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We were in our New York apartment, coffee in my hand and hot cocoa in his. Dinner was cooking up, and we both preferred our carrots fully boiled so we could feel the melting savory in our mouths. I was a light skin tone while he was as dark as the chocolate my mother always thought was too bitter for me. The radio was tuned in, and the station happened to play our favorite jazz song, “Forever in Love” by Kenny G. Mr. Radio Man's voice filled the room, and we locked eyes with a crooked smile because we both knew what this song did to us.
The brightness of the day shone into the room, and the sounds of the horns from the streetcars blended with the usual busy New York troop, almost drowning out the beautiful melody. “You smell just like the flowers on the walkway of a rainy day and musk. I cannot wait till forever dawns on us,” I hurriedly uttered, not realizing my hands were stuck on the coffee machine, causing a huge coffee spillage over the kitchen counter. I had gotten my share of hot coffee on my arm, but to no avail did I feel the heat. “It’s 11 AM, don’t you think coffee is a crime right now?” he said to me, with a questionable look as though he was trying to figure me out while feeling like he knew me more than the ocean knows its sands.
“It’s a hot New York almost afternoon, and the painter girl decides to stay indoors?” he followed up on his first question while getting up from the cozy couch. I gave him a stare, wondering if he did see me in a love trance, gazing at him with questions while burning my arm with hot coffee. “Hello? One question at a time, please. I almost burnt my hand off,” I tried to play it cool, but really, it was new for me to be so in love and not notice my surroundings.
I quickly picked up my phone, my fingers dancing over the screen as I opened Google. With a mix of curiosity and a longing that had become a constant companion, I began to search for what kind of love I was feeling. It was a love that always had me envisioning our names, "Zikora and Osiorunameh," etched in elegant font styles, carefully selecting our wedding colors and decorations in my mind's eye. Being Igbo, I knew that our wedding would be more than just a ceremony—it would be a grand and vibrant affair, a tapestry of culture, tradition, and love woven together.
A wedding was something I had always looked forward to, the flowers or the decorations; the sacred union of two souls, the intertwining of destinies that had brought us together. And in those quiet moments, like the one by the coffee machine, I would allow myself to get lost in those dreams.
Lost in my musings, I was brought back to reality by his voice, a blend of sarcasm and affection that never failed to make my heart skip a beat. "While you're trying to Google your feelings, do you mind checking if the local drug store is open?" His words were accompanied by a playful tone. I couldn't help but chuckle at his request, "G-g-g-Google?" I stammered, an amused smile tugging at the corners of my lips. It was as if his playfulness had infected me, and for a moment, I was caught up in the joy of the moment, my initial embarrassment forgotten.
"Yes, g-g-Google," he replied with a twinkle in his eyes, his playful chicken stance a delightful reminder of the way we effortlessly wove moments of lightheartedness into the fabric of our relationship. His ability to bring laughter into the mundane was a gift, one that never failed to brighten my days.
"Oh no, I wasn't Googling that! I was, you know, checking the weather forecast for the upcoming exhibition today," I quickly replied, feeling a blush rise to my cheeks as I tried to recover from the awkward moment. My attempt to steer the conversation away from my daydreams felt feeble, I knew he had caught me lost in my thoughts, caught in the undertow of dreams that revolved around him and our shared future.
As I finally put my phone down, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of emotions—affection, gratitude, and a touch of nervousness for the upcoming exhibition. Claudia was more than just an art buddy; she was a confidante with whom I shared my creative journey. The thought of the exhibition brought a swirl of excitement. Each piece I would showcase was a piece of my soul, a testament to the hours spent painting, revising, and pouring my heart into the canvas.
Claudia's exhibitions were renowned for their brilliance, drawing art enthusiasts from all corners of the city. This one, in particular, was a culmination of months of hard work, an opportunity to share my passion with a wider audience. I needed everything to be perfect, from the way the paintings were arranged to the lighting that would showcase every brushstroke and color palette.
With a deep breath, I looked at him, my affection for him reflected in my eyes. "Claudia's exhibition is a big deal," the weight of my emotions carried in those words. "It's a chance to share a part of myself with the world, to let them in on the pieces of my heart that I've poured onto the canvas."
His supportive nod and understanding gaze were a reassurance, a reminder that he was by my side, even in the realms of vulnerability. It was a reminder that our love wasn't just confined to the grand gestures, but also flourished in the moments of shared dreams and whispered insecurities.
With our connection reaffirmed, I took a step closer, his presence a comfort that wrapped around me like a warm embrace. In his eyes, I saw the unwavering support that I needed, a reminder that no matter the outcome of the exhibition, I had someone who believed in me.
As I put down my phone, I noticed something odd. The usual cacophony of New York's sounds seemed to be fading. The horns, the chatter, everything was getting quieter, as if someone had turned down the volume of the city. I exchanged a puzzled glance with him, and he shrugged it off, as if he hadn't noticed.
"Hey, have you seen my keys?" he asked, moving around the room and checking the usual spots. "I thought I left them right here on the table."
I joined in the search, looking under cushions and behind objects. But the keys were nowhere to be found. Then, a strange draft brushed against my skin, causing me to shiver. I turned toward the window, and my heart skipped a beat.
Outside, the bustling New York streets had transformed. The sky, once bright and sunny, was now an ominous shade of gray. The streetcars stood still, frozen in time. People were suspended mid-step, their expressions twisted in fear or surprise. It was as if the world had come to a standstill, trapped in an eerie tableau.
I stumbled back, my eyes wide with disbelief. "What's happening?" I whispered, my voice trembling.
He looked out the window, his expression a mix of horror and confusion. "I... I don't know."
The jazz song on the radio continued to play, but its soothing melody now felt like a discordant note in this surreal scene. As we stared out at the frozen city, a feeling of dread crept over us. The world had turned into a nightmare, and we were trapped in its grip.
"We need to do something," he said, his voice determined. But as he moved toward the door, time seemed to warp around him. His steps became slow and labored, as if an invisible force was trying to hold him back. He strained against it, his features contorted in exertion.
I rushed to his side, grabbing his hand. "Osio, we cannot stay here," I said urgently, my heart pounding. "We have to find a way out."
With a final surge of effort, he broke free from the invisible restraint. We made our way to the door, each step a struggle against the oppressive force that held the world in its grip. As we reached the hallway, a chilling realization washed over me.
"We're the only ones moving," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "Everyone else is... trapped."
He nodded grimly, his jaw set. "Then let's find a way to undo this…Kora."
We ventured through the frozen streets, searching for any sign of life or a clue about what had happened. But the city remained trapped in stillness, a monument to a world turned upside down. Time seemed to lose all meaning as we navigated the eerie tableau.
Hours, or maybe even days, passed in this strange reality. Exhausted and on the brink of despair, we stumbled upon an old bookstore. Its door creaked open as we entered, and a sense of unease settled over us. The shelves were lined with books that seemed impossibly ancient, their titles written in languages I couldn't recognize.
In the dim light of the bookstore, we found a dusty tome that seemed to stand out from the rest. Its cover depicted a swirling vortex of darkness, and as I opened it, the pages were filled with cryptic symbols and incantations. The book detailed a ritual—a way to break the hold of whatever had frozen the world.
With nothing left to lose, we gathered the required ingredients and followed the instructions meticulously. The air grew thick with tension as we chanted the incantation, our voices trembling but resolute. And then, in an instant, everything changed.
The world around us erupted into motion. Time snapped back to its normal rhythm, and the once-frozen city sprung to life. People moved, cars honked, and the sounds of New York returned with a cacophony that was almost comforting.
Relief washed over us, but as we looked at each other, we realized that the horror wasn't over. Our actions had consequences. The ritual had unleashed something malevolent—something that should have remained imprisoned.
A darkness began to spread, engulfing the city and warping reality itself. Buildings twisted, the sky turned a sickly shade of crimson, and the streets became a labyrinth of nightmares. The world was no longer the one we knew.
We ran, desperate to escape the encroaching horror, but it was inescapable. Reality itself was unraveling, and we were caught in its grip. As we stumbled through the distorted landscape, our hands tightly intertwined, we knew that our love, once a source of joy and solace, was now our only defense against the encroaching darkness.
And so, we clung to each other, running through the nightmare that had consumed our world, our love our only anchor in a reality gone awry. As the darkness closed in, we shared a final, bittersweet glance, knowing that whatever came next, we would face it together.
Hours, or perhaps an eternity, had passed since we had cast the ritual, and the darkness had receded, leaving behind a world that was a twisted reflection of its former self. We had survived the horrors, clinging to each other with unwavering determination. But the ordeal had taken its toll, and as exhaustion threatened to overtake us, a glimmer of light appeared on the horizon.
A radiant figure emerged from the light, their presence filling the air with an otherworldly calm. It was a figure of ethereal beauty, exuding warmth and tranquility. As they drew nearer, I felt a surge of recognition deep within my soul. It was as if I had known this being all my life, across countless lifetimes.
The figure spoke, their voice a soothing melody that resonated in our hearts. "Fear not, for I am with you. You have faced the darkness and emerged stronger. Your love, pure and unwavering, has broken the shackles that held this world captive."
I exchanged a glance with Osio, our eyes reflecting a shared awe and wonder. This being, this presence, was no ordinary entity. It was something divine, something beyond our comprehension.
"You wondered about the nature of the love you felt," the figure continued, their voice carrying a gentle smile. "It is a love that transcends time and space, a reflection of the love that I hold for all of creation."
Tears welled up in my eyes as understanding dawned upon me. This being was God, the source of all love and light, the orchestrator of both the harmony and discord in our lives. And it was our love, our connection, that had called upon this divine intervention. I suddenly could not speak, I was speechless. We both froze. 
"I am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end," God said, a presence radiating a sense of comfort that melted away our weariness. "The darkness you faced was a manifestation of the choices made by humanity, choices that led to chaos and despair. But your love, your willingness to fight for each other and for goodness, has restored balance."
As God spoke, the world around us began to transform. The twisted landscape reshaped itself into the familiar streets of New York, and the sky shifted to a serene blue. The horrors that had plagued our existence faded like a distant nightmare. All I could do was cry and tremble in awe.
"Our love," he said, his voice filled with emotion, "has the power to heal, to mend, and to rebuild. It is a reflection of my own love for humanity—a love that guides and protects, even in the face of darkness."
With a final, comforting smile, God's presence began to recede, the light enveloping God once more. As God faded from view, a profound sense of gratitude filled our hearts. We knew that we had been given a second chance, a chance to cherish each other and to live in harmony with the world around us. “Did you feel that, Osio? Did you?” I turned over to Osio who was gazing at the sky with tears in his eyes and a wide-open mouth. “Z…” he said with a trembling voice.
Hand in hand, we stood amidst the renewed city, our souls forever bound by the love that had triumphed over despair. The memory of our journey through darkness remained, a testament to the strength of our bond and the divine intervention that had guided us.
And so, we embraced our new beginning, with a deep understanding that our love was not just a fleeting emotion, but a force that could move mountains and conquer even the most unimaginable challenges. With God's presence forever imprinted in our hearts, we walked into the future, ready to face whatever lay ahead, armed with a love that was as eternal as the divine itself.



