, leaving behind a scene of carnage and despair. He drove home, washed the blood from his hands, and went to sleep. He scrubbed the motel out of his memory, as if it never existed.













