
[image: A person with a crown and glasses

Description automatically generated]

It’s A Pleasure to write with you in mind.

This book is a work of fiction, and any references to historical events, real people, or real places are used to enhance the storyline. Other characters, names, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or places or persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.

Copyright @2024by Antoinette R Davis

All rights reserved, I do not give permission or consent to reproduce this book. 

For more information contact 

It’s A Pleasure @www.antoinettewrites@aol.com


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Rage Within Her

New Chapter

Chapter 3 | I know what I’m talking about.

This was not going to break me.

CHAPTER 5 | Get Ready because I am here.

Meet and Greet disaster.

CHAPTER 7 | I’m not ready for marriage, yet.

Chapter 8 | Let’s see this my way, please.

Chapter 9 | Who’s show is It, really?

It was an accident, now let’s move on.

Chapter 11 | Let me show you how to do it.

Choose family or Career.

Now, do you see what I was talking about?

Chapter 14 | The big announcement

Chapter 15

Chapter 16 | The Eye-opener

Chapter 17 | The Due Date is Here

Chapter 18

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

The Rage Within Her


[image: image]


Mea Davis gained recognition after graduating from Jackson State University, a historically Black college in the Deep South. With a master’s degree in political science and a bachelor’s in communications, she secured her ideal job at WBLT News in Jackson, MS.

Mea Davis

In 1997, tragedy struck my family when my father, a courageous man, was killed in the streets of Jackson, Mississippi, while defending my mother's honor. His life was senselessly taken, and the justice system failed him by allowing the perpetrator to go free, devaluing my father's life and ruling his murder as justified. This traumatic event changed my life as an innocent, brown-skinned girl, and its impact will be with me forever.  

“Losing my father to a bullet fired by a white racist fueled by hate can cause a deep sense of pain and anger to fester within a young girl with brown skin. From my perspective, it feels like the ultimate goal of those with white privilege is to leave us feeling bitter and shattered.”

Chapter 1

GETTING MY FEET WET

​

It was Friday afternoon, and Mea had just returned home from her kickboxing class when her cell phone rang. It was WBLT news station human resources giving her the best news of her life. Mea Davis will be the new face on the streets reporting the news as a field reporter.

Mea was excited, dancing around her condominium. “Oh, thank you, Jesus. This is the big start I’ve been waiting for.”  She started as an intern for the news station in her final year of college. 

“Oh, yeah, now I can get some real health benefits, and it will be just in time before my Obamacare runs out.”

Mea heard someone at her front door; she tiptoed to the door and looked out of the peephole. However, it was covered. She took a deep breath and quickly opened the door. She looked around but did not see anyone; she saw a pink notice covering her peephole. She knew what that meant. “Oh shit, I forgot to pay my rent.”

Mea looked at her watch, grabbed her purse, and slipped on some shoes. “I hope I can make it there before it closes,” she said.

Mea stepped off the elevator, looked to her left, and saw Ms. Brooks still in the rental office. “Oh, I just made it.”

Ms. Brooks walked over to the door to lock it, and Mea put her hands on it to push it open.

“Ms. Brooks, I need to come in and pay my rent!” 

Ms. Brooks lowered her glasses and looked at Mea with a cold stare, “We’re closed.”

Mea thought to herself, “This beehive-wearing old white lady better let me in this office to pay my rent.” Mea gave her a cold stare back.

Ms. Brooks turned the key and walked away from the door, never saying a word to Mea.

Just as Mea was about to bang on the door and curse Ms. Brooks out, her neighbor, Mr. Harry, walked up to her.

“Mea, are they still in there?”

Mea rolled her eyes; “Yes, but she just locked the door.”

With a cane in hand, Harry walked over to the rental office door and tapped on it.

Ms. Brooks looked up over her bifocals; she walked over to the door with a smile and unlocked the door, “Harry, Hello,”

Ms. Brooks didn’t see Mea standing behind Harry.

Mea jumped from behind Harry, and she was piping hot mad. Before she could catch herself, she started yelling at Ms. Brooks, “Why did you open the door for him and not me?”

Ms. Brooks was startled and at a loss for words; she looked at Harry.

Harry hunched his shoulders, confused. “This young lady was standing here before I was so that you can help her first.”

Mea didn’t know whether to thank the old white man or not.

“I want to pay my rent.” Mea handed her check to Ms. Brooks

Ms. Brooks doesn’t reach for the check, “Well, I’m sorry I have closed the books for the day; besides, you’re already late.” Ms. Brooks throws the attitude right back at Mea.

Mea is determined to pay her rent. “Look, lady, you can take my rent today,” Mea says, putting the check on her desk.

Harry fixed his eyes on Ms. Brook’s every move and word, and she noticed him watching her.

“I’ll take it this time, Mea,”

Mea interrupted her, “My name is Ms. Davis.”

Ms. Brooks is fuming so much that the hairspray holding her beehive hairdo together is losing its hold.

“Ms. Davis, you will need to be on time with your rent from now on.”

Mea knew Ms. Brooks was trying to embarrass her. “I was late because I was celebrating my new promotion at WBLT News, but I can assure you that with the money I’ll be making, I’ll be moving real soon into my new home.”

“Congratulations, Ms. Davis. You know I watch that news every day. I can’t wait to see you on television, and I’ll tell all my friends that I know somebody famous.” Harry was thrilled for Mea.

Ms. Brooks had no choice but to un-puff her chest and retreat behind her desk with embarrassment.

With a big smile and showing her pearly white teeth, Mea smiled at Harry. “Thank you, Mr. Harry.”

Mea turned to walk away.

Ms. Brooks waited until she thought Mea was out of hearing range before she said anything, “I can’t stand those niggers.”

Harry had a stupid look on his face, and the gray hair above his wrinkled lips stood out.

Ms. Brooks continued talking while walking back to her desk, “Who does she think she is coming into my office talking junk to me?”

Mea stuck her head out from around the corner.

Ms. Brooks had her back to Mea and Harry.

“The nigger heard you.”

Ms. Brooks turned quickly and placed her hand over her heart, “Oh sweet Jesus, you scared me, you.” Ms. Brooks is embarrassed and at a loss for words once again.

Everything inside Mea wanted to rip her ass apart, “You better hope you still have a job tomorrow.” Mea left it at that and walked away. besides, she wasn’t going to let Ms. Brooks's racist ass kill her joy. 

She thought about the look on Ms. Brooks’s face and laughed out loud.

Mea stepped onto the elevator and pushed the button to her floor; she was still pissed from the episode with Mrs. Brook. The elevator stopped at the parking garage, and on stepped a white woman whom Mea had seen in passing before.

Neither of them greeted or acknowledged the other with a glance; instead, they both looked straight ahead.

The elevator stopped again, and another white woman stepped onto the elevator; immediately, she smiled at the white woman but didn’t acknowledge Mea.

Mea chuckled. 

The two women are standing next to each other,” How are you,” says one woman.

“I’m fine, and you.”

Mea can’t believe the two of them are treating her as if she’s not on the elevator.

The last woman who stepped on reached her floor, and right before she stepped off, she turned and looked at the other white woman, saying, “Have a nice day,” and stepped off. 

She never acknowledged Mea’s presence.

“Two racists’ bitches,” Mea said to herself.

Once the elevator closed, Mea felt awkward, and being the type of person who could not resist confrontation, she just had to confront the woman about what had just happened.

Mea turned to the woman, who appeared to be in her early 30s, “Was there a reason you gave her a smile and conversation when she stepped on but didn’t acknowledge me when you stepped on the elevator.”

The woman’s face turned pale instantly. She turned to Mea and said, “I’m sorry. What did you just ask me?”

Mea immediately responded to the woman's look of fear, “Oh, please, I’m not going to hurt you; you all always think we’re going to hurt you,” Mea said sarcastically.

The woman looked relieved, “You didn’t speak to me either, nor did you smile, so why should I.”

Ms. Brooks’s attitude toward her already pissed off Mea, so she was ready for a fight.

“Besides, I watch the news and see the crime your people do to each other.”

Mea turned her body around to face the woman. First, she gave a quick drop-down look; to check her out. “I guess you only watch FOX News.”

The woman looked at Mea and then turned her nose up at her. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, lady.” She glanced up at the elevator panel to see if her floor was next.

Mea was furious; she wanted to push the stop button on the elevator so badly. “I guess the white man who just killed fifty-nine people in Vegas, innocent people, while they were enjoying a concert is not considered a crime because he was white.” Mea looked at the woman waiting for her to answer so she could fire back.

The woman moved slightly to the left, away from Mea.

Mea looked down at the elevator panel and her floor was next.  

“Oh, and let’s not forget, Columbine and the gay nightclub in Florida that your,” (Mea emphasizes the word your) people shot up.” 

The woman became noticeably uncomfortable, but Mea didn’t care she continued and the more she talked the angrier she became.

The woman looked straight ahead, as she tried to ignore the conversation; she reached inside her purse.

Mea’s eyes popped open, “Oh shit she might have a gun or Taser. I better chill out,” Mea thought to herself.

The elevator door opened on Mea’s floor; Mea had one foot out of the door when the woman decided to introduce herself.

“You were right I should have introduced myself, I’m Marci.”  She smiled and extended her arm for a handshake.

Mea looked down at her hand and decided not to shake it; however, she did give her name: " And I’m Mea.”

Mea stepped off the elevator just before the doors closed.

“Have a nice day,” Marci yelled as the elevator doors were closing.

“Yeah, whatever,” Mea walked down to her apartment. " You have a nice day,” Mea mimicked Marci using a high-pitched tone.

Marci rode up to the tenth floor, talking on her cell phone and shaking her head, “You won’t believe this Black girl I just encountered. I swear they can be too much.”

“A good ole shower, that’s what I need.” The warm water caressed her body, she threw her head back, and the day's events started to wash away. Ms. Brooks, Marci, and the ride up the elevator were washing slowly down the drain.

The shower brought her back to life. Next, she grabbed a box of Crunch and Munch and her favorite blanket and sat on the couch to watch her favorite new station, CNN. Don Lemon was her favorite commentator, and she dreamed of having that job. Just as she was getting comfortable, her cell phone rang.

It was her best male friend, Sam. She hated his white boy's name and often joked with him about it. “Hey, Sam, what’s up?”

“What’s up for tonight,” Sam was a playboy, and he loved to hang in the clubs and let the women throw themselves at his fine ass.

“Sam, I’m in the house for the night.”

“Mea come on, hang out; I know you’re in the house watching CNN and eating.”

Mea looked down at her box of munchies. “So what if I am? I need to keep up with what’s going on in the world. Besides, I got a promotion today, and I need to get my rest.”

“Let’s go out and celebrate your promotion. The same news will be shared tomorrow.”

She leaned over to look in the mirror, “Boy, my hair is a mess.”

“First thing is, don’t call me a boy because you know I hate that and secondly, I know you can flat iron your hair and look fabulous.”

She hops up and walks over to her closet, “Okay, I’ll come out, but I can’t flat iron my hair in this heat. I’ll do something with it.”

“Good, meet me at Freelon’s Bar and Grill around 7:30.” Sam was glad he could talk her into coming.

The two hung up, and Mea walked into her huge closet, “I need something that is going to turn heads because it’s been a minute since I’ve had to be charming.”  She pulled out a light blue short-fitted dress, held it up to her size fourteen body frame, and then looked for a pair of shoes. “Oh, these will do.”

It didn’t take her long to throw on her outfit and do something spontaneous with her hair. She loved being natural because she wasn’t restricted to relaxed hairstyles.

“I’m almost perfect,” she smiles while putting on a little make-up; she didn’t need much her mocha skin was beautiful and flawless.

She was ready to step out for the night when her house phone rang. She knew it could only be one person. “Hello, momma.”

“How did you know it was me,” says Ms. Reva.

“You’re the only person with this number. I only got the home phone because you made me.”

“Well, hello to you too; why didn’t you call me today?”

“Momma, I am sorry I was busy with a lot of things today; it was a trying day.”

“To trying to call your momma?”

Mea smiled, “No, momma, but I have some great news: I got a promotion. I will be working as a field reporter, so...”

Ms. Reva was so excited that she cut Mea off.  “So, you’ll be on TV; my baby is going to be on TV. Let me go and call my sisters and everybody and tell them. I’ll call you back later.”

“Well, that was nice talking to you, mother.” Mea laughed.

A few minutes later, Mea parked her car and met Sam at the Bar and Grill. As she was walking into the bar, she saw Sam, and some white chick hugged him up. Mea had an instant attitude.

Mea cleared her throat, they both turned to look at Mea, “Who are you?”

Mea had a straight face, “I’m his wife.” Mea held back her laugh.

The white girl moved quickly away from Sam.

“Why did you do that? You are a hater.” Sam stood up from the bar and hugged Mea, 

“Why the white chicks, Sam? All these Sistas in here, and you pick a fake ass Kardashian with puffed-up lips.”

“I was going to say I miss you, but I don’t know now.” Sam laughed.

“Yeah, well, if you want to hang out with me, you can’t be with them.”

“Now and then, a brother wants to test the waters.” 

“Okay, test the waters and come up floating when her white daddy finds out.”

“Okay, chill. Let’s have a good time.” Sam knew that if he didn’t stop her, she would go on all night.

“Order me a crown peach and make it a double; I might as well get loose.”

“That’s my girl; let’s get lit tonight.” Sam kept the drinks coming, and before Mea knew it, she was drunk, but she knew her best friend had her back.

Later that night, Sam drove Mea home, took her to her apartment, and put her in bed. 

They’ve been friends since elementary school and Sam always took care of her.

Chapter 2
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Mea has been in her new position at WBLT for two months, and it’s not what she expected. She thought she would be covering politics and crime, but instead, they assigned her trivial assignments, and she was frustrated.

Mea barely slept the night before her debut as a field reporter; her anxiety had her up peeing all night.

The following day, Mea arrived at WBLT forty-five minutes before her shift began, and as much as she hated to admit it, she really wanted to impress everyone, including Lester, her ass-kissing supervisor.

Mea walked into the lunchroom, and her appearance caught the eyes of her co-workers once again. This was her moment to shine, and she was not going to let it pass. 

Melanie, another field reporter, walked up to Mea, “Hi, Mea.”

Mea looked at Melanie with a blank stare, “Hello.”

Melanie sipped her tea and then took a few steps closer to Mea.

Mea looked up from stirring her coffee.

Melanie whispered, “I heard that Stacy is leaving the station, so you know what that means.” 

“No, what does that mean, Melanie?”

“Oh, Mea, you are so silly,” Melanie laughed.

Mea rolled her eyes and walked away from Melanie, took a seat at one of the tables in the break room, and continued sipping her coffee.

Melanie walked over, pulled a chair out next to Mea, and started talking, “Mea, someone has to replace her, and since I’ve been in the field the longest, I know they are going to offer it to me.” Melanie crossed her legs and sipped her tea.

Mea looked up from her coffee with a straight face. “Melanie, you’re starting to annoy me, and don’t ever call me silly again.” Melanie's tone was enough to let Melanie know just where she stood with Mea.

Melanie ignored what she called a “Black girl attitude.”  “Once I’m promoted, there’s a good chance that you may get my position.”

Mea placed her cup of coffee on the table, “do you believe you’re the best qualified for the position?”

Melanie chuckled, “Yes, who else would they give it to?”

That statement was the icing on Mea's patience for Melanie. Mea stood up and smoothed out the wrinkles from her skirt, saying, “Good luck, Melanie.” Mea walked out of the lunchroom, noticeably annoyed and shaking her head.

Melanie jumped up and quickly ran up behind Mea. “Excuse me,” she grabbed Mea’s arm.

Mea was startled; she yanked her arm away, “Get off of me, don’t ever touch me.  Are you crazy?”

Melanie ignored Mea’s aggressive speaking, “I want to know why you said that?”

“I don’t owe you an explanation; that’s what’s wrong with you people; you give so little but demand so much. Don’t ever touch me again!”  

They caught their co-worker's attention.

Melanie slightly raised her voice, “I’m asking you a question.”

“If I kissed as much butt around here as you do, I would probably think I had the position too.  However, I would rather work to get what I want so I can keep it.” 

Melanie was insulted, “Are you saying that I didn’t work for my promotions!”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying; everyone around here talks about you, and they laugh behind your back.” Mea is lying to keep Melanie upset.

Melanie swings her hair back. I have earned my place, and that’s more than I can say for your people.”

Now all bets are off; Melanie is about to get her lily-white ass handed to her.

“You people have affirmative action, and we don’t.”

Mea was paralyzed with rage; she didn’t know where to start.

Seconds later, right on time, the camera crew walked over to Mea and told her they had an assignment to complete.

Mea was fuming mad at herself for not delivering Melanie an ass whooping from her ancestors.

She grabbed her things and left with the camera crew to interview parents and school staff about the new school year. It wasn’t an exciting assignment, but she was going to make the best out of it. 

Mea and her crew are at the third high school, and Mea decided to deviate from the original plan.

She placed the mic in front of Principal Holmes, “Principal Holmes, you are the fourth African American Principal assigned to the newly named Michelle Obama High School in the last three years. What do you think you can do differently than the previous administration to turn this school around for the better?”

Principal Holmes is caught off guard, but he doesn’t shy away from the question or the camera: “I don’t want to comment on what the previous administration did or didn’t do. I can tell you that I am committed one hundred percent to these students, parents, my staff, and the community.”

Mea wasn’t done, “Really, can you tell us a little about the changes we can expect?”

“I have implemented new programs such as dance, theatre, arts, and mental health awareness classes.”

Mea was impressed, but he would need to prove himself.

After the interview, Principal Holmes walked over to Mea, “I didn’t get your name,”

“My name is Ms. Mea Davis.”

He extended his hand, “Nice to meet you, Ms. Davis.”

Mea shook his hand while looking at his left hand to see if he was wearing a wedding ring. His grip was firm but not too firm. 

“I enjoyed the challenge and look forward to another interview during the school year so we can share our progress.”

“I’m sure we can arrange that,” says Mea.”

Just as Mea was stepping into the van, Principal Holmes walked over and said, “Please forgive me if I sound forward, but do you think I could take you out to dinner?”

Mea blushes, “Give me your number, and I’ll give you a call.”

He handed Mea his card, and she went back to work.

It was a long day; Mea’s feet were hurting from trying to work in heels instead of sneakers like the other reporters.  She wanted to be different, and she was paying the price.

When Mea clocked out from work, the only things on her mind were a hot shower and her CNN news. She was exhausted from jumping in and out of the van in the scorching heat. 

She pulled up in her garage, saying, “Thank God I’m home.” She jumped out of her car and walked toward the elevator. The doors were opened, so she ran to catch it. A white woman was standing inside.

“Hold the elevator,” she yelled.

The woman did not attempt to hold the door for Mea, “You white bitch!” she knew they heard her, “Ohhhhhh, I hate you, people!”

Luckily, she did not have to wait long before another elevator came; she stepped onto the elevator, turned around, and saw a white woman hurrying to the elevator. The woman spotted Mea and slowed her pace so she could miss the elevator. 

“I didn’t want you to get on here anyway,” yelled Mea.

The elevator stopped at her floor, “I just need a glass of wine, and take off these got damn heels,” As soon as she entered her apartment, she dropped everything, kicked off her shoes, and poured herself a glass of wine. She closed her eyes as the wine delighted her taste buds and glided down her throat. “Oh, my aching feet,” Mea looked over at her shoes, “I have to trade you in for some old lady aerosols,” she poured herself another glass of wine, carried the bottle of wine with her into the bathroom, and took a sip as she walked into the bathroom to run a hot bath.

She thought about the anchor position and Mr. Holmes; she was finding it hard to relax in her bubble bath Jacuzzi. “I’m more than qualified for that position, and I’m going to get it without kissing Jodi’s ass.”

After twenty minutes of soaking in the tub and drinking her third glass of wine, Mea started to relax.

Mea heard her cell phone bing; she grabbed her phone.

“Hello, Ms. Davis. If you’re not busy this coming Friday, I would love to take you to dinner.”

“I know he is not asking me on a date through a damn text.” Mea decided not to answer the text.

After a few minutes passed, Mr. Holmes decided to call Mea.

Mea looked at her phone and ignored the call and Mr. Holmes for good. The text asking her on a date was a deal-breaker and she was not about to waste her time.

Mea’s phone rang right back; this time, it was her mother.

“Hi, Momma.”

“I saw you on the news today; you did a great job as usual.”

Mea sighed, “Thanks, but I was only covering the first day of school; there was nothing exciting about it.” 

“I know, but you still did a wonderful job, and you know you have to crawl before you walk.”

Her mother just hit a major nerve with that comment. “I hate it when you say that! I hate it when anybody says it.”

Mrs. Reva ignored her daughter’s behavior.

“I’m sick of hearing that. I’m not crawling for anything or to anyone.”

“Mea, you know I don’t mean that literally.”

Mea stood up off the couch and walked over to her bar for the fourth glass of wine, “I’m sick of people saying that. I mean, I have my degrees and the experience; therefore, I’m not playing games with these white folks.”

Mrs. Reva shook her head, “Oh goodness,” she said to herself. “Who said anything about white folks besides that’s not a Godly spirit? You need to humble yourself.”

“Momma please, not that again. Why do I have to crawl before I walk? White people don’t have to crawl before they walk, they walk and then run. They run straight over Black and brown folks.  They get positions and jobs that they are not qualified for just because they’re white. That may work for some Black people, but this Sista right here isn’t having it.”

“Calm yourself down.”

Mea sipped her wine, “Ma, I’m going to bed; I’m tired. I’ll call you in the morning.”

“Wait, I didn’t mean to upset you, and I’m not saying you shouldn’t fight for what you want. I’m saying don’t let them see you coming; that’s all. I should have named you Angela Davis instead of Mea Davis because you are always fighting against something.”

Mea lowers her voice, “I just want to be treated fairly.”

“That’s not going to happen all the time in an unfair society.”

“We have to fight for what we want because if we don’t, we’re only going to get what they want us to have, Ma.”

“Mea, all whites are not the same.”

“You’re right; some are pale, red, and orange like your President,” Mea laughs hard.

“You're smart; you know exactly what I mean.” Ms. Reva didn’t find Mea's comment funny.

Mea continued laughing, “Yes, I do, and you show me one of them that is different, and I might change my way of thinking. Daddy told us, “You can work with them, you can live next door to them, but you can’t ever trust them.”

“Yes; indeed, God bless your father,” Ms. Reva reflected on her late husband and smiled, “He didn’t trust the white man for nothing; he said trusting them is like putting your soul in the devil's hand.”

“Daddy was right,” momma.

Ms. Reva stopped daydreaming about her husband. “You got me off track; I called to tell you that you did a great job and that I am very proud of you. I’m having a little get-together over here to celebrate you on Saturday.”

“I don’t need all that; it’s just a job.” 

“My baby is on TV doing something positive and I am going to celebrate.”

“Who’s coming?”

“It’s family and why should that even matter?”

“I just asked; stop being so sensitive.”

“I guess I’m getting like that in my old age,” says Mrs. Reva.

“Did you work today?”

“No, I didn’t; the lady I work for didn’t need me today because her children are in town, so they gave me the day off.”

“Momma, when are you going to quit that job? Aren’t you tired of taking care of those Jews?”

“Mea, I happen to enjoy my job, and the people that I work for happen to enjoy my company.”

“White people always enjoy a nigga taking care of them and being there for them. We take care of their babies and clean their homes, and when they get old, they want more from us. They act like they can’t live or die without us but treat us like shit.” Before Mea knew it, it slipped out.

“Okay, now watch your mouth.”

“Sorry, Momma;”

“Mea, the first shall be last, and the last shall be first.”

“Well, I hope that’s not true because Black and brown people were created first.  Jesus was black according to the word, but because the white
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