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Indira “Indi” Turner has learned some harsh lessons in life but the most devastating of all was
being loyal to the wrong person can leave you lost and empty. With a selfish ex who refuses to
be the man she needed and more importantly the man she deserved, Indi decided to distance
herself from the past with a fresh start and positive mind.Torrance “TJ” Addison’s very controlled
world was jolted into a chaotic storm of indifference. He spent the last six years reevaluating who
he was versus who everyone expected him to be. With a new found lease on life TJ discovers
that a pint sized beauty with a crown full of hair and warm brown eyes just might be the missing
piece to complete his life’s puzzle.After an embarrassing first encounter both Indi and TJ realize
that life has a way of handing you what you never knew you wanted while providing exactly what
you need.

It was an incredible experience. Michael was one of the most engaging and knowledgeable tour
guides I've encountered. He clearly had a passion for history, philosophy, art---areas that our
Founding Fathers were well-versed in and allowed them to write the Constitution and
Declaration of Independence to establish our form of government. Eddie and I took so much
away from the tour and certain phrases resonated deeply with us, such as "You cannot make
what you do not know." We are so glad we know a little bit more about this classically designed
city. --This text refers to the hardcover edition.From the AuthorA selected, bold and refreshing
look at the great monuments of our national heritage: With keen observations and telling insights
the author guides the reader along a walking tour of Washington, DC, here-and-there pausing to
describe some feature of architecture or statuary, to illuminate an intent of the Nation's Founders
or some accident of history in telling anecdote, quip or criticism as only a sculptor-architect who
has created monuments can do, as only a brave and independent scholar would do. Here is a
brief, aesthetic history of our nation's Capital, a stroll along her streets and plazas, a pleasure of
beauty, a censure of ugliness, a lesson, an amusement, a delight: open, read, and enjoy the
history, the art and architecture of Washington, DC, our classical heritage. --This text refers to
the hardcover edition.About the AuthorA classical architect, sculptor, painter, and poet, Michael
Curtis has taught and lectured at universities, colleges, and museums including The Institute of
Classical Architecture, The Center for Creative Studies, and The National Gallery of Art; his
pictures and statues are housed in over 400 private and public collections including The Library
of Congress, The National Portrait Gallery, and The Supreme Court; he has made statues of
presidents, generals, Supreme Court Justices, captains of industry, and national heroes,
including General Eisenhower and Justice Thurgood Marshall; his relief and medals are
especially fine, they include, among others, presidents Truman and Reagan, Justice John
Marshall, George Washington, and, his History of Texas, containing over one-hundred figures, is



the largest American relief sculpture of the 20th Century; his buildings, houses, monuments, and
memorials are found coast-to-coast; and then, his plays, essays, verse and translations have
been published in over 30 journals (Trinacria, Society of Classical Poets, Expansive Poetry, et
cetera), and of his most recent nonfiction books, Occasional Poetry: How to Write Poetry for Any
Occasion is available through The Studio Press, and The Classical Architecture and Monuments
of Washington, D.C. is available through The History Press. --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.Read more
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readers:Note to the reader:Hello, beautiful people:If you’re returning, welcome back. If you’re
new… welcome to my crazy world. Just a few notes about this one.Notable TRIGGERS:
discussion of DEPRESSION/SUICIDETorrance Addison Jr. “TJ”I hold TJ close to my heart. His
struggle has been one that many go through yet, their stories remain hidden in the dark corners
that often swallow them whole. He suffers from depression which can be a very ugly thing if it’s
allowed to consume you. Years ago, TJ attempted suicide (this is not detailed in this novel). I
introduce TJ in Implied Consent, and you see him during a stage of healing in which he’s begun
to piece his life together.In this novel, you get to experience the world through his eyes as he
regains his footing. Years ago, one decision reshaped his life and now TJ is learning claim his
own identity void of other’s expectations.I wanted to show that there is a light at the end of the
tunnel as long as the work is done and there is a support system in place. Depression is not all
sadness and gloom. Those that are affected are first and foremost “people” who love and desire
to be loved. They are funny charismatic and intelligent souls and deserve all that life has to offer.
In writing this, I wanted you to see those characteristics.With respect to the many layers of those
who suffer daily due to depression, I pray I’ve done TJ justice in telling his story. With love and
care, I hope to realistically bring light to the daily lives of those whose journeys mirror TJ’s. It is
my goal to make you smile when you think of this beautiful soul, while you dig in and root for his
happily ever after…whatever that may look like.Thank you so much for allowing me to share TJ’s
story and enjoy! Please be mindful that the foundation of this story is simply learning how to love
and be loved. For those of you that prefer my more urban/street-lit stories, this one might not
feed your soul. However, it is not void of my signature style with that alpha male who isn’t afraid
to show his heart. If you’re open to falling in love with love, then please proceed!As
always,Crafting Romance with an Edge!Sincerely,K.C. Mills  oneTJ.Five Years PriorI felt her
watching me. She was always watching and that was okay because it was better than forcing me
to talk. I’d been at this for a year and had no interest in telling anyone the truth about why I was
here.It was embarrassing.Who the hell can’t handle a little pressure? What ‘man’ can’t handle a
little pressure?Talking wouldn’t change a damn thing. That part I knew for certain. Nobody would
understand, which was why I still hadn’t been open about all the reasons my brain decided to
lose touch with reality. Sure, my father played a huge role, but it wasn’t just him. She was my
reality and she made me realize that I didn’t want to be just like the one person I admired the
most, only I was stuck and didn’t have a choice. I had been groomed to be him. I was to be his
legacy and I wanted that honor. Well, I did, until I didn’t. When I realized that being my father
meant hurting innocent people -even if by default- everything changed.“Torrance…”“Don’t call
me that.” My eyes remained on the floor to ceiling window which was across the room. The sky



was dark, because it had been raining for days. How ironic. The weather completely matched my
mood.Dark!There was no point in looking at her. We’d gone over this several times, but she
occasionally slipped up and called me by his name. I suppose it was mine too, so she had the
right, but I refused to acknowledge the one name that made my insides turn in disgust. A name
that used to make me feel like I would one day have the world at my fingertips because I wanted
to be just like the man who had given it to me.My father.“TJ…” she began slow, which made me
finally turn to see her face. Dr. Akinyemi or Dr. A, as she’s more often referred to was always so
damn calm. Everything about her was calm but it didn’t matter. She was still here to fix me, and I
didn’t want to be fixed. I just wanted to be left alone. “It’s been a year since you began coming
here.”“I know that.” My tone was clipped because like always I was on the defensive.“This won’t
work if we don’t act as a team.” Unlike mine, her voice was soft, soothing in a sense, but still firm.
In a lot of ways, she reminded me of my mother. I missed her a lot, but she chose her side so all I
could do was miss her.“A team.” I snorted through my annoyance. “We’re not a team. You’re my
doctor. Someone I pay so that the world will eventually be convinced that I’m not weak or worse,
crazy.”“Are you?”“Am I what?” My eyes narrowed a bit as they searched her face.“Weak and
crazy?”“You’re the one with the doctorate degree. You tell me.”She smiled. It was mocking in a
sense which didn’t sit well with me.“You’ve been diagnosed with an acute case of depression.
You’re a brilliant man, TJ, which means you fully understand the diagnosis. I would like to better
understand your specific triggers.”“You’re currently one of my triggers how about you start there,”
I murmured with little interest in allowing her to dig deeper into my fucked-up brain.“It’s been a
year since you first walked through my door, and you have yet to be open about why you’re here.
From what I can determine based on the things I’ve read in your file, you’re a man who is
struggling to find your own identity while carrying the guilt of things that were out of your control.
A series of events landed you here in my office and I feel certain that together we can work
through how those events shifted your perception so that we can get you back to a space where
you are in control of your life again.”“I am in control,” I muttered. That was a bold-faced lie but
lying was easier than admitting she was right.“Can we talk about Madison?”Just the mention of
her name made me cringe in a way that I felt like I couldn’t breathe. Dr. A assumed that she was
the main reason why I was here and to a certain degree, that was true, but not for the reasons
she seemed to believe. Madison’s decision to walk away from me hurt but she was also one of
the biggest consequences of being who I was. My father’s protégé.No one knew the role she
played because I didn’t tell them. At a time in my life when I was spiraling and overwhelmed by
every fucking thing that was expected of me, she was an escape. She was mine; she was my
drug. We were both running from who we were because of the half-truths we had been told and,
in the end, we both lost.She hates what I represent!“No.”“She’s a part of the shift that happened,
TJ. If you’re not open to discussing Madison, then—”“Stop saying her name.” I grit, eyes laced
with heat as they landed on her face. A sea of calm when I felt like a raging storm.“Okay, I won’t
use her name, but I would like for you to tell me about her.”“There’s nothing to tell.”“That’s not
necessarily true, is it?”I looked out the window again. My chest was tight. The pulse in my neck



thrummed a heavy rhythm because I didn’t want to do this.“TJ, I can only help if you allow me to.
In order to heal, you have to be willing to do the work. You’ve discussed your sister, Skylar. She’s
the one who found you, correct?”“Yeah.”“What was the promise that you made to your
sister?”She wasn’t playing fair and knew it. My sister was the only weakness I currently had –
outside of my own fucked up shit. As soon as our eyes met again, I could see that she didn’t care
about the by any means necessary approach. Dr. A was tired of my shit. Frankly, I was tired of my
shit.“That I would do the work,” I muttered knowing she had me. I was going to talk.“Okay then,
tell me about her…”Her!Madison!I didn’t want to do this. I didn’t want to go back to that place,
but I promised Skylar that I would do the work. Exhaling a long sigh, I started handing over the
pieces that landed me here, in her office.“All my family saw when they looked at me was
him.”“Your father?”I nodded.“I was smart like him, looked just like him and basically groomed to
be him. That was okay because he was who I wanted to be. The crazy part was that I didn’t have
some fucked up childhood that landed me here. Shit, life was good back then. We lived good
and my parents were there, attentive and supportive. I’m not one of those cases where shit’s so
messed up that people expect you to snap under pressure. My father is who I had spent my
entire life trying to impress, to be because there wasn’t anything or anyone better in my opinion.
He was everything so why wouldn’t I want to be a version of his greatness?”“What
changed?”“Me.” My voice was low, barely recognizable.“How so?”“I got to experience both sides
of what his greatness was all about.”“Both sides?”“Most of the people my father defends are
guilty and guilty of some pretty heinous crimes. Not all, but most. When I was a kid, I didn’t
understand what that meant. As I grew into a man, I was taught to believe that even criminals
deserved the best defense possible. It wasn’t up to us to decide between good or bad, only that I
needed to understand the process of law. The most important thing was to know what we could
prove or disprove. Justice was in the eye of the beholder and that was based on the
interpretation of those fighting for or against justice. Insert those guilty parties and it blurs the
lines. Criminals deserve justice just like the next man, right? Criminals also paid top dollar
because most of them could afford the best, and my father was the best.”“So, what does that
have to do with Madison?”“She’s the other side.”“I don’t follow.”Exhaling an exasperated breath
my eyes landed on the window again. “Nando Grier. My father defended him. I was young, I don’t
remember much about the case other than it made my father famous. He was in the news for
months with that case and won. Defended a man who should have likely gone to prison for the
lives he ruined. That man killed innocent people just because he could. Senseless crimes where
he tortured people. Nando Grier killed her mother.”“Madison’s mother?”“Yeah.”“When did you
find out?”At the worst possible fucking time.“When it was too late,” I mumbled, pausing before I
continued because talking about her was more or less revisiting the worst time in my life.The
absolute worst!“What am I missing, TJ?” Dr. A leaned back crossing one leg over the other.“Have
you ever had something or someone that helped you cope? That something or someone that
gives you the illusion that life really isn’t that bad. You guard it or them with everything that you
are because they become your lifeline. The one thing that makes you, you.”She was my way of



forgetting, coping. She was my drug.Dr. A nodded with understanding or at least I assumed she
understood.“She was that for me and I was the same for her no matter how fucking weird the
rest of the world thought I was, she understood me. However, some things just aren’t meant to
be.”“So, you’re saying that you and Madison weren’t meant to be?”“We were.” I swallowed the
reality that I was facing more and more each day. She was simply a wakeup call. Proof that my
life would never be my own.“Then I’m not understanding.”“I reminded her of the worst pain she
ever experienced.”“Which was?”“Losing her mother.”My eyes closed slowly as the memory
began to surface. The one thing I couldn’t seem to let go of; he would always control my
future.“She blames you?”“No, not directly.” I shook my head. “But there was no way for her to
look past the fact that my father was the one who made sure there would never be any justice for
her mother. I was going to be him which meant that even if she didn’t blame me, there would be
hundreds, possibly even thousands of Madisons whose lives I would one day ruin. Can you
imagine how fucked that is? My success would be celebrating families being torn apart and
people who would never get justice for their loved ones. But I guess that wouldn’t really matter as
long as the money and fame accompanied the wins.”“And you felt obligated to be the man he’d
raised you to be?”“Pretty much.”“I see.” She adjusted her glasses before continuing. “You and
Madison were together for eight months and neither of you knew how you were connected?”My
fingers tapped out a rhythm on the arm rest of the sofa. “She was a minor when her mother died.
They kept Madison’s name out of the headlines, so I didn’t know who she was. Her family also
made a point of protecting her from the details surrounding her mother’s case.”“How did she find
out?”“Her father. The first time I met him, he took one glance at me and that was that. It’s hard to
look at me and not see my father. When he told her why I wasn’t welcome in their home I knew
how things would end between us. It was written all over her face.” Dr. A didn’t speak. She
allowed me time to further explain, so I did.“When Madison and I met, I was already questioning
my future. There was so much weight on my shoulders that I began to second guess what I
wanted. My father didn’t understand. He assumed that I was just pissing away my future. What
man can’t handle a little pressure? Be a man, son.” I snorted at the memory of how many times
I’d heard him say those words to me. “With my life and my family, you don’t just walk away. I was
fucking trapped. Anybody else would have just walked away but I didn’t have that luxury.”She
offered a look of understanding and I kept going.“Eventually I shut them out but that was easy to
do because I wasn’t like my father and sisters. I didn’t need a spotlight constantly shining on my
life. I preferred to be left alone and Madison never questioned why my family wasn’t around.
When Madison’s mother died, she was just a kid, so she moved out of state to live with her
father. She didn’t know my family and I didn’t know hers. The funny thing was she knew exactly
who she was and what her future would be. We were slated to be on different sides of the fence.
We used to joke about facing off in the courtroom. She wanted to make sure to fight for those
who deserved justice. People like her mother which was the complete opposite of what had
been decided for me. The man who killed her mother never spent a day in prison for the life he
took. They had all the evidence to prove he was responsible. There was never a question of guilt



for any of his crimes, which included torturing and then killing an innocent woman to ensure he
never did time, but the law is complicated that way. It’s not always about right or wrong. It all
comes down to who has the best person arguing their case and Torrance Addison Senior is the
best that money can buy.”“Have you reached out to her, or her you?”“No, there was no point. She
made very clear that although she didn’t blame me, she would never be a part of a family who
took away hers. I didn’t have the right to be angry, but that shit was a wakeup call. It left me
feeling even more lost about who I was and what my future would be. I had always lived and
breathed the expectations of my father. It was all I knew.”“What role do you feel she played in
how you ended up here?”“I didn’t try and take my life because of her, if that’s what you’re
assuming.”“No, I’m not. I’m here to view the puzzle in its entirety. Not to make assumptions based
on the individual pieces. Madison is a piece of that puzzle, TJ.”“Yeah well, she’s a piece that I
choose to forget.”“It’s not as simple as forgetting or pretending what the two of you shared didn’t
exist. It’s more about acknowledging her role along with the loss and how those things played a
role in what led you here. If you find yourself facing that same hurt or loss in the future, you’re
better equipped to navigate things differently. You made a point in saying she accepted you for
who you were. That’s rare so to lose that acceptance had to create a huge void and with nothing
and no one to fill it...”“She’s not why I took those pills.”“Understood but she’s relevant, TJ. Can
you at least admit that she’s a piece of the puzzle?”I just nodded to agree because if Dr. A
wanted to believe that I was so lovesick over a woman that I tried to take my own life when that
same woman left me, then that’s what she could believe. It was much better than admitting that it
was more about me getting so lost in my own head that the lows took over and I couldn’t seem to
keep balanced enough to prevent myself from drowning.twoTJ.Present Day“How was your
week?”My fingers tapped out a rhythm on the arm of her sofa while I considered Dr. A’s question.
How was my week? I wasn’t sure. Mostly routine. Not much to brag about but as simple as Dr.
A’s question was, I knew exactly what she was searching for.Did I sleep, eat, remember to wash
my ass?Were there any panic attacks because someone got too close?Did I sit alone in the dark
for hours, not moving, not thinking, not feeling?Those were the things she was inquiring about;
however, I took the easy route by saying, “Not too bad. Still not sleeping much. My appetite is
better though. I’ve been eating. Mostly because I have to if I want to maintain my regime at the
gym.”“That’s good. Any consistency you can maintain without force is always a good sign.”I
snorted through the irritation. “Yeah.”Everything I did most days required force. If not physical,
then most certainly mental. There were still days where I had to talk myself out of bed, to the
shower, to dress, eat breakfast and then leave the house when required. It wasn’t nearly as bad
as it had been five years ago when Dr. A forced me to start the process of pulling my life
together, but still not a natural process.“Don’t beat yourself up over the little things. Give yourself
credit for what you do accomplish. It’s the only way to stay in a healthy space when you don’t
reach other goals. Remember, TJ, it’s a daily process to remain emotionally stable.”I nodded and
focused on the rhythm of my fingers tapping the armrest again.“And how are things at the rec
center?”“Good. I like being there.”“And your personal relationships? Any progress there?”“I’ve



been talking to my family more. We’ve had a few family dinners. It makes my mother happy, so I
go. My dad’s trying so that’s an improvement. Sailor is too. She’s come by a few times, and we
went to lunch once.”“Have you discussed Madison with any of them, maybe Skylar?”“No. There’s
no point in lingering in places that aren’t healthy. Telling my family about her won’t change the
outcome. Her role in what happened was so minuscule that it’s not relevant enough to discuss
with them and more importantly, she’s gone and not coming back. Even if that were not the case,
I’m not sure I want her back.”“Why is that?”“Things are different now. I’m different.”Depending on
a woman as a coping mechanism is not how I choose to live my life.With a nod of
understanding, Dr. A moved on making me grateful that this didn’t turn into another pointless
discussion about a woman who was no longer relevant.“I agree, it doesn’t change the outcome,
but it will help your family better understand. The puzzle you show them is not complete because
you’re purposely hiding some of the pieces.”For years Dr. A and I agreed to disagree about
certain things. Madison was one of them. She and I would never see eye to eye on the topic.
Madison was my past. A past I couldn’t change so it made sense to leave her where she was. In
the past.There was a time when hearing her name knocked the wind out of me and caused my
chest to twist painfully but the years which passed allowed me to accept the things I had no
control over. Madison punishing me for my father’s choices was one of those things I couldn’t
control.To this day, my family still had no idea she even existed. They didn’t know that at one
point in my life, she was my drug of choice. When she walked away and never looked back,
because loving me felt like she was being disloyal to her family, reality of who I would end up
being settled in. My father. A man who cared more about the making the evening news, than he
cared about innocent lives being ruined. I lost six years of my life. Four years of being detached
while refusing to do the work and the last two I’ve spent pulling myself out of a cloud of
depression.“Either way, reconnecting with your family is a huge improvement. Rebuilding those
bonds is a sign that you’re in control. And what about intimate relationships? Any progress
there?”“No.”I kept my eyes focused on the window but could feel Dr. A staring at me. She was
always staring, as if trying to find something that wasn’t there. Like I was hiding secrets. I wasn’t.
She knew all my thoughts. Every single one of them. I’d talked about them with her to the point of
exhaustion, yet here I was, sitting on her couch, like I always did. Even though the meetings
moved from once a week to once a month, I was still here which meant that I was still doing the
work.“Have you considered the possibility of meeting someone?”“No.”“Do you mind if I ask
why?”My eyes slowly crawled up to meet hers. Dr. A’s face was relaxed. Always the epitome of
calm. Sort of like the gentle ripples on a lake when the wind caressed the surface. Soothing in a
sense.“I’m not ready. You’re the one that said I needed to focus on me, so that’s what I’m doing.” I
shrugged and she inhaled releasing it slow before leaning towards me. One hand cradling her
face in an open palm.“What I said was that it’s best to be in a healthy space for an extended
period of time so that you have a handle on your emotions. In doing so you have a better
understanding of your triggers which means that you can process your reaction to others around
you. You’ve done the work, TJ. You’ve been in a healthy space for the past two years. You’ve



even begun the process of rebuilding the relationships with your family. I feel that you’re fully
capable of entering into an intimate relationship as long as they’re well informed. You have to be
honest so that they too understand your triggers, but outside of those simple things, you can live
your life just like any other person. If you choose too.”She was right but it wasn’t simple. Nothing
about my life was simple and it hadn’t been for years. As far as I was concerned it never would
be again.“Why bother? What’s the point in being with someone if all I can offer is an emotional
connection and if I’m being honest? I can barely offer that. No woman wants a man that
struggles with touch or to be touched. If I were twelve, yeah maybe. I’m a thirty-three-year-old
grown man who hasn’t had an erection in years and just recently transitioned into a space where
I can tolerate giving and receiving hugs. None of those things translate to being a good catch.
Women aren’t going to be beating down my door any time soon.”I had gone from sex as a vice to
celibacy because I couldn’t stand the thought of having anyone near me to the point of intimacy. I
should have been embarrassed to admit such things to a woman, but this wasn’t just any
woman. The one I was confessing to was my doctor and had been with me through the worst of
times. I’d told her things about myself and my family that I would never think to utter to another
person, so telling her that my dick was broken was light work.“You’re not lacking confidence.
Your ego and masculinity are fully in-tact. I see it when I push enough to bring that arrogance to
the surface.”My eyes shot across the room to meet hers which held a hint of amusement before
she continued.“I have no doubt that you’re capable of channeling that confidence into any
aspect of your life where you place the effort. It’s completely up to you. You’re in control if you
choose to be.” She was quiet for a long moment before straightening her posture. “Your physical
deficiencies are all mental, TJ. You simply have to get out of your head and allow yourself to be in
the moment.”She was right. There was no real reason why I felt as if I would shut down each time
someone got too close. The emotional fear, a mixture of my anxieties and my disconnect with
the desire to feel comfort, or rather to feel anything at all. It was funny how the mind worked
controlling the simplest aspects of your life.“Yeah. Sure thing Doc. Just as soon as you tell me
how the hell to do that.”Her smile surfaced slowly but once there, it traveled up to her eyes. Dr. A
loved a challenge and apparently, I’d just provided the opportunity for her to engage in one.“I
have a suggestion that I’ve offered to other patients with similar issues, and they’ve seen
favorable results, but…”Here we go with the bullshit.“But what?” I decided to play along.“You
have to be open to trying something different. You’re not going to like it; however, I do believe that
it’s just the thing you need.”“Which is?”“Therapeutic massage.”“No.”“TJ, hear me out—”“The only
type of massage I’m familiar with requires me naked on a table while a stranger puts their hands
on me. I just got to the place where I can hug my mother and sisters without completely losing
my shit so how the hell do you think that’s going to work?”“You’d be surprised. I can prescribe a
mild sedative to help you relax.”“No, I don’t want any more drugs. I think that’s part of my
problem.”She nodded to agree because we had already discussed the antidepressant playing a
factor in my nonexistent sex life.“Okay no drugs then. Just go with an open mind. Nirvana
Holistic Spa is one of the best. Some of their masseuses are trained to handle clients such as



yourself.”“I’m not sure the whole massage thing is a good fit for me.”I already felt my anxiety
building just from the thought of some stranger having their hands on me.“You won’t know until
you try. How about you just go once. If you hate it, then you don’t have to go back. If it works out,
I’ll write it as a prescription so that your insurance will cover the expense. The techniques they
employ have been known to do wonders with releasing anxieties that stifle a person’s libido.”She
wanted me to use the very expensive private insurance policy which my father had to pay for
because the job I had working two days a week at the rec center didn’t offer benefits - or pay
worth shit - to help tap into my libido.How fucking insane is that?“I’ll try.”But I’m damn sure not
optimistic.“Perfect. I’ll call and set the appointment. You’re still Monday’s and Wednesdays at the
rec center, correct?”I nodded as confirmation. “Great then how’s tomorrow?”“I have the gym
tomorrow.”“Then I’ll make it an afternoon appointment. You’re still working out in the mornings or
has that changed?”This was the problem with exchanging every detail of my life with my
therapist. She knew every detail of my life.“No, still mornings. The afternoon will be fine but no
promises. I just don’t think this is for me.”“Understood. But it won’t hurt to try. Since you’re not
scheduled to see me for another month, how about I check in with you tomorrow evening to see
how things went.”“It’s not like I have anything planned.” I murmured but Dr. A was already tapping
away on her iPad, likely settings up my massage while adding a reminder to check in with me for
that evening.“Is that all for today?” I was getting anxious.“Yes, that’s our time.”I stood and so did
Dr. A. She clasped the iPad just in front of her smiling softly before adding, “You’ve made so
much progress from the first day you walked through that door. I’m very proud of the man you’ve
become. Even if you don’t see it, I do. Stop being so hard on yourself and celebrate how far
you’ve come.”I snorted looking around her office. “It’s been six years.”“Which is two thousand
one hundred and ninety days of progress. I’d say you’re allowed to consider that a win. Always
remember TJ, it’s day by day. That’s how you get through this.”I chuckled at how something so
simple could mean so much when viewed from another angle.“I hear you, Dr. A. I promise I’m a
work in progress. Don’t give up on me.”“That will never happen because I’m not a quitter and
neither are you.”I left feeling lighter, but I always did. Some days my hour-long sessions felt like
an entire day of sitting there talking about the same shit over and over again.I was better, there
was no way in hell I would lie and say that I wasn’t. Today was a far cry from where I’d been six
years ago when I swallowed a bottle of pills because I didn’t see any other way. That was a dark
time in my life, and I swore I would never sink that low again. The good thing was, I was
beginning to feel as if I would never have to.threeIndi.I was going to be late, but he was out there
and wouldn’t leave. Either I had to face him or be late. Being late wasn’t an option because I
needed my job, and this would be the third time that I was late in the month since I’d been there.
Neither time being my fault but none of that mattered because on record I was late.I glanced at
my phone once more. His text still on the screen. Exhaling a short sigh, I read it one last time.Let
me give you a ride so that we can talk.A ride in a car that you likely stole. Nope, hard pass.What
was there to talk about? He was still an addict that refused to get help and I refused to be his
enabler anymore. Two years of promises to do better cost me more than I cared to remember so,



no, I wasn’t going to accept his ride or offer talk.Snatching up my canvas tote, and dinner for
later, I had one option, take the stairs. That would be eight flights of stairs that I had to go down
but if I took the stairs, I could slip out the rear of my building and avoid him.After locking up my
apartment I pushed through the door of the stairwell and jogged down eight flights one by one.
I’d have to walk a block or two to get around the corner in order to schedule my ride so that he
wouldn’t see me, but if I hurried, there was a chance I could still make it on time.It had been
three months and I was still dealing with the consequences of his actions. This wasn’t fair but
then again, life wasn’t fair. I could hear my grandmother’s voice in my head as clear as day,
which reminded me that I needed to go check on her as soon as I could.Life isn’t fair Indi. Fair is
for the weak and it brings no struggle. When you’re strong you can handle anything. You’re
strong, Indi.Fair might be for the weak but who the hell wants to struggle? I had been struggling
all my life it seemed and still was. Yeah, fair would be nice right now. After hurrying out the rear of
my building, I traveled through the alley behind it pulling up my app as soon as I bent the corner.
A car was two minutes away.Thank God!If traffic wasn’t too bad, I might make it on time.No such
luck.By three twenty-three I was walking in the door and of course the owner was in the lobby, so
I was caught red handed. Nya Malone was one of the sweetest most caring people I had ever in
my life met but she was also serious about business. Nirvana was her baby. This spa had been a
labor of love and she didn’t play when it came to her brand and the hand selected team that she
employed.“I know and I’m sorry. It will not happen again.” I rushed out when she placed a hand
on her hip, brow lifted in my direction the second I pushed through the door.It was potentially a
lie. I couldn’t swear to never being late again, but I said what I felt necessary to ensure that she
didn’t send me right back out the door.“Third time, Indira. If we need to adjust your schedule,
then let’s do that otherwise I’m going to have to decide how we move forward.”Shit, full
name!“No, no need for either. I promise, it won’t happen again.” I paused delivering pleading
eyes which allowed hers to soften.“Your energy is all off. What’s going on?”“Nothing, I swear.
Just a bad morning. Am I allowed to work today or do you want me to leave?”My heart was
thumping in my chest mostly because I had been rushing since I left my apartment. Nya swayed
over to me, her tall thin frame moving in a manner that appeared as if she were gliding. She was
always light and airy, which was part of the reason I loved being here so much.Once she was
close, Nya lovingly gripped my biceps, and I felt an instant calm. I would say that it was all in my
mind but after multiple times of experiencing the same reaction, I was certain, her energy was
just that calmly.“You’re unbalanced. Close your eyes for a minute, inhale a few cleansing
breaths.”“Nya, I’m already late.” I whined.“Which doesn’t mean a thing to me. If you’re
unbalanced your clients will be as well. I need you centered. Close your eyes and breathe.”I did
as she asked listening to her voice as she instructed me to focus. I wasn’t good at this stuff, but
Nya lived by the concept of centering.“Good. Your aura is shifting.” When I opened my eyes, she
was smiling down at me. “Come see me once your shift ends. I want to discuss a few things.”“Are
you going to fire me because if you are, then—”“Relax Indi. You’re one of my best. In just the
short time you’ve been here, when you’re here…” she peered at me in a stern manner. “You do



amazing things for our clients. I’m not going to fire you, but I would like to talk through a few
things to see if I can help.”“I’m fine really. I just—”“Mmhmm, I’ll see you when your shift ends.
Now hurry, your first client is in five minutes and it’s his first session. Wouldn’t want you to be
late.”She walked away and I exhaled a sigh knowing that there was no way out of this talk she
wanted to have. Instead, I decided to let it go so that I could get to work and wouldn’t be at risk of
losing one of the best jobs I’d ever had.I made quick work of shoving my things into my locker
before checking the employee computer to see what room I was in and once I reached the large
wooden door, I knocked softly announcing my presence as I entered, saying a quick prayer of
thanks that it was now exactly 3:30 on the dot.I wasn’t late for his session.The room was already
dimly lit and smelled of lavender which allowed me to instantly relax, until I realized the client
had abruptly lifted his head from the circular face cushion and was peering at me. Plastering on
a smile, I started the introductions.“Good afternoon and welcome to Nirvana. I understand this is
your first time with us?”“You’re a woman.” His deep, gravelly voice flowed across the room, tone
just as unwelcoming as the look he delivered.“I’m sorry, did you request a male masseuse?”
That happened occasionally. Everyone had their preferences, and we did our best to
accommodate so it was possible that I wasn’t what he’d expected.“I…no. Well, I’m not sure. My
doctor made the appointment for me. Said I should try this to…” he paused lowering his eyes for
a brief moment and I could see the muscles in his face tensing. “I don’t know what she
requested. She just made the appointment,” he stated bluntly.“Got it. If you would prefer a male, I
can see who’s available.”“No.” He quickly shook his head. “I don’t want a guy. You’ll do.”Sheeze
thanks for the vote of confidence.“Okay then, shall we get started?” I offered a comforting smile
and his face tensed even more while his eyes squinted just a bit, but he lowered his face back to
the face cushion. When he didn’t answer I continued.“You’ve been scheduled for our trigger
point treatment. Did they explain to you what that entails?” I asked as I moved around the room
preparing what I needed. Oils, hot stones, scented candles, sprays and warm towels.“Yeah. I
don’t know much about how this works. The lady that checked me in said that you’ll use rocks or
something.”I grinned glancing over my shoulder. This guy wasn’t the least bit excited to be here. I
felt the strange intensity pulsing from him as it filled the room.“Would you like to see them? The
stones?”“No.”“How’s the room temperature? If it’s too warm or cold, I can make an adjustment.
The table is heated also and has a tendency to get a little warm.”“It’s fine.”“Great. I have
everything set up. Are there any preferences or concerns that I should be aware of before we
begin? You should have already filled out a medical form, but I also like to ask just in case we
missed something.”I was now at his side. The sheet that covered his body was up above his
waist resting just under his shoulder blades and since we were beginning with his back, I
needed to fold it down, but my hands froze when he advised, “I don’t like to be touched. It uhh,
gives me anxiety.”Oh!“There’s touching involved. I’ll have to—”“I know,” he muttered. “This is
supposed to help.”“How about if I talk you through each step? I’m new here too so I understand
being nervous. I’ve only been with Nirvana for a month, but I’m fully trained, so don’t let my
newness to the facility worry you. We can work through this together. I’ll explain the process as



we go so that you’re aware of what I’m doing and there won’t be any surprises. If at any point you
need a moment, simply let me know or if you’d like to end the session all together you can let me
know as well. Will that work?”“We can try and see how it goes.” He shifted on the table, agitated
and disturbed. I wasn’t sure if I should continue but he had been agreeable up to this point and
hadn’t demanded that I leave.“We’re going to begin with your back. Is it okay if I bring this sheet
down some? I’ll fold and tuck it at your waist.”“Yeah.”When my fingers gripped the cotton material
the muscles in his shoulder knotted with tension. I lifted and folded the sheet attempting to touch
him as little as possible until I reached his waist where I tucked the soft lavender cotton on both
sides of his body.He didn’t leap from the table, so I considered that a good sign. There were a
handful of us who were professionally trained to handle therapeutic massages. Patients visited
us for all types of reasons mostly stress relief, coping and anxiety issues, but I personally hadn’t
come across a patient who had been prescribed massage therapy as a treatment for someone
who didn’t like to be touched. It seemed odd but I could also understand how controlled
stimulation which was designed to release anxiety mighty help.I poured oil in one open palm and
lifted the first two stones. They were about three inches in diameter, so I held one in each hand
flipping them in my palms to ensure they were thoroughly coated with the lavender oil as well
and almost jumped out of my skin when his deep, gravelly tenor sounded from the head of the
table.“You’re quiet,” he murmured, voice presenting as anxious and weighted. I didn’t however
miss that even filled with anxiety that gravelly baritone was sexy, although I shouldn’t have been
thinking of his voice at all. He was a client, and this was a professional setting.“Oh, sorry. Just
getting the first two stones ready. I’m going to place them now. You’ll feel the tips of my fingers
first, with gentle but firm pressure followed by the warmth of the stones.”“Okay,” was all I got but
that would have to do.My eyes swept his back, admiring his physique. The guy had broad
shoulders that weren’t overly defined but the cut was visual, and his deep brown skin looked
smooth like silk. A complete contrast to his arms which looked coarse from the colorful ink that
covered them in beautifully crafted lines. And he smelled really good. Whatever cologne he
wore, made enough of a presence that I could smell it over the lavender mist that was in the air
making it hard for me to focus on the task at hand. Shaking the thought, I lowered my eyes once
again to his shoulders moving slowly down his back. There were more lean muscles which
flexed in anticipation, so I decided it was best to get started. I gently pressed the tips of my
fingers against his skin and as expected his body grew completely stiff when I made
contact.“You okay up there?” I kept my tone light and friendly assuming he needed the comfort
to relax.“Yeah. Just anxious. It feels weird not being able to see what you’re doing.”“I can
imagine. Try to relax as best you can.”He snorted and I bit down on my lip, before placing the first
stone.“It’s not too hot, is it?”“No, feels kinda nice.”“Good see that’s not so bad. I’ll place the
second one and then we’ll see how you do while I work the tension out of your shoulders and
neck. How’s that sound?”“Like a nightmare but you’re the professional, so I’ll trust you.”I laughed
lightly before advising, “You’re in good hands. From what I’ve been told I’m one of the best.”He
didn’t respond verbally but there was a bit of shifting happening on the table, so I waited for him



to settle before continuing the process. For the next half hour that was our routine. Me explaining
what I was doing as I moved along, asking permission before each step and him, hesitantly
granting permission. By the time I’d moved through the first half of the session and was ready for
him to turn onto his back I felt certain that he would survive. We seemed to be making great
progress which had me optimistic until things took a drastic turn in a different direction.“I’m going
to lift the sheet and will need you to turn over onto your back so that we can continue.”“No, I uhh.
I think this is enough for today. If you don’t mind, I’d like to end here.”I frowned before asking, “Are
you sure? You have at least another forty minutes. You were scheduled for an eighty-minute
session.“I’m sure. It’s best if I work my way up to the full eighty. I think I’ve had enough for
today.”“Did I do something wrong, maybe push too hard? If so, please don’t hesitate to let me
know—”“No, you were great. This was great. I just…” he paused. “It’s a lot. My first time and all.
Maybe next time, I’ll survive the full session.”He sounded tense and slightly embarrassed. The
complete opposite of what I was supposed to accomplish but he was ending the session and
there wasn’t much I could do.”“Are you sure that I didn’t do anything wrong?”“No, I’m sure. Thank
you. This was, nice.”“Okay, I’m going to step out so that you can dress. I hope you enjoy the rest
of your day.”“You too and thanks again. It wasn’t all that bad.”I smiled and nodded, quietly
stepping out the room. I stood just outside the door for a minute before I glanced over my
shoulder and then walked away. As much as it bothered me that he ended the session early, I felt
confident that it wasn’t because I hadn’t provided excellent service. Regardless, I took it
personally even if I was sure that he had likely been overwhelmed. Maybe he really would come
back and I’d have a second chance.I managed through the rest of my day but couldn’t get my
first client out of my head. Torrance Addison was his name. I’d looked him up. He was referred by
Dr. A. From what little I knew about her; she and Nya were good friends and worked together to
provide alternative treatments for Dr. A’s clients. Torrance was one of them. That much I knew
from his file which listed him as a referral. One who rushed out of here before I could complete
the session.Not much I could do about it at this point. My day was done, and I was ready to go
home and treat myself to some relaxation. After collecting my things from the employee locker
room, I eventually made my way to Nya’s office. The door was opened, and the light sounds of
soft music flowed into the hallway along with the smell of palo santos. She always had
something burning in her office.I knocked before peeking my head in and she looked up from her
computer, smiling while waving me in.“Indi, have a seat.”I slipped into the chair in front of her
desk which was overcrowded with sound bowls, crystals and tiny bottles of aroma therapy oils.
Balancing my empty reusable lunch bag in my lap I shifted for comfort and then handed over my
attention. Nya leaned back allowing her hands to rest softly on the armrest of her desk
chair.“How are things?”“Good.”She nodded. “And you’re adjusting? You like being here?”“Yes,
again I apologize for being late. I had a bit of a rough start this morning.”“Hmmm. Did your ex
have anything to do with that rough start?”The day I showed up and applied for the job, I
explained my recent breakup with Jarvis. Nya was simply easy to talk to so that turned into an
hour of me pouring out my soul about how turbulent things had been over the past two years and



ended with her offering me a job. One I was truly grateful to have considering what they were
offering salary wise and the fact that I was now on my own and needed the additional
income.Opening and closing my mouth to speak but to no avail because I wasn’t sure how to
respond, I settled on silence. My very intuitive boss arched a brow and paired it with a one
cheeked smile. “I could feel your negative energy. The same negative energy you had when you
showed up a month ago to interview for the job. He was the reason then and I’m assuming
now.”“Oh.” Was all I responded to her explanation.“I like you, Indi. I see a lot of myself in you. The
me that was about ten years younger.” She grinned. “I’ve been where you are. The adjustment of
detaching from things and people that we have a connection to, possibly even love can be
mentally and emotionally draining. Even if that connection is no longer healthy.”“I’m trying really
hard to move on but…” I paused eyes landing anywhere but on hers and she finished my
thought.“He refuses to let you go.”My shoulders sank. “Yeah.”“You’re a good person, with a
genuine heart. When you love, you love with every fiber of your being and that’s a rare gift. One
that is extremely hard to let go of even if you know that you’ll never be able to fully appreciate
that gift. It’s up to you to guard your peace and keep it protected. It’s not always easy, especially
when you’re a giver, a nurturer and you feel responsible for those that you’ve devoted yourself
too, but what you need to fully understand is that not everyone deserves your grace, your
gifts.”She had just verbalized my latest struggle. I knew that Jarvis was draining me. That he
didn’t deserve me, but I felt responsible for him, felt a need to make sure he was okay because if
he wasn’t then I wasn’t sure how I would handle that. There were times when he’d been really
good to me. He loved me through some really hard times and then he changed. My dependency
was on him while his were on the drugs he used as an escape when life got too hard.“All the
things you’re saying I already know. I’ve let go. I just can’t however force him too.”“Have
you?”“Have I what?” My nose wrinkled a little.“Completely let go?”No!“I have.”“Then just give it
time and you’ll start to feel the peace that has been missing from your life.”When I frowned, she
smiled. “Like I said, I see a lot of myself in you. I could be wrong, but I sense that we’ve traveled
down the same roads, experienced similar journeys. It gets better, I promise.”“I sure hope
so.”She laughed lightly. “You’ll have to trust me on that one.”Nodding I asked, “Is that all?”“Yes.”
As I stood, she spoke again. “Oh, how did it go with your first client.”“Not great?”“How so?”“He
ended the session early. I asked if I had done anything wrong and he assured me I hadn’t but
still, he ended the session before time so…” I shrugged.“Don’t worry too much. That’s to be
expected for a first-time client. I’ll check in with Candice.”Dr. A.“Sounds good. If he comes back,
maybe you can pair him with someone else. Telly or Nova. They’ve been here longer and have
more experience. That might work better.” I shrugged again. I didn’t want him paired with anyone
else. I wanted the opportunity to prove to Nya that I was just as good as the rest of the staff and
to help Torrance through his issues, the most obvious being physical touch. Maybe that was a
little selfish too because I enjoyed touching him more than I should have. My hands on his skin,
working his body into a relaxed state. I felt a connection with a man I didn’t know a thing about
which was a first for me. Possibly because I hadn’t felt connected to anyone since Jarvis.And



look where that got you?“No, I paired you with him intentionally. We’ll see how the next session
goes and then revisit the topic. Sound fair?”“Yep, have a good evening, Nya.”“You too Indi, oh
and how about you try to be on time tomorrow?” When my eyes lowered to hers, she smiled in a
way that let me know she was giving a gentle but firm warning. One I had better take heed
to.“Got it.”fourTJ.Glancing down at the incoming call, I wanted to decline but knew that she would
be worried. Everyone was always worried about me like I was a ticking time bomb. I had been at
one point in my life and some days I slipped back into that space but for the past two years, I had
been pretty consistent with not wanting to do stupid things. Even still I answered the call so that
she wouldn’t worry.“Evening Doc.”“Good evening TJ. As promised, I’m just checking in. How did
your session at Nirvana go?”I sat on my balcony looking out over the city. It was just after eight
and the sun had already set, so the scene beneath me was illuminated by the lights from
building, cars and neon signage.“Decent, I guess. I stopped halfway through.”
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MelanatedBookJunkie, “Bravo!! Bravo!! Amazing story!!. Bravo! Round of applause! K.C.
Mills…..you did an outstanding job with this one!TJ was a man who unbeknownst to those that
loved him, found himself at war with himself that led to an almost fatal conclusion. TJ
demonstrates to us that the one’s we love and whom appear to have it all together, may very well
be suffering in silence.He was groomed as a young boy to be his father’s prodigy, but at what
cost?K.C. Mills delivers a powerful story of a black man trying to find balance after suffering from
severe depression and anxiety for many years.TJ’s journey was handled with extreme care. We
had a front row seat to all of TJ’s thoughts, emotions, confusion, even his highs and lows.TJ
found himself merely only existing until he met the beautiful Indira. These two and their journey
together was absolutely beautiful. It is so refreshing to read a story about two tortured souls
without the struggle love.Their relationship was a slow progression. It felt so realistic! TJ
anxieties and worries about exploring a relationship with a woman, was not glossed over at all.
We were consistently reminded of his struggles. She painted such a vivid picture of these
struggles. KC’s use of imagery and attention to detail showed us TJ’s boundaries, comfort level,
confusion; his physical and nonverbal cues were explicit.I loved me some Indi! With all of his
flaws and struggles, she still respected TJ as a man. She followed his lead, went at his pace. Indi
is the prototype of we should pursue love and care for someone with mental health struggles.
Her patience was unmatched. Their vulnerability and mutual respect and safe handling of each
other’s emotions was everything!!I could go on all day about this story!!The character
development was flawless. The storyline and plot was handled with care.This story was hot and
heavy with sex scenes, but the high level of chemistry and the anticipation of where their story
ends was off the charts!!This is a must read!!! This is one of my favorite stories of 2022. ”

Johnson, “Well worth the wait!. Let me say I loved  the first book about Skylar and Grey. I
appreciate that you didn’t follow a pattern of telling the next in lines story and told the story of TJ.
I loved  the fast forward and the rewind. I was pleased to learn what made him struggle and
overjoyed at him learning to thrive after such a loss. Reminding others who have been in his
shoes that they’re not broken they just need to reimagine their place in this world. Thank you for
Indi and Tj. I do hope they get pregnant when you tell Sailors story and that you give us details.
Great story ”

Mrs.9233, “Imperfectly Perfect. Great continuation for th Addison gang. I look forward to when
your IG show a new book from you. Thank you for doing TJ right you didn't make him seem
broken or less than because of his depression. As someone who can personally relate to him I
feel you did a tremendous job with making sure he was relatable and strong even though he
suffers from depression. I'm glad he and their dad talked it showed a lot of growth on both their
sides.”



Tasha B., “Amazingggggg!!!!. KC is literally the goat!!!! This was an amazing read from start to
finish. TJ’s story was simply amazing, to see this alpha male battle both depression and anxiety
and not appear to be broken was everything. Therapy helped him to find the balance that he
needed to live a normal life. TJ story shows is that you never know what a person is really going
through.Indira was just what the doctor ordered literally lol. Her and TJ together was just simply
beautiful. I love how they were with each other, they were just too cute and had me smiling
often.Loved that we got a glimpse into Skylar and Gray’s lives as well. I would’ve love for Sailor
to meet that one who makes her want to settle down.Absolute amazing read”

TEEZIEDOESIT, “Loved every complex moment. I loved everything about this plot. The elements
of mental health and addiction were handled with care, insight and accountability. I appreciate
how TJ and Indi developed their relationship with a tentative nature but from for the impulse and
steam! The family dynamics were real and complex. And thank you for not dragging this out!!!
The humor from the work crew was authentic and relevant. BUT what I'm really here for is my girl
Sailor QUE the black girl magic on heavy!!! I already know that the man for her is going to grade
A book bae! ...book 3 me expeditiously! Well done! If you're "thinking" about reading this one...
don't think about it... be about it... jus read it!”

Dahyoue, “TJ x Indi    . When I tell you guys, this story was absolutely beautiful. It warmed my
heart. TJ was such a beautiful soul. Depression left him almost this empty shell of a person. But
the way the author construed his story…it was a masterpiece. I loved being inside TJ's head
while he was on his healing journey. The therapy sessions were AMAZING.The beginning of TJ
and Indi was almost a slow burn and it was perfect for them because they both had some major,
extreme healing to do. The way TJ pursued Indi was the entire book imo. She was so patient, soo
understanding and the perfect girl for TJ. The author delivered something absolutely amazing
with this story. Sailor, TJ's sister was the scene stealer in this book. The MVP. Everything scene
was in left you laughing or grinning really hard. Loved her and cannot wait for her story. This was
a beautiful story of healing, reconciliation, and love. Each one done so beautifully. I highly
recommend this series. This author is an amazing storyteller. My only issue with her is editing.
But this one is much, much, much better than the previous installment in terms grammar and
spelling errors, so, most definitely get into this series.”

Angel, “great trade. KC you never disappoint this was a excellent read glad Tj got his happy
ending can’t wait for the next book”

The book by K.C. Mills has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 600 people have provided feedback.
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