
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





Dem Folk at Holy Rock

“My Son’s Wife”

Book 10

 


[image: tmp_708e18ee46a8805deef37c87735360b2_rmhUme_html_m1fae313a.jpg]






Shelia E. Bell

 



 


Copyright 2020 ©, Dem Folk at Holy Rock, Shelia E.
Bell

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be
reproduced mechanically, electronically, or by any other means
without prior consent of the publisher, except brief quotes used in
reviews.

DIGITAL EDITION

This is a work of fiction. Any references or
similarities to actual events, real people living, or dead, or to
real locales are intended are to give the novel a sense of reality.
Any similarity in other names, characters, places, and incidents is
purely coincidental

www.sheliawritebooks.com




 


Additional titles by Shelia E. Bell

(Some titles may still be found under former name
Shelia Lipsey)

 


Young Adult Titles

House of Cars

The Life of Payne

The Lollipop Girl

The Righteous Brothers

 


Standalone Novels

Show A Little Love (out of print)

Always Now and Forever Love Hurts

Into Each Life

Sinsatiable

What’s Blood Got To Do With It?

Only In My Dreams

The House Husband

Cross Road

Forever Ain’t Enough

 


Series Books

 


Beautiful Ugly

True Beauty

 


My Son’s Wife Series

My Son’s Wife: The Beginning (Book 1)

My Son’s Ex-Wife: Aftershock (Book 2)

My Son’s Next Wife (Book 3)

My Sister My Momma My Wife (Book 4)

My Wife My Baby…And Him (Book 5)

The McCoy’s of Holy Rock (Book 6)

Dem McCoy Boys (Book 7)

My Brother, Father…And Me (Book 8)

My Truth, My Time, My Turn (Book 9)

Dem Folk at Holy Rock (Book 10)

 


Holy Rock Chronicles

Calling Dr. Daniels

The Woman in Apartment 3D

 


Adverse City Series

The Real Housewives of Adverse City

The Real Housewives of Adverse City 2

The Real Housewives of Adverse City 3

The Real Housewives of Adverse City 4

 


Anthologies

Bended Knees

Weary to Will

Learning to Love Me

Show A Little Love (1)

 


Nonfiction

A Christian’s Perspective: Journey Through Grief

 



 


[image: tmp_708e18ee46a8805deef37c87735360b2_rmhUme_html_201f1551.jpg]

 


Thank you to my faithful, longtime readers
from all over the globe! I appreciate you more than any of my words
could ever express. To those who are just boarding this literary
journey with me, I appreciate you for stepping out and taking a
chance on reading my work. It is because of you, the readers, I can
successfully do what I do. It is because of you I continue this
literary journey even during those times when I feel it is
futile.

Now any of you who know me, and I mean
really know me, know I cannot go without thanking my sons,
my grands and my great grands! I love you more than you could ever
begin to know or understand.

I love you, Mommy, always.

Always to the best sisters a girl could ask
for. I love you Vette, Vonne, and Sandy.

 


Shelia E. Bell

God’s Amazing Girl!

 



 


Dedication

“If you want to make the world a better
place, take a look at yourself and make a change.”

Michael Jackson

 


To those of us who simply want to be loved
for who we are, treated fairly, treated kind, and treated with
respect.

To those who tirelessly fight to make sure
there is a better way for our children, our children’s children,
and all future generations.

 



 


Table of Contents

 [image: tmp_708e18ee46a8805deef37c87735360b2_rmhUme_html_74a53a22.jpg]

 


1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

10

11

12

13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

24

25

26

27

28

29

30

31

32

33

34

35

36

37

38

39

40

41

42

43

44

45

46

47

48

49

50

51

52

Epilogue -
53












 1

[image: tmp_708e18ee46a8805deef37c87735360b2_rmhUme_html_74a53a22.jpg]

 


“The tranquility comes when you stop
caring what they say, or think, or do. Only what you do.”

Marcus Aurelius






Fancy McCoy stood with arms folded and lips
puckered. “Khalil, how long will you be gone?”

“Two weeks. I’m not taking my full six weeks.
I prefer doing that later in the year.”

“Yeah, I know you usually take your
sabbatical around the fall. So what’s up with you taking time off
now?” Fancy inquired of her oldest son.

“I don’t know. I guess it’s cause it’s a
brand new year, Ma. Things here at Holy Rock are going great.
Anyway, I just want some time off. I need to regroup. Pops getting
off on those embezzlement charges still has me a li’l shook. I
can’t believe he beat em.”

“I’m not surprised. You shouldn’t be either.
Your father has always been a clever man. This was no
different.”

Fancy thought about her ex-husband quite
often. Part of her still had feelings for him despite all of what
he’d taken her through. But of course she could never see herself
going back to him. He’d taken things too far when he set Winston up
to seduce her. How could he do something like that? She and
Hezekiah had certainly seen their share of differences through the
years. What relationship didn’t go through ups and downs, but
Hezekiah took things too far.

“Just stay out of his way. Now that he’s not
only free of those charges hanging over his head, he looked like he
had almost regained his full strength from the stroke. I was
surprised to see him stroll all cocky into the courtroom.”

“Yeah, I was too. It’s been months since all
that went down. Have you heard anything from him? I was sure he
would have tried to hook back up with you.”

“Nah, not a word. Not that I would know
anyway, especially if he called. I blocked his number so long ago.”
Fancy threw one hand up in the air and shook her head. “What would
he have to say to me anyway?”

“I don’t know. What I do know is I
don’t think he’s moved on. I’m expecting him to show up sooner or
later. Watch what I tell ya.”

“You might be right,” Fancy said. “Look, I
guess I better get ready to leave. I’m meeting Victoria for
lunch.”

“Oh, cool. What’s up with her and Uncle
Stiles?”

“They’ve been seeing each other whenever he
comes to Memphis. She really likes him. I think he likes her too.
Anyway, I’ll talk to you later, sweetheart.” Fancy kissed her son
on his cheek, patted his hand, and then turned to exit Khalil’s
office.

“See you later, Mom.”

Khalil waited until his mother left out of
his office and he heard his office door click. Picking up his
phone, he called his brother. He needed to get with him, something
he hadn’t done since Xavier called himself getting married. Who did
his brother think he was fooling? Everybody who knew Xavier had to
know he was gay. He was messing around with Eliana’s brother, Ian,
before he went stupid and married that chick Pepper. Khalil shook
his head.

“Hello,” Xavier answered.

“What’s up with it?”

“What time you headed this way, bruh?”

“In my car now. Got a coupla stops and then
I’m on my way.”

“What’s that mean? An hour? Two hours?
What?”

“What’s the rush? I’m not scheduled in the
office today. I was just going to stop by, check on a couple
things. But you sounding like something’s on your mind.”

“Nah, not really. We’ll talk when you get
here. Later.”

“Later,” Xavier responded.

Khalil ended the call.

Xavier shrugged it off and then concentrated
on choosing his playlist. He pressed the button on his console and
the first song began playing. Slightly bobbing his head to the
music, he continued toward his first stop. Pepper had forgotten her
lunch, something she’d made especially healthy that she said she
couldn’t do without.

“Hey, I’m five minutes away. Need me to bring
anything else?”

“No, thanks, sweetheart. See you in a minute.
I’ll be downstairs at the side entrance. Okay?”

“Okay.” Xavier ended the call. He liked
Pepper. He may have loved her, he wasn’t sure. What he was
sure about was his never waning desire for men. As much as he
liked, loved, or whatever it was he felt toward Pepper, he remained
attracted to the opposite sex. He thought about Ian.

Xavier had done more than think about it—he
had acted on his desires and called Ian. He was supposed to
meet him for a late lunch today, after he stopped by Holy Rock
first. Just in case Pepper suspected anything, which he knew she
didn’t, but just in case, he was forming an alibi—Holy Rock.

Arriving at Pepper’s job, Xavier drove around
the building to the side entrance. He spotted his beautiful
twenty-year old bride almost immediately. She was a lovely person.
Xavier had a hard time understanding why she married him. Was she
really into him or was he just a conquest for her? It’s not like
she didn’t know he was gay. That was something he never hid from
her from the very first time they met. Yet, she still went after
him and landed him hook, line, and sinker. Only it was Xavier who
didn’t feel like he’d gotten the best end of the stick. Quite the
opposite, he still wanted more, just not from her.

Pepper ran out the door as soon as she saw
Xavier’s dark blue Audi pulling up to the curb.

“Hey, babe,” she said, running into his arms
almost as soon as he parked and stepped out of the car.

He met her hug with a tight embrace and a
peck on her lips. “Hey, there.” He walked to the passenger door and
allowed Pepper to get inside.

She picked up the plastic bag off the seat
and sat down inside, closing the door behind her. “I only have a
few minutes. I just ran down here to meet you so you wouldn’t have
to come all the way up to my office.” She studied the contents of
the plastic bag. “You brought everything. Thanks, babe.” She leaned
in and kissed him.

Xavier didn’t care for all the PDA, but he
tried to get used to it. Pepper wanted the world to know she was
married to him. At least, that’s how it appeared to Xavier. She was
a touchy feely girl. Had he been in love with her maybe he wouldn’t
have a problem showing his affection, but things weren’t rocking
like that for him when it came to Pepper. He still often thought
about Raymone and of course….Ian.

His marriage months ago ended the
relationship he had with Ian until three weeks ago. That’s how long
he had been going behind his wife’s back and exchanging text
messages with Ian. Some had gotten a little racy, too, which made
Xavier feel like he was cheating on Pepper. He convinced himself
just as long as he didn’t go all the way there was nothing wrong
with the two of them talking.

“You’re welcome. How has your morning been so
far?”

“Busy. I have a ton of records to enter, not
to mention the new girl called in sick. Can you believe it?”

Xavier shook his head and grinned.

“This would have been her fourth day and
she’s sick already?”

“There is that corona virus going
around. People are urged not to come to work if they have flu or
cold symptoms. She can’t help that, you know. Imagine how she
probably feels having to call out sick on her fourth day on the
job. She probably thinks she’s going to get fired.”

Pepper reached out and took hold of her
husband’s hand. Leaning in again toward him, she kissed him
tenderly, kneading the side of his face as she did.

“Ummm,” Xavier moaned at the touch of her
soft sweet tasting lips. Pepper had a way, she always did, from the
first time they met. He couldn’t say no to her then and he still
found it hard to tell her no now. Guess that’s how she came up on
becoming Mrs. Pepper McCoy.

Xavier gingerly ended the kiss, easing her
back, but still holding her close. “You better get back
upstairs.”

“Yeah, I better or else I can’t be
responsible for what might happen in this car.” Pepper kissed him
again, grabbed his crotch, and lovingly squeezed as if she was
testing a tomato for ripeness.

Sitting back and placing her hand on the door
handle, she exhaled. “I’ll see you this evening. I may not come
straight home though. Laura asked if I wanted to go to hot yoga
after work.”

“Do that. You’ve been talking about doing hot
yoga since forever. Me and Khalil plan to hit the gym today
too.”

“Okay, but I’ll let you know for sure if I
go. It depends on what time I’m done here. Love you.” She opened
the door and put one foot out of the car.

“Love you too,” he said almost too casually
and slowly.

If Pepper noticed, she didn’t say anything.
She smiled, closed the door, and walked off.

Xavier remained parked until she disappeared.
Before driving off, he texted Ian.

“See you soon.”
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“You can’t go back and change the
beginning, but you can start where you are and change the
ending.”

C.S. Lewis






On the drive to the restaurant, Fancy
replayed her conversation with Khalil, particularly the part about
Hezekiah. She thought back to that day in court. She didn’t know
why she felt a small sense of relief when she heard the judge read
the not guilty verdict. No matter how much Hezekiah had hurt
her, she didn’t want to see him return to prison. The time she and
Hezekiah spent behind bars was something she didn’t wish to happen
to anyone. Of course, she was talking about people like her and
Hezekiah whom she deemed had no business being locked away. Okay,
sure, they had done wrong all those years ago, but they were
practically youngsters then. It was nothing like things were today.
Today, at forty-four years old, she had no money concerns or
worries like she and Hezekiah had back in the day.

Over the years since she and Hezekiah moved
to Memphis and he hooked up with Holy Rock, they had managed to do
well for themselves. God had poured favor over, in, and through
their lives.

Fancy’s heart swelled with gratefulness as
she continued her drive. Khalil and Xavier were her pride and joy.
God had blessed her real good. Now, if only love would find her
again. Not in the form of a snake like Winston proved to be. She
liked Winston a lot, even thought she could have been falling in
love with him, but he was a sneaky, low down, good for nothing man
who had tricked and connived her. All because of Hezekiah. How
could Hezekiah stoop so low as to hire Winston to woo her in the
first place? Hezekiah was known to do some shady stuff, but she
never thought he would devise a scheme to hurt her in the manner he
did. One thing she was grateful for was she believed God intervened
and revealed she was being bamboozled by Winston.

Her cell phone rang. She looked at her dash.
It was her youngest, Xavier. “Hey, baby boy. How are you?”

“Hey, Ma. I’m good. Khalil told me you just
left Holy Rock.”

“Yes, I did. He said you were out of the
office today.”

“Yep, I am. I was wondering when you would be
home.”

“Umm, right now I’m headed to meet Victoria
for lunch. After that I was going to run by the mall. I’ll be
heading home after that. Why? What’s up?”

“I need to talk to you about
something…something confidential.”

Fancy grew concerned. She knew her sons, both
of them, like the back of her hands. She could tell from the tone
of Xavier’s voice something was bothering him.

“Okay, well, what do you say I text you when
I’m done with lunch?”

“You mean after you leave the mall, don’t
you?”

“No, I don’t have to go to the mall. I’ll
head home after Victoria and I are done eating. Should be no more
than a couple of hours.”

“Okay, that’s straight. And, Ma—”

“Yes, Xavier?”

“Don’t say anything to Miss Victoria either.
I don’t want her going back telling Pepper anything we discussed.
Okay?”

“Sure, but you’re scaring me, Xavier. Is
everything okay between you and Pepper?”

“We’ll talk about it when I see you, Ma.
Right now, I’ve got to go. I have a ton of stuff to do. Text me.
Okay?”

“Okay, Zay. Bye, sweetheart. Love you.”

“Bye, Ma. Love you too.”
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Fancy couldn’t fully enjoy lunch with
Victoria for thinking about Xavier and what he wanted to talk to
her about. What was on his mind that he needed to see her apart
from his wife? Was his three month marriage in trouble already? If
it was, it wouldn’t surprise Fancy, not at all. She didn’t know how
Pepper managed to convince Xavier to marry her in the first place.
I mean, he didn’t say it was Pepper’s idea for the two of them to
run off and get secretly married. He didn’t have to because Fancy
figured out the truth.

When Xavier told his mother about his
marriage, Fancy smiled on the inside. She should have given her new
daughter-in-law more credit. After all, it had to have been a feat
to get a gay man to marry a straight woman. But Pepper did it and
now she was Xavier’s wife.

Fancy prayed all the time that her son would
be delivered from being gay. She believed God had heard and
answered her prayer because Xavier and Pepper were newlyweds with a
whole future ahead of them. Fancy couldn’t be happier for her son.
She knew if he could hook up with the right girl that he would come
to the realization that sex with a girl was far better than
sleeping with someone of the same sex. Fancy felt herself growing a
little queasy at the thought of Xavier with another man.

“What’s on your mind?” Victoria asked. “You
look like something’s troubling you.”

Fancy toyed with her kale salad. “Nah, I’m
good. I guess there’s something about a new year that makes me feel
some type of way. You know, so many people didn’t make it. Some
died right on the cusp of a new year and others have died since the
new year. With this new virus they say is going around, I guess I
just have the creeps.” Fancy laid down her fork and embraced
herself like she had the chills. “It just gives me such a weird
feeling, that’s all.”

“Okay, if you say so. But there’s nothing to
worry about. I think this is going to be a good year for you. I
know for the past couple of years you’ve experienced some tough
times, but I believe all of that is about to change. Forget about
the past. Forget about Winston. He’s going to be sorry for doing
you the way he did. I bet he already is. That man knew you were a
good woman. He was stupid to let Hezekiah convince him to play
you.”

Fancy looked at her plate of food and said
nothing.

“Look, Fancy. You know you can talk to me.
Something’s bothering you. I can tell it’s eating you up on the
inside.”

“You think you know me so well, don’t you?”
Fancy looked up and across the table at Victoria and half
smiled.

“Yep, I think I do. So spill it. What’s on
your mind? Is it the new lovely couple? Your son, my daughter?”

Fancy’s smile turned into a chuckle at
Victoria’s remark. “Girl, I still can’t get over the fact they’re
married. Can you?”

“Nope, but I have to confess. They make such
a cute couple. I hope things work out for them. Xavier is such a
good guy. And before you say it, I know your concerns about his
sexuality.”

“Heck, yea, I’m concerned, but not as much as
I was before he married Pepper. I just want the best for him. And
before he met Pepper he was hanging out with Ian. All Ian did was
fill Xavier’s mind with vile, sinful stuff. You just don’t know how
grateful to God I am for Pepper entering his life. She changed my
son for the better.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“What do you mean you hope I’m right?”

“Well, if Xavier really is gay,
marrying Pepper isn’t going to change that. At least I don’t think
it will. I don’t want my daughter’s heart broken, Fancy. She’s
really in love with Xavier, but if he’s not into girls, I mean,
then there’s no way their marriage can survive.”

“I agree, but on the other hand I’m praying
to the good Lord they’ll make it.”

“God knows I am, too, ‘cause now that
Pepper’s pregnant I definitely wouldn’t want their marriage to
crash and burn. I don’t want my grandchild growing up with an
absentee parent. Know what I mean?”

Fancy’s response was a cold, blank stare.

“What?” said Victoria, lifting her hands up
and cranking her head to the side. “You look like the cat that
swallowed the canary. What’s up?”

“What’s up? You really have to ask me
that, Victoria? Did you just say Pepper is pregnant?”
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“The moment you know yourself you have
known the most precious thing in existence.”

Osho






“What was I thinking? God knows I shouldn’t
have come here. This is wrong on so many levels.” Xavier buttoned
his shirt and stepped into his Ferragamo loafers.

Ian lay back in the middle of the bed,
watching his lover dress and dismissing the part about Xavier
saying he shouldn’t have come there. Ian dismissed Xavier’s short
rant because at the end of the day, Xavier was where he wanted to
be--in the arms of another man.

“This is not what you regret, Xavier.
What you regret is having to go home to Pepper when you know that’s
not where you wanna be. It’s not too late to get an annulment you
know.”

Xavier tucked his shirt inside his jeans and
turned to face Ian head on, with arms folded. “You can’t be
serious.”

“Why not?”

“An annulment? It’s too late for that.”

“Okay, then a divorce. Irreconcilable
differences, anything that’s quick, fast, and in a hurry. I told
you, I’m not gonna be anybody’s side piece or second choice. You
feel me?”

Ian got out of the bed, walked over to his
nightstand, and picked up his pack of cigarettes and lighter.
Lighting the cigarette, he sat back down on the bed. Taking a long
pull before slowly exhaling a trail of smoke, he spoke up again. “I
tried to warn you about her from the jump, but you wouldn’t listen.
But it’s not too late to get out of it. I know a lawyer who can
help. His name is Trevor Price. He visits Holy Rock from time to
time. You know him?”

“Nah, I can’t say I do. But that’s nothing
strange. There’re thousands of people in and out of those church
doors every week. I don’t know a fifth of ‘em.”

“No problem. You just say the word and I’ll
give him a call.”

“You’re taking me too fast, bruh. I know I
got into the marriage thing too quick. I didn’t wanna marry her. I
don’t know why I let her talk me into it. But now, I’m stuck.”

“Stuck? What do you mean you’re stuck? A
divorce is quick. Y’all don’t have kids. You don’t have common
property together, and you’ve been married less than a year. Why
are you making this out like it’s going to be impossible to get rid
of her?”

“Ian, I just can’t up and leave her. Not when
she says she’s carrying my kid.”

Ian took another pull and then another one
from his cigarette before mashing it out in a fish-shaped ashtray
he kept on the nightstand. “What the hell did you just say?”

Xavier looked like he’d swallowed a canary.
“You heard me, she’s pregnant.”

Ian stood in front of Xavier, cheeks deep
red, eyes blazing with anger. “That bee is pregnant? Is it
supposed to be your kid?”

“What are you talking about?”

“You heard me. Is it yours? A female like
her, you can’t be too careful. She wanted to trap you and this is a
good way to do it. I can’t believe you.” Ian smacked his forehead
and did a quick swivel. His disgust was apparent in his voice and
the way he began pacing the hardwoods.

“I’m going to handle it,” Xavier tried
reassuring Ian. “As far as whether I think the kid is mine or not,
I don’t have any reason to doubt Pepper. Contrary to what you might
think, she is not the kind of girl you’re making her out to be. I
need you to stop worrying about her. I promise I got this. Trust
me.”

“I did trust you. Look where it got
me. You got married on me.” Ian turned and walked off, disappearing
into the master bathroom, slamming the door behind him.

Xavier waited a few seconds, still confused
himself about his situation. He turned the doorknob. It was locked.
“Come on, Ian. Don’t be like that. Open the door.”

Ian responded by turning on the bathroom
radio drowning out Xavier’s pointless begging. Next, the sound of
rushing water could be heard as he turned on the shower and stepped
inside. He didn’t want to hear any fake explanation Xavier was
trying to throw his way. Enough already.

Xavier continued beating on the door. “Ian!
Open the dang door. Let me explain!” Xavier grew increasingly
frustrated until he couldn’t take it anymore. He stormed out of
Ian’s bedroom, ran down the hall, and out the front door. Tears
streamed as he got into his car and drove off. He didn’t know what
to do. He still needed time to digest the idea for himself. Him? A
daddy? What had he gotten himself into? A baby meant he would be
forever obligated to Pepper. Was he ready for his life to change in
such a dramatic fashion? Ian had been right all along. He had
bitten off more than he could chew. He cared a lot about her but a
kid with her? That was a whole other matter, but it was out of his
hands.

Pepper had surprised him with the baby news a
few weeks prior on Father’s Day. “Here, this is for you,” she’d
said.

Xavier stared at the small box she had given
him. “What’s this about? It’s Father’s Day; I’m nobody’s
father.”

“Just open it, Xavier,” Pepper insisted.

Xavier removed the colorful string of ribbon
from around the white rectangular box. Cautiously, not knowing what
to expect, he removed the top. “What is this?” He removed the white
tubular device. It had a small window on one side.

Pepper stood in front of him with a big smile
on her face. Looking up at his tall frame, she eyed him with
curiosity.

Xavier turned the plastic tube over.
“Sooo what is this thing?”

“A pregnancy test, silly.”

“A what? For what?” Before she could answer,
something clicked in his head. “Wait. Are you? No, you can’t be.”
He studied the tube again. This time he noticed a plus sign and a
negative sign. Most of the plus side was highlighted in a rose pink
color.

“We’re pregnant, Xavier!” Pepper started
jumping up and down in place before wrapping her arms around
Xavier’s neck, followed by her legs around his waist. Forcing
herself into his arms this way almost caused him to lose his
footing.

“That explains everything about why I’ve been
getting nauseated, and feeling tired all the time. And, and craving
all that weird stuff.” She squeezed him around his neck and gave
him a huge sloppy kiss on his cheek.

The box fell from his hands. Xavier peeled
her arms from around his neck and her legs from around his waist.
“What did you say?” He looked down at his wife, not sure if he’d
heard her right.

“You heard me. We’re pregnant! Oh, Xavier,
we’re going to be parents. Can you believe it?” she squealed while
starting to bounce up and down again like a kid on an
inflatable.

“But how? I mean, when? Uh, I don’t know what
to say. It’s…It’s so fast.”

Pepper stopped her celebration. “You don’t
want this baby? Is that what you’re telling me?”

“Pepper, I’m not saying that. I’m just saying
this is so quick. I, we…haven’t been married but a few months.”

“It only takes one time, Zay. You should know
that,” she said, giggling again. “And it’s not like we weren’t
doing it before we got married, silly.”

Xavier remained almost emotionless, staring
into nowhere. He then looked back at his wife again. “When? How far
along?”

“I don’t know yet. We have an appointment at
the OB/GYN clinic next Wednesday. We’ll find out everything then.
Xavier, isn’t this a blessing? Our lives are going to change. We’re
going to be parents. I can’t wait.” She hugged him again, squeezing
him as tightly as she could and resting her head against his
chest.

Xavier slowly wrapped one arm, then the
other, arm around her and rested his head on top of hers. What
in the hell was he going to do? What had he gotten himself into?
Getting married was bad enough. Now he was bringing a kid into his
world?
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Nervous, rubbing his hands together, Xavier
listened attentively to the doctor. Pepper laid back on the exam
table, just as nervous as Xavier. He stood next to Pepper and then
took hold of her hand and held it.

“Well, let me explain,” the doctor said to
the young couple. “I understand this is your first visit and your
first ultrasound. So let me explain what this will involve. This
ultrasound will help me determine your baby’s gestational age. I
should be able to measure from the top of the baby’s head to its
bottom,” she thoroughly explained.

At the end of the ultrasound, just as the
doctor said, they verified Pepper was pregnant—eight weeks.

Hearing the doctor confirm Pepper was indeed
pregnant was exciting news for both of them. Xavier and Pepper
embraced and kissed.
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“Do your thing and don’t care if they
like it.”

Tina Fey


Hezekiah leaned back in his oversized chair
and smiled as he thought of the events that occurred a few weeks
before this past Thanksgiving. Having the top criminal defense
lawyer in the mid-south had certainly helped his case. Reaching
next to him, he picked up the glass of Hennessy with a splash of
cranberry and took a swallow.

2020 would be his year of new beginnings. He
was more than ready. The first thing on his list of things to
accomplish was to start his own church. He was sure he could do it.
His sidekick, George Reeves, sauntered into the room, interrupting
Hezekiah’s flow of thoughts.

“Anything you need me to handle before I get
out of here?”

“Nah, I’m good, George. You go on home to
your wife. Start this year on a good foot.”

George nodded. “I agree.”

Hezekiah took a swallow of his brown liquor,
and smiled slightly.

“Yea, it’s good to be walking in freedom
again. I know you feel the same way,” George said in his distinct
Chicago drawl.

“You got that right. Man, you just don’t know
how I felt when I heard the judge say not guilty. I could
have started speaking in tongues right on the spot while doing a
hallelujah dance and shouting.”

Hezekiah and George both laughed.

“Look, let me get out of here and head home.
It’s getting late. I don’t want ole girl to send out a search
party.”

“I heard that. Well, take it light. We’ll
hook up tomorrow. I want to start scouting some available
properties for New Holy Rock. I want to see if that church over by
the Y, you know the one that was being built but was never
completed—I want to see if it’s still deserted. I think there was a
FOR SALE sign on the property.”

“Not any more. I drove through there a few
weeks ago. There was a new church sign on the property. Can’t
remember the name of it though.”

“Oh, okay. No worries for now. I’ve got more
spots in mind. Everything is going to work out. God’s got me.”

“I heard that. Well, I’m outta here. See you
tomorrow.”

George walked toward the front door.

Hezekiah remained seated. “Lock up behind
you,” he said as George exited the room.

Hezekiah heard the door close as George left.
Hezekiah remained seated, reached for his phone next to him and
started scrolling.

Before he realized it, an hour had passed. He
looked at the time. It was still considered early evening, just shy
of eight o’clock.

He got up slowly from the recliner. He was
almost back to one hundred percent but the stroke from two plus
years ago still left him wobbly at times. Especially, when he had
been sitting for an extended time and then tried to stand.
Occasionally, it took him a few minutes before he was stable enough
to walk without limping. He continued to work out at the gym. He
hired a personal trainer that understood Hezekiah’s physical
challenges.

He walked back to his bedroom. He still lived
at his spot in Arlington, Tennessee. His goal was to move back
closer to Memphis, in a suburb that wasn’t too far from where he
used to live, and where he would be close to the church he was
determined to start. Now that he had been cleared of all criminal
charges, he was ready to move forward. His marriage was over, his
past was moving farther from his mind. Starting New Holy Rock
Ministries was at the top of the list. After that, he was going to
find himself a First Lady.
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Fancy searched through her massive walk-in
closet for the perfect outfit. “Ughhh, I need to go shopping.
Definitely need to update my wardrobe.” She chastised herself as
she rummaged until she grew frustrated. Finally, after another
forty something minutes passed, she chose a raspberry, two-piece
scallop-edged jacket and pants set. “I forgot I bought this not too
long ago,” she continued talking aloud.

Trying on the set, she modeled in front of
her floor length mirror. “Umm.” She shifted from side to side. “I
like it.”

After she finished getting dressed and
accessorizing, she went online to review the menu at the restaurant
where she was supposed to meet Dr. Daniels for dinner. It was a
habit of hers to look at the menu ahead of time when she went to
unfamiliar restaurants.

Micah Daniels had been calling her ever since
they ran into each other at Holy Rock. His pastor was the guest
speaker at Stiles’ installation. Fancy and Dr. Daniels remembered
each other from when Xavier was in the hospital after his car
accident some months prior. He was one of Xavier’s doctors during
that time.

Fancy recalled him being such a handsome
doctor, but at the time her mind was not on dating back then. Her
son had been laid up in a hospital after almost killing himself,
but God spared Xavier’s life. He had a lengthy recovery, but he was
now fully mended. Fancy was grateful God saved Xavier, and rather
excited by the chance encounter with Dr. Micah Daniels.

This evening would be her first official date
with the doctor. Fancy had been apprehensive about testing the
dating waters again. Falling prey to someone like Winston had left
her feeling like she lacked discernment, that she was too naïve.
Why else would she have fallen for Winston? She told herself over
and over she should have known he was too good to be true. What was
the saying? If something sounds too good to be true, it usually
is. The hurt she endured because of Winston was still like an
open wound. Knowing Hezekiah had arranged for Winston to woo her
left her with serious
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