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Christian Erickson is the perfect man: sincere, handsome, intelligent, and passionate. Maiya Hightower has searched for a man like him throughout her entire life. Unfortunately, when she finally finds Christian he is already taken. Maiya reluctantly settles for a close friendship with Christian and the two of them become inseparable.


In the midst of turmoil in her personal life, Maiya gives birth to a beautiful daughter Angelina, but fears that Angelina will make the same mistakes in her life that she did. Thus, she leads Angelina to believe that a man she has never shared one single act of intimacy with is her biological father. She wants Angelina to grow up with high expectations so she places Christian, who is no longer a part of her life, onto a well-deserved pedestal and convinces Angelina that he is the role model that any young man that comes into her life must follow.


Angelina becomes immersed in Christian’s world through his words: books, magazine articles, and personal letters written to her mother. Even though she has never met him, she is his daughter by spirit.


Maiya continues this farce for sixteen years with the help of her best friend and mother who oppose the situation but both have been drawn into the lies to the point where they can’t get out of them. But like all things in life, whatever you do in the dark eventually comes into the light and Maiya is faced with the consequences of her actions. The only question is will her relationship with her daughter survive.


 




“An emotional roller coaster, Daughter by Spirit will likely move you to tears. This novel is for anyone that appreciates the importance of building close emotional ties and expressing feelings to loved ones before it is too late. V. Anthony Rivers writes with sincerity and passion and is a dynamic new voice in the literary field.”


—Zane, author of The Heat Seekers,
Gettin’ Buck Wild: Sex Chronicles II, Addicted,
Shame on It All, and The Sex Chronicles: Shattering the Myth


 


“Daughter by Spirit is a moving novel. The characters are written so crisp, the dialogue flows so nicely that you’re able to follow every scene, building up to the novel’s dramatic conclusion. The novel is so pure, so deep that moments within it will move you to tears and to joy. Rivers does an excellent job in pulling you into the story’s dramatic plot and leaving you soulfully satisfied at the end of a fastly-paced novel. I will definitely be on the lookout for future novels by this author!”


—Shonell Bacon, The Nubian Chronicles
and co-author of Luvalwayz
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1.
Christian Erickson
Collision Course



“Dreams of being unconscious, lying next to me a past whose time I try to measure.”


 


I wondered where it all came from and pondered the things going through my head as I sat there in bed next to someone I’d met recently. I couldn’t believe how we’d ended up there so fast, but quite honestly it seemed like a natural progression at the end of our first date. The lady was so beautiful when I saw her that first time. I’ve come to the conclusion that the grocery store is definitely a great place to meet somebody. Talk about a meat market. A brotha can find top grade-A quality there.


When I saw Tanya trying to select a head of lettuce, my heart skipped a beat. The lady was looking just as fine as she wanted to be, dressed in a sleeveless black turtleneck, form-fitting jeans, and leather boots. Her golden glimmer hair was shining under the bright lights in the produce section and that honey brown complexion of hers had me mesmerized. I was just hoping that she wouldn’t catch me staring at her, but I guess I didn’t try hard enough. She saw me drop my yams all over the floor while I struggled to find the opening of the plastic bag. I hate those things. Sometimes it takes me two minutes just to discover that I’m playing with the wrong end of the bag. After I finished looking goofy, I kind of made my way over to her as inconspicuously as I could.


“Hey! I don’t think you picked up all your yams,” she said to me.


“Huh?” I responded naively.


“Look over there. You left two on the floor.”


She pointed but I wasn’t even paying attention to what I’d dropped. I was checking her out and hoping she was doing the same of me.


“I don’t believe those are mine,” I responded.


“Well, you’re the only one walking around here dropping yams!”


She couldn’t help but smile at my plea of innocence but it was obvious that she wasn’t buying what I was selling. Maybe it was my effort that was seemingly keeping her interested or perhaps it was the I-wanna-get-to-know-you-in-the-worse-way smile on my face. Whatever the case, anything from that point on would be all good to me.


From the start, she had me smiling and feeling warm inside. I love a woman that’s not only beautiful, but also a challenge to speak to. As we stood in front of the vegetables debating about yams and how many I’d dropped, she managed to squeeze the more important questions into the conversation. You know, she cut to the chase before we lost ourselves in mindless words that revealed nothing.


“What’s your name?” she asked.


“I’m Christian.”


She had a smart look on her face and laughed softly, so I kind of knew what was coming next.


“I didn’t ask for your religion. I just wanted to know your name.”


“Ha, ha! I knew you were gonna say that!”


“Christian what?”


“Christian Erickson.”


She smiled with an expression of enlightenment on her face. I think she was also checking me out, trying to keep her thoughts discreet.


“How about you?” I asked her, glancing at more than just her beautiful hazel eyes.


“How about me what?”


She continued to decide on her vegetables. She tried to pretend like her shopping was more important than the conversation we were having. I could tell she was digging me pretty good though. I stood before her dressed in a black Karl Kani turtleneck sweater, carpenter jeans, and some tan Timberland boots. I love feeling comfortable but I was a bit on edge in her presence. In fact, I was beginning to sweat.


“You’re gonna make this tough, huh?” I asked her.


She grinned and chuckled to herself as I stood there with my arms folded. I watched her relish in the fact that she had me struggling to keep the conversation going.


“Okay, what’s your name?” I asked quietly.


“Tanya Moore.”


She was leaning over the vegetables at first, but when she said her name she appeared to be teasing me a little. Maybe it was just my imagination but she stood up slowly and raised her right eyebrow before speaking her name.


Maybe she could sense that her name sounded like music to my soul. I kept saying it over and over in my mind. Sometimes there are certain ladies names that just feel good to me and hers was one of them. Of course it helped that she was as fine as she could be. Tanya started to look at me funny after a while, like she had something else to do and I was impeding her progress. I took that as a hint that she wanted to continue shopping, alone. She was looking so good that I was just trying my best to think up something new to ask her. You know, those exceptional words that would make her laugh, smile, and say, “Come help me pick something out for dinner so I can cook for you tonight.” That kind of thing. I don’t know. Sometimes life just can’t keep pace with wishful thinking, I suppose.


“Can I walk along with you, Tanya, or is your shopping a private affair?”


“You’re funny. I like that!” She giggled. “You know how to pick squash?”


I directed my index finger to the nearest bin. “What? This right here?”


“Are you serious? You know you’re pointing to a lemon, don’t you?”


Well, at least I got her to laugh. She shook her head in a way that let me know she enjoyed the surprise meeting between the two of us.


“Listen, I need to do this faster so I’ll just give you my number, okay?” she said.


“Are you in a hurry, Tanya?”


“Yeah, I need to pick up someone. My sister’s baby. Plus, I have a lot of other errands to run.”


I was almost seeing warning signs when she was talking about picking someone up. For a second, I thought she’d say that she had to pick up her baby. Not that I have anything against women with kids. I’ve just always hoped to find one without any. I’m speaking from past experience, but I’m always first to recognize that when love calls, you better answer regardless of who it is and what package they bring to the table with them.


“Thanks, Tanya,” I said after she handed me a piece of scrap paper with her number scribbled on it. “How soon can I call you?”


“Actually, tonight would be good. I’ve really enjoyed talking with you. Your sense of humor is interesting.”


“Hmm, only interesting huh?” I said in my sexiest tone.


Tanya touched me on the arm and sent a surge of electricity through my body before walking toward the registers, pushing her cart. “Yes, call me tonight.”


Naturally, I watched her walk away and what an interesting sight it was.


That day was really cool. Such a beautiful moment in my life as a single man. As I focused in on the fact that I was sitting next to Tanya in bed a week later, I couldn’t help but wonder where it was all gonna lead. I believed in love, but I wanted to make sure Tanya and I had a great friendship as well. We’d just had some incredible sex and I felt as though I should ask her if it was all right. I didn’t want to jeopardize something potentially very special. Plus, I was wondering if I needed to get out of bed and make the woman some breakfast. I didn’t want to risk scaring her away so I decided to wait and cook for her next time. She really looked good lying there with her gorgeous body half-buried underneath my cream-colored bed sheets and brown comforter. I couldn’t help but quickly reminisce about the softness of her skin against mine. I could see her breasts peeking out from under the covers a little bit. She was moving around slightly, a bit restless, so it wouldn’t be long before she woke up. I could barely wait to see that beautiful spirit shine once more.


Tanya Moore was definitely fine. She inspired me to reminisce practically all the time about the smallest things. I remember calling her the night after we’d met in the store. Tanya was running around her house like crazy. She informed me that she had a client coming over to check out some of her interior design ideas.


“How can you show somebody how to make their house beautiful if your house is a mess, girl?” I teased.


“Be quiet!” she responded.


I could hear her laughter in the background as she took the phone away from her mouth. I imagined her moving things out of the way so she could find a spot to sit down while she talked to me.


I must have been right because she said, “Let me sit down for a moment. Just for you, Christian.”


“Thank you, Tanya.”


“You’re too much, but I like a man that keeps me on my toes.”


“What are you doing after you take care of business?” I asked her.


“I’m just gonna curl up with a good, sexy romance novel or maybe this erotica anthology book that I picked up the other day since I’m not getting any.”


She punctuated her voice to make sure I understood clearly what she was saying. Shoot, I had been going through a drought recently myself so she wasn’t alone with what she was thinking.


“How about we go out this weekend, Christian, if you’re not too busy?”


“Sounds cool to me. You plan on getting something?” I asked her to see how she’d respond.


“You got something to give?”


Her response didn’t really surprise me. In fact, it was funny because we always seemed like we were challenging each other. Tanya always matched me line for line, word for word. I was curious to find out when I would hit a soft spot in her. I wondered constantly if her challenging spirit was a front for any kind of hurtful past. If it was, I couldn’t see it at that point. Tanya seemed like a natural when it came to being happy and a smart-ass at the same time.


After sitting there watching Tanya sleeping for what felt like an hour, I noticed her finally waking up.


“Hey, sleepy head!” I said to her as she stretched her lovely body.


The sound she made was analogous to the sounds she made when we’d gotten busy the night before. Those sounds are what brought me out of my daydreams about our recent past and into appreciating once more her lying in my bed with her fine self.


“Hey! What you smiling at, boy?”


After examining every inch of her, I finally made eye contact with her. “Nothing. Just happy to see you again.”


“You’ve probably been watching me sleep, huh? Is that why my breasts are exposed?”


She was trying to cover up but it was too late for that. I began to lick my lips in an effort to tease her and make her think I’d been doing more than just watching her sleep.


“Ooh, Chris, you are no good!”


Soon after we’d enjoyed another moment of joking around with each other, I laid back down with her. I was hoping we could get up and maybe go do something, but I didn’t mind enjoying some more cuddling.


“We gonna do something today, Tanya?”


“No, I need to get started on this project I have going, but I’d love to see you next weekend.”


“Okay, maybe we’ll go somewhere then.”


“Maybe, but for now I do have an hour to kill.”


“Is that right?”


Tanya moved nearer to me and began kissing my chest very softly. She had this seductive gaze on her face that let me know she wanted to have power over me. I could feel the smoothness of her thigh sandwiched between my legs. I took a peek toward the foot of the bed and noticed her moving like a beautiful wave. Her body slowly unveiled as she removed the sheets from our bodies. Her skin was silky on all parts and her behind was faultless as I placed my hands on it to facilitate her continuous grinding against my thigh. It wasn’t long before she began to moan passionately from the intense motions that our bodies were making. That was just the beginning for her because she immediately climbed on top of me. I could feel myself cross her threshold. Tanya whispered to me about her wetness as her warmth enveloped me. She rode me solid and rapid and didn’t stop until she reached that incredible peak.


“Damn,” I whispered.


Tanya was moving so smoothly and with incredible rhythm. When we kissed deeply once again, we found ourselves exploding very passionately. I don’t know who screamed the loudest, though it was in all probability me. Afterwards we shared deep, concentrated kisses. Tanya continued to lay on top of me with her forehead pressed against mine and that’s how we remained for the next hour.


After that hour elapsed, Tanya got up to get dressed and I watched her every move. She was pretty swift at getting her clothes on. She threw her hair up in a ponytail and squeezed inside her tight jeans. She also borrowed one of my shirts, which at first felt a little outlandish to me; especially with it being one of my favorite Fubu jerseys that I liked to wear on the weekends.


“Hey! What are you doing with my shirt?”


Tanya giggled. “I saw you wearing it and I couldn’t wait to put it on. I love the material.”


“Okay. Just let it be known that you’re borrowing it.”


I tried to let her know I wasn’t kidding by emphasizing the word borrowing and I didn’t stutter when I said it either.


“I know, sweetie pie. Thank you.”


After getting dressed, Tanya sat down on the bed so we could talk a moment longer. She continued to fix her hair the best she could without a comb while I worried that I might not see my jersey again.


“You know what? I really enjoyed last night and I can’t wait to see you again,” she told me.


“Thanks, but I have to say you’re really something, Tanya. One day I guess I’ll learn more about you instead of sharing these lovely moments where we hardly talk to each other about anything deep. Maybe you’ll even let me ask some slightly probing questions instead of the usual news, weather, and sports stuff.”


“Well, don’t probe too much, sweetie,” she said just before leaning over to give me one last kiss.


I wondered what she meant by that, but I wasn’t gonna try to ask her at that point. She might’ve tried to run away from any hint of serious discussion that soon so I just sat with my hands on my head and watched her walk out the bedroom. I found myself smiling, even as I heard the front door close. I couldn’t wait to see her again and that was a new kind of feeling for me.





2.
Maiya Christine Hightower
What could be next?



“Maiya Christine Hightower! Damn, gurl, you must be bad with a name like that!”


The fool was trying to get his mack on and I was hardly interested.


I had to endure the same kind of tired come-on lines earlier that day at the car wash. I decided to learn how to wash my own damn car or, better yet, find a real man to help me. I wasn’t having any luck in that area. They kept showing up with fool written on their foreheads like the man that was trying to hit on me at the credit union.


“Thanks. My parents picked a good set of names for me, I guess,” I replied ingenuously.


“Damn, they did everything right with you!”


The man had obviously lost his mind, talking like that to me, but I didn’t want to go off on him. I was just too exhausted to be mean.


I tried to remain polite. “Can you take care of this for me so I can go? I’m late for work.”


“Sure! Let me ask you something. You think you and I could ever do something together? Maybe go out?”


I couldn’t believe he was trying to ask me out so I just simply smiled and pretended that I didn’t hear him. He’d already heard me speak so it would’ve been tough to pretend that I didn’t understand English. Just before I walked out the door, he was still trying to get at me. With the right outfit, decent breath, and some intelligence, he might’ve been okay. But the way he was coming at me, throwing the damn word around like candy, I didn’t even think so.


“Hey, cutie pie! Ms. Hightower?” he shouted, drawing the attention of other customers.


I just strutted out the door without looking back. I’d heard enough of his silliness. I figured I’d better call the credit union later just to make sure he’d deposited my money properly. I knew that would be a hassle with all that automated shit and PIN numbers that they make you remember.


I’d been batting a thousand lately with men. All I yearned for was a man that was sweet, strong, gentle, and honest. Did he even exist? I liked to believe that he did so I resolved to put up with all the men pulling at my hair to see if it was real. I had a date that night with a guy named Reginald Winston. I used to joke around with him when we first met and he seemed extremely kind.


“You like to be called what?” I asked him during our first meeting.


“Reggie,” he responded.


“Veggie? Like a burger?” I joked.


“No, Reggie. Short for Reginald?” he explained.


He didn’t seem to catch my joke, but he was really sweet. He sounded so comical trying to explain himself. His voice was so proper and he made noticeable attempts at sounding as intellectual as he could. I almost accused him of attempting to sound white, but I hated it when my own friends said that about me. It took me a little while to get used to his voice but thinking about his nice body made it easier. He told me that he worked out at the spa every day after he got off work. I can appreciate a man that takes care of himself, but there was something misplaced about Reggie. After I found another turnoff, my favorite line was, “But he’s really sweet.” I probably said that a little too often. I was just too damn picky for my own good and spending too much time fantasizing about that brotha Damon on Soul Food. I could’ve just withered away waiting for someone like him to come along. Instead, I was spending my Blockbuster nights with a light-skinned, conservative, Ivy League graduate named Reginald Winston. When I asked him if he was a Republican, he just looked at me and asked, “Aren’t you one, too?” Actually, I was just playing with him so his response took me off guard.


Another thing I had to get used to was Reggie’s love for opera and classical music. I could be talking and all of a sudden he’d interrupt me and ask me to listen to something. I usually missed whatever it was he tried to point out. Music Appreciation back in school was one thing, but adults have a choice to decide what they want to spend their lives listening to and those styles don’t appeal to me. Reginald was the first brother I’d met that knew so much about opera. It was a nice change, but I prefer a man who can be all things, have that hint of danger, and still be a sweetie pie all at the same time. Reggie tended to be too conservative and shunned away from doing fresh things.


I listened to my messages while I put on light makeup for the evening. Reggie didn’t like for me to wear it in excess. He didn’t want it to get on his shirts when he placed his arms around me for what he termed display time. Those were his exact words one night when he instructed me to brush my hair and prepare for display time. I couldn’t believe his audacity, but that’s what he said just before we entered the restaurant for dinner. Part of me almost stopped to let him walk in alone, but then I remembered how much I wanted to go to that particular restaurant.


“Good evening, Ms. Hightower!”


I instantly recognized Reggie’s voice on my machine.


“I’m looking forward to taking you out tonight and I just wanted to make sure you were properly informed as to what type of affair we were attending. I want you to be ready for display time,” he said.


“There he goes with that display time shit!”


“By the way, tonight we’re doing something that’s more in your league. I’m taking you to dinner and perhaps a movie so you can get away with wearing something very casual, if you’d prefer.”


“Negro, please!”


I couldn’t believe he was telling me how to dress. Even my “But he’s really sweet” line didn’t stop me from wanting to give Reggie a piece of my mind or just cancel the date altogether. I could hear my mother saying, “Maiya, remember your manners.” Being able to close my eyes, envision her smile, and listen to the sound of her voice was a great source of comfort.


I could hear my pager going off someplace in my apartment. I needed one the size of a basketball so I wouldn’t lose it all the time. Just like always, I found it buzzing around on the floor. Usually when I’d come home from work, the first thing I’d do was drop everything and plop down on my couch. My pager usually ended up in that routine place.


I glanced at the familiar number on my pager. It was my girlfriend, Stephanie. She usually called me before I had a date so I decided I’d better call her and then go downstairs to wait for Reggie. He never made the effort to come upstairs and knock on the door. Instead, he’d always blow the horn.


I punched in Stephanie’s number right quick. “Hey, girlfriend! Why are you paging me?” I asked excitedly.


“You know why, girl! Is it Reggie tonight?” she asked like it was a surprise to her.


“Of course it is. Who else could it be? Sometimes I wonder if I’m wasting my time but at least I’m getting fed.”


“I heard that, girl! So, when are you gonna sleep with this guy and see if he’s proper in bed, too?” Stephanie asked in her thunderous voice.


“No you didn’t just ask me that!”


“Yes, I did! You know he ain’t really your type and it ain’t gonna last so you might as well have some kind of memory other than the opera or whatever else he does for you!”


“You’re crazy, girl. Don’t make me have to pass him on to you so he can bore the hell out of you, too.”


“Well, Maiya, why are you going out with him then?”


“He’s a sweet guy and I like him because he’s different, but this may be the last date tonight. I don’t know. I’m not sure,” I tried to explain to her unsuccessfully.


The more I tried to clarify why I was seeing Reggie, the more I was compelling myself not to go.


“Damn, girl. You’re sounding desperate and I don’t think you even believe what you’re saying.”


I did sound kind of pitiable, not at all like myself, but I thought everyone deserved a chance. Maybe Reggie would show me something different that time.


A car horn started blaring beneath my window.


“Hey, girl, I can hear the horn blowing outside and I know that’s him.”


Why I was willing to risk another boring evening was beyond me, but I was somewhat excited about the possibilities.


“He blows his horn for you?” Stephanie asked with skepticism.


“I’ll call you later, Stephanie.”


When I walked outside my building, there he was, sitting in his car already gazing at his watch. It had only been two minutes since he blew his horn. His pride and joy, his Cadillac Seville, was clean and buffed up as usual. Reggie loved talking about his car. You would’ve thought it was his child.


“Hey! What were you doing up there?” he asked as I opened the door.


He didn’t even let me climb inside before trying to get the 411 on everything I was doing before he blew his precious horn.


“I was talking to my girlfriend.”


“Girl talk, huh? I don’t suppose that I was the topic of conversation?”


“You were mentioned, but nothing deep was said.”


The conversation in the car on the way to the movie theater didn’t get any more exciting. I found myself thinking about where else I could be on a Saturday night. Not only did I have to endure all of his questioning but I also had to put up with some loud ass, symbol-crashing music coming from his CD player. I noticed he had individual controls for the air conditioning. Why couldn’t it have been the same for music listening? I craved to listen to something that would put me in an enhanced frame of mind. The stuff he was listening to made me want to open the car door and jump out while the car was in motion. When we pulled into the parking structure of the mall where the movie theater was located, Reggie was still trying to unearth what I was talking about on the phone with Stephanie.


“So, you still won’t tell me what you two ladies said about me?” he asked with an unpredictably cute smile on his face.


“I don’t remember now.”


“Uh—huh, I get the hint, Maiya.”


Once we got inside the mall, I kind of enjoyed walking with Reggie. He looked too adorable in his jeans and leather coat. I wished he was a little bit taller but being six feet exactly was good enough. I was hoping he would at least hold my hand as we walked, but that was one hint that seemed to escape his attention.


“Reggie, if you really must know, we just mentioned the customary girl stuff about how handsome you are. You know how it goes. It was really nothing exciting,” I told him after noticing that my silence about his favorite subject was making him act indifferent.


I couldn’t believe how I kissed up to him sometimes just to avoid hurting his little feelings. Plus, I didn’t like us walking together in silence and he still hadn’t held my hand.


Reggie led me toward the wall of the department store. “Hey, Maiya!”


It appeared that Reggie had something on his mind that needed to be said.


“Yes? What’s this about?” I inquired.


“I would love for you to stay with me tonight and perhaps the rest of the weekend, if you’re so inclined.”


“If I’m so inclined? What brought this on all of a sudden, Reggie?”


“I’m not sure. Perhaps I’d like to take things to that next step.”


“Excuse me? Next step?”


I was perfectly aware of what he meant and suddenly holding his hand lost its appeal.


“Maiya, I think you’re a beautiful and strong woman. You’re doing considerably well as a computer analyst and before we met, I never would’ve believed that a woman as beautiful as you could be equally intelligent.”


Being an analyst, I started analyzing his statement and it didn’t sit quite right with me. “I’m not so sure I like the sound of that, Reggie.”


I could tell by his reaction that he sensed my irritation. “It’s a compliment and you should really take it as such.”


My infamous wait-a-minute-Negro side was about to rise. Trying to tell me what I should do just pushed yet another wrong button.


“Can you please explain what you just said to me?” I asked him evenly.


“We’re both gifted people and I’m not entirely sure how often you get to speak with others on this level. I want you to realize that this is the level you should always aspire to be on in your personal life as well as your professional life,” he tried to make clear to me.


“I’m doing just fine, Reggie. Where do you get off judging me like that? Nothing you’ve said has been a compliment to me. In some ways, it feels like a putdown, but the only difference is that you seem to be coming through the backdoor with your remarks.”


I was infuriated with Reggie and wasn’t about to display zilch for him anytime soon. He was proving that he wasn’t the one for me. I didn’t care to spend time with a man that made me feel the urge to always set him straight. If I wanted to be stressed out like that, I could’ve juggled three jobs and skipped over a social life altogether. I needed to be able to relax and escape when I was with that special someone in my life.


I wanted to scream, “This fool ain’t the one!”


“Maiya, this isn’t going well. Perhaps we need a time out or something. Maybe we can discuss this later.”


“Time out? I think your ass should forfeit the game, Reggie.”


“What? What kind of woman would say such a thing?”


He was acting like he was revolted by my behavior, but I couldn’t have cared less. His reaction had no affect on me whatsoever.


“Goodbye, Reggie!” I said as I walked away.


As soon as I got around the corner from where we’d argued, I remembered the most important thing.


“Hello, Stephanie?”


I really didn’t want to make the call, but I didn’t feel like spending a wad of cash on a taxi to get back home either.


“Maiya? What’s up, girl?”


I hoped she wouldn’t start laughing at me when I said, “I need a ride.”


Stephanie did just that, of course. After she picked me up from the mall, Stephanie ended up laughing the entire drive home.


I was elated when she pulled in front of my building. “Thanks for picking me up, girl.”


I was tired and disappointed, but Stephanie was having a ball at my expense. I got out of her car.


“Call me later, Maiya. You’re better off without him,” Stephanie said, trying to keep a straight face.


“Okay, I will.”


I watched Stephanie pull off, pausing to take in some fresh air. It felt good to be walking up to my building. Anything but being back at the movies with Reggie.


There was a gorgeous man standing out front. He was truly my breath of fresh air after what I’d been through that night. I decided to adjust my foul attitude long enough to see if he needed some help. After all, I’d wasted my efforts on Reggie so why not get my flirt on a little before the night was over.


He wasn’t that tall but he looked like dessert to a lonely woman such as myself. He had short dreads and a milk chocolate complexion. He was mighty appealing to me.


I adjusted my burgundy wrap on my shoulders and cleared my throat before I said something to him.


“Excuse me. Are you trying to get in?”


“Yes, I am, but there’s no answer so I was about to leave,” he responded in the cutest accent.


“Where are you from? Where are you from?”


I had to ask that question twice because the first time it sounded like I was coming on to him sexually. Maybe I was but he didn’t need to know that already.


“I’m originally from Barbados, but I grew up on different islands in the Caribbean. I love it out here in California, but I miss home, you know.”


“Wow, Barbados. That’s nice. I’m Maiya. I live in the building. Are you coming to see your girlfriend?” I asked, hoping that he would say no.


“Oh, no. I have no girlfriend. I’m just visiting a friend from school.”


“School? What’s your name?” I asked him anxiously.


“My name’s Nicholas and I’m taking courses in real estate. I’m also what’s known as a sanitation engineer. Perhaps I shouldn’t tell you about that. Are you familiar with that description?” he asked in a shy but proud manner.


“You’re talking about a trash man, right?”


“Yes, ma’am!” he responded.


At first I kind of looked at him funny when he told me what he did, but after a while I didn’t care. He was attending school so at least he had ambitions. Then again, his gorgeous muscles weren’t enticing me to think about his grade point average or his yearly salary anyway. I hoped he’d ask for my phone number but his apparent shyness let me know that I’d probably have to take the initiative.


“Forgive me, Maiya, but it’s cold out here and I think you should go inside. My friend isn’t home so I should get going, too,” he said in such a sweet way. Now he’d shown me that he was also a gentleman.


“That’s nice of you, Nicholas.” I started digging through my purse for a pen and paper. I wasn’t about to let him slide by me. “Listen, I want to give you my number. Maybe we could have lunch sometime.”


He eagerly took the number from me. “Sounds good to me.”


I looked forward to talking to him again. It was a pleasant ending to my disappointing evening.


“Goodnight, Nicholas.”


“Goodnight, Maiya. Very nice to have met you.”





3.
Still On Course



I can see my life as an ocean. In the water, I begin to drift in a completely new direction. The winds of change remind me of where I’ve been, but new direction begs for my attention.


Damn, the phone was ringing! I didn’t want to be disturbed.


“Hello!”


“Hey! I’m ready to come over now. Are you ready for me?”


“Tanya?”


“Yes, it’s me.”


Tanya finally called after telling me we’d hook-up three hours earlier. I hate waiting on people, but I wasn’t going anywhere that night anyway so that gave me time to huff and puff while I waited for Tanya to call me back. Besides, I was hoping to complete the article that I’d been writing for the magazine. While I’m always available to spend quality time with a lovely lady, Tanya had habitually kept me waiting.


“Sorry for taking so long, baby.”


“It’s cool, Tanya. Shall I pick you up?”


“No, I’m on my way to you now,” she responded quickly.


“Yeah, I thought so.”


“Excuse me?”


“That’s okay. I’ll see you soon?” I asked to make sure.


“I’m leaving now.”


Tanya rarely allowed me into her world and, for someone who was as busy as she appeared to be, she should’ve given me a little something to hold on to. Shoot, send me an email, send me smoke signals, or something to let me know I was in her thoughts. I didn’t even get to hear her talking about her work. I just knew it kept her busy. If I were only privy to a little information about her, how would I miss her when she was away? There had been a month of weekend visits to my place that never included detailed conversations about our lives before we’d met.


I guess I was having the same complaint that most women have about men. I would’ve given anything to be able to hang out with Tanya and enjoy a movie or engage in lively conversation at a café overlooking the city. I knew of places around the city that would’ve been incredible backgrounds for long, deep, and passionate kisses shared between two people working their way towards love. I guess I was just dreaming when it came to that kind of stuff. Maybe Tanya wasn’t even thinking about the possibilities between us. We may have been intimate, but it didn’t feel like we’d made love and were headed for something special.


Damn, I couldn’t believe my phone was ringing again. I usually didn’t get a lot of calls.


“Hello?”


“Greetings, homeboy!”


It was my good friend Nicholas on the phone. We’d met two years earlier at the park during a pick-up basketball game. He was on the court trying to do his best imitation of Allen Iverson but I was standing tall like Mutumbo, blocking all his shots. “Get that out of here!” I’d shout. That was a good day when we’d met and we’d kind of clicked ever since. Not only did we get along really well but we were also able to go girl watching without chasing the same ladies, which definitely helped. There was no competition between us unless we were on the court or shooting some pool. That’s when we’d end up wanting to kill each other.


“Hey, Nicholas. What’s up?”


“I met a stunning woman last night when I was outside of Pam’s apartment.”


“Damn, isn’t that taking a chance? I hope you aren’t trying to get with her, whoever she is. If they live in the same building, then that’s going to be some trouble there!”


Pam was his girlfriend, but they’d been having problems lately because of her addiction to cocaine. That was my girl, though, so I tried to lend a hand of support whenever she needed one.


“This lady was beautiful, Christian. She was dressed in black with this burgundy thing around her shoulders. She’s kind of tall. Man, she looked so fine! I’ll have to be careful when I go there next time, but I know I’m gonna see her again. I have to see her again!”


Nicholas was pretty excited about his new found friend and I couldn’t wait to see why she had him willing to take a risk like that. Actually, by the way he’d described her, I guess I could see why.


“Did you tell this lady that you were seeing somebody?” I asked him.


“I can’t worry about that, but no, I didn’t tell her yet.”


“Alright, Nicholas, but if this lady is all that, then you need to be up front with her, don’t you think?”


I was at the point where I was tired of both parties in the war of relationships deceiving one another. All the games people have to endure just to get to the promised land of love, honesty, respect, and sincerity. I hoped Nicholas didn’t mess things up. I believed he should’ve figured out what he wanted from Pam before he committed to trying to get involved in something new. Pam was definitely a sista that you didn’t want to play around with. She could get mad in a hurry and let you know about it, too.


“Christian, this lady looks like a model. Plus she seems so easy to talk to. You know how Pam can get a little bossy sometimes. Well, this lady seems laid back, man.”


Before he could finish his thought about this mystery lady, I had to cut him off because I had another call coming in.


“Hold on, Nicholas.” I clicked over. “Hello?”


“Hi, Christian. I’m sorry but it looks like I won’t be able to make it after all,” Tanya said softly.


“Yeah, why is that?” I asked, even though I’d kind of expected it.


“Work related stuff. One of my projects fell through and I need to make sure the other one is a go.”


“Okay. I hope things work out, Tanya.”


“Thanks. Don’t be mad, okay?”


That was wishful thinking on her part.


“I’m not mad. Just a little disappointed. We were just gonna stay in for the night anyway, right?” I said, attempting to mask the sarcasm in my voice.


“See, you are mad. I knew this thing between us would be difficult because I’m trying to get this new business going. Then I can concentrate on being with someone and devoting special time to that person,” she stated convincingly.


I had a feeling our little adventure was coming to an end. “I understand that, but you don’t understand how I am. Once someone comes into my life and shows me that I have a chance, I always tend to focus only on them. I have this habit of being totally faithful to the pursuit of love.”


“So, I’m the only one you’ve been seeing? You should see at least two. That way if one makes you mad, you can call the other.”


I was hoping she was kidding, but had the feeling that she wasn’t. Hearing that shit turned me off. I took a deep breath and thought for a moment. I’m sure Tanya could feel the power of my silence. I could sense her trying to listen closely.


“Hello? You still there?” she asked.


“I’m here, Tanya.” I replied despondently.


“What are you thinking about?”


“Nothing really. I guess you should go and take care of that project, right?”


“Yeah, I really need to. Call me tomorrow so I can see what my schedule looks like, okay?”


Gee, thanks! I thought to myself, but I knew I wasn’t gonna call her anytime soon.


“Hello? Call me, okay?” she asked again.


“Yeah, of course!” I lied with false enthusiasm.


During that disappointing moment with Tanya, I forgot all about Nicholas being on the other line. When I checked, he’d hung up already. To be honest, I was highly disappointed in both Nicholas and Tanya, but I guess I couldn’t judge them too harshly. Tomorrow would be another day and time for me to start fresh. Life’s filled with reasons to start over so I decided to learn from that chapter and turn the page to something brighter.


I’ve always hated moving from woman to woman, experience to adventure, and trying to act as though it doesn’t bother me when it truly does. I usually end up turning the phone off and going to sleep with the hopes that when I awake, I can move on without the feeling of disenchantment resting on my shoulders.


Speaking of the phone ringing, right then it was jumping off the hook and not a single call had been about work.


“Hello!” I answered firmly.


“Greetings.”


“Nicholas, what’s up? Sorry about earlier.”


“Hey, Chris, I’m at the hospital right now,” he said in a near whisper.


“Something happen while we were on the phone?”


“Yeah, I got word that Pam had a bad reaction to something so I had to pick her up and bring her to the hospital.”


“You need me to do something?”


“Yeah, that’s why I called. I drove her here in her car so I need a ride, if you don’t mind.”


“Oh, okay! I’ll be there soon.”


I hoped everything was gonna be okay with Pam. I imagined something of a medical nature had to happen sooner or later. I was just glad it wasn’t as bad as it could’ve been. She was a great lady without the drugs, but unfortunately they’d become her dearest friends. She escaped the world and soothed her disappointment whenever she needed to. I always told Pam to feel free to call me when she was feeling down but, apparently, I couldn’t give her the same high as that cocaine. I don’t know. Seems like folks don’t recognize the high you can get from a beautiful, supportive friendship. Isn’t laughter a reflection of feeling high? Pam kept me laughing with all the shit she’d been talking. I liked to tease her about looking like “Erykah Badu on steroids.” I only said that cause she liked to wear head wraps all the time and cop a creative attitude when she didn’t want to be bothered. Plus, she was a thick sista, too, and that’s why I’d mentioned the steroids. I liked to bother her all the time. I even called her at the job just to tease her sometimes. She worked as a secretary for an entertainment company, but her passion was sculpting, which she was very skilled at. I wanted her to make a statute of me deep in thought.


In response to my request, she asked me, “You want to watch yourself deep in thought?”


“Yeah, that would be cool!” I told her.


“You’re funny! But isn’t that like a man to want to look at himself think? Y’all just think a little too much of yourselves!”


She laughed at me, but she looked forward to the challenge of my request. We’d made several attempts, but something always came up at the last minute. I’d come to believe that the drugs always stepped in the way and told her, “It’s time for us.” She’d give me those sad looks before apologizing about not showing up when we were supposed to meet.


When I finally made it to the hospital, the first thing I saw was Nicholas talking to this doctor who looked really nice from behind. She had dark brown hair hanging past her shoulders and looked to be about 5’6” in height. Since things didn’t work out with Tanya, I was free to look at this doctor with all kinds of intentions running through my mind. When I got closer, Nicholas made eye contact with me and then the doctor turned around.


Damn! I thought to myself.


The doctor was beautiful. Her dark brown eyes were serious right then, but I was thinking that, with the right inspiration, they could light up the world. She was holding a chart against her chest and I couldn’t see any rings around her fingers, but that may not have meant anything. Her long, white coat was parted in the front and I couldn’t help but imagine parting it some more. I’d never seen a doctor look that good before. She had me hooked instantaneously.


When Nicholas started talking, I’d almost forgotten he was present. “Hey, Chris! The doctor says that Pam will be okay, but she needs to consider getting some kind of help.”


I continuously gazed at the doctor while Nicholas was speaking. The more I looked, the less I could comprehend what he was saying.


“I’ll be right back. I want to check on her again,” the beautiful doctor said.


I wasn’t able to peruse her badge to get her name, but her eyes had me going crazy. I watched her walk away before realizing that Nicholas was pulling on my jacket.


“Hey! Thanks for coming here, man.”


“Coming where?” I responded, still watching the doctor walk away. My heart dropped when she turned the corner and was out of my sight.


“Hey!” Nicholas shouted, waving his hand in front of my face.


“Oops! Sorry about that. I’m glad I’m here for you, too.”


“Yeah, I noticed.”


“Pam’s going to be okay. She’s strong. That doctor’s got it going on, though!” I told him.


“Yeah, she does look good. I think her last name is Oliver.”


“Cool, but what’s her first name?”


I kept checking to see if she was coming back rather than looking at Nicholas while he was talking.


“The same name as all of them,” he responded.


“Shut up, man! Don’t even tell me her first name is Doctor!”


Time went by quickly as we waited in the emergency department for another hour. After that, we went up with Pam after they’d admitted her for the night. I stood close by with Nicholas, hoping I could get a chance to speak with the doctor. I saw her at the counter speaking with a nurse so I decided to make my way over to her. I stood by patiently, waiting for my chance. I could hear her soft voice speaking with the clarity of a true professional. She definitely knew what she was doing and looked incredible doing it.
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