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They moved me to a new department at work—smaller in size, but more important than my previous position. It’s been like this since I moved to Virginia. The new position was a step up, but each move felt like it tugged at my sense of stability, constantly pulling me out of my comfort zone. Virginia was so different—quiet, slow-paced compared to the nonstop energy of New York. Sometimes, I missed that chaos. Here, people noticed me in ways that felt heavy, scrutinizing, like they were waiting for me to make a move. I wondered if I’d ever feel settled, or if I was just a cog in a system that would keep moving me from one role to another.

On this new floor and in this new position, the personnel aren’t as abundant, which felt amazing to me, as I don’t talk to many people, especially in a mostly white environment. I noticed a woman sat a few desks away, poised and calm, like she was in her own world. Her natural curls framed her face, and there was something almost regal about her—the way she carried herself, like she didn’t need anyone’s approval. Her gaze was intense but distant, and I found myself wondering what kind of life she led, what kind of stories she kept buried behind that composed expression. If I was going to make a friend here, I wanted it to be her, especially since she was the only other Black person in the room.

Lunchtime came around, and I thought it would be the perfect opportunity to get to know her. I walked over and introduced myself. “Hi, my name is Taylor, and you are?” She quietly replied, “Marie. What’s up?” I asked, “Would you like to go to lunch?” She responded, “Normally, I don’t go to lunch with subordinates, but you seem cool. Let’s ride.” I hadn’t even realized she was in my leadership chain. She hadn’t ordered me around like some others were attempting to do. I honestly don’t think she would’ve said anything to me if I hadn’t approached her.

She took me to a small barbecue joint down the street. She kept saying how the environment there was super welcoming and completely different from the job. I immediately noticed the change in atmosphere as we approached the restaurant. We only went down the street, but you would think it was a completely different city.

While we waited for our food, we got to know each other a little better. She told me about her husband, Gabe, and her two sons, Gabe Jr. and Anthony. She made them seem like the classic American dream family with the way she talked about them. I told her about the father of my child, DeShawn—an ex-drug dealer I’m still living with—and my daughter, Anna. It was DeShawn who suggested I take this job, as NYC felt like such a struggle day to day, and he wanted a fresh start after being locked up.

We learned that we were truly from different worlds, with her being from Georgia and me from New York. She seemed to come from a family you’d see in a movie growing up, and now she was creating the same thing she grew up with in Georgia. I’ve never been to Georgia but always wanted to visit Atlanta—it seems like a country version of NYC. She told me she had visited New York before but hadn’t been back since her cousin went missing. She mentioned it without much sadness, almost as if it didn’t really matter.

Outside of being from different regions, we had a lot in common when it came to wigs, clothes, and music. I felt like I’d made a new friend, even though she was my supervisor.

After a month of Marie and I hanging out and becoming besties, we decided to hit a club together. I learned that Marie was reserved at work, but outside of work, she was a much more open person. Gabe agreed to watch my daughter while we went out, which I thought was cool; he seemed like such a thoughtful husband. He truly supported her in everything she wanted to do, no matter how big or small. DeShawn supported me, but not quite like Gabe supported Marie. Marie had on a cute skirt and a strapless top, while I wore a new tank top, some leggings, and fly boots. I gave Anna a kiss and told her to behave, and Marie gave Gabe a kiss and said she’d be back later. I thought it was super cute that they never said “bye” to each other. In over a month of being around them, “bye” had never been exchanged between them. They seemed like the perfect couple, never arguing, even when they disagreed. He opened doors for her; she cooked for him. They practiced traditional roles in a modern way.

As we walked into Club Paradise, I could really tell I wasn’t up north anymore. Everything here was as country and cheap as could be, from the bar stools to the liquor. I didn’t mind; I was out of the house and free from my daughter for at least the next few hours. While DeShawn and I don’t have major arguments, it’s like we just operate as roommates who occasionally have sex.

While sitting at the bar having our first drink—me with a piña colada and Marie with a purple haze—we started to talk. I could feel the energy shift immediately. Marie, who was so reserved at work, transformed. She was electric—laughing louder, her gaze sharper, her whole body radiating confidence. For a second, I felt out of place, like I was seeing a side of her I wasn’t meant to. I tried to focus on the thrill








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





