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Most of us will never get to experience love beyond that “One”- that one who makes us feel whole, that one who makes us feel as if we can take on the whole world. The one who will hold the keys to your heart forever. Every now and then one may get the chance to become one with that “One” again

KB

Risk: a situation involving exposure to danger

Hayven had 45 days to make a decision that could change her life forever. She had already spent more than 45 days wondering if she were even capable of making such a drastic change, what was 45 more days? She knew it would be like entering hell when she encountered her sister for the first time in five years, but she was willing to risk her sanity for closure. 

Reward: a thing given in recognition of one’s service, effort, or achievement-Trey knew she showed up for more than coming to support his podcast. Life without her had been just a miniscule, short of what hell must feel like. Getting up every day to go through the motion of living a lie then going to bed at night with regrets about the way he handled things, haunted his dreams when he dared to dream about her. The only thing that made life tolerable was the little ray of sunshine who melted his heart daily each time she smiled. But then she showed up. 

Denial: the action of declaring something to be untrue

Jade had been stuck trying to figure out how she could get the love she believed she deserved from the one man she would do anything for. Even if it meant denying the truth if it was hidden. She wasn’t beyond destroying anybody or anything that threatened her quality of life even when that threat had the same blood as hers running through her veins. 
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...Broken Trust

“How can you stand there right now telling me she isn’t mine? That you were lying about her?”

“Because I was ashamed, I—didn’t think it all through- I—"

He wiped the palm of his hand across his face with frustration. This couldn’t be happening right now, he thought as past events played in his mind. 

“It’s all fun and games until someone cries pregnant. Don’t be a dummy by falling for that shit.” His friends’ words rung in his head as he looked at the woman, he thought he knew. 

“You have got to be playing with me right now, this is a joke, right? My homeboys told me you were messing around on me. But because I believed in you, I believed in us and I just wanted us to be a family I ignored the rumors. I refused to believe you would make me look stupid. Please tell me you’re playing with me right now; this is a joke, right?” I paced the floor to avoid grabbing her by the shoulders then shaking her until she told me what I thought I wanted to hear. 

“Noone is playing, I know I was wrong, please forgive me. Please don’t leave, I can’t do this this without you.” She cried pitifully. 

He laughed, “You can’t do this without me? What if you didn’t have a choice? What if I wasn’t here so you can play in my face because you know I’m not heartless when I need to be heartless?”

“I’m sorry.”

“Stop lying, as long as I’ve known you, you have never been sorry about a damn thing even when you knew you were wrong.”

His words hit her so hard she trembled as if the temperature had dropped below freezing and it was just another day in the middle of a winter in the city. However, the season had changed to a hot, balmy summer. She was clad in shorts and a tight tank top with sandals on her feet. 

“I need to go for a few minutes, can you please watch her for me- I fed her before I came, she shouldn’t need anything.” She stuttered as anxiety filled her. Before he could tell her not to leave the baby with him, she sprinted out the front door of the apartment with no intention of returning for several hours. And he let her go. 

“Think man think.” He fell back on the sofa then dropped his head in his hands as the small whimper they’d both ignored while they exchanged words became an urgent cry. He wasn’t the type to ignore a whimper or a cry, so he lifted his head then stood to his feet. As he approached the pink carrier, he could see her little body, covered in pink. She had a pink bonnet, a pink dress, and pink booties with a pink pacifier in her mouth. The tendrils of her curly hair were visible at the edges of the bonnet. The baby girl was one of the most precious things he ever saw. From the day she was born, he thought who in the world would deny her? 

He could never deny her.

When he snapped out of his head, he murmured, “Don’t you cry little princess, no matter what, I always got you.” Her saddened cry suddenly quieted as she focused her little eyes on him as his voice gave her comfort. 

“That’s right, don’t you cry little princess.” He held her against his chest until she cooed. The sound coming from her little body assured him everything would be okay. 

Soon, the few minutes she said she’d be away turned to hours and he fell into a fitful slumber with the baby girl resting beside him. 

When he heard a soft voice call his name, he thought he was dreaming, but when he sat up on the bed careful not to wake the baby he looked up to see the last person, he expected standing at the foot of the bed. 

“Hey sleepy head, I came to check on you before I leave.” She wiggled her fingers at him. Her smile was welcoming and innocent. The aura surrounding her never dulled even when the world around them was dark. 

“Before you leave, where are you going?” 

Hesitance creeped between them causing the air in the room to become heavy. 

“I got the job!” There was a slight tremor of her voice like she was unsure about something. 

“What job?” he tried to recall but came up with nothing. 

“The job I’ve been speaking of since before school ended. They finally called me.” She confessed. The job they talked about would carry her thousands of miles away. After their conversations he plotted tagging along with her just so she wouldn’t face anything new alone. When he presented her with the plot, happiness shown in her eyes. They made each other happy. So why not plan to be together? If they called she wasn’t going to leave without him, but then the baby came and everything changed. 

As his memories flooded the small room, a lump crept in his throat which he tried to swallow, but it wouldn’t go. So, he choked. A harsh cough erupted from his mouth that frightened the baby and caused her to cry. He instinctively lifted her to the crook of his arms to cradle her little body against his chest, then he rocked her gently until her cries subsided. He had become a natural at nurturing her overnight, it seemed. 

The moment his eyes returned to the owner of that soft voice, he didn’t miss the glint of sadness before she blinked it away along with tears that threatened to escape her eyes. 

“I need to follow my dreams, that’s what we always talked about right?” she managed to say with bravado even though she looked unsure. 

“Right.” He managed to croak out before coughing again. He suddenly remembered the bottle of water within arm’s reach on the nightstand. When he reached, his fingers collided against hers as she had the same idea.... Give him water to wet his parched throat. After he swallowed over half the contents of the bottle he pushed out the words he didn’t want to believe. 

“You’re really leaving?” It was a dumb question but a relevant one to provide clarity. 

“There’s nothing left for me here.” 

Those five words made his heart plummet. 

“Right?” 

She searched his face, for words to convince her she should stay because there was something left but words failed him, because he hadn’t been able to convince himself of anything. He had no right to hold her back when he couldn’t figure his shit out. 

“Right?” The one-word question rushed from her lips once more. They stared at each other for several seconds, and the only thing that made him look away was the sudden feel of warm, wetness seeping through his t shirt. A bewildered look took over his concerned face because he couldn’t discern what was happening until the little body he held against his chest began to wiggle in his arms. Her little pink dress was soaked too. 

“Little girl did you just pee on me?” he asked as if the infant would respond to the question. She looked at him with discomfort evident in her eyes. 

“Oh no, let me get a diaper.” When he whipped his head around at the sound of the woman’s voice,  the mother of the child he held in his arms stood in the doorway of the apartment as if she’d never been away. 

“Did daddy forget to change that pretty baby?” She cooed, instantly getting a reaction from the infant who smiled and blew bubbles. The woman who had left in a rush earlier with an entitled and unforgiving mood now had disappeared. Now she appeared to be softer, more caring and more respectful. That didn’t mean he was convinced anything had changed about her. He became absorbed in his thoughts again until he heard the door close. And the reality he was trying hard not to face settled in. 

The love of his life just walked out the door and there was nothing he could do to make her stay. 

Five years later....
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Type- as defined in Oxford American Dictionary- Type is a category of people or things having common characteristics. A person or thing symbolizing or exemplifying the ideal or defining characteristics of something

Trey

Finally, the house was quiet, my daughter was sleeping while her mother sipped from the glass of red wine, she had kept on ice for the moment our rowdy little girl finally settled down. Destiny had been running rampant about the house since her little feet touched the floor. She wasn’t terrible. Destiny was just as active as most five-year-olds. If anyone asked what I’d change about her, there would be nothing.

“Do you have something stiffer to drink around here? Tonight, this wine isn’t doing it for me.”

“Jade, you know the answer to that question.”

If she had access to more than red wine, she’d empty the complete bottle. If I had anything to do with her sobriety, she’d never see another bottle of alcohol in our home. Living with Jade presented challenges, but my daughter made most of the days worthwhile.  I’d never say there hadn’t been days when I wanted to pack up to leave, but leaving the space I’d built would mean leaving the new love of my life behind. 

Destiny has been the glue that kept my life together. Each time I looked at her, I knew I’d made the right decision to stay in her life. After I tucked her in, I kissed her forehead then pulled the colorful blanket up to her chin before I stepped out of her room to answer the ringing doorbell. My business partner and best friend had arrived. Earlier in the day, we’d made plans to discuss our next business venture which was a podcast episode that featured a few well-known figures in our community. Chase wanted to identify as many resources as possible so we could offer rich pickings for the community.

“Don’t you think it’s a little late?” Jade protested as I walked past her in the hallway. “It’s only eight o’clock, and the sun has barely set.” I reminded her as the remaining sunlight filtered through the blinds shedding a comfortable glow across the room. It was my favorite time of day, when most was calm. All the chaos from the day had settled into peacefulness. That time of day was when I was able to come up with the best material for my podcast. For three years I had been presenting our community with facts and resources to enrich their wellbeing as citizens. And when I wasn’t speaking to the community, I was placing art on their body with my tattoo gun. People came from all over our city and beyond just to sit in my chair, because my artistry was immaculate and I took pride in what I inked. A former classmate from grade school worked alongside me. He was my fellow podcaster and a famed tattoo artist who stayed in high demand as well. Since the day we opened the doors of Elite Ink, we had always been busy. Our business was so lucrative, I was able to lavish my family with the best. If Destiny saw a toy she wanted when we walked in the store, she got it. If Jade appealed to me about something she got it. If my father needed anything ever, I was able to offer the monetary help he needed. 

“It’s still a little late for company Trey, Destiny is in bed and I’m about to go join her.” She said it as if it would make me change my mind. 

“We won’t disturb you or Destiny, I’ll be in the office, good night. Oh, and did you receive that call about that position I told you about?” Immediately her attitude changed. She narrowed her eyes at me as she propped her hands on her hips. “I received the call and don’t worry; I’ll be going to the interview this week. I hope that makes you happy.” She rolled her eyes toward the ceiling as she got up from the plush, purple chaise lounge that matched everything else in the room. 

“It’ll make me happy to see my daughter, witness her mother making a living doing something she loves.”

“That little girl doesn’t know any better, I could work at a gas station, and it wouldn’t make a difference to her.”

“You’re right, but she would see her mother making her own money. I want my daughter to learn independence.”

Jade rolled her eyes toward the ceiling for what seemed like the fifth time. “You’ve made your point Trey; you don’t want me to be dependent on your money I get it.” Apart of me, wanted to match her sarcasm, but I knew it wouldn’t change a thing, so I held my tongue and reserved my energy for whatever my friend had in store for me. 

“Mr. Banks.” I greeted him as soon as I pulled the door open to allow him entrance. 

“Mr. Jones.” We shook hands as Chase stepped into the foyer. After I secured the locks on the door then led him toward the office. I poured a shot of Don Julio before I sat down behind the big oak desk. 

“Have a seat bro and pour yourself a shot.” On the desk I kept a snifter of Don Julio and four shot glasses at my disposal. 

“Don’t mind if I do.” He picked up the snifter, poured enough to call a double shot in the glass then he threw it back before he announced something I was already aware of before he sat down. “I’m not going to stay long; you know Tisha’s on me about staying out late.” Chase said as he pinched the thigh of his pants to sit down. “Trouble in paradise? Although my question was intended as a joke, my friend did not appear amused. So I reminded him that I was indeed joking.   “It hasn’t been paradise in a while. The woman stays on my ass the same way Jade stays on yours.” I knew he wasn’t lying about that Tisha, his wife of four years didn’t play with him or about him until she had been made a fool of one too many times.  The comment made me chuckle. I downed the shot then looked at my friend with amusement as if he’d lost his mind. “Let’s make a correction bro, Jade doesn’t stay on shit.  When she tried that bullshit, it got her nowhere and you are aware of that bro.” Chase tilted his head forward to acknowledge the facts I’d just presented. After he poured himself a shot, I said, “You’ve been adamant about a business proposal you needed me to weigh in on. What do you have for me?” I sat back against my chair while giving my friend and business partner my undivided attention. “Hayven.” Chase spoke her name quietly as if he would disturb something in the house when the only thing he disturbed was my soul, which trembled so subtly I questioned myself if I had indeed felt it, but I knew questions weren’t warranted.  There was only one Hayven that heavily punctuated the sentences that came from the mouths of those who dared to mention her. Although I knew he was speaking of her, I asked. “Hayven- Hayven?”  for a moment my cool, calm and collected demeanor was shook. “Bro, you’re tripping, you know there’s only one Hayven so yes man, our Hayven would be a nice addition to the panel. Hayven has a story behind her success as so many people do, however, she has some major connections right now and that could get us more exposure globally.”  He continued.  The suggestion caused me to wince as if I had suddenly experienced pain. “You know there are so many people who could do that. Chase poured another shot despite his earlier declaration of not staying long.  “I know this, but we don’t know them personally so there may be an issue getting them on the podcast, Hayven is family and she doesn’t mind showing up.” He had a point, so I remained quiet as I listened to him present a laundry list of reasons and benefits of reaching out to the woman who was thousands of miles away yet still held the title of my best friend whether she claimed me as hers or not. She and I hadn’t talked since my daughter’s birthday celebration at Disney world two years ago. Even then we never held any conversation, we moved around each other if we were in the same space mumbling excuse me and thank you. But when I returned home, I found time to watch her live segment every evening. When I was at Elite Ink, I always had the television channel turned to the network that broadcast her and her crew. I watched her social media postings and I checked in on her parents often. My feelings had never changed despite the circumstance. Chase studied me as I sat back against the huge ergonomic chair positioned behind the large oak desk in my home office.

“I haven’t talked to Hayven in a couple of years bro.”

Chase narrowed his eyes at me then leaned forward to rest his elbow on the desk, “So you can’t call her up for old times’ sake? Are y’all just not speaking anymore or something?” "No, it's not that we're not speaking; I just haven't talked to her recently and to keep it a buck with you, I’d love to have a conversation with her.” I admitted as the last real conversation we’d had crossed my mind.  The night she told me she was leaving, my world paused and I hadn’t recovered from her absence. 

“Call her then, make that move my man, we need it.” I was actively listening until he declared we needed anything. Our podcast did well just as well as the tattoo shop. “I beg to differ; we don’t need anybody.” A sliver of arrogance seeped into my tone. I had been taught to believe I didn’t need anyone and that’s the way I lived my life. I didn’t ask anyone for anything because I could get it myself and if I didn’t succeed in getting what I wanted or needed in one way- I always sought other ways. That way of thinking had helped me get far in life. People quickly learned I was a hard worker, and I got what I wanted by any means. Up until that moment, I’d gotten everything I wanted except for the woman who’d dominated my dreams.

“You’re right Trey, but I hope you agree with me that having her work with us on this project may be very good moving forward.” 

“I’ll think about it.”

“Do more than think about it bro, especially if you are planning to shoot this podcast on schedule.” I knew he was right but I didn’t want to make any calls just yet. Chase produced a folded piece of paper which he pushed toward me. “Take a look at those resources. Everything our people need access to is right there. There may be additional items available that can be used effectively, given the thoroughness of his list. “After I glanced over the information he presented, I opened my mouth to agree with him but was interrupted by a loud crash which prompted Chase and I to look at each other. “What in the hell was that?” Immediately I pulled up access to the security cameras around my home, only to see that the server was busy which meant I couldn’t see anything. “Your guess is as good as mine, bro. Is your pops working on something outside?” the last time I saw my father he was in one of the guest rooms at the front of the house. Curiously, I called out to him to obtain the answer to my question.  Another loud crash sounded followed by the sound of glass shattering. This time both Chase and I jumped to our feet, his hands rushed to the tool on his hip instinctively while I placed five fingers on the lockbox which held my thirty-eight special pistol. The immediate thought settled upon me that I needed to protect my home. The unmistakable sound of more shattered glass when it was hit by something with a loud clang was all I heard followed by the sound of metal against metal. Before I pulled the door open to see what was going on outside, I glanced at the monitor above the front door. The sight on the screen caused me confusion, “What the hell is going on?” With my right hand I pointed at the screen while I used my left hand to twist the knob to open the door. 

My father appeared in the hallway behind us. He chewed on his toothpick thoughtfully. “It looks like one of you have got some trouble there.”

My father told the truth but that someone wasn’t me. The harsh reality just outside my front door pissed me off. I frowned at my friend Chase. It was obvious the person wielding a bat was committing a crime of passion.

“Chase, I can’t believe you brought this shit to my house man.” I griped as we stepped outside. 

“I didn’t bring this shit; she brought it.” He shot back like a defiant kid who wasn’t ready to take responsibility for his misfortune.  Before I could catch him, Chase surged forward as if launched by a missile. The woman yelped with surprise when he grabbed her arm. She had her arms cocked back mid swing, preparing to launch that metal bat again. I yelled to get her attention, “Yo, just what the fuck are you doing on my property?” 

The crazy look in her eyes danced like the joker before she snarled at me like an uncontrolled rabid animal.

“Where’s the bitch you came to see?” the immediate accusation ripped from her mouth with spittle flying in every direction. Her face was contorted in a frown while wet from tears making her look like an extra for a horror movie. 

“Monica? What the hell are you doing out here?” He asked through gritted teeth with his brows drawn together, he hardly recognized the woman he had spent a few stolen moments with. He seemed to keep his composure when I was sure my man wanted to shout at the top of his lungs. The car was one of his most prized possessions aside from his family. When she attempted to lift the bat to swing again, Chase held her firmly as she struggled against him while ignoring his first two questions.

“I’m going to ask you again, what are you doing here? Did you follow me? Are you crazy?” When she finally gave up struggling against him, she let out a defeated cry of despair that sounded like a the wail of a hyena at the Brooklyn zoo. 

“Am I crazy? Chase, you think I’m crazy now? That is foo funny because I wasn’t crazy while you were fucking me, was I? Now I’m here attacking your baby because you have been ignoring me, Chase. Now that I have your attention, where is the ho you came to see?”

“You have my attention, Monica. You had my attention before you did this crazy shit. I don’t need this in my life right now. You know what I’m going through. Not that it’s any of your business, I am here to see my friend and business partner. This is his house you’re violating right now.” 

Monica appeared to be unphased, 

“That’s bullshit! You would tell me anything to save your ass.  The same way you’ve been telling me that you’re supposedly going through with your beloved Tisha. Do you remember how you came to me when you said she was tripping. Now what? Because she’s cool, I don’t hear from you? You’re choosing to disregard me until she starts cutting up on your ass again?” She fired endless accusations that made my man Chase look like an asshole.  

Chase was caught up with nowhere to go. He surely couldn’t get in his car to leave. He was trapped. He looked at me for help, but I decided not to offer a reprieve just yet, because I felt he needed to suffer in his own shit for a moment. I took that moment to call my personal mechanic who could come to get Chase’s car with his flatbed truck. As I chatted with my homeboy about coming to get the car, Chase tried to make amends with the distraught female in my driveway.  

“Monica, calm down alright. I don’t know what you want me to do, you knew I was married before we even got started.” The tears she had been crying left a streak down her cheeks.

Damn, I couldn’t believe that is what Chase and Tisha’s marriage had resorted to. Although he was unfaithful many times, no one he ever dealt with reacted the way this female had. Tisha had even given him a pass if he didn’t bring his infidelity in her face which was crazy to me. He shouldn’t have been in that position anyway. I wanted to understand what got them there and if they would ever return to what they were, black love goals. 

“Chase, you lied today when you told your people you weren’t in the office, I knew you were there because your car was parked in the designated spot. You told them to lie to me, and I won’t let you handle me like that Chase!” she screamed through clenched teeth. This Monica character was acting as a woman scorned, and I knew it was time for me to get rid of her. There was nothing that could be rectified between them in my driveway. The urgency of having a conversation with Chase about where he chose to stick his dick if it wasn’t in his wife rang loud in my head. 

“Listen, whatever this is, I need you to take care of it some other time and privately.” I urged. It was only a matter of time before Jade came down the stairs to find out what was going on if she wasn’t already standing in the doorway with her manicured hand on her hip. The thought of her made me glance behind me and I was relieved she wasn’t there. 

“Monica, you really think I have anything to say to you after you just bashed my car?”  Chase grabbed the sides of his head like her were about to scream. 

“You lied to me Chase.” 

“What did I lie to you about Monica? I had to work today, that’s not lying to you.” 
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