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The Broken Fixer

I sat in his car, awkwardly avoiding making eye contact with him, which he conveniently did as well. The thirty-minute drive to work felt like thirty years, with each passing second highlighting the sour atmosphere. | We got to work and Aaliyah had just got off a taxi. Once again, Jaden got weird – he got off, picked up my bags and ushered me out with a smile. I gestured to him to stop as I noticed Aaliyah approaching us – I had not spoken to her about my relationship with him.

INTRODUCTION

If you had told me that I would be doing this a few months ago, I would’ve undoubtedly called you insane. Why wouldn’t I? I had it all in the bag – I have had it all in the bag for all the twenty-five years that I have lived with turmoil and drama as my daily bread. Having to grin and bear it all, I would have grown immune to pain, wouldn’t I? I thought so too; then, I met this weird therapist who told me that a journal was my only escape to a serious mental breakdown. So here goes nothing...

My name is Kiara Taylor. Some say that I am a descendent of one of the most powerful women to grace the earth with their presence. She was known for being a daredevil, who fiercely fought for justice to be served. Her name was Aaliyah Miller – the fixer, as her close acquaintances, be it family, friends or criminals that she had dealt with would address her. According to my family, she died the day that I was born and my sister blames me for her death till this day. Most of my family members, especially my father would console me by saying that she had made a choice to either give up my life to save hers or to give up hers to save mine. He says that no mother in her right senses would sacrifice their child to save themselves – which makes perfect sense, really. My grandmother lived to her last breath, telling me that my birth was one of destiny’s game. According to her, one fixer’s demise could only mean that she has made way for another; although, nothing about my life really needs fixing. I have gone so deep into my mother’s story that I had almost forgotten: this is my story. Some say I am destiny’s child, others say that I am the fixer’s daughter; however, you can call me the broken fixer. My story is short and precise – destiny has played its ruthless games with me since I breathed my first breath. Suffice to say, this book embodies some of my hardest challenges yet. You know what they say about fixers... Actually, what do they say about fixers?

CHAPTER 1

~Grand Disaster

It had been a strenuous week; I was exhausted! I had a pile of drafted novels, newspapers and English practise papers to edit and just about twenty-four hours to do so; therefore, walking home to clear my head that evening seemed like the best way to get motivation – just in case I may have to deal with writer’s block later. Knowing what I had to go through each day that I worked at home, late, I definitely needed something to drive me. As I slowly strolled down the street between my workplace and home, I could feel the zephyr push against my face and the tiny strands of hair between my black cornrows swaying backward as if they were patriots bending as the emperor passed by. All the tumult caused by pedestrians as they crossed the road with speeding cars hooting intensively and street food sellers packing to go home faded into the air as I shut my eyes to embrace the serenity that struck me along with the zephyr. 

No sooner was my mood lifted than I picked up my speed – desperate to get home. I suddenly felt sharp pricks down my spine; I knew I was in for a pandemonium or another as soon as I would get home. I spent every free time pondering over what would follow the previous drama -  perhaps that was why I grew apprehensive and anxious to get home.

––––––––
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I walked through the gate. Usually, I could sense the hostility from the gate as I walked in. Tiffany would either be standing on the terrace right above the gate, looking daggers at me, ready to bite my head off if I dared to lift my face to look at her. Then she would trek all the way down to personally open the door – with a strong stench of alcohol accompanying her. If she were intoxicated enough, I would get a lecture about how evil it is for a child to murder their own mother, and if she were just a little under intoxicated, I was in for a staring contest – at least until Dad would walk up to the door on his way to get water and receive me. That fateful night, Tiffany was not on the terrace and there was complete silence. That was obviously a good sign; nevertheless, I could not shake off the feeling that there would either be a bomb blast or an earthquake soon. At a leisurely pace, I gained in on the door, my eyes wandering to see if I could find anything suspicious. Before I knew it, the only step left to take was to open the door and see what was on the other side – nothing suspicious in sight. 

Once I opened the door, upon me was a shower of flower petals ranging from red roses to daisies. I stood still, shaken. Slightly, I opened my eyes and there it was: “Happy Birthday Dad!”. I had just awarded Tiffany another knife to hold against my neck – I had ruined her surprise. As surely as night follows day, I knew that Tiffany would retaliate. Fun fact about my sister – she never disappoints.

“Great! Just great!” barked Tiffany, “Perfect timing, as usual. Could you not stay away for ten more minutes? Because clearly, you’re a pimple that permanently stays on our skin.”

“Relax, Tif. That was obviously a mistake. There is no way Kiara could have known that we planned this. Calm down.” Intervened Tom. 

Exasperated, Tiffany stormed out of the room, followed by Tom. Remorsefully, I grabbed the nearest dust pan, which conveniently stood against the wall behind the door and gathered the petals. Spontaneously, tears filled my eyes as I realised what a blunder I had caused that day. I looked down and shut my eyes in an attempt to compose myself. Upon opening my eyes, a tear had dropped onto a black, neatly polished, shiny sharp nose shoe in the doorway; as I lifted my face, there he stood: my father.  In a brisk moment, my father had knelt right before my eyes, affectionately caressing me as I tried my best to keep a stiff upper lip. 

Ignoring the obvious elephant in the room, Dad walked in, appreciative of what was before him. He smiled and thanked Tiffany for her efforts. I could sense the hostility emanating from her face as we sat to eat Dad’s birthday special dinner. Tiffany made my meal uncomfortable to eat, constantly glaring at me as I chewed on the spicy steak she had made (I know because only Tiffany could add wine to flame grilled steak marinade). Having digested the hostility looming over the dinning table, I stood up and shuffled up to my room.

CHAPTER 2

~Sigh

After Dad’s birthday incident, I decided to steer clear of Tiffany for a few days – for both our benefit. It had been a hectic week of having to tiptoe around Tiffany and her unguarded mood swings. 

That morning, I walked into the house and let out a deep sigh as I reached for a glass in the kitchen cupboard and a water bottle from the fridge, trying my best to ignore the stench of salty sweat oozing from every cell of my body. I shuffled around the kitchen, putting everything back in its place. 

“You know you really don’t have to be so hard on yourself, right?” Came a soft, consoling voice.

I shut my eyes, tilted my head to the side as I turned around to look at him: my brother.

“This whole working out in the morning and coming back late to avoid running into Tiffany thing. It won’t end well. You ought to speak to her and apologise. She’ll forgive you.” Tom continued.

Although I knew that he hit the nail on the head about me running away from my problems, I also could not shake off the feeling that Tiffany would most definitely use the sharpest object in her room – or wherever she would be when I apologise – to cut off all my body parts. That way she would have gotten rid of the biggest thorn in her flesh. 

“I’ll speak to her.” I gulped down my words along with a generous sip of water.

“How about now?” Tom asked, excitedly.

I almost choked on the water, perplexed by what I had just heard. As soon as I threw down the gauntlet on Tom – fully sarcastic, Tiffany walked into the room.

She looked like she was in a good mood for a change: she had put on an ocean blue blazer, paired with a white, high neck body suit and a rainbow
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