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THE GUILTY GENERATIONS evolved from a short story to a novella until finally, a novel. 

Shout out to reader Fianna Peppers for assisting me with background information about Tulsa, Oklahoma. 

I can’t thank my cousin, Darlene Simmons, enough for her unwavering support for my writing and her late night sacrifices to read each novel. She is definitely my #1 cheerleader.
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THIS STORY IS DEDICATED to LW. I can’t wait to see what God has in store for you. It’s going to be BIG! Jesus doesn’t do anything small.
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WELCOME TO THE JAMIESON family night where there is always a lesson to be learned. Tonight is no exception. Before I extend an invitation to join them, let me reintroduce the guilty parties in case you may have forgotten some or any of them. This is the genealogy of Parke, Malcolm, and Cameron; as well as Kevin “Kidd” and Aaron “Ace” Jamieson.
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King Seif and Princess Adaeze...Côte d'Ivoire, Africa


[image: image]


Paki Kokumuo Jaja (Kidnapped from his homeland, brought to the Americas and sold in front of Sinner’s Hotel, then enslaved to Jethro, only to marry his only daughter. Elaine Jethro

Paki and Elaine 
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Parker, Assi, Bakary, Emannuella, and Orma  
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Parker 1795 m. Elaine Jethro (Slaveholder’s only daughter)

Parker Jr., 1815

Parker III, 1833

Parker IV, 1850

Parker V, 1870

Parke, 1888

Parke Jr., 1910

Parke III, 1930

Parke IV, 1948

Parke V, 1964

Parke VI, 1980
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Parke VII—Parke m. Cheney; Malcolm m. Hali; Cameron m. Gabrielle

Parke VIII, stillborn

Parke (Pace) VIII, removed from adoption

Paden—Parke and Cheney’s first living son

Chance—Parke and Cheney’s last son

Kami—first adopted child and daughter

Orma m. Sashe 

Kingdom, Harrison, and Candy, Paradise. Others died

Kingdom

Begot King

King 

King II, begot

Kingston III m. Hulda Robertson
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Samuel m. Eillian Ivy (Hartford, Connecticut)

First born, Saul, who had twins Jayson and Mayson, Zaki, Benjamin, Giselle Denise Rayford, and Lacey Jamieson 

Candy

Samuel and Sandra Nicholson (never married)

Kevin “Kidd” 

Aaron “Ace”

Samuel m. Zenita Pope (Tulsa)

Suzette

Queen

[image: image]

GUILTY OF LOVE birthed the Jamieson Legacy, originally known as the Guilty series, introducing Cheney Reynolds and her unapologetic colorful sidekick from childhood Imani Rogers who proves her friendship faithfulness when she runs into Cheney’s ex-boyfriend, ex-heart-breaker, mind devastator Larry and leaves Larry with an unpleasant calling card. Imani, a flight attendant, gave up the friendly skies for a new career as a tow truck driver, and she has no problem taking repo woman to the next level or driveway in Still Guilty.

Estranged from her family for committing an inexcusable act, Cheney is willing to accept loneliness as her fate in life. It was not to be when she moved in historic Ferguson, Missouri. God sent a village by the way of her two pesky neighbors. The arrogant and shamefully handsome Parke K. Jamieson VI is annoying and doesn’t blink from her sharp tongue. On the other side of her property line is the sometimes hilarious, but always gun-toting, Stacey Adams shoes–wearing Mrs. Beatrice Tilley Beacon aka Grandma BB who makes Cheney question her own sanity.

A childless widow, Grandma BB is larger than life in every book in the Jamieson Legacy series. As a self-appointed neighborhood watch captain, equipped with a fingerprint kit and Chippendale bodyguards, it’s best to stay on her good side. God leads the trio on detour to His salvation, and things start happening when they surrender—all except Grandma BB who kicks and screams that she ain’t ready for Jesus. Parke and Cheney not only find happiness with each other, but with Parke’s long-lost son, Parke VIII aka Pace who was almost five years old when they won custody of him from another family. Although they adopted Kami, Cheney’s foster daughter first when she was four, she and Pace are at constant odds that he is older. Parke and Cheney have two biological sons together, Paden who came along five years into their marriage, then Chance. Despite how relationships start off in the series, happy endings are guaranteed for the Jamiesons. 

Cheney’s twin brother, Dr. Rainey Reynolds, succumbs to love with Ghanaian beauty Josephine Abena Yaa Amoah in The Acquittal.

Parke’s second brother, Malcolm, has the frame of a bodybuilder, chiseled features, and the temperament of a bulldog when it comes to what he wants: the former Hallison Dinkins. “Hali” was the good church girl who craved a bad girl’s lifestyle and mindset. They start their love affair in Guilty of Love. In Book 2, Not Guilty of Love, it becomes explosive. Hali and Malcolm were on their way to the wedding altar—until God diverted Hali to the prayer altar. Malcolm won’t take no for answer until he realizes what he’s up against. They have two sons and one daughter, Malcolm Jr. (MJ), Major, and Mallison.  

Parke’s youngest brother, Cameron Jamieson, is the brains of the family and is akin to an ATF bomb-sniffing canine when it comes to tracking and locating descendants on the Jamieson family tree. Cameron meets his match in love with strong-willed Gabrielle Dupree who has show-stopping looks. She’s fierce when it comes to book sense and godly wisdom. Read their love story in Free from Guilt. She gets her thirst for knowledge, worldly and spiritually, honestly from her brother, Evangelist Philip Dupree, who God sends to rescue Kami in The Guilty Generation.  Cameron and Gabrielle are the proud parents of two-year-old twins, Gabriel and Camille.

Possessing two degrees, Cameron is exceptional in wit, charm and looks. While attending MIT in Boston, he meets two distant cousins: Kevin “Kidd” Jamieson who doesn’t want to be found and his younger brother Aaron “Ace” Jamieson who embraces family. Then there is their mother, Sandra Nicholson, who never married their father, Samuel Jamieson. 

Kidd’s road to love and redemption kicks off in Guilty by Association. By default, he’s guilty of being a Jamieson. He and his younger brother are considered the “Bad Boys of Boston” as the illegitimate seed of Samuel Jamieson. Both are raw around the edges in different ways. Kidd is angry, and his emotions are unfiltered. Eva Savoy is unfazed by Kidd’s roar, and they bump heads. Behind every good man is a great woman who doesn’t pull any punches. Only by surrendering to God will he win Eva’s heart. While enjoying marital bliss, they added a sweet baby girl Kennedy to the family tree, followed by Kevin Jamieson Jr. 

Ace has inherited the Jamieson charm and knows it. Women have been trying to tie him down since he had a mustache, but his heart was untouchable—until Talise Rogers strutted in his life for a season, then reluctantly walked out pregnant and feeling betrayed, yet redeemed when God rescues her. She delivers Lauren. The Guilt Trip is their reconciliation story.

Falling in love with a Jamieson brought heartache to Kidd and Ace’s mother, Sandra Nicholson. In The Confession, Raimond Mayfield proves it’s never too late to fall in love. Together, they learn God can fix anything that’s broken, including wounded hearts.
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Chapter One
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WHERE IS KAMI? Parke K. Jamieson VI wondered for the countless time. His seventeen-year-old daughter was on her first date. Why did little girls have to grow up? Why did they like boys? Why was Kami testing him? He should have installed the tracking app on Kami’s phone—a recent birthday gift—like he’d wanted. But oh no, his wife, Cheney, said he was overreacting and to trust Kami. Parke did, but he was suspicious of any boy or man, whose last name wasn’t Jamieson, within ten feet of his daughter. It was their overactive male hormones he wanted to place on ice. He checked the time on his watch again. Now, thirty-two minutes late was proof he wasn’t overreacting. He was just a concerned, overprotective, and loving father.

If he even motioned he was tapping his phone to call or text Kami, Cheney gave him the eye that he’d better not. Wives could be scary, and if a man loved his wife, he’d better let her have the upper hand every now and then.

Flexing his muscles, Parke folded his arms and trained his eyes on the entrance of the banquet room. Despite the ruckus of little people’s screams of delight around him, Parke kept his position. His cousins and their families chatted and released hearty laughter as his irritation swelled, ready to explode. 

This was not the mood he wanted to possess for a get-together to celebrate family, recite oral history that everyone should have memorized by the age of five, and to play Afrocentric and Black American history games.

As the Jamieson’s clan expanded, their homes could no longer accommodate the many generations under one roof. That explained why sixty-three Jamiesons locally and across the country were at the Hyatt Hotel in St. Louis on a Friday night to kick off the long Memorial Day weekend. The banquet room could easily hold a hundred-plus guests.

The casual weekly family gathering he had enjoyed as a boy defaulted to monthly to accommodate each family’s lifestyle. For a while, the gatherings even became a hit-or-miss affair. That’s when his father, Parke V—called Papa P by his adorning grandchildren—put his foot down. Enough was enough. He issued a written decree that the entire family would come together for an evening of bonding among the generations every spring, summer, fall, and winter. There would be no excusable exceptions unless there was death or illness. His father even went so far as having the head of every household sign it, because family meant everything. 

The Jamieson wives loved the idea of letting someone else do the cooking and cleaning while everyone had a good time. The elegant white linen tablecloths and bright overhead chandeliers mocked the occasion of its guests. The night was about fun, games, and food. The Jamieson women opted for designer jeans and high heels. How did his wife and the others glide across the floor with such precision? he wondered. In contrast, the teenagers and smaller children were outfitted for comfort and play time. There were so many little ones. 

Parke wouldn’t be surprised if the Jamiesons surpassed a couple hundred in attendance within the next few years with the diligent efforts of his youngest brother, Dr. Cameron Jamieson, leading the family tree search, uncovering one descendant at a time. As Parke’s mind wandered, his eyes didn’t—they were locked on the entrance. Schedules were shuffled and appointments pushed back. Everyone with Jamieson in their DNA was expected to show up and on time, so Kami was flirting with an uproar from her grandfather...and him. He huffed.

His wife blocked his view. “At ease, Mr. Jamieson. She’ll be here soon.”

He relaxed. Cheney was a distraction without trying. Her features always mesmerized him. Even after fourteen years of marriage, she was stunning and had less gray strands than him. After tonight, he was sure more would have sprouted by morning.

“I’m cool.” He slipped his hands in his pockets.

“Liar.” Her eyes twinkled, a sign that she was in tune to him. She brushed her soft lips against his and turned to leave when he grabbed her hand and returned a kiss of his own. She knew how to kiss him and make everything better, easing the stress that had been there moments earlier. A house could be on fire and he wouldn’t know it.

When he fell in love with her, Parke meant with everything within him until death only they would part. “Later, you and me, our bedroom, by the candlelight.”

She lifted a brow and sashayed away.

How could Cheney be so calm? Kami was their only daughter, so shouldn’t she be a mama bear or something? He held his breath until Cheney had disappeared from his sight, then he exhaled, and his mind returned to the problem at hand.

Once again, he chided himself for not being home to inspect Kami’s date. He had prepped for a counter interrogation since having a conversation with her about behavior that offended God and her body. Plus, he emphasized the consequences of sin—sexually transmitted diseases, including HIV, teen pregnancies, and other adult topics he hadn’t been prepared to have.

It had been his misfortune that an important client’s delayed flight caused their meeting to start late. Anybody else, Parke would have rescheduled without blinking. He believed in putting family first, but Mr. Rogers’ portfolio was worth millions, and managing it was Parke’s bread and butter for his family. 

Like any good father, Parke had practiced his game face and memorized a list of questions to intimidate the young man. Last night, he couldn’t sleep well because he was armed and ready to attack. He could thank the airlines for thwarting his plans.

In his office, he had paced the floor, thinking of a Plan B. He’d phoned his wife. Surely she had demanded Kami reschedule her date, especially since Cheney was still at the salon. A hair appointment on the same day with the other Jamieson wives became a girl’s entire day out. Did they synchronize their shampoos and styles at the same time to create an impromptu spa-style outing or something? 

“Sweetie, Kami isn’t going to a slumber party, and I wouldn’t consider going to a matinee, sinister. The movie is an hour and thirty-three minutes. I checked. They may beat us to family night. Your mini-me is at home. Pace can meet the young man and get a feel for him. Chill,” Cheney had said and disconnected the call while giggling with the other ladies in the background.

Not liking that option, Parke had called Kami himself. 

“Hi, Daddy,” she answered cheerfully.

“Hey, my favorite daughter.” He smiled himself.

“Dad, I’m your only daughter.” She paused. “I’m trying to get ready for my date. What time will you be home?”

Get ready? Parke frowned. She had more than enough time. “That’s why I’m calling. My client is running late, and I’m barely going to make it home in time for our family meeting, and you know your grandfather doesn’t like us to be late,” he had reminded her. “Your mom is at Talise’s salon with your aunts.” He took a deep breath, preparing to break her heart. He counted: one, two, three... “I think you should reschedule your date until your mom and I can meet him face-to-face.”

The shriek that followed punctured his eardrum.

“Daddy, that’s not fair. You said I can go. You talked to him over the phone...” She recited a checklist of the pre-screening questions he had asked. “We’re only going to see a movie before coming to the family meeting—game night—get-together.” Families had different terms for their gathering. They all meant the same—family better be there—on time.

Talks over the phone were deceiving. Kami’s so-called date, Terrence, knew the right words and tone to use.

Her rebuttal was convincing. The t’s had been crossed and the i’s dotted, still... Kami was a good daughter and the oldest girl among her younger cousins. Everyone looked to her for babysitting services because she was mature and responsible, he tried to reason within himself.

“Pace is here and so are my other two knucklehead brothers. They can meet him...”

His firstborn was so much like him, even-tempered until tested. Between Kami’s tears and pleas, Parke gave in and reluctantly passed the baton to Parke K. Jamieson VIII aka Pace to vet the guy when he arrived. Paden, barely a teenager, liked to mimic his older brother, and so did the youngest, ten-year-old Chance.  

Like many of the Jamieson men, Pace inherited the height and threatened Parke’s six-foot-plus stature. His eldest son was all muscle. Kudos to excelling on the high school’s wrestling team. Despite all his musings about the situation, Kami had the last word when his client knocked on his office door.

That had been hours earlier. Now, Parke scanned the room and spied his two younger sons making another trip to the buffet table. He shook his head, amused. All three of his sons, and sometimes Kami ate meals with gusto as if they were in a third-world country. 

Parke wasn’t complaining. God had been good to him. This family was why he worked hard to make sure his wife and four children didn’t go without. Sighing, he checked the time again. Ten more minutes had passed during his distraction. He didn’t care if Kami Jamieson was seventeen with the mindset she was as grown as any twenty-seven-year-old. He would go on a hunt for his daughter. Kami knew how to elevate his blood pressure.

Train up a child in the way she should go: and when she is old, she will not depart from it, God whispered from Proverbs 22:6.

He paused, then nodded before taking a deep breath. Right. He and Cheney had instilled godly principles in their four children, but as the only girl, Kami was special. He caught himself smiling. Ever since he and Cheney had adopted their only daughter when she was almost five, Parke had surrendered his heart to the little girl who shared so many of his features. Without DNA results no one would know better. Kami was truly a daughter after Parke’s own heart. It was love at first sight when he met Cheney’s foster child.

Suddenly, the source of his stress appeared in the doorway, and he didn’t like what he saw. In his opinion, the dude by Kami’s side wasn’t close to being acceptable “boyfriend” material. The Instagram photo his daughter had shown him couldn’t be the same person.

Left up to him, Parke would have handpicked someone from their church, but his daughter said they weren’t cute. Since beauty was in the eye of the beholder, what did she see in this guy? Pace had said Kami’s boyfriend didn’t pass. Parke brushed it off as his son taking his big brother role too seriously to irritate his sister. Clearly not. Now, Parke had to admit his son was a good judge of character.

Taking long strides, he made his way to the doorway. “Kami,” he said frowning. Since when did she smear dark makeup around her eyes and wear black lipstick? Oh naw. “You’re late, and why is there a Band-Aid on your wrist?” He eyed the young man with a glare. “If you hurt my daughter in any way...”

Immediately, Kami covered her bandage with her other hand, looked away sheepish, then met his eyes and stuttered, “Tango and I got matching tattoos. It’s small, Daddy,” she added quickly.

What? The response was caught in Parke’s throat as he zeroed in on Tango, whose name last night was Terrence. Tattoos covered his arms. How was there space for another one? Facing his daughter again, Parke released his roar. “You what? Have you lost your mind...and dignity? You know the rules, no body piercing or body paint...”

A personality surfaced Parke had never seen in his daughter. “You’re not my daddy,” she shouted at him, but was smart enough to step back after doing so.

That one sentence brought the room to a standstill. A few uh-ohs mingled with gasps.

Did someone discharge a weapon, because Parke felt the puncture wound to his chest? He staggered back. When he didn’t pass out, he stepped forward, inches from Kami’s face. Was that alcohol he smelled on her breath? Oh naw again. He shook his head. 

“Listen to me, little girl, I don’t know who you think I am, but if you ever say that to me again, you will need another place to stay. I will not tolerate your disrespect—ever.” 

He kept his voice steady as he issued his verbal assault. How could his loving little girl turn against him like that? Parke’s nostrils flared as he turned his attention to the culprit, then back at Kami.

“Jamieson may not run through your veins, but it’s in your heart... Don’t make me regret giving you my name.” Parke was about to dig deeper into his arsenal of all the times he had given her his undivided attention, read her bedtime stories, kissed her tears away when her brothers teased her, showed up at every one of her cheerleading events, attended father-daughter banquets, purchased braces... The list was endless. “You must have forgotten who you’re talking to...”

A touch on his arm gave him enough pause for Kami to run from the room in tears. Tango was about to retreat, but Parke stopped him. “You and I need to talk.”

“Parke, babe—” his wife’s soft voice calmed him— “I’ll go see about her,” she said as the other Jamieson women stood and trailed the hysterical teenager out of the room.

Terrence aka Tango straightened his shoulders. “Naw, I ain’t got nothin’ to say. You heard her yourself. You ain’t her daddy,” he smarted off, tempting Parke to step out of his safety of God’s salvation and commit bodily harm, but the thought of missing the rapture and not hearing Jesus say, “Well done” caused him to take a deep breath.

But if he heard one more person say he wasn’t Kami’s daddy, Parke might snap. In his peripheral vision, he saw two of his three sons coming to his aid. He expected nothing less from his boys. His wife made him the proud papa, even if only two came from her womb. 

Tango grunted as he glanced at Parke’s backup. The young man would soon find out the joke would be on him. The Jamiesons were conditioned to diffuse volatile situations. They were too intelligent and god-fearing to engage in violence, but at the moment, Parke was praying hard not to make this an exception.

“I ain’t scared of them,” Tango boasted, and that’s when Parke heard chairs shift. Without looking over his shoulder, he could sense his brothers and adult cousins approach. Kami had stolen everyone’s heart in the family. She only had to whisper for help, and they would respond faster than any of Marvel Comics’ superheroes.

Although Tango seemed uneasy, he didn’t back down. “I’m strapped.”

“Do I look afraid or even concerned? You put my daughter in harm’s way carrying a concealed weapon and providing alcohol to a minor.” 

Yeah, Tango needed to find another dance partner because Kami wasn’t the one. 

With loving kindness have I drawn thee. You can’t be a fisherman of souls for Me if you let the devil bait you instead of using My Word as bait, God chastened him.

The thought of disappointing God sobered Parke again. “You are so over your head and you don’t know it. Our weapons aren’t carnal as your gun”—he doubted the boy had a license to carry the firearm—“but mighty through God to the pulling down of strongholds, casting down imaginations, and every high thing that exalts itself against the knowledge of God, and bringing into captivity every thought to the obedience of Christ. If you have a Bible, Second Corinthians 10:4-5 are your references.”

“But if you want to tango, I got this,” Kidd voiced behind Parke’s back. Three years younger, Kidd was rough around the edges before God saved him, and at times, he was still rough.

“God’s got this. He doesn’t need our assistance.” Parke folded his arms and mumbled, “Yet,” then eyed the young man up and down as Mrs. Beatrice Tilly Beacon, known as Grandma BB, made her presence known. Two over buffed, warrior-looking bodyguards, Chip and Dale, formerly with the Chippendales out of Vegas, escorted her. 

They were for show only because the eighty-something-year-old woman was fit and still possessed the ability to instill fear in folks. Parke had seen firsthand the unofficial family matriarch cane-whip a would-be assailant and send him to the hospital. Security had to physically remove her from the ER to keep her from finishing the job.  

“At ease, men,” Grandma BB ordered her sidekicks.

Tango backed up as uncertainty draped his face. Parke reluctantly stepped aside so Grandma BB could be eye-to-eye with the young man.

“Kami’s father is being soft.” She twisted her lips as if she was rolling chewing tobacco in her mouth. She cracked her arthritic knuckles.

Excuse me? Parke was ready to challenge her, but knew better than to ignite the old woman’s temper.

“Grandma BB here, and I’m strapped. Show me your fire power—” she sweetly said—“and I’ll show you mine.”

“No,” several Jamiesons shouted as Tango’s eyes widened.

Hpmh. Grandma BB squinted at the young man. “Trust me, you don’t want to know my rap sheet. I’m a step ahead of you, Terrence Jackson Kelly aka Tango—this week.” She rolled her neck. “I know where you live, the name of your ma and pa, reviewed your juvy records, and have had you tailed for the past twenty-fours. I know your weaknesses and strengths.”

Parke’s eyes bucked. She had withheld information? They definitely would talk later.

“I have no qualms about decorating a jail cell. I’m daring you—no, begging you—to give me half of a reason to inscribe a permanent tattoo upside your head for...”

“Y’all are crazy.” Tango pointed to Grandma BB’s feet. “She’s even wearing men’s shoes. You’re probably a man who had a sex change. 

“I can show my baby pictures, but you talked about my shoes and for that...” Grandma BB stepped forward. “Those are fighting words. They are top-of-the-line Stacy Adams. You got a problem with that? Yeah, it’s a size thirteen. Don’t believe me?” She growled and chest bumped the young man.

“Okay, enough,” Parke said, pulling her back when he wanted to witness a beat down. 

“Y’all trippin’. I’m out of here,” Tango said.

“Need an escort?” Grandma BB didn’t wait for an answer as she shoved him toward the exit.
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Chapter Two
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CHENEY HAD ALREADY lost one daughter through a botched abortion. She was not about to lose another one to a “boy” who was interested in stealing Kami’s heart and dumping her after the theft. Cheney had been in college when doctors told her she would never be able to have children. When she returned home from North Carolina, suffering from deep depression, Cheney had become a foster mother to right a wrong. 

Something within her told her she had terminated the life of a little girl. Her spirit seemed to taunt Cheney for years after the abortion in visions of a daughter in different stages of life. To say she was thrilled to have another chance to be a mother—a good one—was a major understatement. 

Lord, help me not to lose another. She swallowed. “You’re not my daddy!” was every adopted parents’ fear to be uttered from their children. 

If Kami didn’t consider Parke her father, then where did that leave Cheney? She would break down later. Now, she had to step into mommy mode and comfort Kami as long as she would claim them. Huddled in a nook outside the banquet room with the other Jamieson wives, the teenager bawled as if she was seven-years-old again, not seventeen, which she was quick to remind the household ever since her birthday last month. 

Kami’s frame shook in agony. “Mom, Daddy yelled at me.” 

Daddy? The endearment sounded so good to Cheney’s ears that she had to withhold her amusement as she exchanged eye contact with the other ladies. If her daughter wasn’t so heartbroken, Cheney would have reminded her of her own outburst. 

The last two years, she’d stopped calling Parke Daddy, preferring Dad instead. That’s what babies call their fathers, Kami had said. Hmmm. Now who was the baby?

Hugging Kami, Cheney closed her eyes and prayed, Lord, help us all to survive these growing pains. Her daughter wailed as if a dentist was extracting a wisdom tooth—or maybe it was the sting from the tattoo.  Her sisters-in-law gave Cheney sympathetic looks. Eva and Talise’s daughters were light-years away from being teenagers. The “terrible twos” were easy compared to the coming-of-age phase.

Cheney continued praying until Kami’s sobs subsided to hiccups, then she said softly, “As the only girl in the family, Parke considers you his daddy’s girl.”

“I am!” Kami sprang up and glanced around as if she was looking for a challenger to defend her title. Tears had ruined the heavy-handed makeup. Kami’s natural beauty was camouflaged instead of enhanced. Besides the application, the colors didn’t blend well.

“That was cruel to say such a thing to your father,” Cheney continued. That truth triggered another crying binge.  Despite the outer appearance hinting of a budding woman, Kami was all baby at heart.

Kami grew up too fast. Initially, she was Cheney’s first foster child. She had been shy and scared, but once she saw Parke, it was love at first sight for both of them. Kami had been so possessive of him that she didn’t want anyone to have his attention, even Cheney.

Once she’d married Parke and he’d legally adopted Kami, father and daughter were inseparable. At times, Cheney was jealous of the bond the two shared. 

The former Kami Fields was born to a young White teenage mother and Black father who sold drugs. Cheney wasn’t sure whose biological side she favored, but Kami and Parke had similar features; both were fair-skinned with intoxicating brown eyes and long lashes—too long, according to her husband. Jet-black silky hair capped their looks. Yeah, Kami was a female mini-Parke who could pass off her ethnicity as African American, Latina, Egyptian, Nigerian, or any other group of people of color from around the globe.

Queen Jamieson, a name that befitted the dark beauty of the family, leaned forward and patted Kami’s hand. She was the half-sister of Parke’s cousins, Kidd and Ace. The youngest Jamieson woman was fierce like her name symbolized. No man could tame her tongue or capture her attention—even God seemed to take a backseat when it came to her heart and soul. Queen was in her late thirties, so she still had time to be swept off her feet.

“Sweetie, what’s really going on?” Queen asked softly. “Your dad was worried about you, and his questioning didn’t seem out of line.”  The concern on her face was unmasked.

Hidden under Queen’s layers of strength and independence, she exposed her tender side only to family who meant everything to her, especially after her older sister, Suzette had succumbed to Lupus. Locating her father’s “other” family had been a godsend. If there was any rumor of a special occasion for the Jamiesons to get together, Queen would hop on a plane from Tulsa, Oklahoma, and be there. 

“He treated me like a baby.” Kami faced the woman whom she adored as an aunt instead of an older cousin. That was of course, if Kami claimed the Jamieson name as if it was her birthright. “Mom and Dad said I couldn’t date until the end of my junior year,” Kami said as if Cheney weren’t there. 

Despite the accusatory tone, Cheney’s heart stirred every time one of her four children called her “Mommy” or “Mom.”  

“Other girls had boyfriends their freshman year. I don’t see why I had to wait,” Kami complained.

“Boyfriend?” Cheney blinked. “No dating included ‘no boyfriends’ either, young lady.” Before she could continue with a life lesson for her daughter on semantics, her cousin took the floor.

“How many of those girls were pregnant by their junior year?” Talise asked. Although she was twenty-nine when she became pregnant, the fact remained Talise was a single, unwed mother until she agreed to marry her child’s father, Aaron “Ace” Jamieson, Parke’s cousin. Now, they enjoyed a healthy godly marriage with two adorable children.

Kami bowed her head and fumbled with her hands. “A few.” She paused. “Maybe five or six,” she mumbled.

“That many? You never mentioned it. They had no idea what they were signing up for the rest of their lives. As a college freshman, I did know better and still made bad and ungodly choices.” Cheney sucked in her breath. She had hoped her confessions would serve as a detriment to Kami making bad choices. The consequences of sin had Cheney in a mental dark place until God sent Parke into her life to rescue her. Not long after they began dating, they both repented for the wrong they had done in their separate lives; then one Sunday morning, they surrendered to the Lord and were baptized in Jesus’ name.

Cheney prayed daily her daughter would hold on to her desire to walk with God and resist temptations from a dying world. “Those girls have no idea how much a baby will affect future endeavors.”

“My best friend, Annisa, said Tango told her that he liked me, but I acted like I was too good for him.”

A few of the Jamieson wives murmured what Cheney wanted to say. You are.

“He was so popular. I didn’t know he noticed me. Annisa said I should act and dress sexy to get his attention, but he acted as if he wasn’t interested. Then finally, one day, he came and sat at my table during lunch.” Cheney listened without interrupting, wondering why her daughter had never shared this story with her before.

“Then some girls at school started teasing me that I wasn’t woman enough for Tango. Every day, they flirted with my boyfriend in front of my face!”

“And what did this Tango boy do about it?” Queen asked.

Boyfriend? Cheney flinched. She was still processing that her daughter considered Tango boyfriend material.

“He told me to just ignore them, that he didn’t even like them that way.” Kami paused and her shoulders slumped. “One girl said she wanted to have his baby and that I’m ugly.” Kami cringed. “But Tango said he wasn’t going to force me to have sex with him.”

“Not yet,” Hallison added. Nicknamed Hali, she was married to Parke’s brother Malcolm. “He would seduce you with his smiles, false promises of love, and charm. I grew up in church all my life—like you.” Hali nodded. “Feeling deprived of what life had to offer, I was waiting for the right man to come along as a reason to rebel against God as a bad girl.” She paused. “Trust me, there is nothing fun about fornication. There are consequences for disobeying God.”

All the ladies in the group raised their hands in the affirmative, except Queen. When it came to past relationships, she limited her comments to, “He wasn’t the one.”

The last woman to join the
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