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To those who are in love, to those who want to be in
love, and to those who believe in love.

 



 


“If he’s only in my dreams, don’t wake me up, let
me sleep.” Shelia E. Bell
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Ruth did not want to give Fantasia the
impression that in order to be happy she had to have a man in her
life. That was far from the truth. But she did want each of her
children to experience the kind of love she had found with their
father, Solumun, before his death.

Fantasia was well aware that her mother was
concerned about her lack of romantic involvement. She was always
the bridesmaid never the bride which suited her just fine. She’d
had many an opportunity from many a man, but none could sway her to
give up her heart for the sake of love. And contrary to rumors that
circulated in the tabloids from time to time, she was not gay. She
was, however, determined not to allow love to destroy her life as
it had her mother.

“Fantasia, sweetheart, are you going out this
evening?”

“No, Mama, I have a ton of paperwork I need
to catch up, plus there’s a sketch I want to work on. Tonight’s the
perfect time to do it.”

“Fantasia, for goodness sakes, it’s the
weekend. Can’t you find something better to do?”

“You mean someone better to do, don’t
you. But look, let’s not go there. I don’t have a date and I don’t
want one. How many times do I have to tell you that I’m happy with
things just like they are?”

“I don’t want to argue. I just hate to see
you working all the time. Life’s too short not to enjoy it.”

“That’s where you’re wrong. I am enjoying my
life. You don’t seem to think so, but I am. You equate loving
someone with being fulfilled and happy.”

“That’s not true, I never said that.” Ruth
didn’t want to upset Fantasia but the tone of her voice told her it
was too late. “I understand what you’re saying. Everything is not
going to be a bed of roses in life, Fantasia; I never said that it
was.”

“A bed of roses, it certainly is not, because
life is a game, Mama. You just have to know how to play it. The God
you worship seems to be the one who is the orchestrator of it all,
including your no nonsense view on love. But answer this, what kind
of love takes a daddy away from his children, Mama?”

“Oh, please, Fantasia. Don’t be mean.” Ruth
started tearing up.

“Tell me, Mother. Don’t start crying now.
“Why does God allow the things He does? And you say that you want
me to fall in love?”

Ruth stared into her daughter’s cold and
callous black eyes. Fantasia was the oldest child of three. Ever
since her daddy’s death when she was just a child, Fantasia had
turned her back on God. As she grew older, she swore never to give
her heart to a man.

Fantasia could see the hurt look on her
mother’s face, but she had to make Ruth understand once and for all
that she had her life in order.

“Sorry, Mama. I don’t mean to hurt you but
I’m sick and tired of being made to feel like I’m wrong for not
wanting a man in my life or God for that matter. I don’t see the
sense in any of it. So what does it matter? God does what he wants
to do and I’m going to do what I want to do, live my life the way I
want to. I’ll help others when I can but forget that whole happily
ever after farce.”

Ruth wiped a tear from her cheek before she
whisked around and rushed to the sanctity of her office.

Fantasia stood watching her until she
disappeared. She replaced what had just happened with the task
before her. Returning to her office, and taking a seat behind the
walnut desk, she kicked off her heels and proceeded to leaf through
the pile of neatly stacked papers.

Ruth fell back in the arms of the plush
office chair. When she saw the box of tissues resting on the end
table, she quickly grabbed one to wipe away her tears and clean her
runny nose. She allowed her perfectly coiffed hair to lean against
the high back of the chair. She needed answers before she could
dish out any more advice.

 


 


1

Present

 


“We don’t see things the way they are.
We see them the way WE are.” Talmud

 


“You are the most beautiful woman on earth. I
love you more than life itself,” he said. I want to spend the rest
of my life with you.” Fantasia couldn’t contain the love she felt
for the tall, dark, handsome man who was making love to her. Her
life was perfect. She had everything a girl could wish for. The
love of family, friends, a successful career, plenty of money and
the perfect man, but there was one thing about him…he didn’t exist
in her reality.

Fantasia woke up, thinking about the dream
that she had about the perfect guy. She’d been having the same
dream on and off for the past few months, and she didn’t know why.
She raised up in her bed, smiled at the thought, pushed the dream
aside, and then proceeded to get up and get ready for the busy day
ahead.

 


♥

 


Fantasia Runsome sat in her lavishly
furnished home office. Her determination, strong work ethics, and
do or die zest to succeed had definitely paid off. Holding her Nero
sketching pencil in hand, she looked around her office and admired
her many accomplishments in the world of art. Her studio, Trinity
Three Gallery and Museum, was doing far beyond well, but

there still remained a thirst that was not
quenched by all of the prestige, notoriety, and not to mention
boatloads of cash that poured in from her world famous art pieces
that were reserved for the rich and famous, such as herself. She’d
proven many times over that she was a winner. Nothing in life was
going to stop her.

Memories of her father’s love, but worse her
father’s death, when she was a child, somehow were the force that
propelled her forward. God had taken his life, stolen his future,
and left her a bitter woman who didn’t believe that love was
possible.

She entertained these dreadful thoughts and
mixed it with some reminiscing about how far she’d come in her
thirty-five years on earth. She wasn’t in her spacious home in
Belleaf, Maryland. She’d chosen her sunny California vacation home
to spend some much needed down time with her best friend and
cousin, Paula.

Ruth, along with the staff of fifteen, could
hold down the fort at Trinity Three while she spent some time
away.

Paula barged into Fantasia’s study, bringing
a halt to her private thoughts.

“I’m going for a dip in the pool. You
coming?” asked Paula.

“Umm, I don’t think so. Why don’t you go
ahead. I have some phone calls to make and a few other things to
finish up. I’ll join you later.”

“Look, girl, you have not pulled me away from
my man and children to come out here with you only for me to be
walking around this gigantic mausoleum by myself,” complained
Paula.

“First of all, this is not a mausoleum; it’s
my home away from home. Second, it should take me no more than an
hour to finish up some loose business ends,” responded
Fantasia.

“Who do you think you’re fooling? This is no
vacation for you. All you ever do is work, work, and work. I don’t
understand you. You need some excitement in your life.”

Fantasia whipped around in her chair.
“Excitement? My life is an adventure as it is. I mean how much more
exciting can it be? I travel wherever and practically whenever I
choose. I’m surrounded by my world of art, which you know is my
life; and I have a best friend not to mention cousin who loves to
hang with me.” Fantasia laughed.

“Don’t try to get me with that best friend
and cousin line. This best friend of yours has a life back home in
Broknfield, Oregon. Thank God, Nick isn’t one of those clingy,
jealous types.”

“That’s because he knows I won’t let you get
into anything you shouldn’t,” mouthed Fantasia. “My opinion, not
that you care, is men are nothing but trouble. There are a few
exceptions, I must admit. Moses is a good man and husband to my
mother; and Nick is a good husband and father to you and the kids.
Ummm.” Fantasia placed a finger to her lips. “I think that’s
it.”

“I can’t wait until your man comes sailing in
here, swoops you off your feet, and shows you what love really has
to do with it.” Paula laughed and so did Fantasia.

“Will you get out of here so I can get done?
I’ll join you by the pool shortly. I promise.”

“Yeah, whatever.” Paula turned to leave.

“Oh, Paula, will you stop by the kitchen, if
you don’t mind, and ask Bianca to make us a pitcher of lemonade.
Tell her to place it out by the pool.”

“Sure. I’ll see you in a few. But if you
aren’t out there in your teeny weenie, itsy bitsy bikini in less
than an hour, I’m coming right back in here and pulling you away
from that desk. I came out here to have some fun.” Paula swished
around and pranced out of the office. Her multi-colored, one-piece,
halter top swimsuit was perfect for her thick, proportioned
figure.

“I hear what you’re saying. And I told you,
I’ll be out there before you know it.”

Fantasia followed up with an extended Skype
conversation with her commercial realtor in Broknfield who she’d
been talking to the past few months. She hadn’t revealed her
potential expansion plans to anyone but her mother. She was still
going over some demographic studies, the perfect location for a
high end art studio, and other business notes with the hopes of
opening her first gallery in her hometown of Broknfield.

“Sweet Taboo Art Gallery,” she said as a
broad smile of satisfaction appeared on her cherub like face. “I
like that name. I like it a lot.”

Fantasia finished her work and then hurried
and changed into what must have been no more than a size six skimpy
white bikini, and joined Paula at the pool.

Paula was sitting back comfortably in the
chaise lounge chatting on her cell phone.

“How are the girls?” Fantasia heard her ask.
“And how is my handsome, sexy hubby?”

“Girl, you can’t talk about me. Look at you.
I bet you’ve been on the phone with Nick every since you left my
office.”

Paula looked over her shoulder. The Bluetooth
was visible in her ear. “I sure have. Oh, Nick said either you
spend some quality time with me or he’s coming down here this
weekend and showing me some attention.”

“Tell that husband of yours that he knows
better than anybody how much time it takes to run a successful
business. How many men’s stores does he have now?” mocked
Fantasia.

Paula repeated to Nick what Fantasia said.
Fantasia walked over to the outside kitchen area and poured a tall
glass of lemonade.

“Ahh, this is delicious,” she said as she
took a couple of swallows of the freshly squeezed lemonade. “Bianca
makes the best lemonade I’ve ever tasted,” she said to Paula as if
Paula was not on the phone.

“Yeah, she does, doesn’t she?” responded
Paula. Her half full glass sat on the table next to her. “Nick says
that he’s serious about coming to LA this weekend. He and his
business partner are thinking about opening an NT’s Men’s Store on
Rodeo Drive. He wants to take a look at some spaces.”

Fantasia sat in the chaise next to Paula. “No
problem for me. He’s your man. You’re the one who has to give him
your attention.”

“I love you too,” Paula said and made a
smacking sound into her cell phone. “Bye, baby.”

She turned and focused her attention on
Fantasia. “You sure you don’t mind if Nick comes?”

“Girl, how many times are you going to ask me
that same question? When have I ever had a problem with Nick or the
kids being here? You’re the one who said you wanted to get away for
a while. But if you like it, I love it.” She sat her glass of
lemonade on the round table next to her. “How is the water?”

“Fabulous,” answered Paula.

Fantasia got up, went to the edge of the
pool, and jumped in. She swam several laps before swimming back
over to the edge and splashing water on Paula. “Come on in here.
Don’t hold back now that I’m out here.”

Paula joined Fantasia in the pool. The women
swam several laps, did some water aerobics for awhile and then
stopped and sat on the steps of
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