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God! YOU DID THAT THANG!!! I am so grateful to you for everything you do. Our talks mean the world to me. I owe you me and I strive daily to make you happy. 

Gal! Thank you. We’ve come a long way, but the journey has been just as satisfying as the destination. I’m learning to peel the onion and I will continue to learn how to take care of Shalonda. Thank you for understanding and teaching me how to be patient with myself. 

Daryl, you’re still here! The heart attack was rough. You pulled through better than anyone expected and I’m glad you did. I enjoy our movie dates and conversations. I’m so glad you’re living and loving it.

My support system; Koree, Michael, Aunt Linnie, Uncle Don, the whole gang (you know who you are). I don’t even know where to start. Thank you, all of you. 

To Second Street Bean and Half Shell Oyster House (Hattiesburg location), thank you. You were a mini vacation when I needed to rest my mind and fill my belly. I used you as a reset for my creative juices and it worked every single time. Your atmospheres are amazing. 

To friends and enemies. Thank you for everything! I am the best version of me because of you. 

To you, the reader. I wrote this book because I needed a friend. I needed someone to lean on during a very difficult time.  I hope this book brings you the laughter and enjoyment it brought me. This story gave me hope. I pray it gives you the same. 

Read. Grow. Love.

Sugar

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 

[image: image]


1

Dahlia Daceion Emerley

“I just don’t think it’s a good idea. You know I love you and all Dee. I just don’t want to become a hot topic. I mean, what will the people at church say? You know that’s the most influential people in this town. They work at banks, hospitals and police stations. They can make us all outcasts. We grew up with these people Dee. I want you to be happy, but not at such an expense. I mean...people talk. People gone be talking about us and not just you. They gone think we are all funny just ‘cause we hang with you. Why you gotta bring the chick to church? Why can’t we have a gathering and invite certain people over for your coming out event?” 

This girl gets on my very last nerves; especially when she takes a subject about anybody else and turns it into her own one woman play. Liberty Patrice Talbert is not just one of my best friends, she is like my sister. We hardly ever agree on anything but food and our love for each other. 

“Oh so that’s how we rolling now? You being seen as ‘funny’ is your biggest concern Liberty? Hmm? Ms. My-boyfriend’s-wife-just-keyed-my-car! And by the way, I was there for that and all the other sinful things you seemed to get yourself into. Don’t sit here and act like you and Jesus graduated from high school together. Of all the times I’ve been there for you, why is it so hard for you to be here for me? Damn it Lib! It’s one church service. ONE! This is Columbia Mississippi. You know damn well that if you bring your significant other to church you’re making a statement. So only straight people get to make that statement? And believe you me, everybody in that church knows you are straight. Trust me, they latch on to their husbands when you ‘Enter His gates with thanksgiving’, okay?” 

Well, she didn’t like that. That shut her right up. I don’t like hurting the girl’s feelings, but I swear she knows how to rub me the wrong way. Looking at her face drop to the top of her stomach gave me very little satisfaction. Now I hate that I’ve said it. Lib’s getting to the point where I’m not comfortable being me around her and we’ve been friends way too long for that. But we gone have to schedule that convo for a later date and a more private setting where she’ll feel comfortable enough to open up and tell it all. She tends to keep secrets from the rest of the group. For the life of me, I don’t know why. 

“Now Dahlia, you didn’t have to do the girl like that!” Chevy stopped for a good old country laugh. It calmed my anger down a bit. You can always count on Chevy for that. “Liberty. My sweet, dramatic, self-centered Liberty; Dee ain’t told you nothing but the truth. Stop acting like you right when everybody that has ever spent more than an hour with you knows that you ain’t. Neither am I. But we all have been there for you and all your wrong doing. We ain’t never judged you on any of it. I even fought a married woman because of one of your entanglements with her husband. Stop acting like you on the straight and narrow. ‘Cause both the seeing and the blind know you ain’t. Now I will say this. If you are comfortable enough in your own skin Dee, bring your girlfriend to church. Let ‘em talk. They talkin ‘bout cho funny ass anyway, I can guarantee it.  Your messy and hateful mama making sure of it. So I say give ‘em a good n hot topic. Show them lying biddies you happy and you ain’t ashamed.” 

Talking while she’s rolling her neck and snapping her fingers. That’s my girl Chevy. She’s a little tipsy. Lately she’s always a little tipsy. She’s been headed toward drunkard drive ever since she lost her husband around six months ago. We deal with it because we don’t know how to address it. What do you tell a woman you’ve known all your life about losing what we all knew to be the love of her life? Especially when we are all too inexperienced to know what “in love” is. A very few people know her real name. Shevelle Marie Davidson. However, she’s been Chevy since she was brought home from the hospital. They didn’t even call her government name at graduation. 

“Byrd, why are you so quiet? Everyone has said their peace except for you. Gone and let me hear it.” Kamdyn Korede’ Byrd is the sweetest, most thoughtful, easy going 21 year old you’ll ever meet. She’s the baby of the group. We all feel the need to “take care” of her. We all pitched in and bought her a car for graduation so she could travel back and forth to school. We also took her to the health department for her first Depo shot. She was going to be somebody, without babies. We all were going to help make sure of that. Thankfully she’s studying to be a lawyer. We need someone in the bunch with some knowledge to get me out of trouble. I always talk to her at the end of the day because she’s got such a soothing voice and such a calm spirit. Now don’t get me wrong, when she’s mad she’ll make you feel like she can set the whole world on fire, light a cigarette and watch it burn. She’s cool headed, til she’s not. She’s just the perfect person to put me in my place. 

“Dahlia, I agree with Chevy and Liberty. I feel like you know what you’re gonna get yourself into. It’s gonna get good, bad and ugly. No matter what, you’ve got my support and I’ll happily cuss out them old biddies on your behalf. But know, it’s going to be an epic mess.”

She was right. Maybe I didn’t put enough thought into my decision of stepping out in public. I mean, I ain’t never been shy about my sexuality. But I ain’t never just put my business out there either. And I really didn’t think about how it would affect the girls. When Byrd said she’d fight for me, it made me realize that I’m not in this alone. I don’t mean to be selfish. It’s just I didn’t want to think about what I do affecting other people. People don’t seem to think about me when they make decisions. 

“Alright. Y’all done put plenty on my brain for me to consider. I’ll think about it some more. I really don’t wanna cause any trouble for y’all.  And with that, I’m out. I gotta work tonight.” I said my goodbyes and ended our weekly video chat. We keep in touch. We text one another every day. But it’s not enough. We’re a family and we are used to seeing each other every day because we lived down the same drive. We’d got so used to seeing each other’s face that when we don’t, we feel like something just ain’t right. And for strange reasons unknown, I got that exact feeling right now.

Something is off with Liberty; I can see it in her eyes. I saw that “One flew over the Cuckoo’s Nest” look on her face. She’s one of those people who is needy; constantly in search of love whether it’s in the wrong places or the right ones. She and I have a connection that she shares with no one else. When her mother gave her away to her aunt, I was right there. When she came back two years later badly beaten, I was right there. And when she left once again without her daughter, I was right there. While her mother was dying with AIDS, I was right there. And when her father tried to forcefully take her away from her house because he wanted to claim her as his own personal slave, I was right there with a gun. Liberty is my sister and my responsibility. Because of my love and history with her, I’ll table my feelings for now ‘cause I have to make sure she’s really okay. 

“Baby? You got that look in your eyes. You okay?” Na’Treiel “Tracey” James entered my living room and my brain storm. This smooth talking, honey brown eyed, silky dark-skinned, yet rough edged chick of mine has developed the habit of reading me like a book. I tried to mask my concern for Liberty with a carefree, “Hey!” She answered with a kiss to the cheek. “Don’t play me. Whatever is on your mind, just know that I’m down.” This is why I wanna take her to church with me. I mean ain’t nobody been able to make me feel empowered like this. Not even my girls. I need to show her that I appreciate her and she means so much to me. “You don’t even know what I’m thinking about. How you just gone endorse it like that?” She gave me that look. You know what look I’m talking about. The one that says ‘girl please’. I just shook my head and giggled. I knew I was caught. I may as well go ahead, open my mouth and allow the thoughts to fly out. 

“Something is up with Liberty. I need to find out what it is and help fix it. The way her eyes were looking, it's just the beginning of the issue. I need to nip it in the bud before it’s too late. Unfortunately, I don’t have the time. I need to be at the hospital in 7 hours. That’s just enough time to eat, shower, and sleep. And I won’t be able to get off til Saturday morning.” I pause. That ain’t like me to pause in the middle of the thought flow. I need to spend some time alone and figure out what’s going on with me. I have been doing some changing in spite of myself. I am doing too much thinking around Tracie. I’m considering her feelings entirely too much. I don’t like that. 

“Which reminds me, I’m not ready for us to make an appearance as a couple at church. Is that alright?” I rubbed her arm and watched her face for some type of sign of disappointment. When she sighed as if she was relieved and smiled, I began to wonder if I was being selfish. Was I pushing for something that she didn’t even want? She spoke the words that forever changed me. “I just want you. I don’t care about what anybody else wants. I ain’t studdin’ what they think. As long as you are happy when you think about us, no one has to know and everybody can know. It’s just me and you sugar.” I hugged her and cried. We’ve only been together a few months. She’s shown me that I could rely on her to simply love me. Everybody relies on me to be there for them. To be the strong one, to be the wise one. Family, friends,and co-workers are all the same. "What can you do for me, Dahlia?” That’s the question everybody seems to ask, even if it is down the road in the relationship. Tracie hasn’t asked for the keys to my car, no money, hasn’t even asked for the key to my house. Just wanted my heart. That’s why I love her so much. 

So I’ll cancel the show-n-tell appearance at church. It was childish of me anyway, I guess. I pulled away from her and wiped my eyes. She held my face in her strong, soft hands and kissed me tenderly; completely. It wasn’t one of those passionate “do me” kisses. It was a kiss that speaks to the soul. When she let go of me I felt completely different. I was totally relaxed, sleepy even. I couldn’t seem to feel my feet on the ground, or the weight of my shoulders. And for the strangest reason I couldn’t stop staring at her lips. They were glossy, peach and inviting. It was like her lips had me mesmerized. “Tracie?” I didn’t recognize my own voice. I sounded drunk and far away. She still had her eyes closed soaking in the moment. “What did you do to me?” Her eyes fluttered open and she smiled. “What do you mean, my love?” I tried to look at her in a mischievous fashion. It didn’t work. She laughed, very softly, and said; “Don’t try it baby. I’ve got you under my skin. Deep in the heart of me.” 

She hummed the rest of the old song I loved so much. I smiled and laid back on the sofa bed I’ve come accustomed to sleeping on because I need a new mattress. She laid beside me watching me and stroking my arm as I dozed off to sleep. That was so perfect. The touch felt against my skin. The wind of her breath floating across me. It was like a spring day. I will never be able to understand the vibes I felt in that moment. Something in the back of my head told me that something ain’t quite right. I’ve been feeling that tugging, nagging, dread of an intuition for about a month now. But today, just like yesterday, I’ll happily ignore it again as I drift off to sleep.
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Liberty Patrice Talbert

She ain’t have to put me all the way out there! I know everybody else knew it but, still! I swear Dahlia loves throwing me under the bus to make herself look better. When she knows good and well her mess stinks worse than mine! At least my wrong is natural. But on one hand, Tracie makes her happier than I’ve ever seen her. And she deserves to be happy. She’s been through so much. Because of me alone she’s seen the inside of a jail cell. And has seen it more than once. She has always been there for me. I may not be able to do for her what she’s done for me. I know I can’t. At least I can be happy for her happiness. It’s just that Auntie Beatrice raised me deep off in the church. I just can’t support two women joining together! 

“Get out your thoughts and cook me some breakfast girl! You done lost your damn mind not having me something to eat when I wake up. That’s why I can’t leave my wife for you. You gone have to grow the hell up and take care of your man. Not be on the phone with them silly heifers you call friends.” I honestly forgot about what time it was. I usually have his food ready. Hold up. I’m tripping. Did he just down talk my girls? ”Uh...look, don’t go there. I know you didn’t just dis my friends. That’s one line you don’t cross. Matter of fact you can get your stuff and go right on back to ‘yo wife’ and stay your cheating, trifling, low-down, hungry ass right there.”

Shoot! I ain’t mean to say that! I don’t know what got into me. When Jeffery Omar Daley and I met, it was an instant attraction. He’s a sexy 6’2 red boned man with just enough muscles to hold you down. He has a gold tooth in the front, and a smile that could light up a room. He also has a country laugh that’s contagious. I didn’t want him to go, but it will be a snowstorm in hell before I let him come between me and my family, be it blood or not. I got up and started packing his clothes for him. He was still dressed in a wife-beater and boxers. I didn’t care. Ain’t nobody gonna disrespect me. The loving ain’t that good. He finishes too quickly anyway. Plus he couldn’t cook. I got to have a man who can at least cook. The way I see it, God made a decision for me. I just went with it. It was time for brother-man to go. 

Before I knew what happened, he grabbed me, swung me hard into the wall, and slapped the taste out of my mouth.  I fell to the floor. “So you have lost your mind. Don’t you ever talk to me like that. You do what I tell you to do, when I tell you to do it. You belong to me. I’m your daddy, you crazy hoe. You get your lazy ass up off that floor and make my breakfast before I make you regret the day you were born. You hear me?!” 

Wrong thing to do. And even worse things to say. I came up with my Glock 43. I’m 5’3, slender, cute and shy. You’d never think in a million years that I’m military with specialty training in weapons and close quarters combat. I became numb. My breathing was no longer labored, it was even and smooth. My voice became dark, deep, and deadly. “Say it again. I dare you. I belong to me. Nobody owns me, never will.” I watched the fear of God quickly enter into his eyes. He stood there with his hands up, silent. “I’m going to say this again. Get your shit and step your rusty heels out of my house.” He had a plea in his eyes. I no longer cared for him. I saw the features of my father in his face. Once that happens, the infatuation is over and the trouble begins. As he started to pack, I’d point to things he was forgetting with the gun.

“Come on baby, I didn’t mean to. You just seem to take me there sometimes. I have feelings for you baby. Don’t end it like this. We can have something special.” Oh he was just a lying. I paid his lips no attention. Everything was going in one ear and out the other. I was watching him with my gun still aimed at his head. He got everything and headed to the door. “Jeffery, my key.” He threw it on the counter with some funk on it. “An attitude? Make sure you leave all the money in your wallet on the counter too. I’ll deduct it from the loan of 5,000 you borrowed from me. And I collect with interest.” He emptied out his wallet. Slammed the money on the counter, mumbled under his breath, and slammed my door. I didn’t hear what he said. But me being the girl I am, I’ve got to have the last word. I stepped out of my front door, and shot his car up before he could get in it. He was on the ground hollering like the punk he is.

I walked back in the house and closed my door and chuckled to myself. Nobody hits me and gets away with it. “Silly heifers my ass,” I said aloud to myself. Nobody talks about my girls in my face and doesn’t get the fear of God put in them. I walked around the house making sure he didn’t leave anything. If he did, I’d have a burning ceremony in my back yard. I feel like I need to purge my home and my life of this foolish Negro. My soul needs purging. I need to repent to God for the mess I made with my eyes wide open. It’s not like I didn’t know he was married. I met his wife when I met him. But when he approached me, I couldn’t say no. “Okay God. I’m sorry I didn’t crucify the flesh. I know it was wrong but I did it anyway. Help me to make better decisions. Help me Lord.” I knew I had to do better. I can’t lead anyone towards God out here acting like “hoe is life”. That’s the last married man, I swear it. “I’m sorry God. I am.” Right before I was about to turn my music on and clean my house, I heard sirens in the distance. “Well let me play my part”, I said to no one in particular. See I have a very honest face. Plus, I’m yellow-boned and easily bruised. I can be the victim easily. He doesn’t have a scratch on him. The tears on my face were for God...but the officers don’t have to know everything, right? 

“BAM! BAM! BAM!” I walk to the door and open it partly. I only show half of my face, the part that’s fine of course. The hurt side is shown last for dramatic effect. “Yes?” I tried to sound half strong, half tired which wasn’t hard to do since it’s the truth. The sight that awaited me at my front door was absolute beauty.  “Ma’am, I’m Officer Calloway with the Marion County Sheriff’s department and we are here because this man called us thinking his life was in danger. And judging by the holes in his car, we’re inclined to believe him. Can you step out on the front porch for me?” I couldn’t help but notice how handsome this man was. Let me run it down for you. 5 '10, caramel, bulging muscles under the uniform, straight pearly whites, one deep dimple in each cheek, two small beauty marks on his left eyelid, and a voice as smooth and rough as Ving Rhames’. I need some prayer because between the way he looks and the thoughts that are running through my mind, my headlights were on bright. Ooh Liberty, get it together. You’re a professional. Breathe smooth and even, not hot and heavy. 

“Yes sir. Let me go get a more suitable shirt.” It’s time to turn up the heat and be the sweet yet tired battered little girlfriend. ”By the way, here’s the gun.” I opened the door wider to show the bruises and handed it to him in a defenseless fashion, handle first. He smiled and good God Almighty!  The warmth of him spread all over me. Then his face turned serious as he saw my whole face and he said, “Whoa, look at that shiner.” He grabbed my shoulder gently. I shuddered at his touch. “Is that a bruise on your arm?” I just nodded. He said, “If you can, put on a short-sleeved or sleeveless shirt and shoes. Grab your purse and keys, I’m going to take you to the station for pictures.” I nodded again with more tears in my eyes. That wasn’t an act. There was a kindness in this man: his voice, eyes and touch; that I’ve never seen in any man before. I was taken aback. I mentally made it my mission to either get next to this officer or not settle for anything less than a man with his spirit. 

I left the door open while I walked back to my room to get a spaghetti strapped shirt and flip flops. I could hear men mumbling. My wallet/phone duo and keys were right there by the door. When I stepped outside again, locking the door behind me, I saw Jeffery in the back of a squad car. If looks could kill, I’d have dropped dead on my front porch amongst all of these witnesses. It looked like he’d try revenge later on. I made another mental note to change all the locks and the passcodes to all my accounts, especially the security codes to the house ASAP. 

“Okay, are you ready? Not just for the ride, but to press charges?” Officer Good looking Calloway said.  He was straight to the point. So, I guess I will be too. Because truth be told, I was excited to let the cat out the bag. I wanted his wife to know that he was at my house being put in his place. I will never allow a man to beat me. And if she was getting hit, it was because she was weak. And I ain’t weak baby. “Yeah, I’m ready. Question is, are you ready for the whole story?” He just smiled at me sympathetically and nodded in the affirmative.
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