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1.

Kenya Goings woke up to an empty bed—again. Pounding her delicate fist against the pillow, where her wide receiver husband, Maurice Goings, was supposed to be, Kenya unleashed a string of profane words that she wasn’t supposed to know. 

This morning was supposed to be about the two of them. They had the house to themselves, and she’d cleared her calendar at work. Their daughter, Nairobi, was spending the last two weeks of the summer in Georgia with her cousin, Jaden, and her grandparents. Training camp was over and today was an off-day for the Carolina Panthers, which meant Maurice’s ass was supposed to be in bed making love or at least preparing to make love to her.  Kenya had been a patient football wife. She wasn’t always hounding him when he took those end-of-season trips with the offensive linemen who’d protected him all season. 

She didn’t – at least not anymore – accuse him of sleep with every woman in a tight skirt who walked by him. But something was going on. 

She sat up in the bed and swung her legs over the bed and jammed her feet into her slippers. Kenya slowly walked downstairs to the kitchen, hoping Maurice was cooking breakfast, but the smell of nothing was her first hint that he wasn’t. Sighing, she figured out where he was. Kenya stalked into the basement and there he was in the middle of his daily three-hour work out. 

Standing in the doorway, watching him work those rock hard abs she almost forgot that she was pissed off at him. Her eyes focused on a bead of sweat rolling down his sculpted belly. Then he started with his legs, working them as if he were riding a bike. 

Kenya remembered the one time she tried to work out with her husband. After thirty minutes, she was drained, covered in sweat and content to hop on the Wii Fit Plus or attend her hot yoga class. But that was neither here nor there. From the way his body looked, he could’ve skipped a morning. Clearing her throat as Maurice flipped onto his stomach, she finally got her husband’s attention.

“Babe,” he said. “What are you doing down here?”

“Trying to figure out why my husband isn’t in bed.”

Maurice stopped in mid push up. “Kenya, I do this every day.”

Rolling her eyes, she turned to the door and started for the stairs. In a quick motion, Maurice was on his feet and grabbed Kenya’s shoulder. 

“Okay,” he said, forcing her to turn around and face him. “What’s the problem?”

“I’m tired of being ignored,” she said, figuring there was no need to dance around the issue.

“Ignored?” Maurice sighed and shook his head. “Kenya, I’m gearing up for what might be my final season and you’re coming at me with this drama?”

“Our marriage is drama? For the last two years you’ve been playing that my final season card and I’m getting pretty damned sick of it. You haven’t had a serious injury; your coaches love you and all you do is bitch and moan about getting traded.”

“Guess what, Kenya, it’s a possibility. I got a call from my agent this morning and my name has come up in a three player trade to New Orleans. So, I’m sorry if I have things on my mind today.”

Traded? she thought. Kenya had always thought that they were lucky. Maurice had played with one team since their wedding. They’d set roots in Charlotte and Kenya had her own career. She refused to be that stereotype, the charity worker depending on the millions her husband brought into the house. Her daughter deserved a better role model, and her mother raised her to never depend on a man, no matter how much she loved him.

“So, what happens now?” she asked quietly.

“Wait for the papers and then we’re moving to New Orleans.”

Kenya threw her hand up and shook her head as if she had a swarm of bees buzzing in her brain. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“What?”

“You got traded. The family didn’t. I have a career here and I’m not giving it up because . . .”

Maurice placed his index fingers against his temples. “I don’t know what your problem is, but why in the hell wouldn’t you and my daughter come to New Orleans with me? I’m going to finish my work out uptown at the Panthers’ facility.” 

Kenya picked up a towel from the floor, balled it up and tossed it at Maurice’s retreating figure. 

Maurice turned around and stalked over to his wife. “What is your problem? For real?”

“You’re just going to drop that shit on me and walk away? And let’s not even talk about how you haven’t had a meaningful conversation with me in weeks. Maybe I should be asking you what’s your problem and I don’t want to hear a word about your got damned career. We haven’t made love in weeks, and I’d like to know why.”

Maurice sighed and reached out for her, but she jerked away. “You haven’t been easy to talk with lately. And let’s stop pretending that your work doesn’t take you away from the family – every day.” 

“But I’m home every night,” she said. “Don’t give me that bull about my career because I told you from the beginning that I wasn’t going to sit on my ass and depend on you.”

“Because I’m an asshole for wanting to take care of my wife,” he snapped. “Do you want out of this marriage?”

“Do you?”

“If I did, I would’ve been gone,” he said coolly. 

Kenya pushed past him with tears welling up in her eyes. “Then go.” 

Maurice sprinted up the stairs after her. “How did we get here?”

“Because when I needed you, Mo, you did what you do. You put your selfish ass first and I’m sick of it and I’m sick of—”

“Guys!” James Goings, Maurice’s brother called from the top of the stairway. 

“You!” Kenya blew past James, nearly bowling him over as she reached the top floor. James looked from Maurice to Kenya’s retreating figure. 

“What in the hell is going on?” he asked.

Maurice slapped his hand across his forehead. “I wish the hell I knew.”

“Have you two. . .”

Maurice shook his head and held his hand up. “I’ve tried.”

“Sure, as hell doesn’t look like it,” James said. Maurice shot him an icy glare. James shrugged his shoulders. “Listen, you two can recover from this . . .”

“She acts like nothing has happened.”

“Have you tried to talk to her about it?” 

Maurice slowly shook his head as a tear slid down his cheek. Time heals all wounds? Bullshit. “I don’t want to talk about it myself? I brought that woman into our lives because I wanted to give my wife the one thing she wanted and what does she do? She kidnaps our child and . . .” The words died in his throat. 

“Kenya’s not the only one I’m worried about? Both of you lost that baby.”
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Eighteen months earlier
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Kenya kicked her feet up on her desk and looked out over the Bank of America Stadium practice field. The season was over and she had her husband mostly to herself. She spent football season planted in Charlotte, hoping that this year would be the year the Panthers went all the way again. It didn’t happen. Close, though. The team made it to the NFC divisional playoffs only to be stuffed by the Dallas Cowboys. Shrugging her cardigan off her shoulders, Kenya thought about dinner with her husband and her three and a half year old daughter, Nairobi. 

Tonight, she’d cook meat loaf, since little Robi loved ground beef these days. That little girl had the funniest way with food and Kenya blamed it squarely on her Dad. Nothing could touch on the plate and she hated soup. Rising to her feet, Kenya felt a sharp pain in her abdomen. Groaning as she doubled over in pain, she pressed the intercom button calling for her assistant, Talisha. 

“Yes, Mrs. Goings?”

“Umm, call an ambulance,” Kenya groaned before collapsing to the floor. Talisha made the call then rushed into her boss’s office. Kneeling beside her, she checked for a pulse. “Kenya, Kenya?” She grabbed Kenya’s cell phone and searched for Maurice’s number. 

“Hey baby,” he said when he answered. 

“Mr.-Mr. Goings, this is Talisha,” she stammered.

“What’s going on?” he asked, his voice dripping with dread and concern. 


“Something has happened to Mrs. Kenya; she passed out in her office. Hello? Hello?”



She looked at the phone and saw that Maurice had disconnected the call. Moments later, the emergency workers came bursting through Kenya’s office door. As they loaded Kenya on the gurney, Maurice walked in. 

“What’s wrong with my wife?” he asked, shrugging off the That’s Maurice Goings whispers. 

“Sir, we’re not sure,” the head EMS worker said. “She’s nonresponsive and there seems to be some bleeding.”

“Take her to Presbyterian,” Maurice said. “I’m riding with you.” The EMS worker nodded and Maurice followed them down the stairs trying to touch Kenya to let her know that he was there. “I love you, baby. Don’t leave me. Please, don’t leave me.” 

They rushed into the ambulance. Maurice watched helplessly as the medical staff tried to figure out what was going on with Kenya. “Do you know if she hit her head?” 

Maurice shook his head, nearly in tears. He was transported back to the day when his psychotic ex, Lauryn, shot Kenya in the back. Why hadn’t he felt that she needed him this time? 

One of the EMS workers handed him a dry piece of gauze. “Mr. Goings, she’s going to be fine,” he said in a low voice. 

Maurice hadn’t even realized that he was crying. He needed to pull it together. He had to call James and Jade to see if they could pick Robi up from daycare and let her spend the night with them and he had to call her mother, his mother and . . . breathe. He had to breathe. 

When they pulled up to the hospital, Maurice hopped out of the back of the ambulance and tried to follow Kenya into an examination area, but a nurse stopped him. 

“Sir, you can’t go in there,” she said in a calm, yet forceful voice. “When the doctors know what’s going on, they will come out here and tell you.”

“That’s my wife, damn it,” Maurice said. “I have to. . .” His shoulders shook as he sobbed silently. 

The nurse led him to a private room. “Sit here and I’ll bring you some water,” she said. “Is there anyone I can call for you?”

Maurice shook his head and pulled out his phone. He looked at it as if he’d never seen it before and didn’t know what to do with it. Finally, his brain clicked and he dialed James. 

“Hey, bro, what’s up?” James said. 

“Umm. I-I need you.”

“What’s going on?” 

Maurice expelled a deep sigh. “Kenya’s in the hospital; I don’t know what’s wrong and I can’t function right now. Can you and Jade keep Robi tonight?” 

“Of course,” he said. “I’ll call Ma for you too. What else do you need?”

“Prayers.”

“You got it. And little bro, whatever you need, call me.”

“All right,” he said. Just as Maurice was about to call his mother in law, Angela Taylor, the nurse and a doctor walked in.

“Mr. Goings, I’m Dr. Fairbanks and I’m working on your wife’s case.”

“Is she okay? What happened to her?” Maurice asked, rising to his feet. 

“Mrs. Goings suffered a uterine rupture. She was in the very early stages of pregnancy and in order to save her, we’re going to have to perform a hysterectomy to stop the bleeding,” he said. 

“A hysterectomy? But she won’t be able to have any more children.”

“I’m sorry,” Dr. Fairbanks said. “But it’s a matter of life and death and we need a decision now.”

“Yes, do it,” Maurice said. Once the doctor left, Maurice dropped down on a bench in the waiting room. Inside, he ached. 

Their child was gone and the chance of having another child would be gone. But Kenya will be alive, he thought as he lowered his head and closed his eyes. 

Time ticked away slowly as Maurice sat there waiting for word about Kenya’s condition. He didn’t dare go to sleep; he wanted to see the doctor the moment he walked in the room. 

About two hours later, the doctor returned to the waiting area. “She’s being moved to recovery on the sixth floor,” he said. “You can go see her in about fifteen minutes.”

“I’ll take you to her,” the nurse said. 

Maurice nodded then dialed Angela. He knew Kenya was going to need her mother more than ever now.

An hour later, Kenya had fully awakened from her procedure. Maurice held her hand and kissed it. “Wh-what happened?” she stammered. 

“Shh-shh,” he whispered. 

“Mo.”

“How are you feeling? Do you need any pain medicine?”

“Where’s the doctor?” She tried to move to a pain ripped through her lower body that rendered her motionless. Maurice didn’t know how to tell his wife the truth that they’d lost their baby and to save her life, she had to have a hysterectomy. 

“I’ll get him,” Maurice said, rising to his feet.

“Why can’t you just tell me?” The weakness in her voice made his soul shiver. 

“Yo-you had a miscarriage,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “The doctor said you were in the early stages of pregnancy.”

“I lost the baby,” Kenya said with tears welling up in her eyes. “I didn’t even know . . . Where’s Robi?” 

“She’s with James and Jade and I called your mom and dad; they’re on their way. . .”

“What aren’t you telling me, Mo?” Kenya asked. He looked into his wife’s watery eyes and struggled to hold back his own tears. 

“You almost died,” he said. Looking at Kenya, bathed in the whiteness of the room, she looked so fragile. She’d come so close to death and Maurice didn’t know what to say or how to break the news to her.
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