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Chapter 1  Broken Introductions
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Rain slammed against the windshield while Simone Hunter tightened both hands around the steering wheel like pressure alone could quiet the noise inside her head.

Monmouth County traffic crawled painfully beneath flashing streetlights and impatient horns, but Simone barely noticed any of it. Her thoughts were louder than the storm outside.

They always were.

Her phone buzzed against the passenger seat.

Daphne.

Simone stared at the screen for a long moment before letting the call ring out completely.

Again, the same pattern.

Different day.

The phone buzzed immediately afterward with a voicemail notification.

Simone laughed bitterly beneath her breath.

“Of course.”

Daphne never called unless she needed money, was dunk, was lonely or wanted absolution Simone stopped giving years ago.

Simone finally picked up the phone and pressed speaker while pulling into the parking garage beneath her condo building.

Daphne’s voice flooded the car instantly.

“Hey baby...”

Simone closed her eyes immediately.

Drunk.

Again.

“You mad at me?”

The slurring irritated Simone instantly because even at thirty-six years old, something inside her still stupidly hoped her mother would one day sound stable.

Present.

Maternal.

“I just wanted to hear your voice.”

Simone rested her forehead briefly against the steering wheel.

No, you didn’t.

You wanted comfort.

There was a difference.

“You know I love you, right?”

Simone laughed quietly.

Not because anything felt funny.

Because pain became exhausting eventually.

The voicemail continued.

“Tell Kareem call me too. He ignores me just like you now.”

Simone deleted the voicemail before Daphne could finish.

Then sat motionless inside the dark parking garage while rain beat violently against the roof above her.

Silence.

Heavy silence.

The kind that forced memories forward.

Simone could still remember being nine years old sitting on the apartment floor beside Kareem while Daphne screamed at some man named Reggie inside the kitchen.

Bottles crashing.

Cigarette smoke everywhere.

Kareem crying quietly beside her.

And Simone rubbing his back pretending she wasn’t terrified too.

She became strong because somebody had to.

That was the truth nobody ever acknowledged about “strong women.”

Most of them never had a choice.

Simone finally stepped out the car moments later adjusting the collar of her trench coat while heels clicked sharply across concrete.

Beautiful.

Successful.

Controlled.

And Simone spent years mastering emotional survival.

The elevator doors opened directly into her penthouse.

Warm lighting greeted her immediately alongside the scent of expensive candles and absolute loneliness.

She dropped her purse onto the marble island before kicking off her heels with visible exhaustion.

Her phone buzzed again.

Jordan.

Simone answered immediately.

“Please tell me you cooking.”

Jordan laughed softly through the speaker.

“You only call me nice when you hungry.”

“Because your food seasoned.”

“That’s fair.”

For the first time all evening, Simone smiled slightly.

“You coming over?”

“Already here.”

Simone frowned.

“What?”

The balcony doors slid open suddenly.

Jordan stepped inside carrying takeout bags while cold wind followed behind her.

Simone blinked.

“How the hell you get in my building?”

Jordan shrugged casually.

“You gave me the code six months ago.”

“Oh.”

Jordan placed the food onto the counter carefully before studying Simone’s face too closely.

“What happened?”

Simone instantly grabbed a container.

“Nothing.”

Jordan rolled her eyes.

“That answer getting old.”

Simone ignored her while opening the containers.

Fried catfish.

Mac and cheese.

Candied yams.

Deviled Eggs.

Banana Pudding.

Jordan smirked slightly.

“See? That’s why you tolerate me.”

“Correct.”

The women settled around the kitchen island comfortably afterward.

Years of friendship made silence easy between them.

But Jordan knew Simone too well.

“You heard from Daphne again?”

Simone’s jaw tightened immediately.

“Yeah.”

“Drunk?”

“When isn’t she?”

Jordan sighed quietly.

“That woman really missed out on knowing you.”

Simone looked away first.

Because compliments about strength always felt complicated.

People praised survival without understanding what it cost you emotionally.

“She chose men over us every single time,” Simone whispered quietly. “Even when we were kids.”

Jordan listened carefully.

“She’d disappear for days chasing married men who ain’t even claim her publicly.” Simone laughed bitterly. “Meanwhile me and Kareem raising ourselves.”

That part still hurt most.

Not the poverty.

Not the chaos.

The emotional abandonment.

Daphne spent Simone’s entire childhood desperately chasing Drew Mitchell — a married businessman who treated her like a side relationship inconvenience while she treated him like salvation.

And the worst part?

Everybody knew.

Simone remembered sitting at windows waiting for Drew’s car because Daphne always became happier after he came around.

Prettier.

Softer.

Attentive.

Until he left again.

Then the drinking returned.

The screaming.

The neglect.

The emotional disappearances.

Jordan reached across the island squeezing Simone’s hand gently.

“You not her.”

Simone swallowed hard.

“No,” she whispered honestly. “But sometimes I worry damage run in bloodlines.”

Jordan immediately shook her head.

“No. Accountability do.”

That landed deeply.

Before Simone could respond, the condo door burst open dramatically.

“WHY IS IT RAINING THE WHOLE ASPCA OUT THERE?”

Jewel entered soaking wet while kicking off heels violently near the doorway.

Jordan burst out laughing instantly.

“You look homeless.”

“Mind your business.”

Jewel stormed into the kitchen while holding her lace front carefully.

“This weather disrespectful.”

Simone finally laughed genuinely.

“There go our local disaster.”

“Pretty disaster,” Jewel corrected confidently while grabbing food from the counter.

That was Jewel.

Beautiful.

Loud.

Warm.

Chaotic.

Men loved Jewel instantly.

Always had.

She carried that around-the-way softness mixed with dangerous sex appeal that pulled attention without effort.

Curvy body.

Pretty face.

Big energy.

And underneath all of it?

A woman desperately trying to fill emotional emptiness through men.

Jewel dropped onto the barstool dramatically before moaning over the food.

“Oh my God.”

Jordan rolled her eyes.

“You always moaning over something.”

“Because life hard.”

The women laughed again.

But Simone watched Jewel carefully.

Because despite the jokes...

She saw the sadness underneath her friend’s performance lately.

The late-night crying.

The random disappearances.

The emotional spirals after men stopped calling.

Jewel used sex like emotional glue.

“You went to the doctor?” Simone asked carefully.

Jewel froze briefly.

Tiny pause.

Easy to miss.

But Simone noticed.

Jordan did too.

Jewel shrugged casually afterward.

“Yeah.”

“And?”

Another pause.

Then quieter:

“They said I might have trouble having kids.”

The room went silent immediately.

Because beneath all Jewel’s jokes and wild behavior existed a woman who secretly wanted stability, family and real love.

Jewel stared down at the food quietly.

“I done had too many procedures.”

Simone’s chest tightened instantly.

Jordan looked heartbroken.

Jewel laughed bitterly.

“Crazy right?”

No one answered.

Because there was nothing funny about it.

Years of reckless relationships.

Unsafe sex.

Clinic visits.

Emotional damage disguised as freedom.

Jewel swallowed hard.

“I used to think sex made people stay.”

The honesty sat raw inside the kitchen.

Rain still hammered against the windows outside while the women sat surrounded by food, silence, and old wounds.

“My father ain’t stay.”

“My stepfather ain’t stay.”

“None of these men stay.”

Jewel wiped beneath her eyes angrily.

“So eventually I stopped caring who touched me long as somebody wanted me temporarily.”

Simone closed her eyes briefly.

Because every woman sitting inside this kitchen understood brokenness differently.

Jordan leaned back slowly afterward.

“At least y’all got childhood names.”

Jewel frowned.

“What?”

Simone looked toward Jordan carefully.

Because unlike them...

Jordan came from mystery.

Very little about her past ever surfaced fully.

Jordan twisted the wine glass slowly between both hands.

“My real name ain’t Jordan.”

Silence.

Jewel blinked.

“...What?”

Jordan laughed weakly.

“My name used to be Iesha.”

Simone straightened slowly now.

“What are you talking about?”

Jordan stared toward the rain-covered windows.

“I used to dance in Philly.”

The room froze completely.

Jordan smiled humorlessly.

“Not classy dancing either.”

“Jordan...” Simone whispered carefully.

“I met I-Born when I was twenty-two.”

And instantly something dangerous entered the room emotionally.

Because even the way Jordan said his name carried fear underneath it.

“He was older.”

“Flashy.”

“Known everywhere.”

Jordan laughed quietly.

“And I thought attention meant protection back then.”

Classic mistake.

Jordan stared down at her hands.

“He bought me everything.”

Apartment.

Jewelry.

Trips.

“At first.”

Her voice lowered afterward.

“Then came the beatings.”

Jewel covered her mouth immediately.

Simone stared silently.

Jordan continued because apparently once truth started surfacing tonight...

nobody could stop anymore.

“He cheated constantly.”

Controlled everything.

Watched my phone.

Followed me places.”

Jordan inhaled slowly.

“And every time I tried leaving, he reminded me nobody leaves him.”

Rain crashed louder outside.

“He used to call me property.”

Simone felt sick listening.

Jordan smirked bitterly.

“One night he beat me so bad I couldn’t open my left eye for three days.”

Jewel whispered softly:

“Oh my God...”

Jordan nodded slowly.

“That’s when I started planning.”

And suddenly Simone understood.

The running.

The secrecy.

The constant awareness.

Jordan had been surviving all this time too.

“I stole seventy-five thousand dollars from him.”

The room froze again.

Jordan laughed softly at their expressions.

“Yeah. I know.”

“How?” Jewel whispered.

“He kept cash everywhere.”

Jordan looked away.

“So, one day while he was in Atlantic City... I disappeared.”

New Jersey became her rebirth.

New name.

New hair color.

Colored contacts.

New identity.

Jordan became Jordan because Iesha wouldn’t survive I-Born forever.

“He still looking for me,” she admitted quietly.

The truth settled like smoke inside the room.

Because suddenly everything about Jordan made sense, the hyper awareness, distrust, emotional walls and independence obsession.

Fear built her survival instincts.

Simone stared at her friend carefully.

“You been carrying this alone?”

Jordan shrugged lightly.

“What else was I supposed to do?”

And maybe that was the tragedy connecting all three women.

Simone through control.

Jordan through reinvention.

Jewel through emotional attachment.

Same loneliness underneath it.

The kitchen fell silent again.

Three women.

Three broken histories.

Three survivors pretending they weren’t exhausted.

Finally, Jewel lifted her wine glass quietly.

“To us.”

Jordan frowned slightly.

“For what?”

Jewel smiled sadly.

“For still being here.”

The women stared at each other emotionally.

Because honestly?

Survival alone almost killed all of them differently.

Simone lifted her glass next.

“To healing.”

Jordan smirked faintly before lifting hers too.

“And to never letting pain decide our ending.”

The glasses clinked softly together while rain continued falling violently outside the penthouse windows.

And none of them realized it yet...

But this night would become the beginning of everything changing. 

d2d_images/cover.jpg
SRS e NS,
grivsiie i gl

4
ﬁ

i
o

.| Z‘“ak» = \?IJ@ s
~ ,* '/ 6ve hurt them. Q{"v
T plr

saved them. !

KISHA GREEN

=





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





