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    To all my single parents in the struggle, when your back is against the wall stand tall and learn how to Leave A Legacy Always.

      

    


PART 1

Matthew  6:7-8: When you pray, do not keep talking on and on the way ungodly people do. They think they will be heard because they talk a lot. Do not be like them. Your Father knows what you need even before you ask Him.” 
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CHAPTER 1
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I was incredibly glad it was Friday because I needed a couple days to collect my thoughts. I had to let my children know that once again their mother and only soul provider is unemployed. I was not sure when I would tell them. Maybe I'll tell them in the morning or Sunday after church. I just don't know! What I do know is, at the age of 35, approaching a new millennium, my life should be in better order than this.

As I'm leaving the gym, I hear a text message chime on my phone. Looking at the text, I see it’s my girl NeShawna, who I refer to as NeNe.  Her text reads: hey girl, call me you have got to come out with me this weekend....  

My thoughts are yeah right. I'm broke and jobless. Why would I go out to party... no thank you. I think I'll be having a pity party at home alone instead of out partying like I don't have a care in the world.

Before I can get home to answer her text, my phone is ringing and it's NeNe. Man, this girl, she ain't gonna stop bothering me until I answer the phone or reply to her text. I might as well get it over with. 

“Hey girl what's up?  I just left the gym. I'm driving right now. I was going to hit you up in a minute. I got your text about going out.” I stated answering the phone.

“Yeah, come on out with me tonight,” NeNe replied.

“I just got a call from the temp agency a couple hours ago informing me that my services were no longer needed at the temp job I've had for the last three and a half months. I really don't feel like going out shaking my grove thang, like I don't have a care in the world. I just lost my job and don't know when Im’ma have my next paycheck,” I say all in one breath.

“Girl that's really messed up, I hate to hear that, but you know you’re my girl and I got you. What do you need gas for the car or food? You need your gas or electric bill paid?  I got you! Just come on out with me and forget about the cares for a minute and just have a good time.” 

“No, I don't need any of that paid, but I appreciate your offer.”  

“So, come on out with me tonight, we’re having a Jokers Wild Party and tomorrow night is the Biker Bash.”  

“Okay now, you know I don't know what any of that means and it sounds awfully down and dirty. I'm not sure if I want to get involved. You know I'm smooth jazz all the way,” I say to NeNe.

“What I do know is, that you know how to shake your grove thang, get it in, and have a good time, so stop acting stuck up. Don't have a personal pity party because of the funk you are in right now, let it go just for a couple of days and worry about it another day,” NeNe retorted. NeNe continued to rattle on about going out. “You know I have been trying to get you to come out with me now for a while, so it sounds like this weekend is a good time.”

“Well what is a Joker's Wild and the Bikers Bash? I still don't know what you’re trying to get me into,” I ask her.

“A Jokers Wild it's just another name for card games or just card night. People pay to get in the game and the winner takes half the pot and half the pot stays with the house. There are refreshments, finger foods, and drinks of course. Then tomorrow is the Biker’s Bash, where we all come out and rep’ one another, flash our colors, drink, and have a good time. There is going to be a DJ there and vendors set up selling patches, vibrators, and other trinkets. I'm telling you girl; you’re going to have a good time. You need to come out, meet some fellas and some of my crew,” NeNe insisted.  

“Did you not hear the part of my conversation where I said I was just fired?  I do not have money to blow right now.”

“You can get in for free,” NeNe continued her persuasion. 

“Where is it going to be at?” I asked. I’m rolling my eyes at the phone because I am not excited about this conversation.

“The Joker's Wild is going to be at the club house for The Real Rider's. There’s no cost to get in. Everyone will be playing spades, bid wiz, dominos or yahtzee. You just play what you good at and you can win half the pot. The Biker Bash is going to be at the Old Nickel n Dime Club. There will be free drinks Saturday night because another MC club is sponsoring The Lady Hustlers’ drinks, so you don’t have to worry about spending money to get yo’ drink on and I’ll pay your entry fee.  If you don't want to come tonight, I might give you a pass, if you tell me you'll come Saturday night.” She was really pleading now and this was not her first or second time trying to get me to come out with her biker club.

“Okay, okay, I'm thinking maybe Saturday then, not tonight I haven't cooked for my children. I still need to soak a little bit in my sorrow. I haven't played bid wiz or dominoes in years, plus, spades are so boring. What are y’all colors again?  Do I need to wear y’all colors cause’ I'm going to be hanging with you?”

“Our colors are black and red, but you do not have to rep our colors if you don't want to, it's up to you.  So, if you don't want to come tonight it's cool. I'll give you a pass, but tomorrow have yourself ready by 9 p.m.  We will have a table set up with snacks. If you want to bring a dish, a $5 pizza, some soda, or paper plates stuff like that you can but again you don't have to. Be ready to have a good time, okay girl!  Don’t play me. Im’ma call you tomorrow about 5 or 6pm and I'm going to expect you to have the same answer that you have now.”  

“My word is bond. I will be there. Don't have me change my mind because you keep pressuring me. Have a good time tonight girl, win some money,” I say to my over excited friend.  

“Alright Twin holla.”

Twin was my nickname. I didn't use it very frequently. Only certain people knew me by that name. I do not have a twin. My twin is in the stars, my zodiac sign is Gemini which is a twin. I acquired the name Twin back in the day when me and my old high school crew use to get down and dirty. They came up with the name Twin for me because they said my personality would flip-flop in an instant and being a Gemini it kind of stuck. I still say that’s my name when I don’t want to use my government name. 
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CHAPTER 2
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My son and daughter are very good kids, they don't give me too much trouble. I love them dearly, will do anything for them, and anything to help secure a good future for them. I do not want them to make the same mistakes that I have made regarding my education, job-hopping, and unsuccessful relationships. I really want them to always focus on their education, what they want to be in life, and who they want to be. They need to make sure there is a plan a, b, c, and d. If one plan doesn’t work out, they always have a back-up plan, or they can work both plans at the same time. I’m not sure how I want to tell them about my joblessness. Maybe we'll do pizza and a movie, or I'll see if they want to go out to a movie and I will tell them during the ride there. I don’t mind spending on them, I’m just careful about spending unnecessarily on myself.

My 15-year-old, son Jewel and my 14-year old daughter, Diamond are cut from the same cloth, yet completely different personalities. They are so close in age, when they were two and three years old, they looked like twins except a boy and girl. They are both smart, funny, and doing well in school. I would kill for them if I had to. Praise Almighty God I have not had to, and I hope I am never tempted.

It’s so hard for me to tell them that I am out of work. I feel like I am disappointing them and letting them down. We have never missed a meal, came up short on the mortgage, or any utilities. Thankfully, I have a hustle on the side, which allows me to pay all our bills. I have not had assistance from their inconsiderate, selfish, absent father, nor have I asked him. If he does not want to help care for his children, then that is between him and God. I know God can and will take care of his trifling, low life, flamboyant ass.

After I arrived home, the kids decided on pizza and movies at home, which helped break the news since we were in our own element. 

“Well, before I put the next movie in, I need to share some news with y’all, okay.  You know I like to keep it 100 with y’all and today was the last day at the job I’ve been on for the past few months,” I said a little nervously. 

“Huh, what do you mean, you don’t’ have a job anymore.... did you hurt someone or do something bad?” Jewel questioned me.

My children knew me well. I was not a stranger to opening a can of whup ass on someone or professionally cussing someone out in a royal way. 

“No Jewel, I did not do any of that. The previous person decided she wanted her job back, they kicked me to the curb, and they are allowing her to return.”

“She must be of the privileged huh?” Diamond asked. 

Now, let’s not get things twisted, I did not raise my children to be racially bias. I did raise my children to be aware of racial injustices, racial biases, unequal rights, poverty, crime, and other injustice tactics. Neither of their replies were surprising to me. 

“Yeah baby, she’s privileged; they usually are. Not many of us black folks’ own large corporations, but we should. I don’t know why so many of us, including me, can’t get it right.” 

“Well mom, don’t be sad, you always get another job,” Diamond indicates.  

“Yeah momma, we've been okay so far, so I believe we'll be okay again, right?” Jewel asks.
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CHAPTER 3
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On Saturday mornings I like to sleep in, it is the only day I’am able to do so. On Sunday's, I get up and go to church, then the rest of the week, it’s back to the grind. This particular Saturday was not going to be a lazy one for me. I needed to find my burner phone because I'm quite sure I got some minutes on it.  I got to call my connect so I can re-up. I will have to charge it first. Then I will text Moses and enter my code to let him know I’m ready and put Tuesday as the day. It's not my usual day and time so he'll probably call me back to question it. I need to go ahead and do this now while I'm not working in case, I get a call to go to work I can have this business taken care of.

I think I'll go ahead and cook breakfast for the kids, maybe watch some cartoons with them while I’m waiting for Moses to respond. Honestly, some of these new cartoons are way too violent and gothic for me and especially for my children. Cartoons should be fun and serious but not violent. Sho’Nuff about 15 minutes went by after I text Moses, he called me back.  

“Hey Moe, this Twin,” I say so he knows it’s me and we can get right to business. 

“Hey baby girl, how you doing?  I'm not sure I understand your text so I thought I would reach out to you,” he says. Too bad he does not look as good as he sounds. He has that Barry White sexy sounding slow seductive voice that makes it really easy to have phone sex. 

“Yeah I gotta move a little sooner than I usually do. I got some unexpected time off my day job.” I reply.  

“Yeah I feel you. You want your usual or what?” he asks me. 

My usual, being an ounce of weed and a few pieces of crack rock.

“Yes, my usual is fine. I just need to know where you want to meet this time since it’s not my normal day.”

Moses and I usually meet up at a park on a Saturday afternoon like two lovers meeting. We hug each other while at the same time making our exchange of money and work. We stay and talk for about 30 minutes or so, then retreat and go our separate ways until I call him for the next re-up.

“How about we meet at the Applebee's in the Bell-Air Shopping Center at 12:30 on Tuesday. It should be good and busy with y’all working folks taking a lunch break. Lunch will be on me, but you can order to go if you want.”

That was something else I liked about Moses, although he operated on the other side of the law, he was a gentleman. Sometimes when meeting in the park, he would bring me flowers or a cup of hot chocolate, or a bag of chips with something to drink. 

One time he brought me a single red rose. I was totally confused. Our relationship was always only business. He knew I was about my business and I knew he had a wifey at home with, I think two kids. I asked him with the most quizzical look on my face I could conjure up, “Moses, what is this about? You do know what a single red rose represents, right?” 

He said, “It’s because you are a responsible woman and I respect you a lot.  I’m not trying to push up at all, don’t get me wrong. I see you out here, taking care of your children, working, holding my boy down, and you always have it together. Your hair, your figure, and you keep a job. You not one of dez hood rat tramp’s skimming off da’ top or trying to play games.”

I was surprised, shocked and appreciative all at the same time! “Wow, Moe,” I said and went into his arms for our customary exchange, while accepting the rose. When our embrace ended, I continued saying, “Good looking out, Moe. I really appreciate you saying that and recognizing my efforts. You already know it’s hard out here.” 

“Hello, Twin, is that cool with you?” he asked again breaking my sweet flashback.

“Yeah, that’s cool, I was just wondering what I might have for lunch since it’s on you,” I replied in a jovial tone. 

“Now, you know whatever you want, it’s all good,” Moses said. 

“Alright player, I'll see you soon,” I disconnected. I had to get some more minutes added to this phone.

Moses knew me by Twin because we went all the way back to high school.  He was one of those bad boys that never came to class and would hang out on the corner getting his grind on. Often, if me or one of the girls wanted a dime bag, we would find Moe. He had the best weed and would always say he kept fat bags for the girls with the fat asses.  We would just laugh and smile, thinking that was so cute. Then years later, after I started seeing JahVay and learned that his connect was Moses, who I already knew, it made being a mule a little easier. I knew the connect and some of his family too. I felt comfortable enough that Moses would not try to harm me or give me some bad work to slang. 
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CHAPTER 4
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Later that morning, after my exchange with Moses, I hear the children starting to stir around upstairs. I yell up to them and say, “Hey, get y’all clothes down here so I can wash them for school next week.  Make sure all homework is done, straighten up, and vacuum your rooms.”  

I got to keep it moving and get ready for the work and school week. Just because I was dismissed from work does not mean the flow stops. Regardless if I have a job to go to or not on Monday, life goes on. I only get feedback from my daughter, but that’s cool, I know they both heard me.

I'm going to take something out for them to eat for the day and for Sunday’s dinner, since Im’ma go to this Biker’s Bash.  I think it's some pork chops and ground beef in there. We can have that tonight and tomorrow. Oh snap, I need to find something to wear for tonight. Let me see what I can find that’s black and red, cute but sexy. Thinking of sexy, what am I going to do with my hair? It's cold outside, maybe I'll wear a hat.

My children had eaten. They were settled for the night, I told them where I was going, and I was out. Since my girl did not call me at 5 or 6 o’clock like she said she was, I text her that I was on my way and to meet me outside. She invited me to this shindig, so I need to know what I'm supposed to do, or not supposed to do.  

****** 
[image: image]


“HEY GIRL YOU LOOK GOOD,” I tell her. NeNe had on some black jeans and some cute red stilettos. She wore a cute little tight red shirt while rocking her weave with red streaks in it.  Not to nasty, but very close, still tasty-sassy, I guess you can say.  My girl was cute, on the shorter side about 5ft 3in and thick, she was really smart too. She has been a branch manager at a bank for about three or four years, I think. NeNe has been in the banking industry I know for the last decade, that's how we met. I went into her branch one day to open an account and handle some other banking business. She was really cool, laid-back, and wasn't acting sadiddy. NeNe didn't act like she was better than me because she was a black girl with a weave and fake nails. 

The day we met at the bank, I had on my workout clothes. I was on my way to the gym and stopped at the bank first to handle my business. She just kept it real and we clicked, and we've been friends now for the last 3 or 4 years.  My children refer to her as Aunt NeNe. Unfortunately, she has man issues; but don't we all?  Her son and only child is about to graduate high school, so she has a little more freedom to go out and party and do other things that I don't because she doesn't have two children at home.

Her more immediate concerns are a good college for her son and making sure that he doesn't get some overzealous, weave wearing, young high school girl pregnant. NeNe also makes sure that he's not hanging out on the street corner for a fast buck selling dope. He's into sports and plays football and she must constantly tell him to pull up his pants. I think his grades are average, but other than that he seems to be a good son. 

“What's up Twin? Girl I was hoping you did not renege on me. I'm glad you could make it. We going to have some fun tonight, you look cute and I like that hat. Sorry I didn’t call, I had some more drama with Fred, that bastard, Im’ma have to tell you about that later tho.” 

NeNe gets it all out in one breath. “Thanks girl, I don’t know why you keep putting up with him like you do,” I respond, and then change the subject. “So, what's the deal? How does this work, do you guys have something that y’all have to do as a group or anything?”

“Naw we just hang out and have a good time. The only time we really must be in the group is when it's time for count,” NeNe replies as we walk towards the entrance of the building. 

“Count, what do you mean like y’all in prison or something?” 

“Well all groups are counted and the group with the largest members in attendance can win a trophy or a prize. We have 25 members, we’re not sure who will or won't show up since this is not a mandatory meet,” she says.
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As soon as we enter the building, various aromas flood my nostrils. I smell smoke, food, alcohol, perfume, and cologne. I take in the scene and there are a lot of ladies dancing with other ladies or dancing by themselves. They're not waiting for a man to ask them, that's a shame all these men in here and they’re not asking the ladies to dance. What is up with men today? Why do they seem to want to always let the women do all the work? Like a male lion, just sit back and wait to eat. As I continue looking, I see a row of small vendor tables lined up against the back wall selling a variety of items. There is an area to get your picture taken with a couple different backgrounds to choose from. To my right, folks are lined up at a counter purchasing drinks and food. 

“Okay well the DJ is on point, hey that's my song.” I yell to my friend not even caring what she was saying. “Oh well, I'm going out on the dance floor this is my jam!” The music is very loud and we need to basically start yelling at each other to hear what is being said. I go and blend in with the other females on the floor and start grooving to the music doing my thang. I know two songs had gone by before I started to sweat and decided to get off the dance floor and stand by NeNe.

“Hey girl let me introduce you to some of my club members, you went out on the dance floor so fast I turned around and you were gone.”

“Okay, I know that was my jam and I just didn't feel like standing around, apparently men don't ask the ladies to dance. What's up with that?” 

“No some of them don't, which is why you see us on the floor anyway or doing our line dancing and all that stuff.  Anyway, Twin, this is Coco, Bonnie, Honey, Pebbles, Star, Melody, Luscious, Tasty, Pepper, Babe, and finally Peaches. Looks like I see three other members out on the dance floor and some more should be showing up within the hour, so I'll introduce you to them as they come.”

“Hey ladies, how y’all doing? Thanks for having me. I hope to have a good time tonight. Nice to meet all of you.” I say as I wave and smile. They were dressed in their colors black and red. Some had on hoochie shorts, others had on leggings, there were those with stockings on as if they were pants and some had on jeans. Some ladies had weaves in their hair and a couple of them had their whole head shaved lower than my son's head. They were all made up in various shades of eyeliner, eye shadow, and lipstick. One of them even had glitter on her lips. Okay that's doing too much, I wonder if that glitter gets on her tongue. Some had on tenny-shoes. The big girl, Sugar had on house slippers! Regardless, they were all smiles and I wasn't going to be here very long. Another couple more dances then I will fill my cup up with soda and a splash of Crown Royal and nurse it the entire time that I'm here tonight.

“Oh yeah it's cool. Anybody down with NeNe is cool with us. Just enjoy yourself, everybody's pretty laid-back. You are welcome to whatever is on the table. Since you with us tonight, we drink for free all night, so go get in line. Get yo’ drank on,” said Peaches. I wondered if she was the president of their club. 

“Okay, thank you,” I replied yelling over the music. I turned to NeNe with a let’s go gesture.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER 6

[image: image]


After standing in line for about fifteen minutes, we returned with our drinks and I sat at the table to rest my feet. Some of the other members had arrived by then and I was introduced to about five more. All with some sort of seductive nick name, which I could barely hear pronounced over the loud music. One thing was pretty clear, these women were all in their late thirties to forties for sure. At my age, I am no longer trying to party, hang out, and drink like I’m in my twenties. Hell, I have already been here, done this, and graduated from it.

All the smoke from the cigarettes and cigaweed was giving me a headache. I needed to go out and get me some air and I didn't see NeNe. I think I need a hand stamp to get back in without paying. I get my hand stamped and walk a short way away from the entrance and away from the other smokers.

After being outside in the fresh air for about ten minutes, I see a somewhat tall brother approaching me and he says, “Hey sweetness how are you doing tonight?” I look up and he is maybe 6ft, very nice looking, short, faded haircut with his go’-tee connecting to his thin sideburns, and a beard. He reminds me of Michael Jai White. Michael Jai White who is always my sexiest man of the year, he is immaculately gorgeous and extremely talented. This dude approaching me is also rocking his biker colors. I smile and say, “I'm doing fine, how are you?”    

“It's all good. I guess you with the Lady Hustlers, huh? I see you rocking that black and red, what's your name?” He asks and smiles back. I can see he has all his teeth and they are straight and white at least on first glance anyway. He is clearly feeling good too.

“I go by Twin.”

“Oh, are you a twin, am I supposed to be seeing double? I saw you on the floor getting your groove on, you almost made me come and join you. You got some sweet moves,” he replied.

“If you seeing double, that is not a good thing, especially if you ride’n an iron horse out of here and no I am not a twin, just my zodiac sign,” I reply wondering if he will then know my sign. 

“They call me Rocky. That makes you a Gemini, right? Can I refresh your drink? Do you smoke?”  

“No, No, I’m fine. I just came out to catch my breath. I don't smoke and the cigarette smoke is choking me out a little bit. I just came out here for some fresh air.”  

“So, do you ride Twin, or did you drive in tonight?” Rocky inquires. 

“Naw, I drove. I don't ride. I'm just here as a guest with my girl for a short while,” I say as I begin to step away in the direction of the entrance.  

“Hold on a sec,” he insists. “Which friend asked you out tonight?” 

“NeNe,” I stop walking and said.  

“Oh yeah, NeNe and I go way back, I mean way back. I think I've been knowing her ever since junior high, we lived in the same hood, you know she good people,” Rocky says, trying to keep the conversation going.   

“Oh yeah, would she say the same about you, if I asked her?” 

“You don't have to ask anybody about me. I'm right here, you can ask me whatever you want to ask me yourself,” Rocky says stepping closer to me.  

“Is that right, where's your woman at Rocky?” 

“I don't have one. I am single.”

“Okay Rocky, well it was nice talking to you. You have a good night.” I remark as I turn away from him going back into the building. I'm not about to stand here and play games with this fine man. If he doesn’t have a woman, he must have plenty women and probably a couple baby mamas and I'm done with all that type of drama. I don't want it, don't need it, and I don't deal with it.

“Oh, wait hold up, hold on. I was hoping we could have a little conversation or something?”

“Nah, I'm cool. Like I said, I just needed some fresh air. I'm just here to support my girl for a short while, have a good night,” I say and turn away to continue back inside the building. 

“Oh, so why you want to be like that? I'm trying to have a good time too. I was hoping a little more conversation with you, maybe we can get to know each other and have a good time together.”

I smiled at Rocky, winked my eye at him, and went back in the building. I don't know who is watching who or who is with who in here at this bash, but I'm not trying to get caught up. I just want to have my drank and do my two step. 
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I still wasn’t ready to go back to the table where all those females were, so I decided to detour to the left and check out the vendors that were posted up on the side of the wall to see what they were selling. They have patches for the jackets, all types of weed paraphernalia and different types of dildos, various sex toys, and chains. Ooh, some brass knuckles, I haven't seen any of these in a while. On another table I saw different types of keychains and Afro-centric pictures. This is a nice little set up and it gives others a chance to make money and sell to the clientele that’s interested and wants it the most.

“Hey girl where you been? I was looking for you. I thought maybe you were in the bathroom. I went there and didn't see you. You okay, everything good, are you having a good time?” NeNe touched my elbow to get my attention, her eyes were slightly glazed over and her speech was beginning to slur.  

“I'm good. I had to go outside, that cigarette smoke was killing me. Then I had to come back in cause some guy named Rocky was trying to push up on me. You know I don't know who's who around here. I figured; I didn't want to be seen talking to him with me being the new face in the place. These other felines might get jealous, you know what I'm saying?  He said he knows you, that y’all go way back to junior high.” 

“Yeah, Rocky’s cool, he's a good guy. He went through a bad divorce and got a couple kids by this chick that works for the courts. You should holler at him if he’s interested. He’s pretty cool girl.” Then she switches on me, mid-sentence. “Come on, come on, let’s do The Shuffle, it’s a new line dance!” NeNe shouts to me and pulls me on the dance floor before I could protest.

We started moving to the line dance song instructions; left, up, right, now bring it on back, kick, out, and in. We were moving and kicking and sliding over and over for the entire song. The floor was packed with seemingly the entire place getting down to this line dance. What seemed like ten minutes later; I yell to someone who was next to me. “Woo that was fun, I got to pee, where is the restroom?” Some chick with long braided extensions pointed in the direction of a narrow hallway. I hurried, hoping there would be no waiting since everyone was on the dance floor and I was right, thank goodness. 
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CHAPTER 8
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When I came back from the restroom there was a crowd of people on the dance floor in a circle. I'm thinking, I hope it is not about to be a fight because I am going to bail. I did not come here for any stupid, childish, drunken behavior.  

“Hey girl what's going on, on the dance floor, are they about to fight?” I ask one of the bike members, I think it was Bonnie.  

“Fight, oh hell no. We don't go for any of that around here! Anybody that gets up enough nerve to fight, gets put out and they can get suspended from their club depending on the investigation. Plus, they will be fined a minimum of $100. No, we don't do any fighting around here. They are about to get crump girl, just watch’n see. Girl it's bad, it's bad, check it out,” Bonnie explains to me.  

“They are about to do what?” I ask not quite hearing what she said due to all the noise. I look along with everybody else and see there are two guys that step out of the circle and face each other like they are about to fight. The DJ turns on the music, one guy steps back and the other one starts to dance all crazy. Oh, get crump is what she said. 

Wow, I only heard about this before and seen it in a movie once. I had never seen it in living color before, it is amazing! They move their bodies to the beat of the music and not hurt themselves. They have to really be physically fit in order to maintain that type of stamina and all those different body moves! Moving your body like you’re having an epileptic seizure or something to the beat of the music, jumping, flipping, twisting, and turning, it's incredible. The competition continued for twenty minutes or so, there were three or four groups of different individuals competing and the winner actually won the trophy and $200. No more Soul Train Line, that is played out or for the sixty-year olds and above at the family reunion.

As the crowd was dispersing from watching the show and the winners receiving their awards, I went back to the table to see who was there, so I could say bye and let NeNe and her crew know I was leaving.  The chick Peaches was there and I didn't see my girl NeNe, so I told Peaches that I was getting ready to go and tell NeNe that I will call her later.  

“Okay, well it was nice having you join us. I hope you enjoyed yourself,” Peaches said.  

“Yeah, I did, it was really nice. NeNe literally drug me out of the house to come here, but I had a good time. I appreciate your hospitality. Maybe I'll come back again and support y’all some other time,” I replied.

Peaches said, “Oh yes you have to come back for our Spring Fling. It's going to be in a few months and it's also our anniversary, so maybe you could come out for that?”  

I replied, “okay, good deal take care.” I was out of there in time to get enough rest for church the next morning.    
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CHAPTER 9
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As I was leaving church Sunday morning, I heard someone calling my name. 

“Junie, Junie, hold up.”

I'm not one to hang around after church on Sundays, socializing and talking in the parking lot or in the corners of the church house gossiping. I go in to get the word, sing praises, play my tambourine, and give my offering to the Lord. I’ll pray, shout hallelujah as loud as I can, say some thank you Jesus, and anything else that my spirit needs to release and I am out of there. So, for me to hear someone calling my name was bizarre and I almost kept walking, thinking that maybe it was just some children playing nearby. As I turn around, I see Candy, one of the ladies from the temp job I was just let go from. She was one of the permanent warehouse employees, cool sista but not very attractive though and too old for her blonde Jerry Curl, short style; you couldn't tell her she wasn't rocking it hard. 

“Hey Candy, how are you doing?”  

“Hey girl I was so sad to hear they had let you go. You know I am so sick of that place? I've been there now for almost 10 years and I feel trapped.” 

“Yeah, I figure there's something better for me too, God knows best. I wasn't expecting it, but I felt like I wasn't going to get the job although I didn't think it would be to someone who quit to start their own business. I just figured I wouldn't be the one to stay.”

“Honey, I can't believe they're bringing her back, she was horrible, you worked circles around her.”  

“Okay Candy, I'll see you in church or a Bible study next Tuesday night if I make it.”

“Okay honey, have a good day too, see you later,” Candy replied as she turned to leave.

After church we did our typical Sunday thing, had a family dinner, chilled for a little bit, and played games, then went to the park. I still went ahead and ironed my clothes for the week like I normally would if I were working because I did have plans to get some work in, even though it would not be at another man's corporation or business. 
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CHAPTER 10
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On Monday after I dropped the kids off at school, I went grocery shopping before the stores got too busy. Then I was headed to the gym to get in my workout. I think I'll probably get in the pool also today since I have some extra time. 

While I'm in the grocery store in the produce section getting some oranges, looking at the apples; I hear someone say, “Excuse me Twin!”  

My first thought was everybody I know should be at work or definitely not in the grocery store at nine in the morning. As I turn to see who called my name, I look into the soft brown eyes of this fine brother smiling a gorgeous smile with straight white teeth. Kind of bushy eyebrows, slightly tall and I'm surprised I don't know this man. I replied inquisitively, “Do I know you?”  

He stepped back a little and said, “I would like for you to get to know me.” He then extends his hand for me to shake it. I look at him and look at his hand, then I put another orange into the plastic bag and moved around to the apples; while thinking, he smells good. 

“Oh, so it's like that. Don't you remember me? I'm Rocky,” he says. 

At this point, I do a double take again and say, “Oh I'm sorry, I didn't recognize you. You’re from the Biker Party the other night. Right? I guess meeting you in the dark and meeting you in the light, sheds a new light on things.”

“So, do you want my arm to fall off?” Rocky asks.  

I laugh and say, “Okay Billy Dee,” and shake his hand.  While we were shaking hands, he says “I'm Genesis and you are?”  

“Genesis, that's interesting, the first book of the Bible. Well I'm Junie like the month in summer but with an, i.e.”  

“Well nice to meet you again Junie, with an i.e.,” Genesis says as he flashes those nice straight white teeth at me.

“So, you look like you’re dressed for work. Looks like you work for the city. Is this how the city spends my tax money, allowing the crew to shop on my dime?”  

“Oh yeah you cute and sassy huh?” Genesis replies. “I am actually on lunch and stopped in to get me a nice deli sandwich with some fruit because I have not made groceries. Why don't you put some extra oranges and apples in your bag for me and I'll come by and get them later when I get off work.”

I rolled my eyes and replied: “Why don't you get your own oranges and apples while you're standing here instead of harassing me?”

“Oh no, no, I'm not trying to harass you, but I would like to get to know you as I said earlier. Can I get your number or can I give you mine?”

“Well I'm not sure, you know I'm not part of the biker
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