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Prologue
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February 8th 2024

Somewhere in the woods in Columbus Georgia

Even in the still of the darkness evil deeds cannot hide...

Her plump, clammy feet felt glued to the cool forest floor of Flat Rock State Park in Columbus, Georgia. The dark thoughts consume her as she inhales. She lets out her miasma of malevolent desires, hate filled words corroded with vanity and selfishness. Tears roll down her cheeks, her bitterness grows. The forest absorbs her venom, its toxicity exceeding exhaling a warning through its gentle rustling. A voice whispers her name. The breeze touching her bare skin brings her attention to her vulnerability, yet she remains stubborn. A fool on her journey. Amidst a crescendoing wind, the ancestors speak, countless voices forming a cacophony to desist. Ghostly images materialize around her. She falls deaf to their fervent plea to prevent her decline into a sinister world. They tug at her, begging her to stop. She observes her wristwatch, the digital face glows, the sole decoration on her melanin-drenched skin. 

“It’s time.” She mouths the words while stepping into the center of a circle surrounding a pentacle. The toxic energy increases. The Woman’s striking shape she resembles a voluptuous hourglass, her dark brown hair held a wine-red broad strip, swept up into a bun. Sensual, full, red-stained lips pay homage to her lust-filled desires. Covetousness consumed her being. By looking down and lowering herself to her knees, she ensures she is at the direct center of the circle. Her energy is now one with the symbol.

Her hand rested on her stomach that quivered as she realized what she was about to do. “Is he worth it? No, I’m worth it?” The forest’s orchestra stops. Her trembling lips called upon gods of greed, lust, and dominance, begging for the power to take what she desired. “I am —“

“We know who you are.” A dark energy that speaks with the sound of multiple voices hovering over her. A black moth-invested dark cloak swirls around its ghostly figure. Beyond thin dry lips, she could discern large shiny black fangs as the hood concealed its face.

A chill travel down her spine. “Who-who are you?” Weakened by the being, she sat back on her feet. 

“We are the ones you have called for.” The menacing voice howls in tones unknown to the human ear, some voices creating an ear-piercing screech. Blood drips from her ear.

“Grant me my wish!” Undeterred at thinking further about her decision or the consequences, she focuses on her twisted goal. “I got this!” Scared as she may be, she persists and does not allow fear hindering her fall into darkness.

The being moves closer, “of course!” Shouts filled the air, originating from an unknown number of voices.

Fear was overpowered by her lust for power as it tore through her. “Come into me and give me your power. My soul now belongs to you, my lord!”

The dark forces shove her down onto her broad back. She felt the roar of a thousand creatures rumbling through the forest as they entered her through her womanhood. It is over. She cries out in pain, feeling as if she had been violated by a merciless beast. After it is all over, she passes out from exhaustion.
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Sage’s Vision

February 8th, 2024

Sage’s eyes flew open, his breath coming in quick gasps as he was jolted awake from a harrowing nightmare. Visions of a mysterious woman, her figure lost amidst the dense foliage of a haunting forest, flickered in his mind’s eye. The powerful images overwhelmed him, and he needed the help of a wise medicine man to understand his confusing dreams. 

He raises himself in bed and gazes around. The time was six in the morning. The elders would be available to help him. As he prepared for the day, Sage gathered his long, obsidian hair into a ponytail, ensuring it wouldn't distract him. He emerged from his dwelling, a charming cottage nestled within a secret cave system stretching from North Florida to South Alabama. A hidden tribe had made their home there for countless generations. With his feet snug in his moccasins, he set off towards the elders' lodge. The soft murmurs of prayers and the calming aura of meditation awaited him in the early morning. Upon entering the lodge, he began his search for an elder who would speak with him. 

“Sage?” A wise elder's voice breaks the silence, calling out to him. "Come, son, tell me what is on your mind," the elder tugs on Sage’s arm, his voice filled with compassion. 

"Grandfather Elijah," Sage greets him, hearing the warmth in his familiar voice. 

"What's wrong?" Elijah could sense something was amiss. “You just got back from the Amazon. Did something happen?” Both men walked towards a pile of soft furs.

“No, the trip was great. I had a dream, and it was very upsetting.” Sage helped the elder to sit down, with his legs crossed on soft furs. He then sat down on a separate pile next to the elder.

Elijah’s weathered fingers lifted his hand crafted pipe. Its smooth surface adorned with exquisite handmade glass and gold beads. Swung from a leather strap, an eagle’s feather danced with an ethereal grace, kissed by an unseen breeze. The old man reached for tobacco, releasing a faint scent of earth and dried leaves into the air. Sage handpicked a dry twig and dipped it into the crackling fire, igniting a flame that flickered and danced. A smile graced Elijah’s face as he inhaled, feeling the warmth and richness of the tobacco fill his lungs, its ember glowing with a perfect radiance. 

"Dream...a vision," Elijah’s words were faint, his voice filled with mystery. “A woman has sold her soul to darkness for power.” Elijah’s eyes glazed over as he replayed Sage’s dream. 

“Why did I dream that? How does it concern me?” Sage was eager to understand the strange dream. In the back of his mind, he thought about the girl he had promised to marry. 

“You will be sent on a mission. The company is growing very well. It’s time that you are there in person. Certain snakes have found their way into Sageleaf. Allow the Creator to lead you and keep in mind how the enemy moves.”

“How can I prepare?” Sage leaned forward to capture every word the fell from the elder’s mouth.

“Prepare to meet your future.” Elijah’s eyes now shifted to lock on Sage. “She is strong, wise, but needs her mate. Two are always better than one.”

Sage’s heart leapt in his chest. “What does she look like?”

“You will know.”

“Is she the one in the forest?” Sage leans back. He couldn't imagine being with a woman who didn't value her soul.

“Go your way, son, and stay close to the Creator.”

Sage nodded and rose to his feet. He thanked the elder and left the lodge to return home. 

***
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As the aroma of cut fruit wafts through the air, Sage’s mother Jewel sets down a rustic wooden bowl before him. “It’s about time you embraced a new chapter, meet someone, and settled down.” A playful smirk sat on her lips, her eyes fixed on him. Fruit's vibrant colors mirror emotions in the room.

“You’ve been out there for five long years.” Jewels’ hands working to pour a steaming mug of tea, a comforting gesture that transcends words.

Rachael, his persistent sister, chimes in, undeterred by her brother’s endeavors. “Even Tokoda found someone!” Her tone dripping with a mixture of jest and genuine concern. Around the table crafted from the oak of an ancient tree. Laughter ripples between Sage and his father, creating an atmosphere of shared understanding.

Sage’s father, a man of wisdom and understanding, interjects with a grin, “Rachael, cut him some slack. He’s out there doing something extraordinary for all of us.”

Seated at the worn round table, His mother’s eyes dance between her son and husband as she shares a laugh. “Tokoda is happy now, and they’re both making remarkable contributions to the tribe,” she states, pride clear in her words.

Sage, aware of the expectations hanging in the air. He touched the back of his mother’s hand. “After this last mission, I promise to shift my focus to finding a worthy companion.” He places his hand on his mother’s wrist, offering a silent promise.

His father, a pillar of support, weighs in. “We’re proud of you, son. We trust your judgment. You’ll know when you find her.”

“I will, father,” Sage nods at his father, then dives into his breakfast, the flavors mingling with anticipating a future yet to unfold.

***
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Paulina Moore sat in the office of Pritchard Carson, her boss and founder of Carson Pharmaceuticals. While his corporation was the top performing in its field in America and abroad. Paulina’s role was to stop any future threats to the company’s success. The new threat to the Carson Pharmaceuticals was a fast-growing company called Sageleaf. An all natural herbal supplement company from Columbus, Georgia. 

“The owner is going public because of new business laws this year. The company has a face.” Pritchard read through the files he had created for the company.

“Is he cute?” Paulina extended her spin, attempting to peek at the chance to read through the files.

“There is no picture. His name is Sage Eaglesclaw. Interesting...from Dothan Alabama?” Pritchard closes the file and hands it to Paulina. “They placed a job opening for a personal assistant. We have sent over your resume. Our mole has already locked in the position for you. City of Columbus information. Your home, vehicle, and all the legal documents you will need. You leave today. He'll arrive soon, and I want you to be the first beautiful face he sees.”

“Sage?” Paulina’s eyes brighten.

“Interesting name. Sounds like some old Native American Fairytale.” Pritchard’s enormous belly jiggled as he erupts in laughter.

“Recon or destroy?” She takes the second file of Columbus, Georgia, from Pritchard's hands.

“Destroy!” He folds his hands as he rests his elbows on his desk. Despite the size of the grandiose mahogany desk, his large bulky frame towered over it. He gives her a deceptive wink. “I’m sending you for a reason.”

Paulina nods as she glances down at the files. She hated her job. Especially when it made her feel less than her worth. “Okay sir.” Deep down, she yearned to find a way out of working for Pritchard Carson. She stood, grabbing her purse. Her red-bottom shoes clicked against the marble floor as she made her way to the office door. 

“Miss Moore?” He calls out to her as her hands touch the doorknob. 

“He may be a little older than you. Don’t let age hinder us.” Pritchard’s subtle warning was a reminder of her last case. She had no choice but to enter a relationship with an octogenarian who invented a competing supplement for heart medication. The elderly man created his supplement based on dandelion a herb. People often find a nuisance in their yard. He had a heart attack before their wedding. Paulina swore at dating elderly men.

“I will keep you posted.” She left the office. “Elderly?” Paulina struts past the receptionist's desk. “He’s the same age as me.”
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Community Dick

February 8th 2024

Columbus, Georgia

––––––––
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Shalandra loved the charm of a historic cotton mill turned cozy two-bedroom condo in downtown Columbus, Georgia. The aroma of brewed coffee enhances the ambiance. The soft sunlight streamed through the tall windows, casting a warm glow on the exposed brick walls. Shalandra delighted in the luxuriousness of her surroundings. She felt the satin pillow's softness.

On the border of Alabama's Phenix City, you can hear laughter and music from the nearby streets, making it vibrant and full of life. Shalandra curled up against her boyfriend. His rich, brown complexion and muscular physique set him apart in her eyes. Shalandra reveled in the feel of his bare skin against hers. Her voice, laced with desire, purred as she spoke. “Revy, when will you move in with me?” 

Revon, weary of their recurring argument, released a heavy breath and responded. “Babe, I never promised to move in with you full time. I got you this condo to support you, but I have my own commitments.”

Shalandra’s frustration mounted, causing her to sit up on the bed. Anger flashed in her eyes, disappointed that he was once again postponing their plans.

“Right, everything is not settled?” He left. Revon throws back the sheets and looks for his clothes. 

“Baby, where are you going?” Tears welled in her eyes as she fixes the surrounding sheets. She hated she couldn’t speak to him.

“I got things to do.” He shoved his legs in his jeans and pulled them up as he stood.

“Revon, why do you keep doing this to me?” Shalandra smacks the back of her hand in her palm.

“Doing what !” He turned to face her. “I got you this condo, you don’t pay rent, I buy your groceries, pay all your utilities and make sure you are set each month. Why can’t you just be happy.”

“Baby, I just want you. Just be with me here.” Shalandra kneels on the bed and crawls towards him. 

“I told you my situation. I can't leave a stranger and her child in my home. What the hell!”

The room filled with the piercing sound of Shalandra's cries, fueling Revon's anger even further. “You know what? Call me when you get your head on straight. Have a nice day.” He storms out of the condo and heads to his black sports car. 

While swearing some more, he starts his engine with a roar before speeding out of the parking lot. “So sick of this!” 

He drove to the gym to lift some weights and cool off. He had no assignments, so passing time was his only option. An hour later, he felt a wave of carefree relaxation wash over him. He glanced at his watch, the silver metal reflecting the soft glow of the setting sun. The clock had just struck five in the afternoon. Revon’s heart skipped a beat as he saw over twenty missed calls from Shalandra and about sixty text messages. He opened up the only text message from Karina. The screen illuminated with her words: “Hey, hope you had a good day.’ I made dinner a little early, fried chicken, Mac and cheese with seasoned steak fries. See you at home.” Revon’s face lit up with a radiant smile as he texted her back. “Be there soon.” His phone rang again, but he silenced it and made his way home.

The short commute across town felt like a gentle breeze as he drove through the muted streets of the neighborhood. After pulling into the driveway, he pressed the button to open the garage door and parked his car. As he stepped out of the vehicle, a sense of warmth and comfort enveloped him. The aroma of the delicious meal Karina had prepared filled the air. His mouth watered with anticipation. He entered his three-bedroom, two-story house, the door closing behind him with a soft click.

The delightful scents of the heartwarming meal welcomed him as he walked into the kitchen. Karina stood near the stove. Grace and love seem to hover over her. Five-year-old Alejandra sat at the kitchen table. Her small fingers holding a pencil as she worked on her homework. Revon couldn’t resist feeling a surge of affection as he grabbed the top of Alejandra’s head, eliciting giggles of joy from her.

Curiosity piqued, he stooped to look at her schoolwork. “Work!” She spoke in a small, soft voice. Her innocence and determination melted his heart. “You’re so smart. I bet you can teach me.” he tickles her side with a grin. Alejandra is a sweet little girl. Her mom maintained two long plaits that trailed the length of Alejandra’s back. She had a light golden brown complexion, brown eyes, and a smile that could melt a demon. 

Karina’s voice broke through his thoughts. Her warm smile matching the aroma of the food she placed on the table. “How was work?” Concern lacing her words. Revon stood up and stretched, tension melts away. “Crazy, I think I need to find new clients.” He blew out a stress-filled breath, his mind still lingering on the demands of his job.

Karina’s voice held reassurance. “Ah, it’s just people these days. Don’t let them get to you.” Her smile and comforting words were like a balm to his weary soul. “Go wash up, I will fix you a plate.” Her love and care are clear in her every action.

“Sure,” he stepped away. The day's weight lifted as he walked to the bathroom. The sound of running water mixed with anticipating the meal ahead, creating a symphony of comfort and happiness. “No worries.”

***
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Karina stuck to her strict routine. She helped her daughter with homework, gave her a bath, and put her to bed after dinner. She retreated to her office, focusing on her side hustles. While the movie played, Revon scrolled on his phone. A soft glow adorned his face. He enjoyed the peace. He took advantage of Karina’s silence to browse his social media profiles. Revon would love to enjoy it.but Shalandra wouldn’t have it. Shalandra’s incessant nagging and whining had become a tiresome refrain of his life. Fueled by frustration, Revon began messaging women who had responded to his earlier messages. This brought him excitement. Amidst the sea of profiles, one particular woman, Candace, stood out with her radiant brown skin. Revon didn't mind the drive. Despite living an hour away from Columbus, Georgia. Unfortunately, his mind was plagued by a lingering question: How could he get Karina to leave his home? 
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Shalandra’s Mission

February 9th 2024

Revon was awakened by the soft golden rays of the morning sun filtering through the pearl white curtains. The sun cast a warm glow in the room. Karina prepared breakfast in the kitchen, filling the air with sizzling bacon and cheerful chatter. Sudden outbursts of laughter. The sound of her engaging in a playful conversation with her daughter filled the home. Revon remained in bed. He felt the softness of the sheets against his skin, as he was reluctant to exude any energy. His muscles ached. Revon listened to them go about their morning routine before heading off to school and work. Then absolute silence. Even he couldn’t deny that Karina and Alejandra embodied a peaceful life. 

With a groan, he drags himself out of bed. Strange thoughts of Shalandra invaded his mind. He stopped walking, stretched his neck, trying to relieve the tension. Revon was greeted by eerie whispers that seemed to originate from the depths of his subconscious. One voice spoke over the others. As a haunting presence, these whispers became a constant companion in his life. Most of the voices urged him to eliminate Karina from his life, their sinister intentions echoing in his mind. Kill, dismember, and destroy. However, amidst the cacophony of darkness, there was one feeble voice that urged him to hold on. A voice Revon believed was connected to Karina’s daughter. 

The voices grew louder, intensifying the throbbing pain in his head. Frustration mounting, Revon’s voice pierced through the chaos, his words filled with determination. “I’m committed to getting rid of her, but I won’t be the one to hurt her.” His outburst was met with an eerie silence. The voices were contemplating his words. 

Revon got up from bed and grabbed his cellphone from the nightstand. With purpose, he headed to the bathroom to get ready for work. Despite his focus on the mirror, Shalandra's image remained in his mind, an unexplainable enigma.

***
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Shalandra held the cell phone to her ear, speaking to her spiritual mentor. The silence from Revon was suffocating, and bitterness tore at her heart. She could almost smell the frustration in the air. “I still can’t get him to answer his damn phone.” The ember of her cigarette glowed as she took another puff.

On the other end of the line, Papa Uwah listened, remaining unfazed by the conversation. In a room with dim lights, a faint incense scent lingers. He had dealt with this same topic from five different women throughout the day, their voices blending into a cacophony of desperation. “How many candles did you light?” 

Shalandra counted the candles in her condo's second bedroom. "I have a red one for love." Her voice conflicted with hope and uncertainty. "And three black ones for control. I’m about to light another one.” She picked up a pack of matches. She could hear the faint sound of the match striking against the rough surface, igniting the wick. A fourth black candle was lit.

Papa Uwah, the old spiritual worker, scratched his head as he sat down on an overturned bucket. “For twelve hundred dollars, I will mount a ‘come to me’ candle that will make him stay, if you like.” The words echoed in Shalandra’s mind, and she could almost taste the bitterness of desperation on her tongue.

"I believe there's more to their relationship," Shalandra expressed with a trace of concern. She could feel her heart pounding in her chest, the anxiety tightening its grip on her.

“I can do something for that, too.” Papa, Uwah's voice dripping with deceit. “Make sure he comes to you first. Maybe you will have to fake a pregnancy to trap him.” The suggestion hung in the air, leaving a bitter aftertaste in Shalandra’s mouth.

“Would that work, Papa Uwah?” Shalandra’s voice wavering with uncertainty. She could feel her palms growing sweaty, the tension building in her body.

“Of course, child,” Papa Uwah suppressing a deceptive chuckle. Shalandra could almost sense the sly grin on his face hidden behind the phone. "I'm leaving now to get the stuff." She hung up the phone and checked her account, relief washing over her. 

Revon sent her $4,000 to support her for the month. She felt the weight of her purse in her hand, the cool leather against her skin. Determined, she left, prepared for anything.

***
[image: ]


Revon leaned back in his seat, enjoying the comfortable position as he spoke to his friend over the phone. I want her out, but I refuse to be the bad guy. She has a kid.”

“Just let her go. Is she ugly?” Jamir found his friend’s request to be ridiculous.

“No, she alright.” Revon couldn't care less about looks. Most of the women he dated weren’t supermodels.

“She boring in bed?” A smirk grew on Jamir’s lips.

The thought of their last intimate encounter brought a smile to Revon's face. It had been a month since their last encounter. She felt great diving in. “No.” 

“So, what’s the issue?” Jamir shifted his cell phone to rest between his shoulder and ear while he shuffled through his bills.

“To shift her focus from me and arrange a setup, I am ready to pay you a thousand. She’s never met you in person.”

Jamir opened up another bill. As he took a deep breath, he contemplated his friend's inquiry. “You are serious?” 

“Yes!” Revon’s responds was clear.

Jamir cursed at himself for succumbing to such a low spot in his life. “Fine, what I gotta do.”

“She works for this company that makes herbal supplements. The restaurant across from her office is where she goes for lunch every day. Bump into her there. I’m sure it won’t take much for you to talk to her. I require evidence to throw at her when I evict her. Once I've taken a break from her, I'll draw her back in, gaining even greater control. She will feel lucky that I took her back in.”

“That’s some cold Rev. I Want my money up front, and I want reimbursements for any dates, coffee, drinks whatever.” Jamir made his demands clear.

“Cool, I’ll just cash app you fifteen hundred.” 

“Okay, I will get you what you need. It seems easy.” Jamir slumps his shoulders.

“Yeah, she’s gullible and not too bright.” Revon chuckles, happy that his friend would help him out. 

Jamir accepted the cash from his friend after ending the call. He needed the money, especially since losing his job yesterday.  Revon texted him. It included his girlfriend’s full name, information, and picture. Jamir was captivated by the image of a woman with bronze skin and micro thin dreadlocks. She had hazel eyes and full lips. “Easier than expected.”
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A Chance to Fight Another Day

February 9th 2024

Miguel’s urgent knock interrupted Karina’s concentration. "We have an emergency meeting in five minutes." He pops his head in the office, then slumps his shoulders. Miguel stepped in to the office and closed the door behind him. 

“What happened?” Karina pulled her long thin dreads into a neat ponytail. 

“What’s going on with you?” Miguel approached her, placing his hands on her shoulders.

Karina drops her hands and allows her locs to slid down her back. “I noticed on the way to work my neighbors kissing before they jumped in their cars.” The urge for to be loved surfaced.

“Karina Love, what did I tell you about wanting what other people have.” Miguel crossed his arms over his chest. 

“I don’t want their life. It just makes me think that maybe I’m doing not just myself a disservice, but Alejandra too.” She pushed some files aside and sat down on the desk.

“Talk to me?” Miguel took the seat in front of her desk. He crossed his legs as he sat down.

“Revon is an excellent provider, protector...but he tolerates me at best. If it weren’t for babygirl. I would have left long ago.”

“Agreed. What’s the point? Countless women sacrificed for their children. She is fatherless. Be both parents to her.” He stretched out his arms wide.

“Mig,” tears formed in her eyes. She slide off the desk and walked into his embrace.

“There we go.” he wrapped his arms around her. “He rested his cheek on the top of her head and swayed with her. People are oblivious to the hardships and sacrifices you endure. Everyone’s normal can’t always be picture perfect.” He kissed the top of her head. Miguel pushed her back. “You know, frank in accounting thinks, you are the hottest thing since the microwave.”

Karina’s lips release a giggle. She then relaxes. “Frank from accounting?”

“In the meeting, we’ll find out if he’s worth your time.” With a flare, Miguel spun and left her office.

She neatened out a rose gold silk blouse, making sure it was tucked into her black pants. She slipped back on her rose gold heels and grabbed her black bolero, slipping her arms into them. Her heart still ached. Karina snatched her notepad and a pen off of her desk and headed to the Office’s conference room.

She entered the conference room and took her seat. Miguel winked at her, then patted a seat between him and Frank from accounting. Karina bit back on a laugh as she took the seat between them.

Karina placed her notepad on the table and took a deep breath. The eyes of her supervisor narrowed in on her.  He cleared his throat as everyone settled into their seats around an oval conference table. “Ms. Love, can you see me in my office after the meeting?” Brennan Wilson was still a new manager
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