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To the strong girls,


To the hustlers,


To the superwomen,


Tend your hearts with ruthless care … and rest.









AUTHOR’S NOTE


Before I Let Go is a story of joy, healing, and recovery. Consequently, it is also a story, at least in part, about loss. When we meet Yasmen and Josiah, they are emerging from the most difficult season of their lives and embarking on a time of joy.


With that said, there is some reflection on past difficulties, including: a stillbirth, loss of loved one (past/off-page), discussion of complicated grief, depression, and passive suicidal ideation (no attempt). Please know these topics were approached with the utmost care, and in consultation with those for whom this was a lived experience and with several counselors/therapists. They were kind enough to beta read for me, so I hope I achieved my goal when writing, which is to edify and do no harm.









THE BEGINNING
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JOSIAH




“In the middle of the journey of our life


I found myself within a dark woods where the straight way was lost.”


—Dante Alighieri, Inferno





Do people remember the exact moment they fall in love?


I do. Yasmen brought me homemade chicken noodle soup when I was so sick it hurt to blink. Tasted like day-old dishwater. Not sure how you mess up chicken noodle soup, but my girl managed it. She watched me expectantly with those long-lashed doe eyes. God, I’ll never forget her expression when I spat that soup out, but it was so bad and I was too sick to even play it off.


For a second, Yasmen looked distressed, but then, despite feeling like someone dragged me over hot coals and needles, I laughed. Then she laughed and I wondered if this—finding someone you can laugh with when everything hurts—was the stuff happily ever afters were made of. Not the sugarcoated kisses and hot-air balloon rides and romantic walks under a full moon. My whole body throbbed with whatever plague infected me, but that day Yasmen made me happy. In the midst of a raging flu, she made me laugh.


And I knew.


I tipped over from wildly attracted and more-than-slightly pussy-whipped into the real thing. Into love. That moment is soldered into my memory. It’s one I’ll never forget.


And here, just months later, so is this one.


“What do you think?” Yasmen looks up from something she’s working on at the card table in the middle of the living/dining/ kitchen zone of my dilapidated one-bedroom apartment, complete with impoverished student decor.


“Think about what?” I ask, sitting down in the raggedy chair across from her.


“Grits.”


“Baby, please don’t make grits again. I’m still recovering from the last time you tried.”


She glares at me without heat, the corners of her mouth fighting a grin. “Boy, not cook grits. Have you even been listening? I said what if you name your restaurant Grits?”


In an unprecedented move, I took a girl home for Christmas. She and my aunt Byrd hit it off right away, and by New Year’s Eve, the two of them were scheming about a restaurant I could open using my MBA and Aunt Byrd’s family recipes.


“Oh, yeah. Sure. Grits.” I scoot my chair closer and push back the fall of braids cascading over Yasmen’s shoulder. “Sounds good.”


“Sounds good?” She lays the back of her hand across my forehead. “Are you sick again? The Josiah Wade I know picks apart every suggestion and always has a yes, but on the ready.”


She’s not wrong. My father was a military man, a stern taskmaster who never settled for anything a day in his life. He planned each move like a military campaign. Control, discipline, and reason propelled him up through the ranks. That’s what he instilled in me even in the short time I had with him before he passed away, but all of that goes out the window in this moment when I realize that I not only love Yasmen, but I want to love her for the rest of my life.


“Marry me.”


The words slip out soft and certain. And I am certain. An actuary running a dozen risk assessments couldn’t be as certain as I am right now. Yasmen and I belong together.


She drops her pen and her mouth falls open.


“Wha-what?” Jerky breaths stutter over her lips and her eyes go wide.


“Marry me.”


Improbably—because this, all of this is as out of character for me as a goat tap-dancing—I sink to one knee in front of her, heart skydiving in my chest. Full-on romantic movie proposal posture. I reach up to cup her face, the beveled bones and delicate curves fitting perfectly against my palms.


“I love you, Yasmen.”


She nods, her expression dazed. “I know. I—I love you, too, but I thought we’d wait until you finished grad school.”


“I’m almost done. One semester left. Your lease is up next month. Perfect time to move in with me.” I sweep my arm around the sparsely furnished, shabby apartment. “Don’t you want to join me in this lap of luxury?”


She snickers, a wide smile breaking out on her beautiful face. The first time I saw her, my friends laughed because I stopped in the middle of whatever bullshit I was saying and stared. That’s not me. No matter how fine, no girl ever dropkicked me at first sight the way Yasmen did. I want to see her smooth brown skin, these sweet, full lips, the thick fan of lashes, on my children.


“You’re crazy,” she whispers.


“I’m sure of you.” I trace the silky dark arch of her eyebrow. “Are you sure of me?”


And I see it. I see the calm, the certainty, the love suffocate her doubts, smother the hesitations. She leaves the rickety chair, goes down on her knees to face me on mine, and scatters fleeting kisses across my face. They ghost over my lips and eyes like butterflies that float out of reach before I can grab them. I want to capture her face again, make her be still so I can kiss her back, but my hands hang at my sides, numb from the magnitude of what’s happening. Finally, she takes my hands in hers and looks directly at me. Tears pool in her eyes and slip over her cheeks.


“Yes, Josiah Wade,” she breathes. “I’ll marry you.”


My body comes back to life and I pull her into me by the curve of her hips, press my palms into the warm suppleness of her back. She’s all tight heat and temptation. In the absence of a ring, I seal our pledge with a slick tangle of tongues and tears.


The kiss is hot and sweet and ravenous. This, this must be how forever tastes.


I’m sure of it.









CHAPTER ONE
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YASMEN


You rarely see good things in the rearview mirror.


A lesson I should have learned by now, but I flick a glance to the back seat anyway, watching my daughter break the rules. Her brother in the passenger seat beside me is just as bad.


“Guys, you know it’s not screen time.” I split my attention between the interstate and the two of them. “Put your phones away, please.”


“Mom, seriously?” My daughter Deja’s sigh is heavy with a thirteen-year-old’s exasperation. “I just finished school and dance lessons. Gimme a break.”


“Sorry, Mom,” Kassim says, lowering his phone to his lap.


Deja expels another breath, like she’s not sure who irritates her more, me for making the rules or her brother for following them.


“Brownnose,” she mutters, gaze still fixed to her screen.


“Deja,” I say. “That phone is mine if you don’t put it away.”


Her eyes, dark and gold-flecked, clash with mine in the mirror before she sets the phone aside. It’s like staring back at myself. We’re so much alike. Skin as smooth and brown as polished walnut. Her hair, like mine, prone to coil and curl, always contracting at the slightest bit of moisture in the air. Same stubborn chin hinting at a will to match.


“She’s just like you,” my mother used to say when as a toddler Deja barreled into mishaps despite my warnings to take care. When she’d pull herself up to run off again with fresh scrapes and bruises. “Serves you right. Now you’ll see what I had to put up with raising you.”


I always thought it would be a blessing, mother and daughter, two peas in the proverbial pod. And for a long time, it was … until thirteen. God, I hate this age. I can’t seem to get anything right with her anymore.


“So how was your day?”


I ask because I want to make good use of all this time we have in the car commuting. They’ve only been back in school for two weeks, and I should start this year as I mean to go on.


“Jamal brought his lizard to school,” Kassim says, his amused eyes meeting mine in a brief sidelong glance. “And it crawled out of his backpack in class.”


“Oh, my God.” I laugh. “Did he catch it?”


“Yeah, but it took like twenty minutes. He’s fast. The lizard, I mean.” Kassim twists a button on the crisp white shirt of his school uniform. “Some of the girls started screaming. Mrs. Halstead stood on her chair, like it was a snake or something.”


“I might have freaked out too,” I admit.


“This one was harmless. It wasn’t like a Gila monster or a Mexican beaded lizard,” Kassim says. “Those are two of the poisonous types found in North America.”


I catch Deja staring at the back of her brother’s head like he sprang from Dr. Who’s TARDIS. With Kassim’s constant stream of factoids and fascination with … well, everything … it probably sometimes seems like he did.


“Never a dull moment with Jamal,” I say with a chuckle. “What about you, Deja?”


“Huh?” she asks, her voice disinterested, distracted.


When I check the mirror again, I only see her profile. She’s studying I-85 through her window. The six o’clock traffic is basically a parking lot, a fleet of Atlantan commuters inching forward and negotiating tight spaces in a game of vehicular Tetris.


“I was asking how your day went,” I try again.


“It was all right,” Deja says, eyes fixed on the traffic beyond her window. “Dad’s at the restaurant?”


So much for connecting.


“Uh, yeah.” I tap the brakes when a Prius cuts in front of me. “You guys can eat dinner there and your dad’ll take you home once you’re done.”


“Why?” Kassim asks.


“Why what?” I wait for the Prius to decide what he wants to do.


“I mean where will you be?” Kassim presses.


“It’s Soledad’s birthday,” I tell him, carefully switching lanes. “We’re taking her out to dinner. Make sure you get your homework done. I don’t want you to fall behind.”


“God, Mom,” Deja sighs. “We’re barely back from summer and you’re already up our asses.”


I ping a sharp glance from Kassim in the front seat to Deja in the back.


“Day, don’t cuss.”


She mumbles something under her breath.


“What was that?” I flash a look at her in the mirror as I pull off the exit. “You got something to say?”


“I said it.” Defiant, resentful eyes snap to meet mine.


“I didn’t hear it.”


“Is that my problem?”


“Yeah, it is. If you’re big and bad enough to say it, say it loud enough for me to hear it.”


“Mom, geez.” She pinches the bridge of her nose. “Why are you so … ugh.”


I have a thousand replies to that, but all of them would only worsen the tension between us. If I had spoken to my mama that way, she would have pulled over to the shoulder and popped me in the mouth. God knows I love my mother, but I don’t want that. I draw a calming breath and try to remember all the ways I promised myself I would do things differently with my kids, landing somewhere between gentle parenting … and my mama.


I stop at a red light, turning to glance over my shoulder, meeting Deja’s hard stare. It always feels like she’s fortifying a wall between us, piling up the bricks before I can touch her on the other side. I miss the girl who loved our pillow fights, s’mores over the backyard firepit, and Saturday morning mommy-daughter manis. Is it all part of growing up, or are we just growing apart? Or both?


“Your dad and I expect you to set a better example for your brother,” I tell her.


“Well, Daddy’s not around as much anymore.” She turns her head, shifts her eyes away from me, and stares back out the window. “Is he?”


Even though Josiah doesn’t live with us, he’s only two streets over and they see him every day. Still, my heart clenches with a guilt-tinged ache because as much as I’d like to believe it’s only the big one-three that eroded things between Deja and me, I can’t lie to myself. The trouble started with the divorce. Those eyes, before never far from sparkling with laughter, now seem too old for the rest of her face, and not just from seeing one more year pass, but from witnessing the dissolution of her parents’ marriage over the last few.


“It’s green, Mom,” Kassim says.


Before anyone can honk, I accelerate with the cars around me, driving past the blue-and-white sign heralding that we’re entering Skyland, one of Atlanta’s most vibrant in-town neighborhoods. My shoulder muscles relax as we shift from the tension of the interstate to the more sedate pace and thinner traffic of Skyland’s narrow roads. It pairs the charm and intimacy of a smaller community with proximity to the explosive energy and limitless options of a world-class city. We drive down Main Street, bordered by cobblestone walkways, boutiques, and cloth-draped tables spilling from the cafés onto the sidewalks. I exit the roundabout encircling the fountain in the center of Sky Square and keep driving until our restaurant, Grits, comes into view.


Downtown Skyland is a perfect blend of preservation and progress. The zoning gatekeepers have preserved many of the historic homes by repurposing them for business. Our soul fusion restaurant, Grits, is a shining example. The two-story Victorian with its wraparound porch stole my heart as soon as I laid eyes on it. The house had fallen into disrepair, but we had a loan from the bank, more ideas than we knew what to do with, and a stack of family recipes. Josiah had the business degree, but I brought the vision for an upscale, “down-home” restaurant that specialized in reinventing old Southern favorites. It took us awhile to get to “upscale.” For a long time we were more “mom-and-pop,” our entire operation squeezed into a small retail space on the south side of Atlanta. So much has changed, been lost, gained.


Besides the two humans in this car, Grits is what I’m proudest of. It’s our baby too. Even when things fell apart between Josiah and me, we still had our three babies. Deja, Kassim, and this place, Grits. When we realized those were the only things holding us together, we knew it would be better to dissolve our marriage than to go on as what we had become.


Well, I knew.


When we arrive at Grits, I pull into a reserved parking space right up front and kill the engine. Kassim opens the door and is out and up the steps to Grits’s entrance without another word. Deja gets out, too, and closes the door. Coltish, all skinny arms and giraffe legs in her plaid school uniform skirt and pink high-top Converse, she pauses to type, already glued to her phone again, before entering the restaurant.


I don’t even have the patience to remind her about screen time. Let Josiah worry about it for the next couple of hours. I grab my suit bag from the trunk, start for the steps, and pull open the heavy front door emblazoned with our logo. As soon as I cross the threshold, a sense of accomplishment rises in me as thick and real as the smell of fried chicken and savory vegetables permeating the tastefully decorated dining room. It’s a full house tonight, though lately every night is a full house. What a difference a year makes.


Across the dining room I spot Deja and Kassim standing with a man I don’t recognize. He’s of middle age and average height, and standing next to a petite woman dressed in a white chef’s coat and slim-fitting pants. Vashti Burns’s reputation and culinary expertise helped pull us back from the edge of ruin. Her dark brown skin is a gorgeous contrast to the auburn-colored natural hair she wears cropped close. Having less hair gives her high cheekbones room to show off. Her full lips spread, flashing straight, white teeth in a smile up at the tall man beside her.


Josiah.


My ex-husband is one of those guys. A man who captures your attention with the breadth of his shoulders and a purposeful stride, long legs devouring each step like he needs to get someplace but won’t be rushed. I was a restaurant hostess when we first met. Josiah, waiting for a table with a group of friends, seduced my ears before I even laid eyes on him, that rich laugh of his unfurling like black silk ribbon and making heads turn. Turned my head. Not that he’s had much to laugh about the last few years. Hell, none of us have, but he’s laughing now, with our pretty new chef.


A group of laughing women spill through the front door, the perfume-scented clique of stilettos and body-con dresses crowding around the hostess podium. At Grits, your jeans are just as at home as your Sunday best. Or your in da club best in their case. Offering them a smile as the hostess checks them in, I walk toward Josiah and the kids. When I’m just a few feet away, Josiah glances up and his smile does that thing where it freezes at the sight of me and then melts completely into a neutral line. It stings a little, that the ease we used to share is gone. It’s one of the things we never recovered from the most painful season of our lives. That ease came with love, with passion, with partnership. At least we’re still partners, even if only in business and raising these kids.


“Hey,” Josiah murmurs when I join their little group, his voice a low, deep, familiar rumble. “I didn’t realize you were here. Thought you’d dropped them off.”


“Uh, no.” I pat the suit bag and angle a polite smile to Vashti and the stranger. “Just need to change before I go.”


“Let me introduce you,” he says. “Yasmen, this is William Granders, a food critic for the Atlanta Journal-Constitution. William, Yasmen Wade, my business partner.”


A food critic. So that’s why he’s at Soigné, our best table.


“Nice to meet you, Mr. Granders,” I say, extending a hand to him. He returns the handshake with a smile before taking a sip of his Bordeaux.


“Good to see you again, Yasmen,” Vashti says, her voice well-modulated and pleasant.


“You too.”


Even though Vashti’s been here for about a year, we don’t know each other that well. I was still on hiatus when Josiah hired her after a string of replacements failed following Aunt Byrd’s passing. Vashti has the culinary training and that something-something Byrd used to say the most gifted cooks are born with. She’s been a lifesaver, but something I can’t put my finger on has kept the two of us from becoming friends. The customers and staff love her. My kids love her. Josiah … rests one big hand on her shoulder. The touch is innocuous. Platonic, but something about it … niggles.


“Hey, kids, let’s grab a table so you can eat and get started on homework,” I say, offering Mr. Granders a smile. “Hope you enjoy your meal.”


“How could I not?” He shoots Vashti an admiring look. “You’ve got yourself a rare gem here. Haven’t had chicken and dumplings like this since … well, ever.”


“We’re very lucky,” I agree with a smile.


“There’s a booth at the back near the kitchen,” Josiah says, dropping a quick kiss on Deja’s hair. “I’ll check on you guys in a bit. Decide what you want.”


“Ribs,” Kassim pipes up, licking his lips.


“Boy, you’re gonna turn into a rib.” Vashti laughs. “You get them every time. When you gonna try my chicken-fried steak?”


“Next time?” Kassim shrugs, his smile sheepish. If Deja’s my minime, Kassim is Josiah’s.


“Kids, let’s go so Mr. Ganders can finish his meal,” I say, looking back to the critic. “It was nice meeting you.”


Once we reach the booth Josiah reserved, I grab two menus from the table and hand them to the kids.


“Figure out what you want,” I say. “Your dad will come over to get your orders.”


“I’m starving.” Kassim opens the menu, eyes wide and scanning all the options.


“Eat. Home. Homework,” I remind them, looking from one to the other. “In that order. Got it?”


“Got it,” Deja says, her face obscured by the open menu.


“All right.” I shift the suit bag over my shoulder. “I need to change.”


I pick my way through the tables and smile at a few regular customers, but don’t stop. The phone vibrates in my purse, and I know it’s my friend Hendrix wondering where I am. I reach for my cell to reassure her I’m coming, but my steps falter midstride and I stand paralyzed in the empty corridor. To anyone else, it’s just a stretch of hardwood flooring, the wide planks dark and polished, but my mind’s eye superimposes an old stain spreading beneath my Nikes. And even though the floor has long since been scrubbed clean, I still see my sorrow embedded in the woodgrain. For months I couldn’t walk through this place without my breath growing short and my head spinning. My pain was plastered in these walls. My ghosts and grief gathered around these tables. A knot of anxiety burgeons in my belly, and panic strangles me so tightly I can barely breathe, but I do what my therapist taught me.


Deep breath in, slow breath out.


Deep breath in, slow breath out.


At first I can only manage tiny sips of air and my head spins, but each breath deepens, lengthens, deploys life-giving calm to my tingling extremities. Repeating that cycle a few times slows my heartbeat and loosens the band manacling my throat. I’ve exorcized a lot of my demons. Not all, but enough to at least walk into Grits without running right back out. I’m ready to reclaim the space that loss and shit luck tried to take from me.


When I open my eyes, it’s just a floor, polished to a high shine. There was a time I would have fallen over that cliff, breath-deprived and panicked, and let my demons chase me from this place I love so much. A tiny smile crooks the corner of my mouth and I take one step and then another.


So this is what getting better feels like.


Headed for the office, I pass the clamor of the kitchen. The clang of pots, the tantalizing scents, the raucous laughter and raised voices drift from the space that had always been Byrd’s domain. I offer a quick wave to the crew as I stride toward the office.


“Private” is discreetly sketched into the gold plate on the office door. I walk in, closing the door behind me. Josiah is a man of order and discipline, and the office reflects that. When we shared this space, it was never this orderly. My side of our bedroom always looked like a natural disaster, while his side looked like … well, like this. Even though I’m getting back into the swing of things here at the restaurant, I haven’t been using the office. And it shows.


The desk is clear, except for a few papers sorted into neat piles, edges lined up just so. Not a speck of dust would dare reside on any of the shiny surfaces. Josiah would be pulling his hair out if he saw our bedroom right now. I’m not one of those people who make the bed every morning. I mean, no one’s in my room all day and I’m just climbing right back in at night. I like my bed waiting for me all rumpled like it was when I crawled out of it. Josiah? Sheets tucked tight like a can of sardines, corners sharp as a Swiss Army knife. He’s one of those people who actually knows how to fold a fitted sheet into a tiny square.


Freak.


I walk into the en suite bathroom, shut the door, flop onto the closed seat of the toilet.


And sit.


Life comes at us fast. Responsibilities, kids, opportunities—it all rushes at us with projectile force. With all the things flying my way, I’ve learned to stop and check for dents and bruises. I’ve been the walking wounded before with disastrous results. Now I always pause just one damn minute to make sure I’m actually okay. Sometimes I gotta have a seat on a toilet, hoarding breaths, surviving between seconds. For mere moments, insulated by thin walls and a closed door.


After a few restoring seconds of silence, I stand to peel off the day along with my jeans and T-shirt. I search under the sink, praying I’ll see the emergency deodorant I used to stash there.


“Yes!”


With a little sashay of my hips I apply the deodorant. My face is bare, so I pull out my “glam in minutes” kit and at least apply some coverage, color, and lashes. I washed my hair this morning, and the leave-in conditioner still tames my natural hair into a mostly curly, not-yet-frizzy, Afro-halo.


I may be winging it with my hair and makeup, but at least I know this dress is classy with a dash of freakum. Pink hibiscus flowers bloom across the emerald-green skirt and the bodice cups and molds my breasts like a lover. Not that I’ve had one of those since my divorce. I lift my arms, squinting into the bathroom mirror.


“Can you tell I didn’t shave?” I ask the woman looking back at me. Eyes shining. Curls popping. That matte pink lippie is on point. Brows, fleek-ish. And yoga has done her body good. I’ll never be the size I was before I had kids, and I’m fine with that. My health isn’t a number on the scale or on a tag in my jeans. I feel good about my body because it gets me through this life. I want to be around as long as possible to see my kids grow up, so I take care of it. I can’t remember when I last felt like this. I feel like …


“Myself.” I give the woman in the mirror a grin. “I feel like myself.”


My purse vibrates.


“Dammit.” I grab the phone and sure enough. “Hendrix, hey.”


“Where are you?” My friend’s husky voice holds an edge, but it always does. Her high-powered job and warp-speed life usually make her sound like she’s poised to pounce on anyone she’s talking to.


“Leaving Grits now. If I can ever get this dress zipped.” I press the phone between my ear and my shoulder and stretch to reach my back. “You already at Sky-Hi?”


“Yeah. Walking in now.”


“It’s just up the street. Be there in less than ten.”


“Okay. Bye.”


I turn my focus back to the zipper, which stubbornly stays put at the middle of my back.


Screw it.


I’ll ask the hostess to zip me up. I grab my stuff and leave the bathroom just as the outer office door opens and Josiah walks in. His glance skitters over me, starting with my curly hair and sliding to my bare toes.


“Sorry. I didn’t realize you were in here.” He strides over to the desk, opens a drawer, and retrieves a small stack of cards. “Granders wanted a business card.”


“People still actually use those?”


The powerful shoulders shrug in the confines of his well-tailored suit.


“Apparently he does. I’ll carve my name into a stone tablet if it means he’ll write us a good review. We could use the visibility.”


“Are things …”


I hesitate, unsure of where my question will lead. Josiah never pressured me when I couldn’t drag myself out of the black hole, when just opening my eyes and breathing felt like a chore. He shielded me from how bad things had gotten financially at the restaurant. We thought we’d have time to train, to settle, to grow. Instead we lost Byrdie, our linchpin, in the middle of the biggest transition our little business had ever experienced. It wasn’t until my fog started clearing that I realized how close we’d come to losing this place. To losing everything.


“Si, are we in trouble again? I can—”


“We’re good.” The hard, handsome cast of his features softens a little. “For real, business has never been better.”


“If I need to do more around here, I can adjust some stuff.”


“You’re where we need you most.” His reply is quiet but sure. His dark eyes, steady. “Knowing you’ve got the kids, their lessons, are serving on the PTA committees and keeping up with their grades, it’s freeing me up to focus here and make sure we’re all right. That we stay all right.”


Both kids struggled some after the divorce. Deja especially became increasingly defiant and her grades have suffered. With Josiah handling so much at the restaurant after Byrd died, we agreed I would focus more on home and giving them as much stability as possible.


“Well, if things change, let me know,” I say, forcing lightness into my voice, into the room. “Team Wade, right?”


That used to be our rallying cry when things got tough. Whatever needed doing, we did it together. A muscle in his jaw flexes, and he cuts his gaze away from mine to some point over my shoulder. Maybe to some point in the past, reliving the turmoil of the last few years like I do more often than I’d like to admit. His prolonged silence becomes smothering, and my breath shortens again.


“Anytime you want to be the one hauling Deja’s ungrateful ass to dance lessons,” I say wryly, hoping to dispel the heaviness that entered the room. “Lemme know. We can trade.”


He shifts his glance back to me and the distant look in his eyes fades. “I’d rather work day and night. You can have that.”


His full lips quirk at the corners, and I find myself smiling back. Josiah’s face is interesting enough to make handsome look mundane, though the man is undeniably fine. The kind of fine that makes you lose your train of thought midsentence and bite your lip. Gorgeous dark skin gleams, pulled taut over the high sculpted bones of his face. To be so controlled, nearly austere, there is something boundless about his presence. Standing here with him, that energy, an amalgamation of ambition and audacity and swagger, swirls around us in the office. It’s like being corked into a bottle with a typhoon.


His brows lift, querying. I’m staring.


“Oh.” I turn my back to him, as much to recover my composure as to get my zipper up. “It’s stuck. Can ya help?”


He doesn’t answer, and his steps are so quiet I barely hear him cross the room, so the heat of his body warming my exposed skin startles me. The backs of his fingers brush over my spine as he pulls the zipper. It doesn’t budge at first, so he has to tug. Even just that whisper of a touch reminds my skin how to goose-bump. I glance over my shoulder and up, my breath hitching when our eyes collide. The air around us practically crackles, charged with a familiar current I’d forgotten was even possible.


He clears his throat and slides the zipper to the top. “There you go.”


I turn to face him and am unprepared for how close he stands. I’m barefoot and my view narrows to the broad chest and shoulders of the man in front of me. We’re not alone like this often anymore, leading separate lives that only intersect at our kids and our business. Kassim and Deja are usually around, or staff, friends, coaches, teachers. It’s rarely just us. We used to know each other better than anyone. Now I’m not even sure what he watches in the little free time he has away from this place, or really what he does at all.


“Have you seen Ozark ?” I ask.


The thick line of his brows dips. “Nah. Should I?”


“It’s one of the best shows I’ve seen in a really long time. The acting, directing. The writing is stellar.”


I’m rambling. I want to shove a sock in my mouth to make it stop running.


“I’ll have to, uh … check it out.” He glances at the door. “I need to get back to Granders.”


“Yeah.” I reach into the bottom of my suit bag to grab my green heels, bending to slip them on. “I gotta go too.”


He runs a thorough glance from my head to my shoes. “You look … nice.”


“Nice?” I scoop up the suit bag, now stuffed with my clothes, and speed to the door, grinning over my shoulder. “Pfftt. I look amazing.”


He shakes his head, allowing a small smile. “You look amazing. Have a good time.”


“I’ll try not to be out too late. And don’t let the kids stay up all night, Si. They have school tomorrow.”


“Like I’m the pushover parent.”


We both know he is, so I just stare at him until his smile broadens to that startling brightness that will snatch your breath if you let it.


“Get outta here,” he says. “I’ll see you at the house.”


The house.


Not home. Not the dream home we worked for and fantasized about for years. Now it’s just the house where the kids and I live. Josiah’s in the same neighborhood, but two streets over. I’m not sure why my thoughts keep revisiting the past tonight when my reflection, my mindset, everything has “future” written all over it.


“Shake it off,” I tell myself, climbing into the car and pulling out of the Grits parking lot. “It’s time to party.”









CHAPTER TWO


[image: image]


YASMEN


“It’s Soledad’s birthday,” Hendrix mutters into her Moscow Mule. “You think she’d be eager for some grown-girl time, and yet she’s late.”


“She’s on her way.” I reread the text Soledad sent. “As of twenty minutes ago. She said Lupe’s cheering practice went over, Inez is working on a science project, and Lottie had dance lessons.”


I study Hendrix over the rim of my drink. She has a face as bold as her name, punctuated by sloping cheekbones and an audacious nose, nostrils flared to scent adventure and bullshit. Her dark, arched brows are as quick to pull into a frown as the wide bow of her mouth is to stretch into a smile. She gets shit done and is as driven to help people as she is to succeed. Helping people is, at least in part, how she defines success.


“How are your housewives?” I ask, sipping my French 75, the gin and the twang sloughing the edge off my frayed nerves.


“Girl, a whole-ass handful. The producer had the nerve to call and ask me to keep my clients in check. Bitch, you check ’em. My job was to get them there. Your job is to make sure they don’t kill each other before the season ends.”


“Seems like the more drama, the better the ratings, so what’s her problem?”


“Yeah, there’s drama and then there’s … ” Hendrix lifts her brows meaningfully. “Their shit. Fistfights, weaves yanked out, tires slashed.”


“Sounds like high school.”


“Or day care, and my degree is in PR, not babysitting. Though, for real, that feels like my job half the time.”


She aims a smile over my shoulder. “Speaking of babies, here comes Mommy-in-Chief now.”


I glance around and spot Soledad climbing the stairs to Sky-Hi’s rooftop. She wears her usual slightly harried expression, but tonight it’s paired with a butt-hugging red dress that screams Work it, girl; it’s your birthday. Her dark eyes search the crowd until she finds us. A blinding smile lights up her pretty face. She’s short and curvy, and springy sable curls bounce around her shoulders, reflecting the energy packed into her petite frame. She waves and crosses quickly over to our table.


“Sorry I’m late.” She collapses into the empty seat, snatches the drink from my hand, and takes a long sip.


“For your own birthday celebration.” Hendrix tsks. “Just glad you made it at all. Did you have to tie Edward to the refrigerator for him to stay home with the girls?”


Soledad’s husband is notoriously absent from pretty much everything lately. Pink filters into the gold-brown of her cheeks. “He, um, had to work late unexpectedly and—”


“So who’s with the kids?” I cut in.


“I called Mrs. Lassiter’s daughter.” Soledad fixes her gaze on the menu, avoiding the exasperation I’m sure is apparent in Hendrix’s eyes and mine. “She’s that ninth grader who lives around the corner. Lottie and Inez love her. Lupe’s old enough to stay home and they’d be fine, but her cheering practice went late, so … ” She shrugs philosophically.


“One night,” Hendrix mutters. “He couldn’t give you one night?”


I shoot Hendrix a quelling glance, silently urging her to lay off, but she’s more likely to bite your tongue than she is to bite hers.


“Guys, come on.” Soledad drops the menu and all pretense that it actually interests her. “Can’t we just have a good time and not focus on Edward? He’s in the middle of a huge project at the firm. It’s a lot and he’s doing the best he can.”


I bet even she doesn’t believe that, but I won’t argue the point and spoil her birthday any more than her inconsiderate sperm donor already has.


“You’re right!” I slam my empty glass on the table and signal for the server. “Let’s get lit like we’re not class mom in the morning!”


“One of us isn’t class mom,” Hendrix reminds, her laugh throaty and grateful. “And my apartment is literally around the corner. I’m walking, so I’ll drink for us all.”


Soledad and I are driving, albeit only around the corner, so we can’t drink much, but getting lit sounds amazing. Our little trio is composed of disparate pieces that somehow work together. Hendrix, blissfully single and childless, is completely focused on her career and her ailing mother in Charlotte, splitting her time between the Queen City and Atlanta. Soledad doesn’t work outside the home, but runs her household like a kingdom, leaving everyone awestruck by levels of organization and domesticity seemingly unachievable by mere mortals. She’s a dash of Joanna Gaines, a sprinkle of Marie Kondo, and a big ol’ scoop of Tabitha Brown, a dish served at a farm table on the finest china.


And then there’s me.


Wrapped in all the trappings of a suburban housewife, except I’m no longer anybody’s wife, and I run a thriving business with the man I always assumed I’d love forever.


“How are your kids, Yasmen?” Soledad asks, sipping the cosmopolitan the server set down after taking our orders. “Deja and Kassim okay tonight?”


“They’re good. Grabbing dinner at Grits. Josiah’s taking them to the house for homework once they’re done.”


“You two manage your … ” Soledad closes one eye and twists her lips, apparently searching for the right word. “Your dynamic so well.”


“Dynamic ?” Hendrix casts me a look I’ve fondly dubbed sly-slutty. “Is that what you call it when your fine as hell ex-husband is there 24/7 for the screwing and you do nothing about it?”


There was a time when Hendrix’s brashness would have left me sputtering and spewing my drink, but I’m used to her now. She spent all her shock value on me months ago.


“It’s called co-parenting,” I say. “And running a business together. If we want to do both of those well, it’s best to keep things simple and platonic.”


“You don’t even want the occasional dip into that yummy honeypot?” Hendrix asks, a knowing smile gracing her full lips. “Josiah is—”


“Fine as hell.” I smile at the approaching server carrying our food. “I’m aware. I was married to him.”


“I bet Josiah put it down,” Hendrix says. “You can look at him and tell he can fuck.”


“All right. Enough.” I try to play it off with a laugh, but talking about our former sex life is not what I want to do. “Don’t creep on my ex.”


“I mean no harm.” Hendrix lifts both hands. “I come in peace and with the purest admiration for a man in his prime and a prime piece of man. I was just saying it seems like you probably got some good dick out of that marriage. Amirite?”


I did, but that was the last thing on my mind at the end. Our animosity and grief doused the passion we’d always taken for granted. Those last few months, we rarely even slept in the same room. My bed has been cold and empty for a very long time.


“I obviously don’t know everything that went down with you two,” Hendrix says. “But that’s the kind of man I’d miss.”


“Like you said,” I tell her, staring into my drink. “You don’t know everything that went down.”


They never knew Josiah and me as a set, as the couple everyone envied. When I was going through my dark season, I lost touch with most friends I was closest to. Not their fault. I shut many of them out. I met Hendrix and Soledad through the yoga class my therapist recommended to help reduce anxiety and improve my mood at my lowest point. Soledad lives a couple of streets over, so I knew of her, but it wasn’t until yoga that we really connected. The three of us hid on the back row watching everyone do their dog, cat, and cobra poses while we struggled to contort our out-of-shape bodies into the most basic positions. Maybe because I was so in need of reconnection, and they seemed to be, too, we grew close quickly. They don’t look at me with that careful sympathy I see in the eyes of everyone who knew me before.


“I know you guys went through a lot all at once,” Soledad says.


“Yeah, we, um … It was a lot.” I take a fortifying gulp of my drink. “You know Josiah’s aunt Byrd passed away soon after we opened in Skyland.”


Pushing down the emotion that tries to break through the surface, I force myself to continue. “Business tanked. In that state, we couldn’t hold our own in Skyland. Not with the quality of restaurants around here. Maybe we would have fared better if we’d stayed where we were. Stayed who we were.”


But Josiah had always seen us turning the restaurant into an upscale destination spot. And it would have gone off without a hitch had life not hitched every which way but loose.


“You don’t talk about it much, the divorce I mean,” Soledad says. “Did you guys try therapy?”


“Josiah’s allergic,” I say wryly. “He doesn’t do therapy. I wanted to, but …”


“At the church where I grew up,” Hendrix says, “they always said you ain’t got a problem God can’t fix. What can a therapist do that God can’t? That mindset kept a lot of folks from getting help.”


“Josiah’s reasons had nothing to do with faith,” I say with a twist of my lips. “He just thinks it’s a load of bullshit. Deja and Kassim talked some to a grief counselor at school, but aside from a rough patch or two, they bounced back okay. Couples therapy? Josiah didn’t think it could help, and by the end, neither did I.”


Things had gotten so bad, I felt like I was suffocating in that house, in that marriage, and I had to get out. It felt like the whole world was resting on my chest every morning, and it was all I could do to get out of bed.


And everything hurt.


That’s the part of depression people don’t consider, that at times it physically hurts. My therapist helped me understand that the back pain and the headaches I developed were most likely related to stress, and stress hormones like cortisol and noradrenaline contributed to my apathy and exhaustion. Which exacerbated my depression. It was an inescapable cycle that left me looking up at my life from the bottom of a well, the walls slippery, and seeing no way out.


And it all hurt, including being with the man I’d loved more than everything. After how we’d loved each other, the way we hurt each other was destroying us.


I’ve made a little bubble for my friends and me, one that protects my fragile joy and wards off the hurt of the past. I know I’ll have to tell Hendrix and Soledad everything soon. If therapy has taught me anything, it’s that you run from your pain in a circle. You end up exhausted, but never really gaining ground. I have to stop running, have to share with them all the ways life popped the seams on a world perfectly sewn together. For now I share a little at a time, and for tonight, I’ve shared enough.


I clear my throat and push out a laugh. “Is this a celebration or what? Let’s eat before Sol ages another year.”


The night turns out to be just what I needed, and I hope what Soledad deserves. She’s the hardest-working woman I know and sees her life’s mission as raising three beautiful humans to be confident women who make the world a better place. Some might judge that, say a woman as smart as Soledad could do so much more. I see the power in choosing your own more.


“So we doing this or nah?” Hendrix asks hopefully once we’ve settled the bill. “I got a roll of ones burning a hole in my Louis. Strip club?”


The answer is written in Soledad’s eyes, sketched in the rueful tug of her lips. “Rain check? I actually am class mom in the morning, and I need to get home and check Inez’s science project. I bet I’ll have to help her because Edward …”


Edward is about as likely to help with that science project as Garth Brooks is to perform at the Apollo.


“Well, Edward had a long day,” Soledad finishes with a smile as natural as my lashes. “And may have overlooked a few things.”


“Hmmmmm,” Hendrix grunts.


She really should patent that hmmmm. It’s the most accomplished monosyllable I’ve ever met.


“Well, I have the care and feeding of my housewives tomorrow,” Hendrix says and sighs. “The producers want me on-set to ensure no butt implants are harmed in the making of this next episode.”


We share a cackle, and I relish the simple ease of authentic friendship where I didn’t expect it and the evening breeze on my face. Georgia clings to summer as long as possible. August’s bright green leaves still trim the trees lining Skyland’s streets, but soon they’ll be varicolored, the wind propelling them from the branches like a confetti cannon. In just a few weeks, they’ll blanket the cobblestones under our feet.


I fish the keys from my purse and click the remote to unlock my car as we walk to the parking lot.


“Happy birthday, sweetheart,” I say, reaching for Soledad.


Hendrix’s arms enclose us both, and our little triumvirate huddles together, our perfumes and spirits mingling under the warm glow of the town’s gas lamp streetlights.


“I love you guys,” Soledad whispers, eyes bright. “There’s nowhere I would have rather been than with you on my birthday. Thank you for making it special.”


“I love you crazy broads too,” Hendrix jokes, giving us an extra squeeze before releasing us. “Next year we are hitting up a strip club. This is Atlanta. How you gonna not go to a strip club?”


“I’m open.” I grin.


“Yassss!” Hendrix high-fives me.


“Maybe next year,” Soledad’s mouth says, while the wide-eyed look she sends me says neverrrrr.


I climb into my car, chuckling as I picture staid Soledad and up-for-anything Hendrix in Magic City, tossing ones. I’d be in the middle enjoying the show onstage and off.


“Y’all still coming to Food Truck Friday tomorrow?” I ask through my rolled-down window.


“For sure,” Hendrix says. “I’ll be wrapped on set by then.”


“Can’t wait.” Soledad opens her door and climbs up into a Suburban. She looks so small behind the wheel of that mammoth machine, but with three girls and their gaggle of friends, she can never have enough passenger space. “See you then.”


The drive home is short, barely enough time to reflect on the day’s events. A year ago, I could not have envisioned feeling this way. Feeling this good. A night out with new friends who feel like the sisters of my heart. Our business, not long ago on the brink of failure, restored, thriving, booming.


And then there’s Josiah.


A shiver skims my spine, the memory of his fingers whispering across my bare skin when he zipped me up, coaxing to life parts of me long dormant and neglected. I’ll probably always be attracted to him. Like I told Hendrix, he’s fine as hell, but I can’t let my body’s natural response to a beautiful man with whom I have a complicated past, and offspring, fool me into thinking things should have turned out differently.


We were good together. Very good, in fact. Then shit happened. So much life-altering, earth-shattering shit, and not only were we not good together, but I couldn’t imagine things ever being good again. It’s time for us both to move on.


When Josiah and I dreamed of our restaurant over cartons of cheap Chinese, late at night while he was finishing his MBA, we didn’t talk about living in an affluent neighborhood like Skyland, but as I drive past all the custom-built houses and three-car garages, I realize we got it. The garage door to the house we renovated together lifts. In the last gasping breaths of our marriage, it became unbearable to be in this house with him. How many nights did our arguments echo through the halls? But after the divorce, I couldn’t bear to be here without him. It felt wrong and empty. To be fair, at that point, no place felt right. Not even in my own skin.


I rid the house of all our wedding pictures, but Josiah is indelibly stamped on every square inch, from the freestanding tub in our bathroom, to the large open kitchen, and the high-ceilinged family room. Every light fixture, paint color, down to the smallest detail, we carefully chose together. The only thing we never anticipated was losing each other in the process of gaining everything else. We executed every phase of our dreams right on schedule.


Graduation. Check!


Marriage. Check!


Start a business. Check!


Baby one. Check!


Baby two. Check!


Baby three …


I shake off the thoughts like shackles and pull into the garage. I made the right decision for us all when I asked for the divorce. I have to believe that. Anything is better than the volatile pressure cooker our lives became at the end.


Laughter reaches my ears when I walk into the kitchen and close the door behind me. I knew he would let them stay up late. I easily pick out the kids’ giggles, mixed in with the low timbre of Josiah’s chuckle, but I can’t quite place the other melodic laugh. When I enter the family room I realize why.


I’ve never heard Vashti laugh like this before.


It lights up her face, an inner glow that spills into her eyes and over her cheeks. She wears a lovely dress the color of buttercups that discreetly outlines her slim, feminine shape. Her hand rests on Josiah’s knee casually, at ease like she’s touched him that way a hundred times.


Oh, my God. She probably has.


They’ve probably shared these simple intimate touches many times in secret, or at least without me knowing. I may not want Josiah for myself anymore, but I’m not blind enough to miss when someone else does.


And the simmering affection shining from Vashti’s eyes tells me she wants my husband.


Ex-husband.


Plates litter the floor, along with cans of Diet Coke and LaCroix. A Monopoly board is splayed across the large glass table Josiah and I purchased from a furniture outlet in North Carolina. That somehow offends me most deeply.


On our table.


It feels like I interrupted them in a passionate embrace, twined together across the thick-paned glass in a pornographic pretzel, instead of playing a board game with the kids.


“Mom!” Kassim says, drawing everyone’s attention to me standing in the doorway. “You’re home.”


I manage a nod, unsure of my lines in this farce.


“Vashti lost everything in Monopoly.” Kassim points to the pretty young chef. He’s oblivious to how this all looks and feels to me, but maybe Vashti isn’t. She stands quickly and starts collecting dishes.


“Sorry about the mess,” she says a little breathlessly. “I don’t think we spilled any of the sauce from the ribs on anything.”


If I could squeeze the voice through my constricted vocal cords, I still wouldn’t trust it. Her words fall into an awkward silence I’m not sure how to break, or why it’s there, for that matter.


“We got their food to go,” Josiah picks up where she left off. “Vashti and I had been working all day, and were both ready to call it a night, so we just brought it home.”


Once I finally find my voice, it’s not to respond to him or Vashti, but to ignore them.


“Kids, it’s way past your bedtime,” I say, my tone bright and hopefully normal. “You have school in the morning. Did you get your homework done?”


“Yeah, it only took like twenty minutes,” Kassim offers on his way to the staircase.


“Kassim,” I address his retreating back. “Are you going to leave your trash here in the middle of the floor? You know that’s unacceptable.”


“FYI, Vashti,” Deja speaks for the first time. “Just about everything is unacceptable in this house according to Mom.”


I’m surprised by the sting of hurt. I know better than to let my daughter get to me. “Getting to me” is her new favorite pastime, but for her to strike in front of Vashti, who may be … something I didn’t realize she was to Josiah … hits in a different way. Deeper.


“Fix that attitude, Day,” Josiah responds before I have to, his voice somehow gentle and stern. “Your mom’s right. You guys need to pick up after yourselves. She’s not your maid, and I better not hear that you’re treating her like one.”


“Yes, sir,” Deja replies demurely, gathering the dishes and heading toward the kitchen with Kassim.


“Thanks,” I mutter, not feeling particularly grateful. “It’s good seeing you again so soon, Vashti.”


I’m trying to relocate the home training I lost when I found this woman in my house laughing with my kids, her hand all over my husband’s knee.


Ex-husband.


“You have a beautiful home.” Vashti flashes a smile at Josiah. “And I love hanging out with the kids.”


“They love hanging out with you too.” Josiah grabs his jacket from the back of the couch and slips it on. “But we should get going.”


He proffers his car keys to Vashti. “Could you give us a sec, Vash? Wait in the car for just a minute? I’ll be right out.”


Surprise and what may be concern skid across her expression. A quick slide that she checks before it fully forms. Disciplined, this one. A great match for him in that at least.


“Of course.” She takes the keys, and I don’t miss the small squeeze she gives his fingers. “Night, Yasmen.”


“See you tomorrow,” I say, reining in my irritation, which is probably completely out of proportion to this situation, but still real.


Once she leaves the living room, walks to the foyer, and closes the front door behind her, Josiah looks at me, his expression guarded. I remember how this striking face looks happy, open. I haven’t really seen him that way in a long time, but I do remember.


“Something you’d like to tell me?” I ask, perching on the arm of the couch, trying my damnedest to look harmless.


“Vashti and I—”


“What the hell is she doing in my house?”


Okay. That came out wrong.


Or maybe it came out exactly as I felt it, but I wouldn’t have said it if my emotions weren’t in freefall. He quirks a dark brow at me, his mouth tightening in the corners.


“Sorry.” I clear my throat and smooth my dress. “You were saying?”


“You have no reason to be upset.”


“Nothing makes a woman more upset than her husband telling her she has nothing to be upset about.”


“Ex-husband,” he corrects softly.


“Right.” A stiff smile takes hold of my face. “Ex-husband, a man telling a woman she should stay calm. It’s how we know shit’s happening we should be upset about.”


“Nothing’s happening that shouldn’t be.” He gives me a look from under dark lashes that hides nothing and is unashamed. “Two consenting adults—”


“That phrase usually precedes fucking.”


“And what if it does?” The release of his words is swift, sharp. A knife unsheathed like he was waiting for me to piss him off. “I’m single. She’s single. You’re acting like we corrupted the kids in some way. You’re acting …”


Jealous.


He doesn’t finish it. He doesn’t have to. I’m not jealous. I’m just … hell. Thrown.


“I thought we agreed we’d discuss anyone we started dating being around the kids.” I hesitate. “I mean, is that what this is? You and Vashti are, what … dating?”


He huffs an exasperated breath, like I’m bothering him with these basic questions and have no right to know.


Do I have a right to know?


I’ve been Josiah’s friend, lover, business partner, the mother of his children, his wife. For the first time, I’m not sure where we stand. Where I stand with him. What I am to him.


“It’s really new,” he finally says. “We just clicked working so closely and started spending time together. And it’s not like the kids aren’t already around her all the time, so I didn’t feel the need to introduce her to them. They may have guessed, but I haven’t told them for sure.”


“But you will?”


Why am I holding my breath?


“Probably. We’ve hung out a few times.” He puts up a hand and shoots me a warning look. “And before you call me out on that, we said we’d give a heads-up for the sake of the kids. Not each other. I don’t have to tell you when I start dating someone, and I don’t want to know when …”


He does look away then. Drops his gaze to his expensive shoes.


“We’ve been divorced almost two years, Yas. We knew we’d move on. I honestly didn’t think it would be a big deal.”


Move on.


I’d just told myself it was good that we were moving on. And it is, but seeing him “moving on” in the house we built together, in the residue of the life we shared … I didn’t know it would affect me this way.


“It’s not a big deal.” I stand to fluff the cushion Vashti’s pert little ass was just seated on. “I guess I was caught off guard.”


“Like I said, I haven’t told the kids anything. Vashti’s around at work a lot. It was casual. She was finishing up as we were leaving, and I invited her along. I didn’t make a big deal of it, but I want to be honest with them.”


He bites his bottom lip, and a sudden, ill-timed memory of those perfectly full lips on me assaults my senses. Kissing the curve of my neck. Sucking my breasts. Sliding over my stomach and down, down, down.


Crap. Crap. Crap.


“I want to be honest with you,” he continues, completely oblivious to how my mind is flashback-fucking him. “Vashti’s great and, though it may ultimately go nowhere, we want to see where this leads.”


“What if it goes left? We could be out a chef. It took a long time to find her.”


“Like I need you reminding me how long it took to find a good chef.”


Funny how the words he doesn’t say can sting more than the ones he does.


He doesn’t have to say that when Byrd died I was in no shape to help, that he was the one at Grits from open to close. He wore all the hats—owner, manager, you name it—when I could barely hold up my head at all. Even now his eyes hold no accusation. Only memories that if we voice could shatter the tenuous peace we’ve managed to negotiate.


“Vashti and I did have that conversation,” he says. “We agreed to keep work separate as much as we can. She loves her job and she’s essential at Grits. Her cooking dug us out of the hole when Byrd passed.”


“Just be careful, Si, and not only because of work.” I gulp down hot emotion and force myself to keep speaking. “I don’t want to see you get hurt.”


His laugh, like so many things tonight, takes me by surprise. The sonic boom of it startles me, bounces off the walls and floods the room.


“What’s so funny?” I venture after a few seconds of him laughing and shaking his head in seeming disbelief.


The humor in his eyes, if it was ever genuine, dissipates, leaving his gaze cool, flat. “The irony of you saying you don’t want to see someone hurt me.”


“I-I don’t.”


“No one in my whole life has ever hurt me like you did.”


Shock shuts me up. I’m struck dumb, but the accusations he doesn’t bother voicing, the grievances I didn’t realize were so deeply held, screech in the silence. They blare from his eyes, fixed on me, not even a blink interrupting the unrelenting intensity of his stare.


“I’m the one who asked for the divorce, yeah,” I say, suddenly unsure of something I should be certain of. “But we agreed.”


“Is that how you remember it? Because I remember the worst possible thing happening to us both, to this whole family, and you shutting me out. I remember us losing …”


Don’t say it. Don’t you say his name. I can’t hear his name right now. Not tonight.


“Never mind,” he sighs, and it’s my reprieve. He grips the back of his neck. “This shit is ancient history. I’m too tired for it.”


I should press, demand that he finish the thought, but it, like so many other things we stopped saying when things got hard, remains buried under the rubble of our silence.


“I’m gonna go,” he says and heads to the front door. “Early start tomorrow.”


“Sure. Okay.”


I trail him into the foyer. When he pulls open one of the wide French doors, in the sliver of space, in the breath of a moment, I see his Rover idling in the driveway. The interior light is on, Vashti’s face clearly visible, her eyes alert and trained on my front porch. On Josiah. Her expression brightens with a smile, even as her glance drifts over his shoulder and briefly meets mine. In that tiny space, an understanding forms between us, and I know why we never clicked. She’s not sure about me. About Josiah and me. It makes sense. Our lives tangle, vines running through our kids and our business. We have a history. A long, turbulent one. And even though we’re no longer married, it’s obvious we’re still connected in so many ways. I can’t blame her. I’d wonder too.


I could tell her she has nothing to worry about. The passion, the love, the fierce devotion that once existed between Josiah and me? I burned that to the ground long ago. Whatever remains is as cold and stiff as the look he slants over his shoulder at me before the door closes behind him.









CHAPTER THREE


[image: image]


YASMEN


“Everything looks great, Yas,” Hendrix says, surveying Sky Square.


Food trucks boasting restaurant logos and menus ring the area. Main Street has been blocked off and café tables and chairs dot the cobblestone road. Fairy lights wind through the trees, twinkling even though the sun hasn’t set and there’s still daylight. Vendors scurry, making last-minute preparations before the great citizens of Skyland descend in the next hour seeking good food and a good time.


“Thank you,” I say, scanning the scene one last time. “I’m glad we got out here early to make sure everything’s ready to go, though.”


“Between the tostadas,” Soledad says, licking sauce from the corner of her mouth, “the hot dogs, and the pulled pork, I think I’ve had a little of everything and Food Truck Friday hasn’t even officially started.”


“I know these businesses appreciate all the revenue and the traffic tonight will generate,” Hendrix says, tossing what’s left of a taco into a nearby trash can. “How’s it feel to be Head Boss Babe again? Running thangs?”


I laugh and wave off her question, though I must admit that after barely leaving the house, being barely able to function for so long, it feels good to be doing something that benefits our community. When we first transitioned Grits from a mom-and-pop shop on the south side to our current location in the heart of Skyland, Josiah and I decided to get in good with the locals and endear ourselves to other business owners. I strategically assumed an active role with the Skyland Association, an organization designed to increase community engagement, foster economic development, and strengthen ties between the private and the public sectors. I went from being the chairwoman, spearheading community activities on the regular, to being … well, not very involved at all, but Food Truck Friday signals to the board that I’m back and ready to go.


“I think we’ve checked all the vendors except Grits,” I say, nodding toward our truck branded with the Grits logo. A few employees work the truck counter, attired in T-shirts and close-fitting caps, hair carefully hidden. There’s no scrambling. No last-minute scurrying. Vashti has achieved the same order and calm for tonight’s event that she elicits in the restaurant. I choose to be grateful. Her involvement means I’m more freed up to invest much-needed quality time with my kids without worrying Josiah has to handle everything at work on his own.
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