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      “In all the world, there is no heart for me like yours. In all the world, there is no love for you like mine.”

      — Maya Angelou
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            THE DREAM

          

        

      

    

    
      Maggie

      

      I've always had the same dream, for as long as I can remember, but no matter what I do, I can't make it come to me when I want to. It appears when it wants, teasing and hinting at something that I don't understand.

      It's always exactly the same.

      I'm standing on the edge of a place I don't understand, while a soft white cloud seems to dance around them, leaving them floating in front of me. The only thing I see is them, hovering close but not to close to one another, seemingly afraid to be too far apart. I realize they are young; far too young for the heaviness of the emotion that sweeps in and out of the cloud, but it seems true and real, and I am drawn to them by an intensity that I don't recognize.

      A boy, about the age of six, with eyes as deep and blue as I have ever seen, and a little girl of the same age, with light brown ringlets and a smile that can light up the darkest corner of the earth, approach one another. She is cautious, but he runs up to her, stopping only a foot away.

      "I'm here now," he says, proud and breathless as though he has travelled far to get here.

      "I don't care." Her eyes are dark and emotionless, and for a moment I am frozen with fear.

      He pauses and I wait for him to answer, anticipating pain in his response. Instead he smiles, his lips parted wide, his two top teeth missing, giving him an impish grin.

      "Yes, you do." He places a kiss lightly on her cheek, but she pulls away.

      "No," she protests.

      "You forget every time," he says, laughing.

      "Forget what?" she asks, intrigued by the sound of his laughter.

      "Me." He runs his fingers down her cheek, and she doesn't pull away.

      "I don't forget you." Her voice is soft, but there is pain, and as hard as I try to look away, I cannot. I feel like an intruder on their moment, but the tugging of my heart tells me that I belong here, too. The girl is familiar to me, and I know her as well as I know myself. I feel her fear and anger, and the butterflies fluttering in her stomach are also in mine.

      "Then what is it?" he asks, his voice not belonging to a six-year-boy.

      "I'm angry ... with you for leaving me," she says, her bottom lip quivering. "Why didn't you stay?"

      "You know why ..."

      "I don't care. I don't want you to leave. It always hurts, and I need you."

      "I have to go, and so do you, but we always make it back to each other."

      "I don't care. I don't want to do it anymore. It makes me too sad." She turns her back on him, swiping at the tears that are falling down her soft cheeks. "I just want to stay with you."

      "This is how it's always been. You know this, but I love you," he says to her as though they are in mid-conversation and he is persuading her. He holds her hand gently, caressing it softly with his own.

      "I don't know you," she says suddenly, taking a step back and pulling her hand away from him.

      "Yes, you do," he kneels down next to her on one knee. "You know me. You've always known me."

      "No, I don't know you. Not anymore," she says, her dark eyes resolute as her lips are fixed in a stubborn line on her pretty face.

      "Nothing has changed between us. I'm the same person I've always been, and so are you." He touches her chin with his thumb, and against her will, her eyes find his.

      "How did you find me?" she asks, turning toward him fully, allowing him to hold both of her hands in his.

      "I’ll always find you, or you'll find me no matter where we are," he says, simply, innocence bursting from his shining eyes, a smile playing on his lips.

      "Aren't you always looking for me?" He moves so close to her that they are nearly nose-to-nose.

      "Yes, but how ..." she says, confusion nearly taking her over.

      "Because of who you are."

      "Who I am?" She tries to take a step away from him, but he holds her with his eyes.

      "You know. Don't you feel it in here?" he asks, pointing to his heart.

      "Yes." She hesitates, speaking slowing. "Who am I?"

      "You know."

      "No, I don't know."

      Suddenly, I realize that I'm no longer an observer. Her voice is coming from my mouth, and her heart is pounding so hard in my chest. I can see him through her eyes, and I understand that I'm her, and he is looking directly at me.

      "Yes ... listen to what's inside of you. What has always been inside of you."

      As quickly as he says it, I know who I am, and instantly I know how he finds me, as though he has an internal compass that has a direct connection to my heart.

      "Yes ..." he says, his voice urging me on.

      "I'm you," I whisper.

      "Yes."

      "... and you're me."

      "Yes."

      "You're my other half."

      "Yes."

      

      I awaken from the dream, my heart split in two, all my pain and anguish spilling out. His absence is so real, and the emptiness resounds throughout my soul.

      The dream never changes, and the story never shifts. I remain broken because he isn't with me, and I wonder if I'll ever find the beautiful blue-eyed man who claims to be the other half of me.
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            RECOGNITION

          

        

      

    

    
      Sam

      

      I recognized her the moment I saw her.

      I had never seen her before, but something about her called out to me, and the pull was so strong. Magnetic. It was the beginning of the semester, and she was in my Trig Two class. She walked in, and something inside of me instantly stopped.

      It was as though all the air was sucked out of the room, and even though it was sappy as hell, I couldn't deny it. I waited for her to see me, but she didn't. Once she looked up, she didn't even look around, her dark eyes fixed on the front of the class, her hands constantly fiddling with her soft curls. I couldn't stop thinking about burying my hands in those curls as I looked at her out of the corner of my eye from two chairs over.

      I could tell by the way she kept her head down and didn't talk to anyone that she was shy, maybe even damaged, and I was hooked. I loved damaged. I craved it. I needed to know more about her. She wasn't your typical loner. She was beautiful, and when she walked through a crowd, she didn't even realize that there was a group of guys staring at her ass and waiting for her to notice them.

      There was something about her that kept people away, and she existed with an invisible perimeter surrounding her that kept everyone else out. I watched her to see if she spoke to anyone, but everything was on a need basis only. She only spoke to those she had to, but always kept a perimeter around her. Otherwise, she was on her own, existing in her own bubble, completely isolated from anyone else around her. She didn't even have regular friends, like most of the girls our age.

      From what I could tell, she had no one.

      It was intriguing and intimidating, but I was drawn to her for reasons I couldn't explain. Something inside told me that she would let me in. “Just try,” the voice in my head told me. “Just talk to her, and she'll talk back.”

      I'd never felt anything like it before. I wasn't the guy who fell all over girls. I was the opposite. They made fools out of themselves trying to get into my bed, and it was always easy, mostly fun, but empty. It had been the same since high school, and college had been even easier. My mom told me it was because girls always liked the bad boys, the ones who were unattainable. It had been the same for her.

      I wasn't complaining. I loved that it was so easy. Soft skin, warm lips, hips eager to push against mine, jeans easily unbuttoned, but it was always the same. I never felt anything but the most basic desire, and I never felt anything after. I couldn't wait for them to leave, even though they did their best to stay. In the end, they ended up hurrying out, sometimes not even completely dressed, and often swearing my name.

      Yet, they always came back anytime I wanted them to. That was until I saw Maggie, and I knew instantly that she was different. Something about the huskiness of her voice drew my attention to her and sent little electrical charges through me. She wasn't like most of them with her conservative soft tee shirts and casual long dark skirts that didn't draw attention to her at all. She was obscure and did her best to disappear, and if I wasn't so damned attracted to her, I wouldn't have even known that she existed.

      I'd spent most of my life alone, too, and I recognized the loneliness in her. I could tell that we were the same, and even though her past might have been much cleaner than mine, I instantly knew who she was and what she'd been though.

      Its more than just the challenge, I told myself. There had been plenty of girls in the past who'd bested me. This was more than just an acquisition.

      She was something else entirely.

      I watched her for the entire semester, practically failing out of the class because I was so preoccupied. I couldn't explain it, but I had to know her, and I had to talk to her. I had to be near her, and over time, I found myself slipping nearer to her every chance I got, following her around like a damned ghost.
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            THE LONG TRIP

          

        

      

    

    
      Maggie

      

      For as long as I could remember, I always felt as though part of me was missing, like I was missing a limb, or an organ. I could never explain it to anyone, and I never even tried, keeping it to myself as I did everything else.

      I had tried to tell my mother how I felt once when I was eight, but she didn't believe in things like that. She only believed in what could be seen. Feelings were wasted on her, and she explained it away as a sign of weakness, adding it to the long list of those that she saw in me.

      "You can't possibly be missing anything, Margaret. You're entirely too young to have any idea what you're talking about."

      "Mom ... " I protested. "Something is wrong with me ... I feel it ... inside."

      "You're being silly. You're too young to have any idea what you're talking about." She pushed her hair back behind her ear like she did when she was annoyed.

      I'm sure I tried to argue with her, but it never mattered. Arguing with her was pointless. She never cared what I said. It wouldn't matter to her that the emptiness inside felt like a pit deep in my stomach. It was a never-ending abyss that I couldn't express, and I knew that if my own mother wouldn't care to understand it, nobody would.

      When I was fourteen, my entire life became an exercise in avoiding anything that would make me look or feel any more awkward than I already was. I was a gangly, braces-wearing, clumsy girl who was struggling through high school. I huddled in my own little corner of the world and hid in the library every chance I could with the librarian, Miss Ryan, who recognized a little bit of herself in me and often told me so.

      I was an utter disappointment to my mother, and it resonated from her beautiful brown eyes every time she looked at me. She was a natural beauty with blonde hair, who made being beautiful look easy, and when I looked in the mirror at my flat chest and acne-covered face, I knew that I didn't resemble her in any way. I couldn't imagine her ever feeling the way I did, wishing that I could just be absorbed into the wall of books and disappear.

      Life was lonely until I was fifteen and met Trip. Tall, quiet, and handsome Trip. He didn't fit in either, shunning every group that tried to include him. He seemed to have contempt for anyone who tried to talk to him, but for reasons I couldn't understand, he took an interest in me, and I found myself in unfamiliar territory, an onslaught of emotions overcoming me, making it difficult to breathe.

      "I just want to be your friend," he'd said, and I believed him. His green eyes were earnest and pulled me in, making me feel uncomfortable. Even though the acne was clearing up, and my breasts were finally starting to develop, I was quiet and shy. He was the first boy to pay attention to me, and I ignored the little voice that tugged at me and told me to stay away.

      I did everything I could for a long time to erase Trip's memory from my mind but, nothing worked ... until Sam.
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            BROKEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Maggie

      

      I always thought that I was a smart girl, despite what my mother had been telling me my entire life.

      That was, until I met Trip.

      Admittedly awkward and self-conscious, I was finally fifteen, almost able to drive and growing out of my ugly-duckling phase. My hair was soft and no longer greasy, the acne drying up, and for the first time I was filling out my bras. Trip was the first boy that I was ever friends with. He was tall, rebellious, and for some strange reason he talked to me when the rest of the boys completely ignored me. I'd decided that I liked him, even though I didn't really know him.

      "You get me, Maggie," he said the first time we spoke. He was alone at lunch and so was I, and he sat at my table, immediately going on a strange rant about politics and government. It didn't seem to matter to him that I was the only one who was listening. He just spoke as I sat in silence, eating my turkey sandwich, chewing slowly as I tried to understand what he was saying. I had learned early in life not to talk too much, so I became a far better listener than a talker, and Trip liked that about me.

      I'd nodded, admiring his sandy hair and green eyes. He was cute in a strange way, and I often caught him looking at me, which made my insides flutter.

      We began to spend a lot of time together.

      "He's a weird boy, Margaret," my mother said one night after he left our house after we’d studied together. "He's not a normal boy his age, and I don't know if I like you spending so much time with him."

      "He's nice, and he's my friend," I'd said defensively. She never approved of much where I was concerned, and I was irritated but not surprised that she didn't like Trip.

      "I ... just don't trust him. He's not ... normal."

      The more she disliked him, the more intriguing I found him to be. He was the only one who really talked to me, and when I spoke, he listened.

      More importantly, he wanted to kiss me. I knew by how he stared at my lips and would lick his own. I wasn’t sure that I wanted to kiss him, but to have someone who wanted to kiss me was enticing.

      "Have you ever kissed anyone, Maggie?" he'd asked, one afternoon when we'd been studying in his room. Usually, we studied at my house because his was too loud, but his family was gone, so we decided to study at his instead.

      I shook my head.

      He smiled at me, a glint in his eyes that I didn't recognize. I'd thought about kissing but had never done it. When I saw kissing in the movies, or read about it in a book, my heart skipped and something deep in my private areas seemed to wake up. I'd wanted to kiss someone, but had never met anyone I wanted to. I wasn't even sure if I wanted to kiss him, but I liked him enough to try.

      "Do you want to kiss me?" he asked, moving closer to me, putting his hand gently on my knee. His face was inches from mine, and I could feel his breath on my cheek.

      I nodded, closing my eyes.

      "Do you want to touch me?" he asked, his eyes large as he grabbed my hand and guided it toward his crotch.

      I pulled my hand back. No, I shook my head as I felt him chuckle in my ear.

      His hand began to wander over my back and sides as I shifted uncomfortably. His touch was gentle as he explored, his breath coming quicker. I had never had a boy touch me before as I sat stone still, waiting to see where his hands would go, ready to push him away at any moment.

      He groaned as I opened my eyes and watched as he began to rub himself. I closed my eyes and squeezed them tight, and before I knew it, his lips were on mine, and he was shoving his tongue in my mouth. It was wet and slightly slimy as it darted in and out of my lips, rapidly over and over.

      "Maggie, I want you so much," he breathed.

      In a flurry of activity, I felt his hand moving up my thighs until one of his hands was on my back while the other was suddenly between my legs, rubbing awkwardly.

      "Please, stop," I said, trying to grab his hand. He forced his fingers in harder as I felt a sharp pain.

      "No!" I grabbed his wrist, trying to pull his arm back. He fumbled at the snap on the top of my jeans and tried to shove his hand in the waistband.

      "Stop, Trip!" I fought against his mouth, trying to push his hand away. He was stronger than I'd ever realized, and I felt myself begin to panic as his hand made its way further down, his fingers touching my soft sensitive flesh.

      "I said stop, dammit!" I stood up and pushed him away, forcefully, managing to push him over. He fell on the floor and jumped up immediately, his face red as he panted.

      "I have to go," I said, my face flushing as I grabbed my books and started for the door.

      "Maggie, stop, I'm sorry! I got carried away."

      I turned around briefly and saw that he was aroused, then continued to run as fast as I could.

      I realized as I ran that I'd never wanted to kiss him in the first place and never wanted to again.
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      I stayed away from him for weeks, refusing his calls.

      The feel of his hands touching me stayed with me, and I shuddered when I thought of it. I felt violated, never imaging that anyone would be so forceful with me. My mother had been right; there was something strange about him, and the frantic look in his eyes when he touched me was burned in my brain.

      "I'm sorry" he texted repeatedly. "It'll never happen again. I got carried away. Please forgive me."

      He had been my only real friend, and as I went about my days mostly alone, I realized that I missed him. After all, I'd agreed to kiss him, not knowing that it would go so far. I realized that it had been my fault for leading him on and decided that I wouldn't put him in that position again. I ignored the voice that nagged at me to stay away and convinced myself that we could just be friends.

      I texted him after a month, and he was ecstatic.

      "I'm sorry, Maggie. You know I would never hurt you," he said earnestly. "You're just so beautiful, I couldn't help myself, but it'll never happen again, I swear." His green eyes were clear, and we sealed our friendship with a laugh and a handshake.

      We began to spend time together again, mostly studying, going to the movies on occasion, and just hanging out. After a few months, the awkwardness of the incident behind us, I forgot that it had ever happened, and we became more comfortable with one another.

      The last night of our freshman year, he invited me over to celebrate with our favorite horror movie and popcorn.

      When I walked into his house it was empty.

      "Where is everyone?" I asked, unaccustomed to the quiet. With two brothers and a sister, there was usually a flurry of activity in his house.

      "Remember when I told you that I had a surprise? The surprise is, they're all camping for the weekend! We have the house to ourselves." He smiled, ushering me in and closing the door behind me. "We can finally watch a movie in peace without being interrupted twenty times."

      My heart rate sped up. It's okay, I told myself, immediately feeling silly. He hadn’t so much as even tried to hold my hand since we had reconciled, and I chastised myself for being such a baby.

      "Cool," I said, hoping that I sounded happier than I felt.

      As we settled onto the couch for the movie, I made sure to keep space between us on the couch. As the movie began, I could see his profile in the dark, and began to breathe easier.

      "You know that I'm really a good guy, don't you?" Trip said, staring straight ahead.

      "Yes," I said, my voice low.

      "I would never hurt you." I felt his fingers on my neck, rubbing gently. His other hand grabbed mine.

      "I know," I said, my skin tingling with fear.

      "The last time you acted like I was going to hurt you, or even worse, rape you," he said, edging closer to me.

      "Trip, can we just watch the movie?" I asked, trying to keep the desperation from creeping into my voice.

      "Sure, Maggie. We can watch the movie ... after ... " he said.

      "After what?" I asked, afraid.

      Suddenly, his hand was down from my neck and over my breasts. His other hand was squeezing mine hard.

      "You promised ..." I said, my chest tight.

      "I did, but I've seen how you look at me. You can't deny it. You wouldn't be here if you didn't want me as much as I want you." His fingers had made their way inside my bra and were on my bare skin as I tried to grab his hands.

      "Please ... Trip. I didn't come here for this," I begged, trying to squirm away. I realized that I was suddenly feeling very hot and faint.

      "Don't fight it, Maggie. You're going to be my first. I always knew you would be." His lips were on my neck as I tried to pull away. He was licking me with his tongue, and it felt like a worm on my skin. The harder I struggled, the more excited he got, and I could tell that he was hard as he pushed against me with his hips. I felt dizzy and realized with horror that I was beginning to fade out. I was losing consciousness, struggling to fight as he pushed me on the couch face-down, shoving my face in the cushions.  He began pulling off my pants. My body felt heavy and helpless, but he didn't seem to mind as he maneuvered me with ease. He flipped me over

      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-hedera-side-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/theotherhalfofme_eb.jpg
The Coming Home Series

JENNIFER SIVEC






OEBPS/images/soul-sister-press-logo-white.jpg





