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  Preface



In a world where appearance often overshadows reality, I have spent much of my life grappling with the notion of truth, especially my own. My name is Andrea Morris, but I write under the pen name Allegra Sage as a tribute to the complexity of female identity and the journey toward authenticity. This memoir, “My Ugly Truths,” is a reflection of the raw, unfiltered moments that have shaped me into the woman I am today.

From a young age, stories compelled me. I found solace in the pages of books that transported me to worlds where vulnerability was celebrated, and honesty was a form of strength. However, it wasn’t until I faced my struggles—trials that tested my spirit and resilience that I realized the power of sharing one’s story. As I navigated through the challenges of motherhood, loss, and self-discovery, I began to understand that the “ugly” truths I often hid could be the very elements that connect us all.

My motivation for writing this memoir stems from a deep desire to inspire others who may find themselves feeling isolated in their own struggles. Life is messy, and it is often in the most difficult moments that we discover our true selves. I aim to peel back the layers of my experiences to reveal not only my pain but also my courage and growth. Through sharing my ugly truths, I hope to create a space for empathy and understanding, encouraging others to embrace their complexities without shame.

This book is not only a personal journey but also a call to courage. It is a testament to the fact that while we may all carry our burdens, we are not alone in our struggles. Each page is an invitation to reflect, to relate, and perhaps to find solace in your truths. As I share my story—echoing laughter, heartache, and everything in between—I invite you to join me on a path to understanding the beauty that can emerge from our greatest challenges.
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  [Chapter 1] — The Silence That Bound Me

  
  




I held the cell phone in my hand long after the doctor let me know the STD I had was curable. I fell on the bed. Every part of my body was shaking. I knew being so upset was not good for the twins kicking in my belly. Still, I could not stop fuming. I tried to figure out just how I had gotten into the hell I was living in. I was with a man who did nothing but treat me with plain disrespect. Looking at the clock, I noticed it was almost four in the morning. My boyfriend, Maurice, had stayed out all night again. I knew where he was. I’d discovered on his cellphone that he had been having sex with multiple women throughout our five-year relationship. He’s been driving his side chicks around in my vehicles, staying at their houses, and storing pictures of other women in his phone.

He had been having unprotected sex with them, too. I heard the car pull up in our driveway, and next, the door opened. I decided tonight was the end, and I was kicking him out. I had taken all I could. I did not want my sons, Malik and Camden, and my oldest daughter, Candace, to grow up watching the drama. I was in the living room before Maurice made it past the door.

“The doctor called.” I was shouting the words, “Your cheating ass brought me, and your babies back an STD!”

Maurice’s eyes went empty, “Who are you talking to. I can stick my dick raw in whomever I want and there ain’t shit you can do about it!”

Looking at him, I realized this man was nothing but the devil. He was sent into my life by Satan himself. He did not care about me or his unborn babies.

“Your shit is packed,” I told him. I decided I was not about to lose my twins from the stress.

“Stupid bitch!” Maurice said as he walked up to me, pointing his finger at my face. “I’m not going anywhere!”

“Oh, yes, you are going!” I dialed 9-1-1. As I was about to hit the connect button, that’s when his big hands grabbed me by the neck.

The look in his eyes paralyzed me more than his tight choke. His eyes were dark and cold. I’d never seen such an evil look. I was staring into the eyes of a demon.

Maurice was squeezing my neck so hard I couldn’t breathe. I was screaming. My feet were dangling as he carried me by the neck into my son’s room, calling me every vile name in the book. I heard my son crying. “Get off my mom!” Malik yelled.

With his big hands still wrapped around my neck, he threw me against the stairway balcony. He was filled with so much rage…hate grew more as I was clinging to dear life. I felt my body grow weaker. All I could think about was my kids…the twins in my stomach. Maurice didn’t let go until I went limp. My body dropped to the floor, and darkness started setting in.

As I faded away into blackness, he snatched up our son. He headed to the door. Camden was yelling and crying out for me. I tried to scream to get up and run after him. My body gave out, and I went unconscious.
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  [Chapter 2] — Shattered Innocence: A Child’s Nightmare

  
  




I was born and raised in a small town in South Carolina. I have three other siblings, three boys, and I was the only girl and the oldest. My parents were very young when they had me. My mom was a single mother raising four kids on her own and working multiple jobs just to make ends meet. My father, well, there’s nothing much to say about him other than he abandoned my mom and left her to raise two kids on her own, which is me and my other brother, who’s close in age. I don’t have much memory of my dad, David. I was two years old when he departed from my mom and walked out of our lives. I remember seeing him at the age of fourteen. My mom was visiting her cousin Lisa at an apartment complex while my two other siblings, Ethan and Brandon, and I sat in the car until she came back. I was reading a book while waiting for my mom to finish her visit. I held my head up to look out the window.

I happened to see a guy who looked like my dad walking by, and I realized it was him, so I called his name, David, and I called his name several times. He kept walking, then he finally stopped and looked around, then he looked in the direction of his name being called. David looked me directly in the face and kept on walking, and that’s the last and final time I saw my dad. From that very moment, my thoughts and feelings have affected my judgment and relationships with men. It brought trauma into my life, it changed me in so many ways that I would never have imagined.

Growing up in a household with a single black mother and with me being the oldest came with many challenges and responsibilities. I had to grow up fast and be the mom at times when our mom was absent due to her working all the time. After my mom’s failed relationship with my dad, David, she got married and had another child. Now this guy, Leo, was something else; he had us living like we were living on a plantation! We had to use buckets when we needed to go to the bathroom, and we used outhouses! I couldn’t believe my mom was with this guy! Then he had us living in a one-bedroom house that was a damn barn turned into a duplex. Before we moved into the barn-looking, one-bedroom duplex house, we lived in a nice 1-bedroom apartment complex, and when my mom and stepdad’s financial situation turned around, we moved into a three-bedroom apartment in the same complex, though.

When we lived in the one-bedroom apartment, trouble found me. My mom worked a lot, and her husband, Leo, at the time was doing farm work, then he became a mechanic. He was an okay guy; he just wasn’t a good father figure for me and my two siblings. He had a gambling problem, he had multiple women, he cheated on my mom a lot, which was the main reason for a lot of their fights, and he was very abusive towards my mom. Leo would fight her for every little thing. When I was in the sixth grade and my two other siblings, Ethan and Brandon, had been dropped off at the bus stop from school, as they approached the house, they could hear arguing and objects being thrown, and my brothers were looking at me because at this point, they knew it wasn’t good. Ethan and Brandon were scared, so I told them to stand over by the tree, and I would go into the house and see what was going on.

As I walk up the stairs of the front porch, I could still hear them arguing and cursing each other back and forth, as I open the door I saw my mom being abused, and in a headlock, she had scratches on her face and chest and she was bleeding, so I screamed and told Leo to let my mama go and he looked at me and said, “You better get your ass out of here before I hurt you!” When he said that the beast came out of my mom, as she was freeing herself from him, I ran into the kitchen and grabbed a big butcher knife and a bottle and I told Leo, ‘You better not hit my damn mama again!’ Then my mom ran over to me because I was going for him, and I didn’t care; all I saw was my mom being held in a headlock and blood on her. She told me to go get in the car and put Ethan and Brandon in too, and we went to my grandmother’s house. I had been exposed to domestic violence.

Being that my mom had her issues and worked a lot, I felt neglected. I had taken on the responsibility as a little second mom to my brothers sometimes; well, that’s how I felt. She did the best she could because of the cards life dealt her, and she played them accordingly. She made sure that no matter how ugly life had gotten, she loved us unconditionally and wanted the best for us. I recall that at the age of six, my mom’s family members, Jason and Chris, came to visit. It was a Friday night, my mom wanted to hang out with one of her girlfriends, and my stepdad, Leo, went to the club. Jason and Chris babysat. Before my mom left, she made a pallet on the floor for us, and we were all falling asleep. Again, I was six years old, and I felt someone tapping on my shoulder to wake me up. I thought it was one of my little brothers, but this person’s voice was too deep to be one of my little brothers, so I finally woke up and Jason wanted me to be quiet and follow him into the bathroom, now the bathroom was not far from where me and my siblings and other family members were sleeping.

I had no clue what was about to happen. I just woke up and followed instructions from Jason, my adult authority figure. Next, I was told to lay down on the cold bathroom floor and Jason pulled my pajama pants down and took his penis out of his pants, rubbed Vaseline on his penis, and penetrated my vagina, after he was done, he rubbed Vaseline in my anus and began to penetrate me there as well and he didn’t stop until he was satisfied. To this day, I cannot stand the smell of petroleum jelly. I was so terrified; I did not know what to do! After he was done. Jason told me to pull my pajama pants back up and go lie back down on the floor with his hand over my mouth. His eyes were wide and sharp, and the look on his face was pure evil. He said, “You better not make a sound or tell anybody what happened.” When I laid down, I started making noise trying to wake my siblings up, he picked up one of my mom’s slippers that was nearby and slapped me in the right eye as hard as he could, he was very angry because I was making noise when he already had told me to be quiet. I was very scared and was crying. I wanted my mom, and she wasn’t home. I felt hopeless and very scared because I couldn’t believe Jason violated me in the worst way.

As I lay there on the floor, weeping and crying because I wanted my mom. I cried myself to sleep. I didn’t see my mom until the next morning, and when my mom looked at me, she realized my right eye was swollen shut, and my lips were big and swollen as well. My mom looked with full rage in her eyes and asked me what had happened. I froze up because Jason was in the room, looking right at me! That next morning, my grandmother came to pick up my mom’s family members, and after they had left, that’s when I felt safe telling my mom what happened. I told my mom everything and how Jason had hurt me. The next thing I knew, I saw my mom’s eyes well up with tears and her nose flare up. I knew then something bad was about to happen. She gathered us all up, and to our grandparents’ house, we went.

As soon as my mom walked in the door, she asked no questions, she was swinging and punching. She was in full attack mode, she didn’t stop fighting until my grandfather heard all the commotion and broke up the fight between my mom and Jason. My grandfather said, “What the hell is going on here?” My mom said, “Jason molested my baby!” Of course, my grandparents didn’t want to believe it. My mom swung at Jason again, and my grandparents told my mom to leave because they knew she meant business and she wasn’t a force to be reckoned with. So, we left. My mom took me to the emergency room to get answers. On our way there, my mom looked over at me, I was crying, telling her that my private area hurt. My mom looked over at me and stared with tears in her eyes, and she drove even faster. We arrived and got me checked in, then they called us to come back. My mom began to tell the doctor what had happened to me, and the doctor wanted to do an exam. After the doctor finished, he looked at my mom and confirmed what she already believed. He began to tell her that he saw where I was red and inflamed, and he further went on to say I was penetrated. I put my clothes back on, and we left. After all that, my mom was ready for war, and I wasn’t sure what was about to happen. All I knew we were back at my grandparents’ house again. This time, my mom didn’t come in swinging; she went straight into my grandparents’ faces and said, “My baby girl wasn’t lying, we just left the emergency room, and the doctor examined her and said she was penetrated”! The rage built right back in her, and she attacked Jason again. After my mom calmed down and revealed everything to them, my grandparents were still in denial, and they brushed it off.

My mom didn’t stay any longer, she gathered me and my siblings, and before walking out their door, my mom looked her parents straight in their eyes and told them Jason was no longer welcome back to her house, and if he came around me, she would kill him. My grandparents knew she meant every word of it, too. We left and didn’t see my grandparents for about 2 years. Time had passed, and I guessed when those years were up, our family went back to normal, they were having get-togethers as if nothing happened, and from the eyes of a child, I didn’t think anything of it at first, then as more time passed, as a teenager, I realized I had built up anger towards my mom. I didn’t want to be around my family or my mom, period. I even started to believe my mom didn’t do anything about it, she explained that she took me to the emergency room and the doctor told her that I was red and inflamed in my vaginal area. Again, in my mind, I’m wondering why the cops weren’t called on him! I was left with many unanswered questions for years! I was so confused about whether my mom protected me or not. My mom reassured me that she handled the situation and that she didn’t let it go without a fight. I strongly believed my mom because I remembered seeing her in action. However, in the back of my mind, I was still unsure due to how she was visiting the family, just having a good time, and they never brought it up in any conversations. In other words, they swept it under the rug. I carried that trauma around for 40 years. In my adulthood, I was eight months pregnant with my first son, and I had to open up this ugly wound and talk to my mom about it again. I expressed my true feelings to my mom, letting her know that over the years, I didn’t believe she had protected me, and how confused and hurt I was to see her laughing and joking with Jason, who molested me, and she received proof from a doctor that I was molested.

I was crying my eyes out, and being eight months pregnant at the time made me even more emotional. My mom began to figure out why I had distanced myself from her for a while, and she began to cry. That’s when I strongly believed my mom when she told me that she did go after Jason. We both cried, sitting at her kitchen table. For the first time, I saw my mom being vulnerable; she had always been strong and kept a straight face. My little brother Darren was present and heard my ugly truth for the first time. My mom and I closed the chapter on this ugly family secret, and our relationship was repaired. The first three men in my life shaped my perspective on both life and men, especially since I had no male figure to protect me and no positive role model. They all let me down. My heart remained heavy because, at six years old, I did not receive the justice I deserved.
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  [Chapter 3] — Mirage of Love

  
  




Maurice and I met on a dating site. We conversed on the site for about four weeks. Whenever I logged onto the site, his picture would pop up because they were a match. At first, I was skeptical of talking to him because of our age difference. I was 35 years old, and he was 28 years old. I knew better, but I was feeling good about myself, and I didn’t have any self-esteem issues because I had already lost a significant amount of weight 6 years ago. I took my healthy lifestyle change seriously, and I was just feeling fabulous knowing this hot, sexy 28-year-old wanted me! I would glance over his pictures each time I went on the dating site; that was our way of communicating until I felt comfortable giving him my number. He was so good-looking to me; he had a very nice physique, and he appeared to be in shape, too. So eventually I gave in, and we exchanged phone numbers, and we hit it off quickly, I was feeling him, and he was feeling me. Our phone conversations began to grow, and we talked every day and night. During those conversations, he had so much positive energy, our conversations were good all the time he didn’t come off as someone with a hidden agenda. During our phase of continuing to get to know each other, he told me he had just moved back home, he was living in another state, and that things weren’t going the way he expected, so he decided to move back home to be closer to his family, and I understood that.

As time went on, and many conversations later, I began to discover some things about Maurice. When we finally decided to meet in person, he called me and said he wanted us to meet up. It was on a Friday, and I was getting off from work. I was rushing to get home and shower. I was very excited; we were finally going to meet each other face to face, no more sending each other pictures. I had gotten myself all together. I put on a sexy red fitted dress and my favorite Victoria’s Secret perfume with my black Baby Phat stilettos. I was all ready to see my man Maurice, but my cellphone rang, and it was him! I could tell something was wrong by the tone of his voice. He began to say, “I’m calling to check to see if you still want to meet.” I replied with excitement in my voice. I replied, “Of course!” He said, “Good, because I’m ready to see you too, babe.” I was mistaken about something being wrong because he was still agreeing to come see me. Two hours had passed, and no Maurice, now I was getting frustrated. I was all amped to see him, too; I was looking and smelling all good, and to add, I was feeling sexy. I was ready for him, and that moment of disappointment rolled right on in. My cellphone was ringing; it was Maurice, and this time, I was right about something being wrong. He called me back to tell me that tonight won’t be good, could we meet up that Saturday morning?

I didn’t think about it, but I asked why on Saturday morning. He replied that his car wasn’t running, and he didn’t have any other way to come to my house tonight, and I told him it was very understandable. We both were disappointed, but he reassured me that we would see each other on Saturday. After saying our good nights, I took off my freak um dress and took my behind to bed. I was feeling all hot and bothered over this man! Saturday morning finally arrived, no call from Maurice. Now I’m thinking this dude is full of shit and I didn’t even want to be bothered by him. It was later in the afternoon, and my cellphone rang… it was Maurice giving me small talk, and I was like, What’s up with you, are you coming or what? “I went on to ask, “Are you still having car issues”? He replied, “Yes, I am.”

He went on to say I can have my mom bring me halfway if that’s all right with you, not thinking anything of it or paying attention to the red flags. I agreed because I wanted to see him just that badly after spending several weeks getting to know him over our telephone conversations and sending countless pictures of each other. I asked him what the exit was, and I would be there. Next thing I knew, I gathered up my kids, Candace, and Malik, and told them to let’s roll out. I had arrived before Maurice and his mom did, so I could get my nerves together. Next, I looked up and Maurice was standing at my driver’s side window, smiling. I was so excited at that point, I didn’t care how he got there. I just wanted to see him. I got out of my Cadillac Escalade, and the first thing he said was, “Man, you’re short and too beautiful, and what are you doing driving that big SUV as little as you are!” I just laughed it off. He continued to hug me, then he hugged me even tighter. Next, he introduced me to his mother. After going through the meeting and greeting, I finally felt comfortable bringing him back to my place, everything was going well. Maurice was talking to the kids while driving back to my house. We finally arrived. The kids went upstairs to their rooms, while Maurice and I stayed downstairs. He was like, “Wow, you have a very beautiful home, it’s neat and clean.” I looked at him and said, “I would not have it any other way.”

The chemistry was there, and the physical attraction was strong. As the day went on and night approached, he asked if he could spend the night because he wasn’t ready to leave and my hot ass agreed to it. I must admit that the night was incredible! Sunday evening, I took Maurice back to his parents’ house, and we talked about taking it to another level, and just that quickly, we decided to pursue a relationship. Maurice had a lot of swag and charisma, which is exactly why he was able to cause so much turmoil in my life! You’ll see what I mean as the ugly truths continue to unfold. It was time for me to get back home. I had to work the next morning, and the kids had to go to school. Maurice called to make sure the kids and I made it home safely. We stayed on the phone half the night until he fell asleep. I ended our call because I had to be up in the next two hours. All that week we had been communicating, and he wanted to come back to see me again. We both agreed again on Friday night after I got off work. In the meantime, I was counting down the days to see my man again. Friday couldn’t get here any quicker!

Maurice called me that evening because he knew my work schedule, and he told me he would be at my house at about nine o’clock pm. I’m even more excited now at this point, he was officially my man. I got myself all dolled up, fed the kids, and after they ate, they went up into the media room to watch movies. I’m downstairs in the family room drinking on some wine and listening to my slow jams on my playlist, getting ready for my man to come over, then I get that call at 7:45 pm, it’s Maurice calling me, talking about “Hey babe, how was your day?” When he began short-talking me, I knew what he was about to say next. I had cut the small talk and went straight to it. I said to him, “Is it your car again?” He replied, “Yes.” Then he went on to say, “I can drive it, but it’s not the type of car you drive every day, it’s my car show vehicle. I do have a Lexus, but it’s still in Virginia.” I paused in thought. He was my man now, and I wanted to be with him. I fixed my mouth to say, “Do you want me to come pick you up”? You better believe he didn’t hesitate at all, he said, “Yes, baby.” I want to see and be with you tonight. Here I am, 35 years old, acting like a teenage girl all in love. I gathered up my kids and headed out the door to go get my man!

All types of red flags were going up from the start, and I didn’t pay any attention to them. More than red flags were still popping up, and again, I had my blinders on; all I saw was that Maurice was giving me his time and he wanted to be with me, not knowing at all that he had a hidden agenda. When I arrived, I went and knocked on the door at his parents’ house, It was the holidays. It was Thanksgiving, and his family was all gathered in the living room, and the rest of the family wanted to meet me. I went in, and Maurice began to introduce me to everyone. I had already met his mom, and the rest of his family was smiling at me, being friendly and noisy.

They were even giving me compliments on how pretty I was. I looked at the time and told Maurice that I needed to get on down the road and get my kids situated. He said, “Okay,” before leaving. Maurice looked at his mom and asked her, “How old do you think Ariyana is?” His mom looked at me, smiled, and said, “Twenty-six? Twenty-eight?”. Maurice smiled at me and said, “Let’s go.” His mom asked, “Well, how old she is since you asked me to guess her age. Maurice looked at me and asked, “Can I tell her?” I said to him you might as well since you brought it up, I’m not ashamed, Maurice replied thirty-five the whole house stopped what they were doing and looked at me and said, “WHAT!!!” There’s no way!!! Well, you look good for your age, you don’t even look it. As everyone was still impressed by my age and how I looked, I told Maurice that I needed to get back home, and we all said our goodbyes. I started walking to the door. Maurice’s mom said to him, “Are you staying over or are you coming back home?”

I was confused at first until I saw him with his suitcase. He looked at his mom and said… “I’ll let you know.” I didn’t think anything of it; he’s my man, and he was coming home with me. Our weekend rendezvous turned into him moving in without us clarifying what exactly we wanted to do now, it just felt good. I must admit, Maurice and I were going strong despite the many red flags that were flashing in my face. I was still working at my full-time job as an Assistant Director, and Maurice, on the other hand, didn’t have a job. He just moved in with me and my two kids, and he was new to the area. He would take me to work and pick me up.

In the meantime, while I was working, he would so-called be out looking for a job; he found odd jobs here and there, nothing consistent. He had a skill, but it took a while for him to find exactly what he enjoyed doing and me being the woman I am always encouraging and supportive, but when my bills were adding up due to me having an extra person in the house and things were coming up short, being in love wasn’t paying my bills! My relationship with Maurice moved fast. I didn’t sit to think things over or stroll through the relationship. I had dived right into it, and I regret every bit of it, too! The personality that I saw, in the beginning, didn’t match what he showed me in the two months we’ve been together. To put it another way, he was a wolf in sheep’s clothing!

During the lovey-lovey phase, my radar started to go up, I started paying attention when he started staying out late at night. He was becoming indecisive about our relationship. He was new to the area, a new face, and he was supposed to be looking for jobs; he started spreading his wings all right. He started acting brand new towards me, staying out more and talking to me less. One night, while I was in the kitchen cooking dinner, he had his phone on the counter, and it lit up. I saw that he was still on the dating site that we had met on. I felt things were getting serious, so I deleted the app, and I thought Maurice did too. I asked him, “Why are you still on the dating site? You live with me, and we are in a relationship”? He looked at me with a nonchalant look and said, “I didn’t delete it because I wasn’t sure about us, and I need to keep my options open”. He went on to say, relationships do not always last, sometimes you must play the game until you feel you have the right woman, and I feel you are not my soulmate. You have a good heart and are a good woman, but something is still missing; you are not satisfying me. At that moment, it felt like a punch in the gut. All the sacrifices I have made, and not to mention, I allowed him to come into my home without bringing anything to the table. He stood in my face and said that to me!

I stood there for a second with a blank stare on my face. I didn’t say anything, I felt the tension between us, so I called Candace and Malik to come downstairs, and I told them to get in the vehicle, and I’ll be out in a second. I got my keys to unlock the door for them. The next thing I knew, a black object came flying in my direction, and the good thing was that I moved because it would have hit me in the face. I realized it was a remote control for the stereo once it shattered into pieces on the floor. Maurice looked at me and said, “You aren’t going to say anything!” I looked at him in the face, and he was irate, and his eyes were blazing red with fire. I said to him, “It would be best if I left so you and I can cool off, and we’ll talk later.” He didn’t say a word, so I walked outside the door. I got in my vehicle, and I drove off. The tears were pouring down my face. I didn’t have a plan; I knew I had to be at work the next day, and the kids had to go to school. I ended up driving to the mall and sitting in the parking lot.

As I wiped the tears from my eyes, I started apologizing to my kids for what they had been hearing lately from Maurice and me, all the fussing and cursing. They asked me if it would stop, and I said “YES”. I called a very close friend of mine to tell her what just happened and instantly she said, “Do you need me to come over?” I told her, “No it’s all right.” I did assure her if things got out of hand, I would call her she replied, “OKAY.” We both said I love you and I went back to my house. I told the kids to come and eat and go to bed afterwards. Maurice and I didn’t say a word to each other. He went into the garage on his phone, and I sat in the family room and watched TV. At that point, I was confused and somewhat afraid of what had happened between us, and he didn’t even bother apologizing for his actions, eventually, I lay down until I fell asleep. While lying there, I was thinking deeply about everything that went down, and the words he said to me cut oh so deep, my eyes were heavy with tears, and eventually I fell asleep. Living with Maurice became dreadful and unbearable. I didn’t know what I had gotten myself into, and I couldn’t believe I was allowing this to happen to me!
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