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He had seen her on Facebook every other day, blessing the world with her mysterious beauty. As dark as the night’s sky, with a smile that could light up any gloom a night’s sky may have had to offer on any given late evening. Comfort was her name. As if her carefree energy and natural melanated beauty didn’t bring enough comfort to him. Her name was the cherry on top. Several women would give him attention via social media and in the real world. But for some reason, his newfound chocolate Comfort bar had acquired the bulk of his attention. 

But look how beautiful she is, he thought to himself. If I enter her DMs, she’s either going to leave me on read, read it and not respond, or block me for some weird reason that she's concocted in her head, which would only make sense to her. Everything went through his head except for what he was going to say to shoot his shot. 

He sat on his firescape, giving himself a break from the daily norm of internet and social media trauma and drama. Letting the newly acquired warm weather take hold. Looking down, watching as the Bronx moved in an energetic, alert, zombie-like motion. If you didn’t know the Bronx, it would appear counterproductive and non-productive as ever, but it was deliberate and real. The black and brown people moved with purpose, and even those who appeared not to have a purpose moved as if they had one. The energy was just too real to be written off because of a few rats and dirty streets. The Bronx natives and community members dared to move in a manner that said we don’t seek the world’s approval, and we hope the world got the memo. 

Working on a new business venture was at the top of his list, even though Comfort had occupied much of his imagination as of late. In his world, he made his daydreams into reality. And the daily ingestion of cannabis made him daydream a lot. 

Out of the blue he noticed that some of those or damn near all the daydreams were thoughts that could be put into action, with lucrative ROI all across the board. And so he decided to organize his thoughts and build. From the ground up. He chose the ground-up approach by choice. Many offered to either assist or invest in his daydreams that he may have shared from time to time, while shooting the breeze with a family member or friend. But all offers made came with Rumplestiltskin-like strings attached, and he saw the benefit of putting in 99.9% of the work himself. 

Worked out better for everyone that way, he thought to himself daily. That way there’s no way that you can fuck me over and then i won’t have to do no dumb shit that’s going to put me in 

prison. The thought of the modus operandi alone made a mischievous grin slowly spread across his face. Building the website for the business was easier than he thought. In less than twenty  

Minutes, he had only two more steps, and he was done with the construction of the business website he was creating. Gonna get this one over with fast, he said to no one in particular.

One and done. Three clients only for starters, and three employees to help with the workload. 

He thought it’d be more comfortable to get one of his folding chairs and bring it out onto the firescape and finish working. But then he thought that too much comfort might make him lazy, so he decided to just set his Chromebook on the fireplace steps and sit on the windowsill. Comfortable enough, he said as he squinted his eyes and scanned the city moving beneath him. 

Chapter 1.

––––––––
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Comfort was checking a patient’s blood pressure, with drawing blood next on the list. The patient was a middle-aged man who wore his work uniform to the hospital, had a seriously dry, consistent cough, and was sweating profusely. She’d been working in triage for almost a year and loved her job. Moving abroad and working as a nurse was her goal and mission. She would soon enough, begin to formulate a plan to make her dream a reality. Beyond the sky was her limit, and nursing would be the door-opening rocket that would take her there. But the thought of riding alone in that rocket for too long would be a thought that crossed her mind incessantly in the past few months. She made a few bad decisions when it came to matters of the heart and found herself gradually becoming content with the random hookups and side-chick phenomenon that seemed to get so much attention nowadays. Pieces of love, portions of love but never a full serving of the damn thing she felt. And everyone seemed to be content with this portion diet they were on. Personally, Comfort was starved, and if ever she came across the full portion of what true love had to offer, she vowed to gorge herself with more of it than she could handle. And with there being more women than men everywhere these days, she wondered how anyone ever stayed in relationships at all. So much temptation for the men that it would be only a matter of time before some lonely home wrecker flirts with your man and becomes the side chick without your knowledge, or you become the side chick without your knowledge. Either  

way, it was still a portion of what the human heart had to offer, and Comfort wasn’t interested in the least. 

She had a traditional form of love on her mind. That mindset made her unpopular with the local women and a targeted sucker for the guys looking to play games. She would be thirty soon, and the clock was ticking. The biological one that is. She wanted the husband, the family, and the picket fence. The whole nine yards, and no one was going to tell her that it wasn’t tangible. Comfort knew it was possible. So much that she felt as if she was already there, like love had already happened. And out of all places, she knew that the internet was not the place that she was going to find the love she knew to be possible. Every ten or twenty minutes, her Dm’s would send notifications to her. Filled with men who all began with a charming and respectful approach, and if she decided to give one of them a chance, nine times out of ten, they almost always turned out to be the portion of love types. She had had her fill of not only receiving portions of love that the world had to offer, but she had also had her fill of how life rationed out upgrades in life to her. The scrubs she wore were her door-opening spaceship, and she was going to find the fuel needed to gas up and take off into the unknown and find the rest of herself and the love that she deserved.

As she waited for the next patient to be sent to her, she took out her phone and turned on her camera. Not to take a picture but to ensure herself of her ability to attract a half-decent man with her looks. As she looked at herself, she moved her head
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