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    Prologue 
 
    Cayane 
 
    I sat back counting to ten as I watched Juice pace back and forth on his phone. “Yo, I will be right there. Don’t let them fight man. I don’t want that for my little niggas. Just try and have them chill until I can-”  
 
    His conversation was cut short as the phone he was holding up to his ear began ringing. His face was comical, eyes wide open in shock and his mouth slightly opened in surprise. We both just looked at each other for a few minutes. Waiting, I leaned against the kitchen counter to see what he had to say for himself. Probably fucking nothing but we would see.  
 
    Instead of doing what was right, he did what he did best, lied. “Damn babe, I guess I lost them niggas. I ain’t even gonna keep talking though. Dame and Timmy are on the block about to fight, so I got to go stop these niggas.” He ran over and kissed me on my forehead before running out the door.  
 
    Laughing, I picked up my two year old son Kahlan and ran out to my little red Honda Civic. Strapping him in the fastest I ever did, I was happy to see Juice was stuck at the light. I followed behind him and I swear he was so anxious to get where he was going, he never even looked behind him. I always had a feeling he was cheating on me but today, I just knew this nigga was up to no good.  
 
    After a few blocks I realized the area looked familiar. Seeing him pull up to the green house on Wallace Street, I felt my heart jump out of my chest. No, he couldn’t be here doing this to me. I watched him walk up to the door and there she was. Her tiny shorts revealed her tattoos as she reached up and plastered herself to my man. Well I guess it was our man. Yea, I would know her ass anywhere because she was supposed to be this nigga’s cousin.  
 
    Enraged, I threw the car in park and ran up on them. First thing I did was punch him in the back of the head; I didn’t care about anything, not even the fact he could beat my little ass. She was next. I wasted no time literally knocking her fucking throat out. Her once peanut butter colored face was now purple, as she struggled to breathe. “Nisha, how could you? After all the time you spent in my face, shit, around our son!” I shouted through my tears.  
 
    “Get the fuck off of her,” Juice said, grabbing me and damn near flinging me down the steps. Did this nigga just protect his side chick? Slitting my eyes at him, I just nodded. I was done, tears dried the fuck up and all. I didn’t want a fucking apology, do over, or anything that involved giving this nigga another chance. She could have him because I would never play second. 
 
    “You know what, Juice. Fuck you and her. No worries here, I’m gone.” Hitting him with the deuce sign, I ran back to my car. I didn’t pay attention to anything as I drove. I swear, I was trying to be as safe as I could with my son in the car. But, the fresh rage was damn near blinding me. I screeched to a stop in our driveway, thankful my nosey ass neighbor wasn’t home. Kahlan clung to me as I grabbed him and ran up the stairs, fumbling with my keys. I didn’t know where I was going. My parents had kicked their less than perfect daughter to the streets the moment they found out I was pregnant. I only had one other place, my best friend Ashlee’s house.  
 
    I sat Kah in the living room in front of his toys and put on a kids video. I wondered how much of our stuff I could fit in my car. I was mentally taking inventory. I knew I should have gotten a fucking truck. Urghh. Grabbing two garbage bags, I collected my baby’s toys and sippy cups. Anything downstairs, I was taking. Stopping to smash the pictures of the three of us in the sink, I smiled a little when a piece of the glass stabbed into Juice’s image. That was the way I wanted him to suffer in real life.  
 
    Taking the stairs two at a time, I grabbed every book bag and suitcase I could find. I had all my son’s stuff packed first and decided to only take some of mine. I jumped, hearing the downstairs door being flung open. The door knob hitting the wall made a huge bang. “Oh hell naw, what the fuck you think you doing with all this shit?” Juice’s angry voice filled the house. 
 
    Ignoring him, I threw a duffel bag full of clothes down the steps, damn near hitting him in his head. “Come on, stop fucking playing Cayane. It ain’t even like that ma; you know I love yo’ ass. She just be sucking the skin off my dick. I don’t want her.”  
 
    Carrying suitcases to the car, I bumped him hard as I walked by. He was stuck on dumb, stupid, and a hoe because I wasn’t about to let this shit slide. He had the wrong girl. “Juice, get out of my way nigga. I’m good. I don’t even have the breath to waste talking to yo’ ass,” I said, walking around him. He wanted to follow me outside looking like a puppy dog.  
 
    “So, you are leaving Cay? You think you leaving a nigga like me?” His eyes were wild and he was banging on his chest. “No, you gonna stay yo’ ass in this house is what the fuck you gonna do.”  
 
    Not fazed by his threats, I grabbed the butcher knife from the kitchen and spun around to face him.   
 
    “Now, I am leaving. You and your play cousin can suck each other, fuck each other. Hell, you both can roll around in fucking playdough naked. I don’t care. Just move ya slow dick, awkward head, ADHD having ass from in front of me.” I usually didn’t diss this nigga because I was a good girlfriend, but I wasn’t about to hold back anymore. It was all about how I felt at the moment. He backed away, and I let out a sigh of relief. Looking around one final time, I felt a wave of anxiety, but I didn’t know why.  
 
    “Kah, let’s go!” I called out to my son as I made it to the front of the house. Juice stood there holding my son in his arms as he walked out to front door. “Umm, what the fuck do you think you doing?” I said, but he didn’t respond. I knew he wasn’t bringing him to the car; that would be too much to ask for. “Nigga, give me my fucking son,” I said, punching him in his back.  
 
    He kept walking like I wasn’t doing shit. As he got closer to his car, I felt my palms get sweaty and my heart race. Was he kidnapping our son? “Bitch, you think you about to leave me? You think you are about to take my son? He will never leave me.”  
 
    Rushing to try and catch him, he slammed the car door in my face as he peeled off. Instead of going straight, he turned left, straight into oncoming traffic. All I could hear was the blaring of horns and my own screams.  
 
    “Noooo!” I cried as I ran to the mangled mess of cars in the middle of the street. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter One  
 
    I’ve been broken 
 
    Cayane 
 
    “Thank you for being a dedicated customer of AT&T,” I said, ending the call and hanging up the phone. I looked up at my next customer just in time, as he threw the IPhone X across the counter so hard, it hit me in my chest.  
 
    “This shit don’t fucking work,” he said, his face bawled up. I could tell by his accent he wasn’t from around here. Not that I gave a fuck, he was damn rude. I tried my best to keep Miss Customer Service in place and Cayane tucked safely away. “Is yo’ ass slow or deaf?” he asked after I took too long to respond.  
 
    Blowing air out of my mouth, I gingerly picked the phone up and placed it closer to him. “Sir, can we please begin with your phone number?”  
 
    He glared at me through his hooded eyes. Shoving the phone at me again, his hand brushed mine, causing my skin to tingle. I could smell his intoxicating cologne and for a moment, I was lost in his aura. I wondered what the scent was. A bitch would buy it and spray my pillows, just for those lonely nights when all I had was my dildo Fred.  
 
    “Man look, I am all for allowing the special people to work and shit, but can I get a normal person? I don’t have a lot of fucking time or patience.” His lip curled up as his scowl deepened, and it revealed a platinum grill. Telling myself to snap out of it, I frowned my face and started counting again.  
 
    After completely stepping back from the counter, I pulled up my computer screen and gave him a look of death. One that said I wished his sexy ass would fucking drop dead. Hell, I didn’t even like light skin men, so no loss to me. “Listen, I am trying to help you. I need your phone number, so I can look up the account and a tech can take over. Oh and, nigga, ya mama is slow,” I said the last part through clenched teeth because I wanted to put hands on him.  
 
    “718-220-5819, and my bad ma. I just got somewhere to be,” he said as he licked his lips and smirked. I didn’t give a fuck about him trying to make nice now. I wasn’t trying to be his friend, just do my job and get him the fuck out my face.  
 
    “Ok, is Veronica Miller with you?” I asked in a rude tone. I sarcastically looked around the store like I was searching for the nonexistent female whose name this phone was registered too. I already knew the fucking deal. Dope boy can’t even get a phone in his name, so some girlfriend or pop off did it for him. The thought of him having a girlfriend got to me for some reason; I felt jealous and that shit was all the way from left field. After all I had been through, I didn’t date. Didn’t think about men the way other girls did.  
 
    “Come on ma, you know the deal. She ain’t here; hell, I’m visiting from out of town. Just fix this shit.” He was back to annoyed and not so friendly now. Shaking my head, I was about to explain why I couldn’t, but he cut me off. “A’ight, just sell me a new one. Transfer the chip or whatever the fuck ya’ll do.” He threw down a stack of money on the counter and answered a second phone. “Yo.” He never even looked back my way while he chopped it up on the other line. “Man, I’m gonna fucking be late; this bitch at the phone store holding me up,” he said, glaring at me.  
 
    “Sir, I will need your ID and for you to fill out the application for your new phone.” I smirked inside. Hell, his ghetto ass probably didn’t even have a fucking ID. I was going to show him this bitch from the phone store. 
 
    “Son, I got to go.” He hung up and looked behind me. “Yo, you the fucking manager?” he yelled out loud as hell. I could see Darcy’s ole thirsty ass damn near trip and fall, she was moving so fast to get to the front. She had a grin so big, I could see all twenty-eight of her funky fucking teeth.  
 
    “Yes, I am. What can I do for you baby?” she said, poking out her chest and slightly sticking out her tongue. Disgusted, I walked away. She could deal with this shit.  
 
    “His phone is broken, but it isn’t in his name,” I shot over my shoulder. Before I could even get anywhere, she was unboxing a new X and taking the old phone back to tech, so they could transfer all of his stuff. She was a real fucking thot. I tried to ignore him as I restocked the phone cases, but his eyes watched every move I made. Before long, he had disappeared; I guess he would be returning for his phone.  
 
    “Shit,” I cursed out loud as I cut myself with the box cutter. Seeing Julio was up front, I went to the bathroom to rinse the cut and grab a band aid. Once I got back there, the door was closed so I had to wait.  
 
    “Yea girl, take this dick. You better not fucking choke,” was all I heard from the other side of the door. I recognized Darcy’s moans in between. Wow. Mister sexy was her latest conquest. “Fuck yea,” he said before I heard water running. Before I could leave the hallway, the door opened and he came out zipping up his Robin jeans. I felt like shit for some reason, knowing he had fucked with her nasty behind. Not that he would want a girl like me or that I wanted his rude ass. But this pretty much ruined any chance we had. 
 
    His gaze caught mine as he got closer to me. I could feel his hard body next to mine as I backed up until I hit the wall. Trapped, he made sure he felt my whole body as he looked down on me. “Good looking ma,” he said to Darcy while he was still in my face and she stood there looking stupid. I could feel his breath next to my ear, he was so close. “It should have been you,” he whispered before walking away. 
 
    Chaos 
 
    Making my way outside, I jumped in my Range and headed to meet my cousin. He was blowing me up and I couldn’t say shit because I was two hours late. I guess I could have skipped getting my dick wet, but I needed something to take the edge off. The whole time I was fucking the manager’s face, I was picturing her employee instead of her. Cayane, that was what her name tag said. I could still see her coco brown eyes as she glared at me all morning. I guess I pushed shorty too far. I mean shit, I knew she wasn’t slow. But I needed her to just do what the fuck I asked her and not give me the run around.  
 
    I was shocked when she told me my momma was slow. I wanted to be mad, but it was new for someone to clap back on my ass. Even though this wasn’t my town, my pretty boy looks and crazy demeanor should have been enough for anyone to show me respect. But, lil mama went in on my ass. She didn’t even change up when I threw stacks on the counter. She was unbothered and unimpressed. I didn’t see that often. I was used to looking into girls’ eyes and seeing dollar signs and lust. I knew I was going back to see her disrespectful ass. She made a nigga wonder what was under that tough girl exterior.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Dominic aka Nicco 
 
    I hit my blunt and then looked down at my watch again. I hadn’t laid eyes on my cousin since he had gotten to town. He had come from the Bronx to Chicago the day before and I was on a field trip with my Godson Kahlan and couldn’t get him from the airport. My wife Ashlee was at school, so my cousin Ca’Shon grabbed an Uber and went straight to his spot in Hyde Park. He had driven his SUV two weeks before to check out a few of the properties I owned. After he decided on the four bedroom, two and a half bathroom town house in Hyde Park, he hopped on a flight and flew back to finish up his business in New York.  
 
    Chaos and I grew up together, but my aunt and her husband moved out to New York the day after his twelfth birthday. He and I remained close and would alternate summer visits and once we became adults, we visited each other as often as time would allow. He had a strong operation going out in New York but when territorial issues started to become a problem, Chaos knew it was time to move around.  
 
    We had bounced around the idea of him coming out to the Chi for a few months, then after my partner and main man Reece was murdered, the decision was made for my cousin to come this way. Motherfuckers had questions, but I was the head nigga in charge, so I didn’t have to answer shit.  
 
    Chaos was coming in as an equal partner, replacing Reece and I knew for sure two of them niggas was going to have a problem with it, but that was a problem they’d have to figure out on their fucking own. I took another pull on my blunt and then grabbed my phone. What was keeping this nigga, I wondered as I scrolled through my contacts, found his name, and placed my call. 
 
    “Yo!” he answered. 
 
    “Wad-up, yo’ ass almost two hours late; where you at?” I blasted. 
 
    “Man Im’ma fucking be late; this bitch at the phone store holding me up!” he barked. I knew my lil cuz was short-tempered and was up in the phone store giving some poor agent the fucking blues. 
 
    “How late nigga?” 
 
    “Son, I’ll hit you back,” he said and ended the call without answering my question. I looked at my screen and didn’t bother to hit him up again. It took me five or six attempts to get him to even answer that one call. “Fuck!” I mumbled. 
 
    “What’s wrong babe?” Ashlee asked.  
 
    I turned to her because I didn’t even realize she had come down the steps. I wasn’t allowed to light up on the main floor and she only came down the steps if she had to do laundry. “Nothing bae, I was just on wit’ Chaos. That nigga supposed to have been here damn two hours ago, but he at some wireless store.” 
 
    “Why, what’s wrong with his phone?”  
 
    “Man, shit, I have now fucking idea, but he needs to hurry his ass up because we got shit to do.” 
 
    She headed towards the laundry and I flopped down on the sofa. After a few moments, she came out with a basket of clothes. I figured she had gotten them out of the dryer. “Are y’all going to be out long?” 
 
    “Maybe so babe,” I said and grabbed the remote. “We have a lot to cover and Chaos has to learn everything, every location and meet a few connects. I mean, we did some ground work when he rode out here a couple of weeks ago, but now it’s time to get to work, so I may be late babe.”  
 
    “Okay,” she leaned in to kiss my lips, “I love you and I gotta head out to get lil man from school in a few. Cay has been picking up extra hours because they are short staffed, so she’ll be later getting him this evening.” 
 
    “Man, I wish she would get off that high ass horse of hers. I keep telling her that we got her, but she be on some ole black girl magic shit. I mean Juice deadbeat, no-good ass is only breathing because of lil man.” 
 
    “I know baby, but you know how Cay is. She’s been like that since we were kids. Now, O’s ass have no problem taking cash, gifts, or you name it. That bitch will ask for the shoes on my damn feet,” Ash laughed. 
 
    “Yeah, I can’t stand Olivia’s ass and I don’t know how y’all even still fuck with that ho’,” I said. Ashlee, Cayane, and Olivia were thick as thieves, but it was always something a little bit off with O’s ass and no matter how many times I told Ash to watch that ho’, she’d always defend her bitch ass friend. 
 
    “Hey Nicco, watch it babe. I’m not fond of all the niggas that you roll wit’ either.”  
 
    “Like who?” I quizzed. 
 
    “That nigga Narvelle,” she spat. 
 
    “You only saying that shit because again, yo’ ho’ ass friend O,” he laughed. “Errrrr’ since she let him fuck her in the back seat of his truck, you can’t stand him. I told yo’ girls ages ago not to fuck with none of my niggas because we roll in the same circles, but you know a ho’ like O’ always got her legs spread or a dick in her mouth,” I joked and laughed hard as hell, but Ash didn’t find me funny. 
 
    “Man, shut yo’ ass up. I know O’ be on some dumb shit, but that is still my girl, aw’ight. I can’t help if she got ho’ tendencies.” 
 
    “Well, you and Cay need to find another third wheel. If them niggas didn’t know you was my wife and Cay was Juice’s ex and baby momma, they’d think y’all was ho’s too,” I added and took the last hit of my J. “And don’t be letting Tam roll nowhere with her. I mean, I know Tam is grown and shit now, but we’ve been raising her since mom’s got sick and then passed, and she is like my baby girl too, and I don’t want her to be influenced by Olivia’s ho’ ass.” 
 
    Ash sat. I knew she was about to hit me with something I didn’t want to hear, because she never stayed in my lion’s den more than a few brief moments.  
 
    “Speaking of Tam, she gon’ make me choke her.” 
 
    “What she do now?” 
 
    “She got another ticket Nicco. I mean, she keeps parking her car in no parking zones and just keep racking up tickets that you keep paying for.” 
 
    “Look babe, Tam is young; she just doing young chick bullshit.” 
 
    “Nicco, for real, gon’ wit that bullshit. You need to stop babying her. I mean, you need to start having my back and stop giving her cash every five minutes for shit.” 
 
    “Ash, the girl is in school and you and I both agreed that we wanted her to focus on school and not worry about money and shit like that.” 
 
    “True, but you show up with a brand-new car for her birthday six months ago when she turned twenty-one without even asking me.”  
 
    “Ash, you kept complaining about her always borrowing yo’ shit, so I thought getting the car would get her outta yours,” I defended. I knew I spoiled Tam, like I spoiled my baby sis Dominique and my Godson Kahlan. Those lil muthafuckas are my heart and my weakness.  
 
    “You know what I’m saying Nicco. Just help me enforce some limits around here please. I mean, Tam is now twenty-one, but were still running shit up in here and, if you don’t have my back, she gon’ wild out. She listens to you because she thinks I ride her too much, so talk to her. Tell her you gon’ snatch up them keys if she gets another damn ticket or make her ass sweep floors at one of the salons we own; I mean, she is in hair school. I just don’t want her to keep thinking shit is easy. I mean, I know all the shit we got going on ain’t legit, but we worked hard for this shit. I’m in culinary school because I want something when the hustle is gon’. We ain’t gonna be twenty-five and twenty-six forever babe,” she said sweetly.  
 
    “I know baby,” I said and kissed her cheek. “I’ll holla at her and I got’cha back,” I said.  
 
    “Thanks baby and I hear you about her hanging with O; I’ll handle that,” she said and stood. I swatted her on the ass, and she headed up the stairs. A moment or two after, my phone rung, and I looked down to see it was my baby sis. 
 
    “Hey Nikki, wat’s crackin’ sis?” 
 
    “Hey Nic, where you at?” 
 
    “I’m at home, wat’s up and why you whispering?” 
 
    “It’s daddy, Nic; he is on my nerves. He and mommy is going to Memphis for this revival and he trying to make me go. I don’t want to go and I called Ash about fifteen times, so she can promise Mommy that I can stay with y’all.” 
 
    “Ash just went upstairs. She didn’t have her phone, so I will tell her to call Ma.” 
 
    “Thank you, thank you, thank you. Tell her to call now because we supposed to leave tomorrow.” 
 
    “I will Nikki, don’t sweat it.”  
 
    “I can’t wait until I’m eighteen, so I can get outta here!” 
 
    “Well by the time you turn eighteen, you’ll be in college and then you’ll have to worry about me overprotecting you.” 
 
    “As if you don’t already.” 
 
    “Yeah, you right,” I chuckled. “I’ll tell Ash in a min, because I’m about to head out to meet up with Ca’Shon in a few.” 
 
    “He back in town already?” 
 
    “Yep, he got back yesterday.” 
 
    “Aw’ight, tell my big cuz I said hey and I guess I’ll see y’all tomorrow, if Momma and Daddy don’t trip. They love Ash, so I’m sure they won’t say no.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. Lata sis,” I said and ended the call. My daddy was the Pastor of an up and coming mega church on the south east side of Chicago and, although he adored my wife, he couldn’t stand the sight of me. Since I dropped out of college and told him the chances of me become a preacher was a zero, we fell out. I was rarely invited to my parents’ home when he was home and, although my mother and I were still tight, whenever any occasion involved my father and I being in the same room, it was a bad fucking situation. I tried to stay as clear and free as possible from him, and I’m sure his efforts to stay away from me were just the same. I loved my father and would do whatever it took for him to accept who I am but if I wasn’t walking in his righteous footsteps, he didn’t want to have shit to do with me.  
 
    My phone rang again, and I looked down to see Chaos on my screen. 
 
    “Nigga, wat up?” 
 
    “Man, these Chi-Town ho’s got some mad head game,” he spat. 
 
    “What, you been here all of ten minutes and you don’ fucked a bitch tonsils already?” 
 
    “Cuz, come on now, you know me. It took yo’ cuz all of three seconds to get that bitch in the employee bathroom. I mean, she sucked my dick so damn good, I may have phone issues errrrr’ muthafuckin’ day, ya heard me,” he said.  
 
    “Damn, yo’ ass ain’t changed one bit.” 
 
    “So, where we at today? What is our new agenda, since I ran behind?” 
 
    “A lil biz as usual. We gon’ meet up wit’ Narvelle and Dizzy and we gon’ roll through a couple of spots, welcome you into the Chi nicely kid.”  
 
    “Bet, come by my crib and we can do what we do,” he said. 
 
    “Aw’ight.” I ended the call and headed up the steps. I told Ashlee about Nikki’s call and then kissed my baby bye. I promised her I’d try not to be out too late and then headed out the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    Ashlee aka Ash 
 
    “Okay, run and wash yo’ hands lil man, because dinner is done,” I told Kahlan. 
 
    “Okay,” he said sweetly and ran to the powder room near the kitchen. He came back and climbed back onto the stool at the island. I fixed his plate and put it in front of him, and he just looked at it.  
 
    “What’s wrong Kah?” I asked him. 
 
    He scratched the side of his little head. “Ummm Auntie Ash, what is this?” He frowned. 
 
    “It’s pasta with chicken and shrimp and cheese and baby tomatoes.” 
 
    “But Auntie, its green,” he said looking at the dish suspiciously with his eye brows scrunched together. 
 
    “I know lil man, you’ve never had green pasta before?” I asked, knowing he may have never. It was a recipe that I was trying to perfect for my upcoming exam. 
 
    “Noooooo,” he said, shaking his head from side to side. 
 
    “Okay, why don’t you just try a bite and see if you like it?” I suggested, and he slowly went for his fork. “Kah, baby, it’s a pesto sauce and even though it’s green, I can assure you that you’ll love it.” 
 
    Not convinced, he took his fork, picked up one of the tiniest pieces of chicken on the plate, and slowly put it into his mouth. I watched him chew and process the flavor before the skepticism started to fade from his little face. He went for another piece, slight larger that time, and gave it a second try and then his head went up and down.  
 
    “Seeeeeeeeeeee, you like it, don’t you?” He nodded yes again. “You know yo’ Auntie Ash ain’t gon’ serve up no nasty food.” He continued to nod his little head. A few short moments later, he was all done. “Are you good?” 
 
    “Yes ma’am,” he said, pushing his plate in my direction across the island. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want anymore?” 
 
    “I’m sure,” he said and wiped his mouth with a paper napkin. He picked up his cup of apple juice and polished it off.  
 
    “Now, you go wash your hands and then you can play your video games for one hour. After, you can have your scoop of ice cream and then your mom should be here to pick you up,” I said. 
 
    “Okay Auntie,” he said and then raced up the stairs. I rinsed his plate and cup and then added them to my dishwasher. I fixed me a plate and poured myself a glass of wine and, then, I heard the door.  
 
    “Tam, is that you?” I called out. 
 
    “Yassssssssss,” she said and a couple short seconds later, she walked into the kitchen. My sister and I were close for a very long time, until she thought she was too grown to listen to me. Our mother had become ill when I was about fourteen and Autumn was eleven. I stepped in and became the big sis/mom and, as the years went by, my mother’s condition got worse. My mother suffered with benign tumors for five years before her life was taken by a brain tumor. She had several surgeries over the years and the one that was on her brain just grew larger as time passed. It caused memory loss and her ability to walk and speak properly. She had chronic headaches and two years before she died, I had to put her in hospice care because I could no longer take care of her on my own. 
 
    Nicco took care of me, and I took care of Tam, and she had been living with us as long as I’ve been with Nicco. 
 
    “What’d you cook? It’s smells delicious,” she said, putting her purse down onto the island. 
 
    “Some pasta and what’s with the weave down to your ass?” I questioned when she moved towards the stove. I had just seen my sister that morning, and her hair didn’t look like she needed it to be redone and those extensions didn’t look like they had been done in anybody’s kitchen.  
 
    My sister and I looked alike, but I was thick, juicy as Nicco called me, because I had hips, ass, and thighs for days. My waist was tiny, but trust, that was because I never swallowed anything but water, except for wine and liquor. I worked out four to five times a week because there was a fat gene on my mother’s side and I didn’t want to fall victim to it. We were both, fair skinned, Autumn a shade lighter, but we were sevens on a regular day and tens on our fleek days. Autumn was thin but had a curvy frame, but there were definitely no doubts if we were sisters. I wore my hair natural, although it stretched to the center of my back and bust line when I straightened it but, most times, it was up in a bushy ponytail because I cooked a lot. 
 
    “You like?” she posed. 
 
    “Yes, but how much was it?” 
 
    “Why, you didn’t pay for it?” she spat, giving me sass. 
 
    “If Nicco did, I did,” I snapped. 
 
    She rolled her eyes and let out a huff. “Why you always got to be in my ear Ash? I asked Nicco and he told me to just go by Unique’s and he’d hit her back. What’s the big deal?” 
 
     “The big deal is it looks as if that is an expensive trip just for some damn hair and you have tickets to pay for, Tam. You don’t do shit around here or pay a damn bill.” 
 
    “So what! It ain’t like we po’ around here Ash. We got money, so why you always mad because I spend it.” 
 
    “We, we, we?” I laughed. “I’m married to Nicco, not you. Yes, Nicco and I have money and we share shit with you because we are family. Now, I don’t know what kinda bullshit that brews beneath that scalp of yours, but you need to scale the fuck back Tam. You rollin’ around in a got’damn Lexus that you don’t even pay the insurance on and your credit card bills are a never ending story. Now, I’m warning you to get this spending habit under control before I take over. If I take over, your ass will be on a got’damn Ramen noodles budget,” I barked at her. 
 
    She clicked her tongue and stormed out of the kitchen. She didn’t argue with me because I’d snatch up everything. I finished my pasta and then I heard the door again. “Taaaaammmmm!” I called out again. 
 
    “Nah, it’s me girl,” I heard Cay’s voice. Within seconds she walked into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey Honey,” I said when she walked into the kitchen. She had on khakis and a button-down work shirt. Her hair was in a messy ponytail and my best friend looked beat down.  
 
    “Hey,” she said dryly and then hopped on a stool. 
 
    “Damn friend. Long day at the office.” 
 
    “Girl, you have no fuckin’ idea.” 
 
    “Well, let me fix you a plate, pour you a glass and you can tell me all about it.” 
 
    “Yes, please, and where is my lil guy?” 
 
    “He’s upstairs playing his game,” I said and put the plate down. I walked to the bottom of the steps and called for him. “Kah, sweetie,” I yelled. 
 
    He was at the top of the steps in a matter of seconds. “Yes ma’am,” he said. 
 
    “Your mommy is here,” I said and he raced down the steps. He ran by me. 
 
    “Momma,” he said and ran into her opened arms. 
 
    “Hey Kah,” she said, calling him by his little nickname. 
 
    “Hey momma,” he said, and she planted kisses all over his little face. 
 
    “How was your day today baby? Momma missed you.”  
 
    “It was good and I turned in all of my papers.” 
 
    “That is good lil man.” She continued to kiss and love on Kahlan, as I heated her food and then poured her wine. Once her plate was on the island near her, she told him to go back up and she’d call him back down soon. He zoomed back up the stairs, and I sat to chat with her. We got caught up on a few things and she talked about a couple of her triflin co-workers. We laughed and she finished up her food. 
 
    “Girl, that was good, thanks, because I was so damn busy I barely got a drink of water,” she joked. 
 
    “I keep telling you to just focus on school Cay and let us help you. I mean, at least move into one of our properties so then you won’t have the burden of rent.” 
 
    “Please don’t start that shit Ash, not tonight. I had a long day and this conversation is stale as fuck. I love you and Nicco, but I’m a grown ass woman. I take care of me and mine, okay. Y’all do for Kah and y’all do way too damn much if you ask me. That boy has more pairs of sneakers than a NBA player,” she said, shaking her head. 
 
    “Well, you know Nicco, if he get shoes, Kah get shoes. If he get new jeans, Kah get new jeans. He can’t shop for himself, without shopping for Kah.” 
 
    “And that is more than enough. Y’all doing so much for my son takes a lot of weight off of my back and I’m grateful Ash, so just let me be me bitch. I’ll be done with school in a little while and once I start making my own paper, I’ll upgrade.”  
 
    “Okay bitch, damn. Just know we want the best for you and trust, I want you to stop dealing with them rude muthafuckas up at the wireless store.” 
 
    “Speaking of rude, girl, let me tell you about this one rude ass, arrogant ass, delicious I might add, muthafucka today!” she expressed. He had to have pissed her off because that was the most neck twisting I had ever witnessed Cay do. 
 
    I grabbed the wine to top our glasses off. “What happen Cayane?” I inquired. I was ready for the juice because Cayane told amazing stories. 
 
    “This muthafucka walks up in our store girl, with nothing but attitude. He, like, throws his phone at me and girl, I wanted to throw that muthafucka right back at him. So, I’m taking care of this rude ass masterpiece, because when I tell you hunty, the man was fine, he was hella fuckin’ fine. The type of nigga that you’d poke holes in all the damn condoms in the box for.” 
 
    “Damn, okay, so once you fixed his issue, you gave him yo’ number?” 
 
    “Hell no, first ho’ ass, stank ass, thirsty ass Darcy brings her ass out the back and steps in. Bitch was about to give this nigga our entire inventory and then, she takes him in the back, sucks the nigga off in the bathroom.” 
 
    My mouth dropped open. “You are fucking lying Cay.” I did not believe that shit. 
 
    “Girl no, I’m not, that ho’ is nasty as fuck and I ought to report her ass.” 
 
    “Oh wow. That is crazy.” 
 
    “Yep, and as fine as he was and even if he hadn’t been an asshole, I ain’t trying to be bothered with nobody right now.” 
 
    “Cayane, can you please stop fucking torturing your damn self? Juice is the past and after him, you just shut the fuck down. There is another man out there for you. I know you are focused on school, work, and Kahlan, but can you focus on some dick,” I said.  
 
    “Nope, and I gotta get outta here because I gotta be right back at the store at eight a.m. sharp to make it through another double shift,” she said stand. 
 
    “Damn, they ain’t hired nobody else yet?” 
 
    “Nope, so I will be bringing Kah back in the morning.” 
 
    “Nonsense girl, he can just stay here. You go home and get some rest and pick him up tomorrow.” 
 
    “Are you sure? I mean, I don’t mind.” 
 
    “Girl, this is too far to be going back and forth; he’ll be fine.” 
 
    She walked over to hug me. “Awwww, thank you best friend.” 
 
    I squeezed her back. “You are welcome best friend,” I said. She called Kahlan down and gave him kisses and she promised him she’d be right over to pick him up after work the next day. He hurried back upstairs, and I walked her out.  I then went up to check on Kahlan, and he was playing his game. “Hey lil man, you can come down for your ice cream and then, its bath time.” 
 
    “Okay Auntie.” He put his game on pause and then put his controller down. Since Kahlan was over a lot he had his own room at our place, and I couldn’t wait to give him a little cousin to play with. Nicco and I had been trying since Kahlan was two, but it still hadn’t happened for us yet. 
 
    After I got Kahlan down, I went back down and grabbed my laptop. I went on Facebook and a few of my other social accounts and then, I texted Nicco. 
 
    WHEN R U COMIN HM BABE? 
 
    MAYBE A COUPLE OF HOURS, Y 
 
    NO REASON B SAFE 
 
    NO DOUBT 
 
    CAN WE WORK ON OUR BABY TONIGHT 
 
    ALL NIGHT 4 U 
 
    I blushed. I LUV U 
 
    LUV U 2 
 
    C U SOON 
 
    BET 
 
    I put my phone down smiling and then looked up to see Kahlan. “Hey lil man, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “Auntie Ash, I don’t feel so good,” he cried. 
 
    “Come here baby, what’s wrong?” 
 
    “It’s my tummy,” he said and, as soon as he got within a couple of steps of where I was sitting, he spewed vomit everywhere. “I’m sor, sor,” he tried to say but more came out.  
 
    “Oh Kah, it’s okay baby,” I said tenderly and picked him up. I took him upstairs, took off his soiled pajamas, and put him on a fresh set. I went into my room and stepped out of my soiled clothes. I checked my cabinet to see what I had for upset stomach and I gave him Pepto-Bismol, and he assured me he felt better. I went down to clean up the mess and after I had everything back to normal, I texted Cay.  
 
    HEY DON’T B ALARMED. KAH HAD AN UPSET STOMACH & HE THREW UP 
 
    THREW UP WHAT DID HE EAT?????? 
 
    JUST DINNER & 1 SCOOP OF ICE CREAM  
 
    OH MY GOD I’M ON MY WAY 
 
    NO, NO, NO HE IS BETTER NOW & NOW ASLEEP 
 
    IF HE IS SICK I’M PICKIN HIM UP 
 
    CAYANE I GOT THIS, PLS DON’T WORRY I JUST WANTED 2 LET U KNO, NOT FREAK U OUT 
 
    WHATEVER ASH, I’M OMW 2 GET MY SON 
 
    I shook my head and wished that I hadn’t texted her but, if Kahlan would have mentioned anything to his mother about throwing up and I didn’t tell her, it would have been a fallout and, if she wanted to drive all the way back to my house in Lincoln Park from Harvey, I had to just let her.  
 
       


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    Cayane 
 
    Seeing the text that my baby was sick had me dragging my over tired ass back to the car to go and pick him up. I also left a voicemail on the call-in line, letting them know I would be out tomorrow. Kahlan came first for me every time. I had just showered luckily, since tonight was sure to be a long one. These were the days I wished I had someone else to lean on. I knew lots of hoes be out here boasting about this single parent shit, but I couldn’t figure out why. Having to do double and triple duty all alone, plus work and go to school had me living life like a zombie. I thank God daily for Ash and Nicco; they were like super Godparents and really made up for the fact that Juice wasn’t shit. Well, he offered and wanted to be there but, since the accident, I didn’t want a dime or time with that nigga and he wasn’t allowed to come anywhere near my damn son.  
 
    Hopping in my gold Nissan Maxima, I turned the air on to keep me awake and let my mind wander on the long ass drive. I tried to think about my finals I needed to study for but instead, I was thinking about the fine asshole from my job. Damn, I needed some dick or something. I would take anything that would get him out of my mind. Pulling in, I jogged up the wide staircase and rang the bell.  
 
    “Girl, I told you he was good. You didn’t have to come all this way,” Ashlee fussed as she let me in. “You look like shit and probably needed the sleep.”  
 
    “Well hey to you too best friend. Thanks for telling me like it is,” I said, laughing. I knew I looked like shit and Ash always kept it real, so I wasn’t mad. “Let me get this boy and get the hell out of her before I collapse. And no, I don’t want to spend the night because I know you are about to ask.” I hated that my friend had to do so much for me. Shaking her head, she didn’t respond, just led the way to Kah’s room. I couldn’t keep track of the number of times my best friend had asked me and Kah to live in her house until I finished school. But I just couldn’t bring myself to accept. I had my pride. 
 
    ***  
 
    Kahlan threw up exactly two times in the middle of the night and both times he made it to the trash can I placed next to my bed. This meant I had gotten more sleep than I anticipated, so I was up early. Doing twenty minutes of yoga, I threw a few sets of squats in before going to check on my son. I had assumed the worst was over but as my hand brushed over his tight curls, I was met with a blazing hot sensation. My baby’s normal pecan colored skin was red and his wide eyes had a glazed look to them. I didn’t even need a thermometer to tell he had a fever. Running to the bathroom, I wet a cloth with cold water and looked for Tylenol.  
 
    Seeing the almost empty bottle, I said every curse word I could think of. I didn’t have more than seven cents to my name. “Come on man, we about to go pick up mommy paycheck.” He didn’t argue, just slowly climbed out of bed and put on some clothes. It was spring but not a hot day, so he ended up with a grey Champs sweat suit, matching socks and Champs slides.  
 
    I put on a pink Champs hoodie, ripped jeans, and matching slides. Pulling my wavy hair up with a clip, I hurried out the door. Strapping my baby into his booster seat, he held out his tiny hand for his IPad. I swear, his God parents got his ass everything. Reaching in my knock-off Louie bag, I handed it to him and watched as he clicked on his favorite show, Syd the Science Kid.  
 
    All too soon, I was pulling up at the store and getting out. “Come on baby, we have to go in,” I coaxed him to put down his tablet and get out. My son was moving so slow, it broke my heart. Picking him up as best I could, since he was heavy, I walked inside. I didn’t see anyone except childish ass Troy behind the counter. I felt a sinking in the pit of my stomach as I approached him. I needed a manager to get my check out of the safe, not his bitch ass.  
 
    “Hello Troy, is there a manager in? I just need to pick up my check.” I smiled at him as fake as the diamond stud he had in his ear. I fucking hated his soul. He always had some dumb shit to say since I turned down his weak ass “can I fuck you” attempts. He looked at me and rolled his eyes before turning back to the computer screen. What kind of grown ass man rolled his eyes? A thirsty bitch ass one I guess. 
 
    “Hello, I know you hear me talking to you,” I sneered as I shifted my son to my other side. I didn’t want to bust this nigga in his mouth in front of my kid, but I would. Groaning silently as Darcy strolled her hoe ass from the back, I knew I would have to grovel and pray that she gave me my check. I knew they didn’t like to pay yo’ ass when you called off, but I had a legit reason. If this was a normal place of business, it wouldn’t be an issue. Instead, I was standing in the Love and Hip Hop of cell phone stores.  
 
    “I thought your son was sick today Cayane? Yet, here you are. Can I help you?” she asked with a boujiee ass attitude.  
 
    Clenching my fists, I stepped back a bit and had a whole fucking conversation in my head on how I wasn’t going to knock this bitch’s head off. I knew her retarded ass saw my son was with me.  
 
    “Darcy, seriously, you can see my son is sick. Hell, he is right here in my arms looking bad. He is burning up with a fever. I am here for my paycheck.” I didn’t feel the need to explain why I needed my check and I shouldn’t have to. It was my fucking money that I worked for. I had overtime and commission, enough to pay bills and for once, do something for my damn self. But now that I was missing today at work, it would end up being just enough to get by.  
 
    “Well, I’m so sorry Cayane that you wasted your time and mine,” she said while Troy’s bitch ass stood next to her snickering. “But, as you know or will now know, the policy for this store is as follows. If an employee calls in for their scheduled shift on a payday, they must wait until their next scheduled shift that they actually work to receive their check.” She smirked at the end of her speech and stood there with her eyebrow raised.  
 
    My son’s skin burning through my sweater and onto mine reminded me how much I needed this money now and slowed my temper all the way down. “Darcy, please don’t do this. I know you don’t like me, but this is about my son. Please, he has a high fever right now. He is burning up and he needs medicine. I am begging,” I said the last word low. It left a bitter fucking taste in my mouth.  
 
    “Look sweetie, even though I don’t like yo’ ass that much, this isn’t on me. This is policy,” she sang the last words.  
 
    Defeated, I sat Kah down because my arms just couldn’t hold him anymore. I swear I felt weak just hearing I couldn’t do a damn thing to help my own son, and not for the first time in his life.  
 
    “Yo’ Darcy, what the fuck ma? You can’t let her get her fucking check? Seems like some bullshit to me,” a man’s voice blared from behind me. I knew it was him; the sound of his sexy voice sent a chill up my spine. At the same time, I wanted to run out of the store. I couldn’t take an encounter with mister asshole today. I just wasn’t up to it.  
 
    “Chaos, hey baby,” Darcy squealed as she damn near ran her ass around the counter to get to this nigga.  
 
    She ran up on him, almost knocking me down and leaned in. I laughed when he stepped back, causing her to stumble. “Yo’ B, what the fuck you doing,” he said. His voice was cold as ice. “Two things ma, I asked you a fucking question; why the hell she can’t get her check? And second thing is, don’t ever fucking touch me. I ain’t yo’ baby, boo, nigga, or friend. You sucked me off in the bathroom and did me a solid, that’s all. Next time I need a phone or my dick wet, I’ll holla.”  
 
    Grabbing my baby’s hand, I turned to leave, but was stopped when Troy stepped his ugly ass next to me. I swear, he looked like his momma was a gargoyle and his pops a garbage can. “I got five dollars fo’ your ass; I just need a few minutes of your time baby.” He smiled wide, licking his tore up ass lips. I knew niggas smoked and they shit got black, but his looked like a monkey shit on his face. 
 
    “So, you think I’m about to fuck you for five dollars,” I spat, shock and disgust in my voice? “Nigga, not even if I was taking my last breath. Now move,” I said, bumping him as I made my way closer to the door, trying to ignore Chaos’ stare. 
 
    “Aw’ight bitch, fuck you and that ugly ass little nigga. I hope his little Scarface ass burns the fuck up.”  
 
    I felt the tears immediately fall from my eyes. My son looked down at the floor, and I felt rage mix in with sadness. Subconsciously, my hand reached out and traced the scar that ran from my son’s hair line to his cheekbone. It was a wound he would wear forever, due to his father’s recklessness. The doctors said it would fade more and more over time but right now, it was very noticeable.  
 
    “You sucka ass nigga!” Chaos roared. He hit Troy one good time, splitting his shit open. As he hit the floor, I had to step back so he didn’t take me with him. Customers gasped, as his blood pooled on the floor. That shit happened so fast, I didn’t have time to hit him first. Thinking about how bad I wanted to feel the pain from my fist connecting to his ugly face, I got mad all over again. Cutting my eyes at Chaos, he didn’t even notice. His hand was reaching for his nine, and I just knew my son was about to witness a murder.  
 
    “Nigga, what the fuck are you doing?” Nicco said as he came through the front door and jumped in front of Chaos. What the fuck was going on here. How did he know this ignant ass dude? “Cuz, this ain’t the Bronx; you can’t be doing that shit here. What the fuck is wrong wit you?”  
 
    “God daddy!” Kah called out as excited as he could be while not feeling good. “Your friend beat up the mean man. He called me Scarface,” he said the last part in almost a whisper. 
 
    “Kah, what the hell you doing here?” he asked as he picked my baby up. I could see him shoot his people a look as he processed what Kah said. Troy most likely wouldn’t be seen again after today. “Oh, my God, you are burning the fuck up,” he stated as he felt how hot my baby was. His eyes met mine, and I felt a shudder at the look he was giving me. “Cayane, what the fuck is up? If he sick, why you at work and why is he out of the house with a fever?” 
 
    “I came to get my paycheck, so I could go and grab his medicine Nicco. No big deal.” I held out my arms for Kahlan, so I could leave and try and figure out a plan B.  
 
    Reluctantly, he handed me my baby, still giving me an evil ass look. “Yo’, make sure you let us know how is he doing after he gets his medicine.”  
 
    I nodded, just trying to get the fuck out of there. I had to try and go find whatever bitch’s pussy Juice crawled in and pray he would give me the money I needed.  
 
    Feeling an arm grab mine, I spun around and glared at Chaos. I was grateful for how he dealt with Troy, but I just knew he was about to annoy me right now. “Yo ma, how the fuck you about to get little man his medicine when that bitch ain’t give you yo’ check?”  
 
    This motherfucker just couldn’t keep his damn mouth closed. At this point, everyone in the damn store was looking in my face.  
 
    “Cayane, why you always do that shit? You know I can give you the money or whatever else you need,” Nicco said, his voice damn near a growl.  
 
    “Because I should have been able to get my check that I worked for and because I am not taking any money from you. I can figure this out and if no one has noticed, he is sick. So, I need to go, all these distractions are not making shit better.”  
 
    “Here man, hold this,” Chaos said, handing my son a stack of bills. He helped him shove the money into his tiny sweat pants pocket.  
 
    “Oh, hell no. Kahlan, give him back that money right now,” I demanded, trying to dig it back out of his pockets. I sure as hell didn’t want this motherfucker giving me anything. No telling what he thought I would do for the money.  
 
    “Leave him alone shorty. That’s his bread now.” 
 
    “I don’t want shit from yo’ rude ass, so get your money back and mind your business.” 
 
    He looked at me with his head tilted to the side like he was confused, before he started laughing. I could see his platinum grill shining in the dull ass lights of the store, he was laughing so hard. “Ma, I don’t give hoes money. I gave that shit to lil man, so it’s his. This ain’t about you.” 
 
    “Yes, Cay, don’t keep acting like you don’t need nobody,” Nicco added. The look on his face said, take it or he’d give it to Kah himself. I shifted Kah to my other hip and then stormed out the door. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Chaos 
 
    I watched as shorty snatched up her son for the final time and fast walked it to the front door. The look on her face showed enough anger to light this bitch on fire. I wasn’t being funny, but I just didn’t spend my money on females, period. Not even the chicks I fucked on the regular, hell not even my momma, and I somewhat liked her ass.  
 
    “You know her mean ass?” I quizzed my cousin as she finally left my view.  
 
    “That’s Ashlee’s best friend. She is a good girl and full of too much damn pride if you ask me, but I’m gonna need your ass to leave her alone. I know how yo’ ass is and she don’t need that in her life, so stay yo’ ass away from her.”  
 
    “Nigga, fuck you, all girls need me in they life. Fuck around and yo’ girl gonna be next,” I said, talking shit. I knew he was about to get mad, but I ain’t have time for that shit right then, so I didn’t keep it up. “Yo Darcy, I came in because I need a new line. Go grab me one of those new Samsung joints and throw a local number on there.” I stepped over the body I left leaking on the floor and headed to the counter so I could finish what I came for. I had a meeting with some of Nicco’s people, so I could let them know how I ran shit.  
 
    I stood there watching one of the other employees trying to wake that nigga on the floor and laughed to myself. I leaned on the counter and waited for Darcy to finish getting my new device activated, while Nicco stood near the door on his phone. “Here you go baby, I plugged my number in the phone for you already.” Darcy stood there grinning like a fool. I didn’t bother correcting her on the baby shit again. Taking the phone, I put a code next to her name, so I wouldn’t forget she was my phone plug and that her head was official.  
 
    “A’ight ma, good looking, I just need one more thing. Run, skip, or hop ya ass to the back and grab Cayane’s check. I don’t give a fuck about no policies or any other rah rah shit you got floating around in ya head.” I lifted my shirt a little, exposing my gun and letting her know to do that shit ASAP. She twisted her lips up, which made her ass look like a duck.  
 
     “And fix ya fucking face while you doing it,” I said, and she hurried off. 
 
    Nicco approached. “I swear, yo’ mama dropped you on ya fucking head. You ain’t got no damn sense,” my cousin said as he laughed at me.  
 
    A few minutes later, I was headed out with a white envelope in hand. “A’ight, I’m out, keep your ringer on. I’m gonna hit you up later. I need to see what that mouth do again.” I almost asked Nicco for Cayane’s address, but realized the shit was printed on her check. I just couldn’t shake the feeling of wanting, shit, needing to see her again. I kept telling myself I just wanted to check on little man, but I knew it was about her. I didn’t lie to myself and today wasn’t the day to fucking start.  
 
    Looking down at the bitch ass nigga who came for her son, my finger itched to blast him. Too many fucking witnesses though. He was still laid out but had the nerve to be peeking through one eye. “Son, you see this old faking ass nigga?” I asked Nicco. Picking up my feet, I was glad I wore my black Timbs today. Stomping his ass in the head a few good times, I smirked while watching a look of extreme pain cross his face. The staff and two other customers looked on and gasped and whispered, but I didn’t give a fuck. I just walked up outta there with Nicco, wishing a bitch would try me. 
 
    “Yo’, drop me at my truck; I got some shit to do real fast.”  
 
    “Yea, nigga, like what? Yo’ ass don’t even know anyone in the Chi yet. And give me Cayane check, I will drop it off to her.”  
 
    Ignoring him, I put the check in my back pocket and hopped in his whip. “Like I said nigga, I got something to do.” 
 
    “Don’t forget you need to meet Narvelle and Dizzy at four.”  
 
    I didn’t even bother to respond. I wasn’t thinking about those bitch made niggas. I could tell from jump those motherfuckers were on some other shit, and I didn’t trust them at all. My cousin kept telling me they were his top generals, and I kept wondering since when did he become so blind. At the moment, I had something else on my mind. “What happened to her son?”  
 
    Nicco’s hands gripped the steering wheel and a look of rage crossed his face. I felt it deep inside that whatever he was about to say was going to piss me off. I was one of those niggas that had a short fuse and I was ok with that. “He was in  a car accident when he was a baby.” The nigga turned up the music after that, trying to end the conversation. Little did he know, I wasn’t there yet.  
 
    Turning his shit off, I crossed my hands under my chin and chose my words carefully. “Yo’ son, you already know how I am. You gonna come at me with that whack ass answer but over there looking like someone shit in ya morning coffee. What the fuck really happened?”  
 
    “Why the fuck do you care?” He asked, narrowing his eyes and mugging me.  
 
    “Watch the fucking road nigga and don’t worry about me.”  
 
    “Look, it was some foul shit that happened to him. It’s not really my story to tell, but his pops did that shit to him. Cayane caught him cheating on her with a girl he told her was his cousin. She went home to pack up her stuff and leave. His punk ass came home to stop her but, when she wouldn’t back down, he lost it. He snatched Kah up, put him in the car, and drove head on into traffic.”  
 
    I felt my eyes buck when he told the last part. It wasn’t a lot of shit that surprised me or fucked with my head anymore. But, I knew this was going to keep me up at night. “You got at this nigga, right?” 
 
    He shook his head as we finally made it back to his crib so I could get my own shit. “I fucked him up, but he still breathing.” 
 
    I swear, I could barely look at this cat. “Fuck you mean he still breathing? You know what, let me get the fuck outta here before I bust ya shit open.” Slamming his door, it took a lot for me to walk away. I didn’t even know why I was so fucking mad about some shit that had nothing to do with me. But I was. That’s Nicco whole fucking God son and he let his whack ass pops live. Hopping in my Range, I grabbed the blunt I had already rolled and lit up. I needed it to clear my head.  
 
    Driving back to the area where the cell phone shop was, I parked on the other side of the street a few blocks up. Sitting in my truck, I ignored the calls from Dizzy and sat back to wait. Eventually, I saw exactly who I was looking for. Throwing the hood over my head, I jogged across the street. Before Troy’s bitch ass could put the key in the door of his run down car, I blasted his ass.  
 
    Thinking about the deep scar on Kah’s face made me put an extra bullet in his ass, just because. I really wanted to blast lil man’s pops, but I didn’t know who that nigga was, yet. But he was next. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    Cayane  
 
    Shaking my head at Chaos’ crazy ass, I got me and my baby in my car and pulled away. I drove out to the Jewel’s closest to my place and then parked. I turned to Kahlan. “Okay baby, mommy is going to take you inside and get some medicines that will help you to feel better.” He just nodded his head slowly. His eyes were so watery, and I hated to see my little man that way. I swear, I felt like a bad mom because he had to wait all this time to get the stuff that would make him feel better. “I need you to give me the money that the man gave you,” I instructed. He reached into his pocket and handed the cash to me. I counted out ten crisp hundred dollar bills. That was more than my check would have been, and I closed my eyes and let out a deep breath.  
 
    “I didn’t ask for it Lord, but thank you. I won’t spend it all, and when I see him again, I will give the rest back to him,” I said and then opened my door.  
 
    I walked around and got my baby out before I hurried us inside of the store. I grabbed the medications that I needed and got a few food items. Making sure to grab some Pedialyte pops, I prayed my bill didn’t exceed a hundred bucks. I wanted to give Chaos back as much of his money as I could. Seeing my final total, I sighed; since I got the name brand stuff, it was closer to two hundred dollars. I paid and drove home.  
 
    As soon as I got inside, I got my baby back into his pajamas and gave him some meds. I fed him some soup and he drank some orange juice. I read him a couple of his favorite stories and soon, he was fast to sleep. I kept checking on him every fifteen minutes and I thanked God when his fever had finally gone down. I kissed him gently and then went to fix myself something to eat. As soon as I sat down with my BLT and chips, there was a knock on my door. I looked at the clock and wondered who’d be at my door because I’d normally be at work at this time.  
 
    I went and peeped out the peephole and it was him. “You gotta be fucking kidding me?” I said. “How on earth did he find where the fuck I live,” I wondered out loud. Thinking about it, I made a mental note to cuss Nicco the fuck out for telling him where I lived because that was the only way he could have known. 
 
    He knocked again, this time sounding like he was about to break my damn door down. “Shit!” I said and opened the door. 
 
    “Whassup,” he said. 
 
    “Whassup! What are you doing here? How did you know how to find me?” I questioned. Feeling my arms cross over my chest, I knew I had an attitude. 
 
    “Calm down shawty, I ain’t come to cause no problems.” 
 
    “Ha, I doubt that!” I shot back. 
 
    “You know you cute when you act like a bitch,” he said with a smirk on his face.  
 
    “A bitch, muthafucka you can-,” I tried to say, but he shut me up quick. He pushed me further into the house and kissed my lips before I could complete my sentence. His mouth tasted like spicy cinnamon and his lips were soft. He ended the kiss by biting the shit out of my lip. 
 
     “Excuse you!” I yelled, looking at him like he had lost his mind. Making sure I stepped back, I had to stop my heart from racing. His lips did something to me and I could barely think straight. 
 
    “Yo shorty, bring all that noise down. I mean, I didn’t come here for all that nonsense,” he said as he walked further inside like it was his crib. 
 
    I rolled my eyes and then shut the door. “Then, why are you here?”  
 
    “I got something for you,” he said, pulling my paycheck from his back pocket and handing it to me. 
 
    Grabbing it in disbelief, I had to ask how he pulled this off. “You got my check? How?” 
 
    “Look, don’t worry ‘bout all that. I’m a man, so don’t question me. I started to quit for you, but I figured I’d let you do the honors.” 
 
    “Quit for me? Why would you think I was quitting my fucking job?” The thought of being without an income had me in a panic. My palms were sweating and all. 
 
    “Because you got lil man and I know Ashlee is yo’ best friend, so you don’t need that whack ass job. I’m sure they got ya back.”  
 
    “Yo ass don’t know me and you don’t know what I need or who is there for me. You are something else; you have no manners or anything, you just do what the fuck you feel like.” 
 
    He looked around and then sucked his teeth. “You right lil momma, I don’t know you, but I know Nicco and Ash well enough to know that yo’ ass don’t need to be living in this fucked up neighborhood.” 
 
    “I grew up in this neighborhood and so did Ash, so I’m good.” 
 
    He held up his hands. “I’m sure you are, but this ain’t about yo’ ass.” 
 
    “Well, who is it about, since you know so much?” I folded my arms across my chest. 
 
    “It’s about your shorty. I can see you love him, so do him and yourself a favor and let somebody help you.” 
 
    I got an attitude real quick. My son was a sensitive subject, especially with all he had been through. “What makes you think that I need so much help? My place ain’t in the best neighborhood, but it’s mine and I don’t owe anyone shit for it, and my son is well taken care of. Look around,” I said with an arm motion. “Does my place look fucked up? My place is clean, rodent free, and I’m doing the best that I can with what I have to raise my son. If I don’t take shit from his father, what the fuck makes you think I’d take anything from anyone else?” I snapped. 
 
    He nodded. “Look, I just came to check on lil man and give you yo’ check. As a matter of fact, where he at,” he said, shoving me to the side. He walked in the back of my apartment until he made his way to Kahlan’s room. He stood there watching him sleep for a few minutes. His intense gaze focused on his rising and falling chest. Slowly, he reached his hand out to feel his forehead and I felt something inside of me shift. I swear, I didn’t want to feel anything for this asshole, but he was making it hard.  
 
     “You right ma, this yo’ shit and it’s nice up in here for real. But, yo’ son can’t play outside, even in the day time. Now, you can be as stubborn as you want, but let me tell you something,” he said, walking up on me. He got in my face and I wanted to step back, but my feet wouldn’t move. I had visions of him kissing me again. The scent of his cologne hit my nostrils. I didn’t know what was happening; I wanted to be angry, but I wanted to throw him down on the floor and fuck the shit out of him. “Pride is a bitch,” he said, breaking the silence, and I was jolted back to the conversation. “If you don’t get the fuck out of here for you, do it for your son.” 
 
    I swallowed hard and stuck to my guns. “We are good,” I whispered. This motherfucker was fine as fuck and that mean ass attitude of his did turn me on. I felt my pussy jump. It had been too long since I had had a dick inside of me and, if he stayed, I may have to pull a Darcy. 
 
    “Cool,” he said and took a step back. I exhaled and just stared at him.” I can see he is doing better, so I won’t hold you up. Did you get him medicine?” 
 
    “I did and that reminds me,” I said and hurried off to the kitchen. I went into my purse and retrieved the eight hundred dollars that was left. “Here is the rest of your money.” I stretched out my hand to him, but he just looked at it. 
 
    “Naw, I gave that to Kah. Keep it for him.” 
 
    “But, we don’t need it,” I said, trying to convince him. 
 
    “I know, but I want you to have it,” he said and just like that, he made his exit. I ran to the window and watched him climb into a Range Rover.  
 
    “Fuck!” Why did he have to be so fucking fine? I was done with street niggas, but that muthafucka right there made my pussy cream. I shook my head after he pulled away and then, I looked down at the money. I now had money to do way more than my check would have allowed me too. Although I didn’t want to feel grateful, shit, I was. I sat back and thought about moving for Kah’s sake. It did make sense, but I never wanted to feel like I had taken a handout. My momma taught me to be self-sufficient and independent, since she turned her back on me when I got pregnant young. I learned the hard way that as soon as I trusted a man to have my back, I was played. 
 
    I had put all of my trust in Juice and, when I was kicked out of my parents’ house, I moved in with him. It was nice at first and I was living pretty well and, at one point, I was happy. Once I had Kahlan, that’s when Juice started really acting a fool. I was always home alone and I thought once Kah started sleeping through the night, he’d settle his ass down and get some sense. But, this nigga kept hoes on the side, front, and back of him and lied about everything. I dealt with it because I couldn’t run back to my parents, and moving in with Ashlee wasn’t an option. I tried to ignore his behavior, but I loved him so much; the pain eventually started to break me down. 
 
     I still think back to the day I decided to leave in horror. I remember the sound of the tires screeching and horns blaring. Most of all, I remember seeing my son lying on the pavement with blood everywhere. The only reason why Juice still had life in his body was because I begged Nicco not to execute his ass. I remembered pleading with Nicco, making him vow not to kill him. He was still Kah’s father, and one day when Kah was old enough to understand, I wanted him to make the decision whether he wanted to know his father or not. His death would be too much on my conscience, so Nicco agreed to let him live.  
 
    They fucked him up really bad though. They left him barely alive. Hearing my cell phone ring, it pulled me out of my thoughts. I went over to answer it and smiled when I saw Ashlee’s name on the screen. I swiped to answer as I put the money from Chaos back in my purse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    Ashlee 
 
    “Hey, how is Kah,” I asked as soon as Cay answered. Nicco had filled me in on what had transpired at her job this morning and, as soon as I got off with him, I dialed her. 
 
    “Hey Ash, he’s better. His fever has gone down.” 
 
    “That’s good to hear,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, I was going to take him to the emergency room if the Motrin didn’t work.” 
 
    “Well, thank God it did.” 
 
    “It did,” she said and then, I heard her chewing. 
 
    “So, I called you about this eventful moment this morning at the store. Nicco told me what happened.” 
 
    “Oh my Lord Ash, it was crazy. First, bitch ass Darcy was playing games with me and girl, if I didn’t need my job and Kah wasn’t with me, I would have punched that bitch dead in her throat.” 
 
    “Well, I wish I would have been with you, I’da punched that bitch for you.”  
 
    “Girl,” she said. 
 
    “And how do you know Chaos?” I asked. 
 
    “Ash, that was the motherfucker I told you about that came into the store yesterday. The fine ass, ignorant ass nigga that threw his damn phone at me.” 
 
    “Get the fuck outta here,” I said, shocked. 
 
    “Yes, girl but, as rude as he was, he stepped up for me today.” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard that he knocked Travis ass out and kicked his ass in the head in front of everyone.” 
 
    “Yeah, that bitch called my baby Scarface and that set it off. Nicco walked in after the commotion. And with the both of them, I knew Travis’ ass was grass. I mean, Chaos didn’t have to go hard for me like that, but I appreciated it. I thought for sure someone would call the cops, but no police showed before I got Kah up outta there and then he popped up at my house with my check.” 
 
    “Chaos came to your place?” I asked, shocked again by the words that came from the other end of my phone.  
 
    “Yes, girl, and he gave me a stack to get what I needed for Kah. I tried to give it back, but he wouldn’t take it. I mean, Ash, I’m so fucked up right now and conflicted.” 
 
    “How so?” I asked. 
 
    She let out a breath. “Now, you know I don’t keep shit from you,” she said. 
 
    “And you bet not ever,” I teased. 
 
    “I can’t if I tried,” she said.  
 
    “So, out with it. What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “I don’t want to admit it, but I’m a lil attracted to him Ash.” 
 
    “Awwwww shit!” 
 
    “Wait, wait, calm down and don’t get all amped because that doesn’t mean I’m going to go there. I’m just being honest. I mean, he is fine as fuck and his attitude is annoying as hell but turns me on in a weird way, and today, even though his delivery was arrogant, his words made sense.” 
 
    “Okay, what did he say to make you let down your prison walls? I mean, you’ve never uttered the words attracted to him since Juice and that was ages ago. I bet your hole has adhered itself together.” 
 
    “Very funny bitch,” she snapped, and we laughed. “Any who, he was just saying that I should consider moving Kah up outta this neighborhood. He made a valid point about him not being able to play outside, and I have had to put his headphones on him over a dozen times when I hear gun shots and shit rang out. I mean, maybe I can afford to move and, if I take you guys up on one of your rentals, I’d still want to pay rent.” 
 
    “Finally!”  
 
    “Finally what?” 
 
    “Finally, you listen to somebody. I mean, let me fill you in on Chaos.” 
 
    “Please do.” 
 
    “He has a tough exterior, but he is a gentle giant. He roars and talk a lot of shit, but he loves his family and will do time, die, or whatever. He and Nicco are like brothers and he is a hardcore hood thug, that I won’t deny, but he don’t wife up or cuff bitches at all because he ain’t never been tied down by one woman that I can remember. As a matter of fact, he has mommy issues like a mother fucker, which may explain a lot.  Now that he knows you are my girl and best friend, if he tries to get at you, it will be genuine. Chaos wouldn’t hurt family and Nicco already told him who you and Kah are to us, so you don’t have to worry about him, Cay,” I said. I knew how close Nicco and Chaos were and they were always on the up and up with each other.  
 
    “Well, thank you for that Wikipedia Ash.” 
 
    “You’re welcome bitch,” I laughed. 
 
    “I don’t know Ash. I mean, I would love to give love and romance and relationship shit a try, but Juice put a hurting on my heart and I don’t think I can take pain like that ever again.” 
 
    “Cay, Chaos ain’t shit like Juice and he wouldn’t hurt his kid, or any one that he loves. If anything, he’d protect you with his life. That’s the kinda man he is. He is loyal to those he loves.” 
 
    “Well, it doesn’t matter because after our conversation today, I don’t think he’ll be checking me anyway.” 
 
    “Why do you think that?” 
 
    “Because we both are too arrogant Ash. I mean, his mean ass and my mean ass, it would be a constant battle.” 
 
    I laughed. “I agree but, if there’s anyone I’d love to see you with, it would be him. Ca’Shon does have a soft side. He doesn’t show it much, but he does. He is very kindhearted Cay and if you can get past his outer surface, you’d see.” 
 
    “Shiiiddd, girl, his ass is like Shrek. That would be a lot of damn layers to peel away. He is an arrogant asshole.” 
 
    I agreed. I’d seen him in asshole mode a time or two. “That’s true, but you have to get to know him to understand him.” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Listen, I need to go and pick up Nikki from my in-laws. If Kah is doing better later, y’all should come by. We can throw some meat on the grill and just chill. I’ll invite O.” 
 
    “I’ll let you know. I don’t want to bring him out, if he is still feverish.” 
 
    “I get that, so just let me know. I’m going to cook anyway because Chaos is coming over to see Nikki.” 
 
    “Oh, so Chaos gon’ be there?” 
 
    “Yes, Nicco said after their meeting at four and a few errands, they’d be back here. I was going to just cook something but if y’all come through, grilling sounds better.” 
 
    “Well, if your Godson gets up with no fever and is doing better, we’ll come.”  
 
    I smiled. I wanted her and Chaos to hit it off, so I said, “perfect. Just make sure you come because you know O’. She’d been have sucked and fucked him before sundown.” 
 
    “That’s even better,” she said. 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Because if he’d touch that ho’, that would make it easy for me to be turned off. I’d never touch a nigga that fucked with her. I mean, that bitch never closes her legs to these dudes.” 
 
    I laughed because I knew she was telling the truth. But, who was I to judge? She was a grown ass woman and it wasn’t like my shit didn’t stink. My husband was in some illegal shit, but I was knee-deep in that shit right with him. “Well, every word you speak is true, but it’s her pussy and she can pop it on whomever she pleases.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    “Let me go, so I can pick up Nikki,” I said, getting up from the sofa. It was Saturday and I hadn’t done a damn thing all morning and it was time to get in gear and move around. 
 
    “Okay, hopefully, we will see you later. If not, Monday morning for Kah to go to school.” 
 
    “Okay, but I hope to see y’all before then.” 
 
    “I don’t know Ash, maybe,” she said and we ended the call. I knew she wanted to come and see Chaos because she had never confessed to being attracted to any man since Juice ripped her heart out. I was no matchmaker, but from what had transpired with Chaos beating a man down in a public place, giving her cash, and getting her check was an indication that he was a lil soft for Cay, because I’d never heard of him getting all heroic for any female or giving one money. That was new and I had a feeling that Chaos may have been just what my best friend needed and I already knew that she was perfect for him.              
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    Cayane 
 
    Throwing the phone down on the bed, I went to the closet to find some just in case outfits for dinner. I knew I was only hyped to go because he would be there. I felt like a kid again. I hadn’t felt like this since Juice first swept me off my feet. Looking at the four dresses, three rompers, and several shirts I had laid out, I sighed, not liking any of them. I wanted to wear the short, skin tight coral romper with the deep vee cut. But I knew that was doing too much for a damn cookout at my best friend’s house. Ash would probably have some damn tights and a tank top on.  
 
    I settled on a pair of ripped washed jean capris and a white tank that said Black Girls Rock in sparkly red and gold letters. My red tie-up sandals would have to do because my wardrobe was limited. I took a bubble bath, even though it was the middle of the day. Leaning my head back against the porcelain tub, I found myself daydreaming about Chaos aka Ca’Shon. I whispered his real name out loud, just to hear how it sounded. It made me smile in a way I hadn’t for a long time. Finally, I got out and began drying myself off.  
 
    “Mommy!” my baby called out, as he wandered into my room rubbing his eyes. “I feel all better.” As if to prove his point, he began jumping on my bed. “Can we do something fun now? I’m bored.” 
 
    “Ok Kah, let me check if your fever is gone and, if it is, we can go to your God parents’ house.”  
 
    He lit up like a fucking Christmas tree. He loved going there. I didn’t blame him either. His room looked like a toy store and he had a bike, scooter, and playset in the backyard. Grabbing the thermometer, I stuck it under his tongue and waited. The numbers read ninety eight point nine. Taking Kah’s temp for the third time, it confirmed that his fever had disappeared. “Ok Kah, let’s see if you have an appetite.” Fixing him a late lunch, I sat back and waited to see how his stomach was feeling. 
 
    I waited until my baby finished every bite on his plate. Since he just consumed a turkey sandwich, chips, a fruit cup, and a glass of juice, and then ran around the living room with his nerf gun, I guess he was ok to go to this cook out Ashlee was planning. I felt my stomach cramp at the thought of being in the same space as Chaos again. I was pacing the living room, trying to decide if I should lie to my best friend and skip going to her house. If I told her Kah was still sick, she wouldn’t mind. She was all about her God son. Damn, she would probably come over here and check on him. “URGHHH,” I said in frustration. I wasn’t ready to face Chaos again in real life. 
 
    “Come and get your clothes on, so we can go.” My baby zoomed past me before the words were out of my mouth. Washing him up, I picked out some blue jean cut-off shorts from the GAP and a red and blue GAP logo shirt. Last minute, I added a white and red pullover hoodie since it was still spring and could get cool at night. While he was getting dressed, I finished getting ready. Looking at my hair, I just added some mousse in it to accentuate the curls I already had. Leaving it loose around my shoulders, I added my hair store silver hoops and some red lip stain I had. I thought I looked cute but not desperate. 
 
    ****  
 
    I closed my eyes, wishing I was invisible once I saw Nicco’s workers enter the backyard. I hated the way that Dizzy always eye-fucked me when he was around. I swear, had I known that he was going to be here, I would have followed my first mind and stayed the hell home. “Hey Cay, when you gonna let me take you to the trap and blow your back out?” he asked with a big ass grin on his face.  
 
    “When ya mama stop smoking crack, so basically never. Now, get the hell away from me.” Rolling my eyes, I made sure to show him how annoyed I was. I had no idea why Nicco put up with him or invited him into his home.  
 
    “What the fuck you say about my mama, bitch! You are just mad I only want to fuck ya ass and not wife you.” His hand snaked out and grabbed my arm. Before I could show my ass, someone interrupted.  
 
    “She said she was a fucking crack head. That explains a lot. If you want to keep that hand, I suggest you move it, ASAP.” Chaos had arrived and just in time to save me, once again. Feeling aggravated with both of these idiots, I went to the other side of the spacious yard. I took a seat in a chair near a huge tree. Luckily, no one was there and the tree helped to hide me from view.  
 
    Of course, Chaos arrived like a fucking storm. I sat back and watched everyone around me. As soon as Olivia spotted Chaos, she was acting out the part of hoe of the year. Her tiny jean shorts were cut so low, I could tell she ain’t have any panties on. As she bent over in front of Chaos, she made her ass clap and it looked like she was wearing a jean thong. I almost threw up when Chaos slapped her on her ass. I hated that I even gave a fuck, but I felt disappointment.  
 
    “What you doing hiding in the corner?” Nicco asked as he stepped in front of me, interrupting my pity party.  
 
    “Staying out the way.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Someone told me you finally ready to move up out the ghetto.” I glared at him because I hoped he or Ashlee didn’t dare tell Chaos I was taking his advice. Especially after today, seeing him touching Olivia had me salty as hell. “Be mad all you want to, but we going to look at a townhouse tomorrow first thing before you change your mind. Now, stop sitting over here alone like a fucking stranger, we’re your family.” 
 
    Shaking my head, I got up because I knew he would force me to move, even if I didn’t want to. “Hey girl, where you been? And what do you have on? You can never dress up yourself even just a little. No make-up or nothing. Yo ass just be coming out the house like you just rolled out of bed and shit.” Looking down at what I had on I remained unbothered. Olivia felt like we all should be dressed up like we was working the stroll twenty-four seven. I wasn’t looking for a man anyway I was at my bestie house   
 
    “Aint shit wrong with what I got on. This is a cook out, not the bar. As long as my son looks fresh, I’m good.” I intentionally eyed O’s two kids, who had on dirty, too small clothes. My comment was either going to piss her off or go over her head. Either way, I didn’t give a fuck.  
 
    “Girl shit, my kids would look good too if Ashlee and Nicco bought all they stuff. Anyway, I was just trying to help ya uptight ass. You need a man or friend or something. Didn’t you ever ask yourself why you couldn’t keep Juice? That nigga left you because you didn’t know how to step up as a woman.”  
 
    Was this chic on drugs, like drugs drugs not the soft shit, because I clearly left Juice after he almost killed my son by driving him head on into traffic? It wasn’t that I didn’t have a come-back; I just felt like Olivia’s ass wasn’t even worth it. More and more lately, I noticed her little slick ass digs she dropped towards me. It wasn’t like she was ugly but, because she was such a hoe, no one could get past that. Added in with her ratchet behavior that was turned on all the time, she was never going to get a good one. All I could come up with was she was jealous of me.  
 
    “I swear, that nigga right there can fuck me til’ my ovaries pop out,” she commented with her gaze towards Chaos. Like she had said red rum in a mirror three times, the devil was summoned and began walking our way. 
 
    “Wassup ma?” he asked, standing right in front of me. I just nodded, hoping he would keep it moving. No such luck I realized, once he stayed in the same spot. “Where Kah at, he feeling better?” he asked as his gaze searched out my son.  
 
    “Yea, he is good, thanks again for everything. He is over there playing on the slide.” I pointed across the yard.  
 
    “Cool, you not about to go make a nigga a plate or some shit?” he shot back as he sat down and drank some of his Heineken. 
 
    I was about to laugh in his face until Olivia opened her fucking mouth. “I can make you a plate baby,” she said, leaning down so he could see her boobs. She got so close, she actually fell over and almost in his lap. We both burst out laughing when her ass hit the ground. It was fucked up because Chaos could have caught her, but he didn’t. Getting up, I went to make him a plate of food, even though I had no idea what the hell he ate.  
 
    “Kahlan, come eat baby!” I called out as I grabbed three plates and went over to the grill.  
 
    “Umm, you about to eat two plates or something,” Ashlee said, side eyeing me. I could see the smirk around her mouth; she thought she was fucking slick. “You getting your future man some food, I see you, girl.”  
 
    “Who the fuck is her future man?” Nicco said as he wrapped his arms around Ash and kissed her neck. I loved the love they shared; it was so real. Even with their fertility issues, Nicco never left my girl out. He treated her like a fucking queen. That was the kind of love I wanted some day and, if I couldn’t have it, then I would stay single, fuck it. “Cat got y’all tongues or something? I knew I asked a fucking question.”  
 
    “Babe chill, I was talking about Chaos. I swear, you be so jealous, like I got a whole nigga hiding in my back pocket and I take him out to play as soon as your back is turned.” Ashlee was laughing, but I noticed Nicco’s face was still bawled up.  
 
    “Naw, he ain’t for you, Cay, leave him alone. You want a new man, give Dizzy or one of those other niggas a shot. And Ashlee, stop encouraging the bullshit. You know that nigga Chaos ain’t right in the fucking head, so why you trying to get your girl involved in that?”  
 
    Ashlee literally stomped her feet in response before making our plates. I walked away with food for three, ignoring the argument that was about to happen. “You need to mind ya fucking business,” was the last thing I heard from Nicco as I walked away. 
 
    Sitting the plate down in front of Chaos, I seated Kah across from him. I grabbed them both a bottle of water before I settled in next to my son.  
 
    “Damn lil man, you really gonna eat all of that by yourself? Let me get a piece of those ribs; your momma was stingy on my plate.” Chaos talked to Kah through the whole meal, causing me to like him all over again. Even before the incident, Juice never spent any time with our son. It was like he was an inconvenience to him.  
 
    “Chaos, I have kids since you seem to like them so much,” Olivia butted in, pointing to her son and daughter who were playing in a pile of dirt. I guess she got over her embarrassing moment and was back for more. Everyone had grabbed food and settled at the picnic tables to eat. I didn’t think her having kids was going to lure Chaos in, but we would see.  
 
    “Girl, I don’t fucking like kids. I like this kid. Your kids look like they need a bath and they hair combed. You be combing they shit? Hell, do you know who they daddy is, because they look daddyless?”  
 
    I spit my water out when he said that shit. Olivia looked like she was turning purple, and Nicco was choking on his food. Chaos was lethal with his words, and I swear he just murdered O’s ass. I wanted to feel bad for my childhood friend but, at the moment, I just couldn’t. Olivia sat down and didn’t say shit else. Good, I hope she gave up on her and Chaos; she could move on to the next.  
 
    “Nicco, can I have some money so me and Nikki can go somewhere later?” Tam said damn near in his ear. She was standing behind him with her arms around his neck and her lips damn near on his cheek. I glanced at my bestie to see what the fuck was up, and I could tell she was uncomfortable. As he went in his pocket for the cash, I saw her face go from awkward to angry.  
 
    “Hey Tam, you need to back the fuck up. The way you got your hands on Nicco is all kinds of fucked up. See, Ashlee too damn nice to check ya little ass, but I don’t give a fuck and you know it. That’s your brother in law so back the fuck up,” I checked her little ass real quick. I didn’t know what she was trying to pull, but I didn’t trust her. Her ass had been sneaky as fuck since I had known her and that was her whole life. 
 
    “Damn Cayane, it wasn’t that serious,” she whined like a small child. I swear, she needed a job and some bills of her own. Bucking at her, she jumped back and fixed her face. “Sorry, I swear I didn’t mean nothing and Ash, I know you said no more money, but it’s not for me really. I just wanted Nikki to have some fun while she was here, so it’s for her.” Ashlee’s face calmed down a little. I knew she had a soft spot for Nikki. Shit, we all did; she was a good girl.  
 
    “Nikki, I got you little cuz.” Chaos threw a stack in front of her as he cut his eyes at Tam. I guess he could see through her bullshit too. Nikki jumped up and hugged her cousin, thanking him. And once again, Chaos earned points in my book.  
 
    The rest of the evening went by fast but was fun. I tore up a few people in Spades and probably gained a few pounds, I ate so much. Before I knew it, Kah was leaning on my side half asleep. “Hey, I’m about to go everyone; my baby is knocked out.”  
 
    After saying my goodbyes, I picked him up as best I could and grabbed my purse. Struggling to the gate, I felt someone lift him out of my arms.  
 
    “You really hard headed as fuck. You don’t know how to ask for help.” Chaos had my baby in his arms like he didn’t weigh shit. Shrugging, I kept walking to my car, not offering a real answer. Clicking the locks, he put him in his booster seat and buckled him in.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said as I leaned against my door.  
 
    “No problem. Get home safe.”  
 
    “What are you about to do?” I asked before I could stop myself. 
 
    “Go get my dick wet, why, wasssup?” His rude ass didn’t crack a smile, so I knew he wasn’t joking. I didn’t even mean to say shit to him and now, I felt like a fool.  
 
    “Oh ok, cool. I thought maybe we could hang out or whatever,” I stuttered on the last part and I could feel sweat on the back of my neck.  
 
    “Hang out for what? I don’t even like yo’ ass. You have a good night ma,” he said as he walked away. 
 
    Chapter Nine  
 
    Chaos 
 
    The look on shorty face when I told her I ain’t like her ass almost made me turn around. She looked like I had slapped the shit out of her. I just wasn’t that kind of nigga to be running behind no female or taking her serious. Would I have fucked Cayane, hell yea! I could picture lil mama face down, ass up. As stuck up as she was, I just knew her pussy was tight. That shit probably felt brand new. But I couldn’t let Cay go out like that, with just some stiff dick and a number to a burner phone. That’s how I treated these girls, and she wouldn’t be any different. And Ashlee was walking around all day trying to play miss match maker and shit, not knowing I would rip her friend’s heart out and keep it pushing. I didn’t give a fuck if she was her friend or not.  
 
    I didn’t need to reflect on why I was the way I was. I grew up in a fucked up situation, pops long gone and a bitter ass momma. She didn’t give a fuck if I ate, washed up, or went to school. All she cared about was a check from the state as long as I was up in her shit. That was why I hit the streets young as fuck. I wish I would have stuck around so she could lay up and watch fucking Maury and drink Henney. 
 
    As soon as a nigga left, I made sure to call those nosey fuckers at the welfare office and turn her in. Her bitch ass needed to go get a job, work hard like I had to. I didn’t care if she washed dishes or popped her pussy, whatever kept the lights on. When I saw her on the streets, I always made sure to throw a dollar bill her way. Because that was the same amount she spent on me growing up.  
 
    The only family I had was Nicco, Nikki, and their parents. Even though my uncle was a preacher and shit, he accepted me for who I was. It was funny because he always wanted Nicco to be a “good” boy and follow in his footsteps, but I guess everyone knew I wasn’t going to turn out to be shit. Well, at least not shit they were willing to brag on.  
 
    Thinking about Cayane had my shit on brick so, as I drove, I passed up my crib and hit up ole girl from the cell phone spot. I didn’t have a lot of bitches in town yet so, for now, she had better put them jaws to work. Dialing her number, the shit didn’t even ring one good time before she answered. Ole thirsty ass girl. “Yo Darcy, come open the door.” I parked in her driveway and the porch light was on. Walking up, she stood there butt ass naked, not caring if the neighbors saw or nothing. I just shook my head and walked past her. 
 
    “Hey baby, what’s up? Are you hungry? I cooked some salmon and rice; I can make you a plate if you want?” She stood in front of me with the most desperate look in the world on her face. All I could think about was what Cayane was doing right now, since I turned her down. “You ok?” her needy ass asked.  
 
    “Damn, you can’t just shut the fuck up for a second. I just walked in this bitch and it’s like twenty fucking questions. Let a nigga catch his fucking breath or think for a fucking second. I don’t even know why you asking me anything any fucking way.”  
 
    “Shit nigga, yo’ light bright ass standing in front of me not saying shit. I’m trying to be nice to your punk ass. If you don’t want shit, you can fucking leave. It’s a line of niggas waiting on this pussy.” She flipped her long thick braids over her shoulders and turned around. I guess she thought her little show was about to move me. I mean, she was a’ight to look at but not enough to make me give a fuck about her ass.  
 
    “Bitch look, you know what it’s hittin’ fa. Don’t act like you don’t know what the fuck I’m here for.” Unbuckling my jeans, I let them fall to my knees, followed by my boxers. She did just what I knew she was going to do and fell to her knees. She was sucking me up like a hoover vacuum but, honestly, my mind was on some other shit. The meeting with Dizzy and Narvelle went left when Narvelle’s ass thought he was about to be my fucking boss in these streets. Sooner or later, I was sure I would be killing his ass. I just had to figure out how I wanted to do it and where I was stashing the body. I didn’t really have a set up down here yet.  
 
    Shorty was wetting my dick up with her mouth but honestly, I was bored. She wasn’t anything but another girl who would do anything to spit on my dick. After a while, it got old. I knew I could have never came at Cayane that way. I wondered what a nigga would have to do to get her to suck me off or give me some of her good good. Picturing her pretty face had me enjoying the treatment I was getting all of the sudden.  
 
    Grabbing Darcy’s weave hard as fuck, I hoped that shit didn’t come out because I wasn’t paying to get it fixed. “Yes daddy, you love how this mouth feel,” she moaned, as I got ready to bust. Pulling out, I sprayed my nut all over her face.  
 
    “Yo, lick that shit up,” I commanded, and she went to work cleaning me off. I left her on the floor with nut dripping down her face as I went to wash my dick off. “I’m outta here,” I said as I hurried out the front door. She started to say something, but I slammed the front door midsentence. Jumping in my truck, I drove around for a while, finally making my way to my spot. For the first time ever, I felt some kind of way coming home to an empty place.  
 
    Grabbing the bottle of Patron, I took it to the head. I drank through my shower and well into the night, hoping sleep would catch me. Shit, it had been a long ass day, but by two in the morning, I was still wide awake. Throwing on some grey Nike sweats, a beater, and grabbing my tool, I headed out. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, I was sitting outside of Cayane’s place, not really sure what the fuck I was doing. Before I could talk myself into leaving, I was knocking on her door. I didn’t even think she was going to let me in but, a few minutes later, the light inside came on and the door cracked open. 
 
    “Really Chaos, do you know what time it is? I almost bust ya shit open.” She stood there in some little ass shorts and a half shirt, a metal bat in her hands ready to swing. I was mesmerized by her beauty; I mean, her body was bad as fuck, but it was more than that. I didn’t even realize I was still standing outside on the step until I noticed her shiver from the night air. “Hello Chaos, what do you want? It’s late and cold. Are you lost?”  
 
    “I just need to-” I felt myself slurring my words. Damn, I never got fucked up like that. “Ma, I just want to be near you,” I finally got out.  
 
    “Yo ass driving around the Chi drunk, are you fucking crazy? Well, come on and come in; you can sit ya ass on the couch or something until you sober up. I ain’t bout to have your death on my hands. Shit, I don’t even know why you brought ya ass here, since you can’t stand me.”  
 
    I thought about how I hurt her feelings earlier and felt bad. Walking up behind her, I put my arms around shorty and pulled her close. I felt myself kissing her neck and inhaling her scent. Damn, she smelled like some kind of peaches or some fruity shit. I wanted to bite the fuck out her to see if she tasted like them too.  
 
    “Ouch, what the fuck Ca’shon?” she yelped and jumped. I guess I did bite her little ass. “The fucking couch is back that way.” She pointed behind her. I let her go unwillingly and went back in the living room. She came back in and literally threw a sheet, pillow, and a blanket at my head before huffing back to her room. I laughed a little as I realized my dick was bricked up. She must have felt that shit and decided to run. Soon enough, she would be begging for me to give it to her again and again. Finding the bathroom, I pissed and splashed some cold water on my face. Looking in the mirror, I realized I really looked fucked up. My eyes were red as fuck.  
 
    I went to the room I knew Kah was in, just to check on him. Little man was all over his bed. I guess he was a wild sleeper. His covers with football players on them were all on the floor and his legs were tangled in the sheet. Fixing him as best I could, I covered him back up and headed to Cayane’s room. Her shit was neat, just like I pictured it. She had a cherry wood bedroom set that had to be a queen. I wondered was my tall ass even going to fit in it. I would upgrade shorty later on. She was on her side all curled up with a pillow, fast asleep. Her hair wasn’t in no bonnet or nothing like that; she just had it braided back in one braid. 
 
    Taking off my pants and slides, I put my gun high on top of her armoire shit, so Kah couldn’t get at it if he woke up. In this neighborhood, I wanted to keep that shit next to me, but I had some little shooters on the block so I wasn’t too worried.  
 
    Slowly, I eased my way onto the bed and curled up behind her. She must have been dreaming about a nigga in her sleep because as soon as her fat ass settled on my dick and I held her close, she got a big ass smile on her face. “Chaos move,” she fussed, half out of it. “I’m not about to fuck you, just go on head.”  
 
    “Hush, it ain’t even about that. Just go back to sleep. Let a nigga lay wit you, a’ight.” She cuddled deeper into me and, before I knew it, we were both knocked out. I woke up to a phone ringing over and over again. I knew it wasn’t one of mine because it had some girly chime going on. Reaching over to the bedside table, I snatched her IPhone off the charger. Seeing some nigga named Kalvin flash across the screen, I felt my blood boil.  
 
    Swiping to the right, I answered that shit. “Yo, who the fuck is this?” I growled into the phone. Not even interested in what this nigga had to say, I got right to the point. “Son, don’t fucking call this phone again.” I looked down to see Cayane looking at me with disbelief. Fuck, I didn’t want shorty, but I didn’t want anyone else to have her either. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    Ashlee 
 
    The next morning, I woke up and rushed to the bathroom. I had to pee, but I wanted to take the test I had gotten a couple of days ago with my morning piss, so I did a dance from side to side as I tore open the package. Once I got it out, I hurried to pee on it and then replaced the cap. I told myself to go and make myself busy while it processed, but I couldn’t get my feet to walk away from the vanity. I stood there praying that two lines would appear and, again, there was only one. Again, I wasn’t pregnant and, again, the tears welled in my eyes. 
 
    I wasn’t perfect, neither was my husband, so I had wondered if the dirt we were caught up in was God’s way of punishment, but I shook it off. All of them hood dudes were daddies except for my man, and I felt so horrible that I wasn’t able to give him a little prince or princess. I sniffled, wiped my eyes, and then dropped the stick into the wastebasket. I headed back to my bed and climbed in with him.  
 
    He was so beautiful with his golden skin and full beard, mustache, and goatee. His thick brows were neatly trimmed and under his do-rag was a fresh cut low fade. His tats decorated his arms, chest, and back, and I ran my figure over my name that he had tattooed on his chest near his heart. I loved that man with everything and all I wanted to do was give him a child but, for some reason, I couldn’t. 
 
    His eyes fluttered opened from my touch and he looked up at me. My eyes must have still shown sadness because he asked, “What’s wrong beautiful?” 
 
    I couldn’t hold back my emotions. “I took the test and, again, it was negative,” I said and another tear fell. 
 
    He pulled me in close to his chest, and I rested my head on him. “Come here Ash. It will happen baby, I promise,” he said tenderly. 
 
    “But when, Nicco? We’ve been trying for so long now and I think it’s time we see someone,” I said again. He insisted that we just let nature take its course but I, on the other hand, knew something had to be wrong. 
 
    “Ashlee, honey, I told you that we don’t need to do all of that. I mean, once we start with the doctors and the fertility madness, all the lovemaking fun will be over and it will turn into baby making Ash, and I don’t want that. We are still young,” he said. 
 
    I sniffled. “But, it has been years of trying Nicco and I have faith and I believe, and I’ve gone to the altar about it. Your daddy has prayed over me and I need to know what is going on and why can’t we get pregnant,” I cried. I wasn’t going to take no for an answer anymore. If he didn’t want to go with me, I was going to go alone. 
 
    “Okay, baby, okay. I will go. Just set up an appointment and I’m there.” 
 
    I sat up. “You really mean it this time babe?” 
 
    “Yes. I love you so much Ash and, if that what will make you happy, I’m in. I mean, it’s time for us to give Kah a little God brother.” He smiled. 
 
    “Or God sister.” I smiled back. 
 
    “Yeah, I can see myself spoiling a lil replica of you,” he said, getting up. 
 
    “I love you, Nicco, and I know you never wanted to get the doctors involved in this, so thank you, babe. It means so much to me,” I said. 
 
    “I’d do anything for you, Ash, and please don’t go running your mouth to folks. This baby making business is our business,” he declared and then headed for the bathroom.  
 
    “I won’t tell anyone other than Cay.” 
 
    “Not her either Ash, let something stay just between us,” he yelled from the bathroom. I agreed, but I knew it would be close to impossible to keep that news from Cayane. I got up and went into the bathroom, when I heard the shower. I stepped out of my boy shorts and removed my tank and went in to join him. 
 
    “Oh, this is where your mind at this morning?” Nicco asked when he felt my touch.  
 
    “Yes and we can still continue to work on our baby,” I said when he turned to face me.  
 
    “Indeed and I’ll keep planting my seeds in you until it happens and, even if it never happens Ash, I’ll never stop loving you,” he said.  
 
    I smiled and then kissed him. I reached for his rod and stroked him until it was rock hard in my hand. I backed away from his kiss and went down to take my man into my mouth. He grabbed a hand full of my natural tresses and guided my head back and forth, as I pleasured his pole. Fully erect, Nicco had close the nine inches and, since he was the first and only dick I had sucked, my mouth and throat was accustomed to pleasing him, so I deep throated him like a champ. I licked and slurped and sucked until he pulled away. “Nah baby, I wanna nut inside of you,” he hissed. I came up, and we kissed deeply as he lifted me up by my ass.  
 
    I wrapped my thick thighs around his waist, and he rested my back against the tiled shower wall. When he pushed himself inside of me, I squealed at the sensation. It went in as it always did, with that same cut me open feeling that I loved and never grew tired of. He squeezed my ass as he bounced my body on his dick. Although my tits jiggled and bounced around, that didn’t stop Nicco from licking, sucking, and biting my nipples. I moaned and sang out his name, as he fucked me up against that shower wall like a machine. “Get this pussy baby, work that shit,” I coached, as he rocked my center so damn good.  
 
    “Yeah, baby, yeah, all this good pussy is mine,” he moaned and then pumped hard.  
 
    My clit tingled and I was ready to explode and, when my pussy contracted, my body shook and then he came right behind me. He let out a grunt as he pumped into me hard and fast to release his baby fluids inside of me. He planted soft kisses all over my face before he pulled away and let my body slide down.  
 
    “That was fucking amazing,” he breathed into the crook of my neck. 
 
    “It was baby and making love to you is always amazing Nicco,” I said, gazing into his eyes. Dominic was my first love and, even after ten years of being with him, I loved him more that day than I ever had and all I hoped for was kids. It was always us and Nikki, or Tam or Kah. I just wanted a part of us. 
 
    “Oh yeah, you still love this dick,” he teased breaking my thoughts. 
 
    “Hell yeah,” I giggled. I reached for my sponge and bath gel. After I cleaned my body, I pulled my hair up into a ponytail, threw on some shorts and a tee shirt, and went down to make some breakfast. I decorated the island with all the things that I needed to make a fabulous Sunday breakfast, and then my phone alerted me with a text. 
 
    Cay – BITCH GUESS WHO HERE 
 
    Me – WHO 
 
    Cay – REALLY ASH 
 
    Me – OH SHIT CA’SHON 
 
    Cay – YES 
 
    Me – DETAILS 
 
    Cay – NOTHING 2 TELL RIGHT NOW, WILL CALL U LATA 
 
    Me – U BETTA 
 
    I smiled brightly and put my phone down.  
 
    “What you grinning about?” 
 
    I looked to see my sister and Nikki coming into the kitchen. Both still dressed in the same clothes that they wore the night before. 
 
    “Hold the fuck up Tam. Where are you two just coming from?” 
 
    “Breakfast,” Nikki said and yawned. 
 
    “Breakfast!” I yelled. “You had her out all fucking night Tam?” 
 
    “Hold on Ash, lower your voice. We went to this club and then met these guys; they took us to eat and we sat there talking. Time just got away from us,” Tam said so casually. 
 
    “Are you fucking kidding me, Autumn Janae Holden!” I roared. 
 
    “Here we go again!” she spat and threw her keys onto the counter. 
 
    “Yes, here we go again. Nikki is seventeen, not eighteen. When I let her go out with you last night, I thought you’d have sense to bring her home at a decent hour, not have her out all damn night.” 
 
    “Ashlee, why do you have to always blow shit up all the damn time? We went out, had a good time, she’s in one piece! Damn!” she blasted back at me, and then I lost it. I ran up on her so fast and grabbed her ass by the hair. 
 
    “Who in the fuck do you think you’re talking to?” I yelled. 
 
    “Ash, let go of my hair,” she said. Her tone sounded more like a warning and I didn’t let go, because I wanted her to try me. 
 
    “Who do you think you talking to?” I asked again. 
 
    “Ashlee, if you don’t let go of my hair,” she warned. 
 
    “What, huh? What you gon’ do?” I taunted, and she did nothing. I let her go with a push. “Yeah, that’s what I thought!” I bellowed. She was fuming and I could tell. “As long as you live under this roof, you will watch your tone and your mouth,” I declared and then walked back over to the island.  
 
    “Fuck you!” she yelled. I froze and, before I could say a word, Nicco walked in. 
 
    “Woe, woe, woe, what’s going on in here?” he asked. His smooth and easy baritone voice filled the room.  
 
    “It’s your wife!” Tam shouted.  
 
    “What happened?” he asked. 
 
    “This heifer right here about to get her teeth knocked outta her mouth,” I said. 
 
    “Bring it bitch!” Tam spat. 
 
    Nicco clapped his hands. “Aye!” he shouted. “Both of you stop and, Tam, you know you can’t be up in here talking like that,” he said. 
 
    “Fine!” Tam said and snatched up her keys. “I’m outta here!”  
 
    “No, no, you come back in here,” Nicco said, grabbing her arm. 
 
    “No, let her go baby, before she gets her ass beat!” I snapped. Tam had worked my nerves and that day was just too much, and I was ready to put my hands on her ass. 
 
    “There is not going to be any ass whippins going down, you feel me. Tam, you answer my question. Why are you up in my kitchen talking to my wife like you don’t have any damn sense?” His voice was smooth and even that time. He didn’t have to yell to be heard. 
 
    “It’s Ashlee. She always got something to say about something and I’m tired of her treating me like I’m a damn kid.” 
 
    “Then stop acting like one,” I said, but Nicco held up his hand, so I close my mouth. 
 
    “Regardless Tam, you don’t talk to Ash like that. We know you’re not a child, but we are the two people that raised you and you live in this house, with that comes respect.” She nodded and then put her head down. “Now, I don’t know what was said or how y’all got into a yelling match, but there are no bitches in my house, so watch your mouth.” She didn’t say anything; she just nodded. She had her arms folded tightly across her chest, and I knew she was pissed, but she’d never talk crazy to Nicco. 
 
    “Are we done?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Nicco said, and I just looked at him. He held up his hand again and let Autumn leave the room. 
 
    “I’m sorry Ash,” Nikki said, finally opening her mouth. 
 
    “You don’t have to apologize Nikki. Tam knew better,” I said. 
 
    “I know, but I could have got an Uber or called one of you guys to pick me up. I thought it was all good since I was with Tam and Olivia,” she said.  
 
    Shocked, I said, “O’ was out with y’all?” 
 
    “Well, not at first. We saw her at the party and then she just hung with us.” 
 
    “You were out with old ass Olivia partying and shit!” Nicco said, now with anger. Finally, it had dawned on him why I was so pissed at Tam. 
 
    “Nicco, please don’t be mad. I had fun and I only had two drinks, I promise big bro.” 
 
    “Look Nikki, I’m not mad at you for having a lil fun sis. I have no problems with you hanging with Tam, doing y’all girl thang, but you stay the fuck away from O’, you feel me.” 
 
    “Yes.” She nodded. 
 
    “And next time, you make yo’ way back to this house by Uber, Lyft, or call, so I can get you or send somebody for you. You ain’t about to be in the streets all night like a ho’,” he said. 
 
    “I got you,” she said and slid off the stool. As soon as she vacated the kitchen, I had a talk with my husband about Tam and, when it was all said and done, we both agreed that it was time for her to have her own little spot. She was twenty-one and not a baby and, if she ever spoke to me in that form or fashion again, she’d need help getting up from the floor. As soon as one of our one-bedroom apartments went through a renovation, she would be on her way. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Autumn aka Tam 
 
    The music was bumping, so the smoke filled room didn’t faze me. I was on the dance floor doing my thing by myself until I felt a set of hands on my hips, and he pulled me into him. I saw his reflection in the mirror, so I didn’t flinch; I just swayed to the music while he held me. When the song ended, I was about to walk away, but he pulled me back. 
 
    “That’s it? I can’t get another song in?” 
 
    “No, but you can get me a drink?” 
 
    “I got something better,” he said, taking me by the hand. He led me to the VIP section and, if I didn’t hate Cayane so fucking much, I would have resisted and went back to sit with my girls at our table. Jamell, aka Juice, was Kah’s daddy and Cayane’s worst nightmare, but that didn’t stop me from allowing his fine ass to take me into VIP. He was older, almost had me by ten years, but I’d ride that dick if he wanted me to. No one liked him because of what he had done years ago to Kahlan, but that wasn’t my business, so I took a seat as if I didn’t know a thing about him or his past with Cayane. 
 
    He filled a glass with the champagne that was on the table and handed it to me. “So, who you out with?”  
 
    “A couple of my girls,” I said. 
 
    “Yo’ girls? Is Cayane one of them?” 
 
    “Fuck no. I don’t roll with my sister and Cay like that. Those bitches and I don’t hang. Ashlee is more like a mother than a sister. We’ve never rode like that.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good to hear.” 
 
    “Why, because you thought I had something against you too, like the rest of them?” 
 
    He hunched his shoulders a bit and then gave me a devilish smile. That chocolate motherfucker was sexy as fuck, and Cayane wasn’t my damn friend. I couldn’t stand her big mouth ass. She was always trying to check somebody and, when she and Ashlee would tag team on me about shit, I’d wanted to slap the shit outta both of them. Half of the time, shit wasn’t even Cayane’s fucking business, but Ashlee told that bitch every last detail that went on in our house and I couldn’t wait until they were done doing the renovations on my unit, so I could get the fuck out of her house. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I thought and I’m glad that I was wrong.” 
 
    “Let’s just put it this way. Yo’ ex and I don’t vibe like that, so all that shit between y’all ain’t got shit to do with me.” 
 
    “Good,” he said and clanked his glass against mine. I hung out with him the rest of that night at the club and, when he invited to his place to cook me breakfast, I accepted. He lived out in Orland Park, a long drive from the side of town we were on, but I followed him. His house was beautiful and, since Nicco had ran him up out of the game, I figured he was on something legit or just working his hustle else wear. Once inside, he showed me to the kitchen and, yes, he threw down. I ate good and, after the tour of his place, he asked me to spend the night. 
 
    “If I spend the night, will you keep your hands to yourself?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll do whatever you want me to do.” He grinned. That motherfucker was so charming and fine, there was no way I wasn’t going to give him the pussy. I was going to show his old ass some new tricks. 
 
    “If I stay, I want you to make it worth my wild.”  
 
    “Like I said, it’s whatever you wanna do.” 
 
    “Lead the way.” I smiled. I followed him to his master and we showered together. Before we got out of the shower, my legs were on his strong shoulders and my arms were around his neck. My pussy was in his face and he wasted no time making me scream. Juice ate my pussy better than any man that I had been with before and I held on to his head for dear life when I came. That shit was so electric; I thought I’d have a seizure. When he finally released me and let me down, my legs were wobbly. I made my way to his bed and he put it on me so damn good that my mind was blown.  
 
    I thought I’d teach his old ass something, but I was the one who got the lesson and, after my last orgasm, I passed out. 
 
    The next morning, my ringing phone woke me. I looked around trying to focus because I had literally forgotten where I was. When clarity dawned, my phone stopped ringing. My mouth was dry and I needed to go to the bathroom. I sat up and realized I was alone in bed, but that was no big deal. I checked my phone and, when I saw it was only Ash, I put the phone down. I went to the bathroom and got back in bed. I got my phone and went to my messages. The last message was from Nicco, and I opened it and reread it again for the hundredth time. 
 
    HEY BEAUTIFUL, CONTRACTORS R ALMOST DONE WITH UR SPOT. IN A FEW DAYS U’LL B ON UR OWN SWEETIE! 
 
    I knew his words were innocent and fatherly, but I wish that he meant it another way. I was dead wrong for wanting him, but I couldn’t help myself. Nicco was like the finest, most intelligent man that I’d ever known, but he was with my sister. What he saw in Ashlee’s nagging ass was something I couldn’t understand. I mean, Ash was a bit too chunky in my opinion and she had been rocking that bushy ass afro for decades. My sister wasn’t ugly, don’t get me wrong, but I was young, sexy, and a freak. If Nicco would just give me one night, he’d divorce Ashlee’s ass in a heartbeat, I thought and laughed a little.  
 
    “What’s so funny?”  
 
    I looked up to see Juice walking in. He was fully dressed, so I wondered why he allowed me to sleep late. 
 
    “Nothing you’d be interested in,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” he laughed. “I know that’s code for mind my business,” he said and sat on the bed. 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    “So, what’s your plans for today?” 
 
    “Nothing too much, just a lil shopping and more packing. I’m moving into my own place in a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Oh, you still live at home?” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m about to be on my own.” 
 
    “That’s cool. That way yo’ peeps won’t know you kick it with me.” 
 
    “Kick it with you, nigga, this was just a one-time thing,” I teased. 
 
    “Damn, it’s like that,” he said playfully. 
 
    “Fuck no. The way you had me climbing the walls up in here, a bitch gotta ride that dick again.” 
 
    He undid his jeans. “How about you just suck it for now?” 
 
    His dick was standing tall underneath the fabric of his boxers. As exhausted as I was, I wrapped my lips around his dick and let him murder my throat. I gagged and teared up, but I hung in there and let his old ass know that I wasn’t afraid of him and, when I sat on his face, he let me know that he could handle me too. After the back breaking sex was done and he fed me again, he walked me to my Lexus; I keyed my number into his phone. I drove home then, knowing why Cayane took so much shit from Juice. That nigga could fuck and that’s what made her stay with him through it all. “Well Cay, that dick was mine last night and this morning. Fuck what y’all think about Juice, because he about to be on my roster for a minute slanging dick like that,” I said and laughed.  
 
    The man that I wanted was off limits, at least for now. I smiled and jumped on the Dan Ryan to get back home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Cayane 
 
    Stretching, I rolled my eyes at the long ass nigga next to me taking up all my fucking space. It had been a few weeks since the first night Chaos stayed at my house and surprise, fucking surprise, he was here again. Watching him sleep, I was making up my mind if I wanted to fuck him or strangle him; I meant literally me having to take the dick and fuck him because he was acting stingy. What the hell? Day one of meeting my boss, he had a dick in her mouth but, me, I can feed him, cuddle with him, but not get sex.   
 
     I rolled onto my side and pushed my fat ass against his dick. I could feel it rock up, but he had the nerve to be snoring and shit. Taking matters into my own hands, I slid out of the bed and went to check on my son. He was curled on his side and covered with his colorful blanket. His night light was still on in the early morning darkness, and I knew I had a few more hours of peace and quiet before he got up. As soon as I was back inside my room, I closed the door and stripped butt ass naked. He was giving me the dick today.  
 
    Climbing on the bed, I pulled his man right out of his boxers and damn near drooled on the head. It was long, thick, and curved. I didn’t know if I would like it, since Juice was my first and last, but I had a feeling I would. Slowly, I started stroking him, making him come alive. Even though he moaned in his sleep, his eyes were still tightly shut. I wasn’t letting his ass have any of my liquor again if this was how he was gonna act. Last night, we binged watched Criminal Minds and he was tearing my Grey Goose up. Slowly, I dropped one of my hands to my clit and started rubbing, since he wasn’t paying attention. 
 
    Suddenly, my ass was being flung back on the bed and Chaos was over top of me. I felt my eyes widen as he just stared. His eyes were clear, so I was guessing his ass was never sleep for real for real. “You want a nigga huh?” his smart ass said before kissing me.  
 
    Anything I was thinking about had flown out the window and suddenly me taking the dick became this nigga taking over. From the first touch, he had me fucked up. His fingers glided over my wet pussy, lightly teasing the shit out of me. I wanted to beg, but I didn’t want to give him the satisfaction.  He knew it too. I could tell from the smirk on his face when he slipped one finger inside, then pulled it back out.  
 
    Over and over again, he dipped his finger into my honey pot and back out. Trying to contain myself, I thought about what I was cooking for dinner, my homework, and even what Kah was wearing today, but it didn’t work.  
 
    Before I could try any other strategies, my pussy betrayed me and I was fucking the hell outta his finger, trying to cum. Licking his abs, scratching his back, and biting his neck, I was like a dog in heat. “You want this dick don’t you?” he said low in my ear. Nodding against his shoulder, I hid my face in embarrassment. “Oh, you shy now? Ma, yo’ ass wild as fuck. If I didn’t wake up, you would have been violating me. I should call the damn police. Now, come take this dick; shit, this is what you wanted, right?”  
 
    He removed his hand and replaced it with his hard dick. He didn’t give me a chance to adjust, and I thought my body was going to break in half. Hearing him suck in his breath, I knew he wasn’t expecting this tight ass pussy. I made sure to tighten my muscles a little bit just to choke his shit, even though it almost killed me. “Got damn girl, this pussy is fire.”  
 
    Slowly, I lifted my hips, so he could give me more of the D. This was pleasure mixed with pain. “Ca’Shon, you fucking me so good, please don’t stop.”  I came so hard, a few tears fell from the corner of my eyes and my body felt like it was paralyzed.  
 
    “Girl, we ain’t done yet, don’t be a quitter now.”  He was talking shit as he snatched me up and laid me across the end of the bed. I could feel my pussy juices dripping down my legs and all I wanted to do was curl into a ball and sleep. I hadn’t had dick this good ever. I was thinking of all the ways I could get him to fuck me every day. Maybe I could somehow drug him, tie him to the bed, and just ride the D when I wanted.  
 
    My thoughts were interrupted when I felt him slide back inside of me. I swear he felt bigger, but I was trying to be a big girl and fuck him back. I knew I was doing something right when he started smacking my ass and pulling my hair. He was about to yank my shit right out of my head, but I was glad I had that effect on him. “Fuck, yo’ shit is so tight. I still don’t like ya ass though,” he said as he pulled out and nutted on my ass. I was just glad he stopped pulling my fucking hair. My scalp was blazing. Before I could respond to his declaration of dislike, I heard someone banging on my door.  
 
    Jumping up, I looked at the clock and cursed low. It was already eight o’clock and I was supposed to be ready to go with Nicco and look at a townhouse. “Who the fuck at ya door shorty?” he said, throwing on his boxers and some basketball shorts. Before I could say a word, this nigga done made his way to open my door like this was his crib or some shit; I swear, he was cocky as fuck. Grabbing my bathrobe from the back of my door, I walked on wobbly legs to the front.  
 
    “What the fuck are you doing here Chaos and why she look like she just rolled up out the bed?” Nicco looked pissed as he stood in my living room in Chaos’ face. “I told you don’t fuck wit her. I warned ya ass and here you stand wit ya dick barely tucked away. All these bitches in the Chi and you had to fuck my wife’s best friend.”  
 
    Before I could tell daddy Nicco to mind his fucking business, all hell broke loose. Chaos walked up on Nicco like he was ready to punch him in the face. “Nigga, you don’t warn me about shit. I’m my own fucking man. First of all, shorty took the dick. Second of all nigga, why you care so much and over here acting like you want to fuck her or some shit? Let me find out you fucking shorty. If I find out, I’m killing ya ass, hers too,” he said, giving me his signature evil look. 
 
    Nicco didn’t back down. He stood directly in Chaos’ face ready to go head to head with him, until Kah wandered into the living room interrupting the two of them. “God daddy good morning, did you bring me a surprise?” He gave us all a toothless smile and I swear everyone’s attitude quickly got right.  
 
    “Hey Kah, I did bring something for you. It’s in the car, so I am going to grab it and come right back. Cayane, you going to get ready?”  
 
    Running in the back, I took the fastest shower of my life. Throwing on a striped pink and cream maxi dress and a jean jacket, I brushed my hair back in a ponytail and threw on some lip gloss. This was as good as it was going to get, I thought as I looked in the mirror; all I could see was that I just got good dick glow surrounding me like a damn halo. 
 
    “I got Kah dressed,” Chaos said, interrupting me. He went in the bathroom next to wash up. I waited a few minutes, so I could watch him get dressed. For some odd ass reason, I liked watching when he got ready. My heart would always sink a little as I wondered if he would come back, today more than the rest since he just fucked me silly. 
 
    Chaos grabbed a pair of True Religion jeans from his duffel bag and threw on a black and white t-shirt. He slid his feet into some black Timbs and put on his chain and earrings that were resting on my dresser. Those New York niggas loved wearing Timberlands. Once he sprayed on his Armani Code cologne, I snuck and looked the other way because I felt my panties get wet. Deciding I watched enough, I went to the living room so I could go.  
 
    Seeing Tam standing next to Nicco, I rolled my eyes. Lately, her little ass been on one every fucking time I see her. “Hey Chaos,” she cooed and waved her manicured hand.  
 
    “Sup,” he said before turning to me. “You want pizza later or you cooking?”  
 
    “Pizza please,” Kah said, jumping up and down as he came from the back. I hid my surprise when I noticed he was wearing True Religion jeans and a black V-Neck shirt with white writing.  
 
    “Here Kahlan,” Nicco said, handing him a bag from a sneaker store. He tore into it like he didn’t have a room filled with shoes. He pulled the latest Air Jordans from the box and his face fell.  
 
    “Thank you,” he mumbled before sitting them on the couch.  
 
    “What’s wrong Kah? You always love when I buy you the new Jordans. Are you still feeling sick?” Nicco looked confused, and I felt the same damn way. My son was never ungrateful and rarely unhappy.  
 
    “It’s just that I wanted boots. Like the ones Chaos always wears.” He sounded so sad, as he looked up at the man he was coming to care about. I felt like someone had dumped cold ice water over my head. As much as Chaos be telling me how he don’t fuck wit me or like me, he was the opposite with my son. He treated him like a king. He even bought him his own game system the other day and they would play together after school.  
 
    “Come on Kah, turn that frown around son. I got you,” Chaos said, ruffling his curls and causing him to laugh. Nicco’s frown deepened seeing them play around, and I felt bad. “Matter of fact, I’m about to get a line up at the barbershop; why don’t I just take Kah for a while and you can go check on the place?” 
 
    The thought of my son going anywhere with a man that wasn’t Nicco had my heart racing and I felt like I was going to faint. All I could think about was watching his father drive into oncoming traffic with my baby with him. “Not this time Ca’Shon. But thank you, that’s really sweet.”  
 
    He looked thoughtful for a few minutes, and I was ready to get cussed out. But, surprisingly, he put his arms around me. “It’s ok, I understand.”  
 
    “Well shit, I don’t! So, because his raggedy ass daddy tried to kill him and remember he is fine now, he can’t go no fucking where? Why everyone always babying him and Cayane ass? Shit Chaos, if you want a kid to hang out with, I will buss it open and give you a few little ones.” Tam was dead ass serious by the look on her face. Before I could slap the taste out her mouth, Nicco popped her in the back of the head.  
 
    “Who is raising you to be a hoe? It sure as hell ain’t me so cut it the fuck out. Go get ya ass in the car, so I can drop yo’ ass off.” She went to open her mouth and say something, but Nicco opened the door and damn near shoved her outside. 
 
    “Man look, y’all got y’all hands full with that one. Shorty got dollar signs as her eye color and a pussy leaving a wet trail behind her. Nikki bet not start acting like her or Tam gonna come up missing.”  
 
    Chaos shook his head, giving Nicco a pity look. I silently seconded what he said; I hoped Nikki stayed far away from Tam because she really was a sweetie. She always spent time would Kah and would come have movie night with me when her parents let her out of the house. She was like my little sister too.  
 
    “Mommy, why can’t I go with Chaos? And why is Tam going to bust it open?” Looking down at Kah, I damn near choked on my tongue. He had moved closer to Chaos and slid his small hand in his.                
 
    “First of all, stop listening when Tam speaks.” I side eyed the hell out of Nicco. She needed her ass beat and he was the biggest cause of this shit, always being a fucking yes man to her spoiled behind. I get how easy it can be when a child been through some shit to keep a real life pity party. But, all that over indulgence didn’t do shit positive.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I decided to let Kah go with Chaos. “Ok, I will see you two later. Kahlan, be on your best behavior.” I leaned over and kissed him a few times until he wiped them off and turned his head.  
 
    Walking to the passenger side of the car, I opened the door and glared at Tam. She knew the fuck better. “Tam, get yo’ lil pea head in the fucking back,” Nicco said, checking her before I had to. She smiled at him and rolled her eyes at me. Sliding in, I didn’t have shit to say in front of this spoiled ass child or to her. Once we got to the car shop that Nicco owned, Tam hopped out and waved by to him.  
 
    “Cay, I’m sorry sis, especially for what she said about Kah. I don’t know what the fuck has gotten into her lately. She is moving into her own place on Friday, but I have my concerns about that. Look at the shit she is getting into living with us. No telling what she will be doing when there is no authority. Hell, I’m dropping her off now because she got drunk and ran onto a curb and was driving on the sidewalk. I didn’t even tell Ashlee yet; she has been on edge and she doesn’t need the stress.”  
 
    Shaking my head, I couldn’t believe how Tam was acting. I didn’t say it but, with them trying to have a baby, Ashlee being stressed definitely wouldn’t work out. He drove in silence for a few moments and, when he stopped at a light, he looked over at me. 
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “You know fucking what Cay,” he blasted. 
 
    “No, I’m no mind reader,” I snapped back. 
 
    “Didn’t I tell you about my cousin? Why would you go and hook up with him when I specifically told yo’ ass to not go there? I don’t expect him to listen, but I thought you would!” 
 
    “First of all Nicco, you are like a brother to me and not my damn father and, honestly, it ain’t none of yo’ damn business. I hadn’t planned on hooking up with him. He and I were just cool and he was coming by every night to check on me and Kah, maybe because he didn’t think that we should be alone out there where we live or maybe because he just like being around me. He started spending time with Kah and, yes, I’m feeling him. I just didn’t hook up with him to go against the grain Nicco and, for the record, this morning was the first morning that, well you know…” 
 
    He shook his head, probably at the thought of me and his cousin fucking. “Look, Cay, I know it’s no business of mine who you get with, fuck, or whatever, but you are not cut out for a nigga like Chaos and, if you think Juice did a number on you, fuck with my cousin and your heart  gon’ be crushed ten times worse . Chaos ain’t no family man and I just don’t want to stand back and watch you get hurt. Plus, you saw him ready to step to me because he thought I wanted you, and that’s the shit I mean with him, Cay. Chaos is crazy as fuck!” 
 
    I nodded because I knew his words were probably true. I hadn’t known Ca’Shon long enough to tell who he truly was but, from what I had known about him, I didn’t feel like he was on a mission to break my heart.  
 
    “Listen Nicco, I hear you, but I got this, a’ight. Chaos is just hanging right now and truth is I’m feeling him, but I’m not in love or no shit like that, so please just let me see how it goes. If he and I work, cool, or if we don’t, still cool. I mean, Ashlee and you are definitely not on the same page with it comes to him.” 
 
    “Ash fucking knew you was fucking him and didn’t tell me that shit!” he barked. 
 
    “Woe, Nicco, I told you this morning was the first time and, yes, she knows that Chaos has been spending nights with me and Kah since the cookout, and if he wasn’t acting like a nigga with some sense around me and my son, you know he wouldn’t be anywhere near us.” 
 
    He nodded slowly and then said, “You are a grown ass woman and I know nothing comes before Kah so, if you say you got this, I’ll stay out of it. Just know that I don’t want no shit between you, me, and Ashlee if he breaks your heart. Chaos is like a brother to me, Cay, and he will always be around, so if you two don’t work out, I hope you behave like the woman I know you are.” 
 
    “Nicco, don’t worry so much.” 
 
    “I can’t help it,” he said and then turned into a community in Avondale about fifteen minutes from Ashlee’s house. Rolling through the neighborhood, I loved the look of the townhouses. This was a blessing and I would find a way to make this shit work.  
 
    Parking in front of a unit with a bunch of flowers out front and shit, I smiled. “Aight, come on. I had a good ass tenant here, but she got a good ass job in Cali so she had to leave. I had it repainted and new carpet laid, even though it wasn’t really needed.”  
 
    I just nodded, as he opened the front door. It was so fucking beautiful, I was speechless. As soon as you walked in, the downstairs was laid out before me in an open floor plan. I slowly walked through each section, stopping in the kitchen to ooh and ahhh over the marble counter tops; the island and slate grey backsplash looked brand new. I hoped Nicco didn’t do anything special for me in this place. There was a half bathroom downstairs, two bedrooms, a linen closet, and a full bathroom upstairs. The rooms were huge, and I wanted to just stay there from this moment on.  
 
    “Nicco, I love it, but how much? I said one of your cheaper properties. Remember, I’m not taking any hand-outs.” I hoped he and Ashlee weren’t on any slick shit, trying to lie about the price of rent. 
 
    “Look sis, I will admit I am giving you a lower price. But, before you jump down my back, I’m giving you the price of the fair market value in two thousand sixteen. I don’t raise the rent for current tenants and it’s the same amount the last lady was paying, so I swear I’m not losing out. It would be one thousand, four hundred and fifty dollars a month. The heat and air conditioning is included.” 
 
    I ran numbers in my head and, if I cut back on a few luxuries like Netflix, manicures, and eating out for lunches, I could make it work. “Ok I’m down, I really want this place. I can have the security and first month by June first.” I was just going to use the extra money Chaos had given me the other day to help cover the costs.  
 
    Feeling my phone buzz, I snatched it from my pocket, not wanting to miss a call from my son. I was nervous letting him go with a man I barely knew. Even though I kept telling myself he was like family because of Nicco and I should trust him.  
 
    I smiled when I saw the pictures of Kah in Footlocker holding two pairs of Timbs in his hands. Lord, I was glad I didn’t have no real shit with Chaos; he was already spoiling my son more than I approved of. The other text was one from my store manager Derika, asking could I come in and work an extra shift. Hell yea. Especially now, I needed every penny. If I got a lot of sales, I could buy a new bedroom set and other household décor.  
 
    “Nicco, just drop me at work please. I grabbed an extra shift.” 
 
    He locked up, and I trailed behind him to the truck. I could tell he was happy because I was moving in. He felt like he had got his way on some shit. Pulling up to the store where I worked, I was happy that I wore jeans and not a dress. I had a couple of AT&T t-shirts in my cubby, so I’d run in and change. 
 
    “Thanks big bro, I appreciate you,” I said, kissing Nicco on the cheek and hopping out once he stopped in front. As soon as I walked in, all employee eyes were on me and I felt some kind of way. Rolling my eyes, I didn’t even pay these cum buckets any attention. Going to clock in, I was just about to spazz on all these looking ass people when Derika popped her head out from the back office.  
 
    “Cayane, can I see you in my office please?” she asked; her tone was neutral, so I couldn’t tell what the fuck she wanted. I knew this bitch wasn’t about to fire me when she called me in to work on my day off. Seeing Darcy twist her ugly, cum stained mouth into a smirk, I turned the other way to see what was going on. “Cayane, please sit down, this will only take a moment,” she said, gesturing to the chair in front of her.  
 
    “I can stand,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. She nodded her head as she sat down and shuffled some papers.  
 
    “Listen, you have been a model employee but, as of lately, I have been getting a lot of complaints about your behavior at work. Now, whatever you do outside of this store, I don’t care. It’s not my problem. But, when you come here and pick fights with your managers, call off of shifts to hang out with your kid, and then have your goon friends beat another employee, it becomes a huge issue. I was trying to bite my tongue, but yesterday’s negligence was just too much. You gave a customer five new lines of service, Cayane, five brand new Galaxy 9’s and they had bad credit. The phones are a loss now; they will never pay on them. You didn’t for some reason even collect the required deposit. Why?”  
 
    I could feel tears burn my eyes when she said I called in to hang out with my son. I wanted to murder Darcy, but I was also frustrated because I knew that no one was going to believe shit I had to say. All I could do was try to explain myself. “I would like to start from the beginning because a lot of these incidents are not anything I know about. First of all, last month, I called in because my son was very sick. I came in here to collect my paycheck, so I could purchase him some medicine. I was not picking a fight with anyone. I was begging Darcy for my paycheck. As for the fight, that was a male customer who beat up Troy because he called my son Scarface. Once I was denied my paycheck, I took my son and left. As for the five line order yesterday, I didn’t have one. Darcy had a customer, Elijah I believe was his name, and processed five lines on a new account for him. So, please investigate how my name became attached to that mess. I’m trying to not get upset, but all of this doesn’t add up. I need my job, you already know this. I’m a single mother who is in school and trying my hardest to do the right thing.”  
 
    She looked at me with sympathy in her eyes. “Ok, Cayane, since you have had a flawless track record on the job until all of this has recently come up, I will not fire you. As for the issues with the account, I will look into it but, until I have a result, you cannot open any new contracts. You can help with accessories, billing, and general customer service questions.”  
 
    “Ok,” I said lowly, trying not to bawl. Not being able to sell phones meant I could no longer earn any commissions, which meant I could no longer afford the new place. I went back to work with a heavy heart.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen  
 
    Chaos  
 
    “Come on man, let’s go before your mommy changes her mind.” I made sure Kah was buckled in the booster seat his mom threw me before she left. Turning up the music, he was all smiles. I went to the barbershop Nicco owned in Irving Park and I swear if these niggas fucked my shit up, I was shooting everyone in this bitch. Pulling up, I parked in front, even though it said no parking. I didn’t give a fuck about a ticket and I wasn’t about to be walking down this busy ass street.  
 
    Looking back, Kah was half asleep with his head crooked. I didn’t have a lot of experience with kids and, normally, they got on my nerves, but this one was different. I didn’t mind hanging out with him. He was smart and funny. “Come on, wake up sleepy head.” He jumped up and hopped out of the truck. Walking in, it seemed like every nigga stopped they conversation to watch what the fuck I was doing.  
 
    “Yo, I’m looking for Sam,” I said as I grabbed Kah’s hand. Good thing I never went anywhere without my strap, in case I had to body some of these chumps.  
 
    “I’m Sam,” some bald headed short dude said as he came out from behind the chair. Damn, I didn’t even see his little ass; the chair was hiding him. He kept eyeing Kahlan like he had something to say or some shit. “Ok, I have a few customers in front of you or you can see someone else. Hey Kahlan, where your pretty mama at today?” he asked when he finished his little please wait speech.  
 
    As he shook off his cape after the person exited the chair, I sat down next. I wasn’t about to wait behind any motherfucking body in my cousin shit. He was lucky I was sitting down and not choking the shit out of his ass for asking about Cay. I was just trying not to traumatize Kah. “How this going to work is I’m next. This my cousin shit so, if you like ya job, get to fucking cuttin. Second of all, don’t speak to my shorty unless I tell ya ass to and any thoughts you had about his mama, erase those shits.”  Kah went and sat in one of the chairs and pulled out his iPad from his little book bag. He smiled up at me for a second and finished doing what he was doing.  
 
    “Oh yea, Boss man did say he had some family coming into town and shit from OT. Chaos, right? I got you. Sorry about that. I never knew you were Kah’s pops or that Cay had a nigga in her life. Shit, we all thought he was Juice’s shorty and that she was single now.” I gripped the edge of the chair when he said that pussy’s name. I hadn’t forgotten my mission to catch up to him and, when I did, him and anyone else with his ass was getting it.  
 
    “So, what the bitches like in NY? I heard y’all got some bad ass bitches!” Sam clearly needed to travel more or something with his talkative ass. He started asking me shit the second I sat down.  
 
    “Yea, they aight,” I responded. I wished his ass would just shut the fuck up. I had Cayane on my mind. I couldn’t believe shorty little ass was really gonna take the dick. I wasn’t mad though because hands down, she had the best pussy I ever been up in. I couldn’t wait to fuck her again tonight. I was going to fold her like a fucking pretzel and tear her shit up.  
 
    Finally, I was finished, so I got Kah a haircut. Throwing Sam’s thirsty ass a hunnit dollar bill, we headed outside. Before doing any shopping, I realized it was noon already and we ain’t eat shit. “Kahlan, you hungry man?” I asked, and he nodded his head. “Let’s go have some pizza.” That was the one food I loved in Chicago and, when I moved to NY as a kid, I still craved all the time.  
 
    Parking at Giordano’s, we went in and ordered a deep dish pepperoni pizza. Kah and I sat and ate our food, and it was nice to see him happy. “Chaos, what is NY like? Will you take me there? I saw it on a TV show and there was a big huge tree and an ice skating rink. I want to go there. You can take me on a big plane, maybe we can bring mommy too.” I laughed; he was wild trying to leave his mom here. 
 
    “A’ight, I got you. We gonna hit the city up some day and I will take you to see the tree in Times Square. But, for now, let’s hit up the mall.” We got up to leave, and I noticed some busta ass nigga kept looking my way. Turning around to throw some cash on the table as a tip, I heard Kahlan cry out.  
 
    “Chaos, help!” 
 
    The same sucka who was watching me had Kah snatched up by his tiny arm. I didn’t even give his ass a second to think; I rushed him, punching him in his throat. Grabbing Kah, I looked him over to make sure he was ok. “You good?” I said, holding him in my arms as he cried.  
 
    “Nigga, that’s my son; who the fuck are you and why is he even with yo’ ass? Give me my fucking son,” he said, putting some bass in his voice. Grabbing my nine from my back, I was ready to body this nigga Juice right now. People started screaming and shit, but I didn’t give a fuck.  
 
    “You’re not my daddy! I don’t know you!” Kahlan was screaming at him, crying his eyes out. He had snot dripping down my shirt and everything. Going upside his head with my tool one good time, I walked out. I had to make sure Kah was alright. There would always be another day to body Juice’s old ass. I couldn’t believe he was messing wit my baby girl. He looked like he was twice her fucking age. Getting in my truck, I put Kah in the front wit me until I pulled around the corner. I didn’t want to get caught slipping.  
 
    “Hey, look at me,” I demanded, and he lifted his tear stained face. “I want you to know I ain’t gonna never let shit happen to you, ok? If you need me, I’m gonna be there. I know you feel scared right now and upset. It’s some crazy people out there, but don’t worry because I took care of it. You want to go home to your mommy?” I asked, to be fair. Most little kids wanted they moms anytime they got upset.  
 
    “No, I’m going to stay with you.” He leaned over and wrapped his thin arms around my neck, and I felt a love like I never felt before. 
 
    ***  
 
    Later that night, I finally pulled up to Cayane’s spot. Grabbing all the bags in one hand and Kah in the other, she had the door opened the second I climbed the stairs. “Here, grab his bags,” I said as I took him to his room and laid him down. We had a busy ass day, so I knew he wasn’t waking up anytime soon. He conned me into taking him to Dave and Busters, and we were playing in there like I was a big ass kid too.  
 
    “Why are there so many pairs of Timberland boots?” his mother asked, frowning her face up. “He didn’t need clothes, or even more than one pair of Timbs. Thank you, I appreciate it but, seriously, this is too much.”  
 
    Looking at the black, grey, wheat, and olive green boots she had lined up on the table, I guess I went overboard. Oh well, she will get over it. Plus, she was cute when she was mad.  
 
    “So, how was the place?” I asked. Her whole demeanor changed when I mentioned the apartment she went to look at and I wondered if something happened. “What’s up ma; it wasn’t that nice? I’m sure Nicco got some other shit you can look at.” Walking up behind her, I dipped my hands into her little shorts and felt her wet pussy. She stepped out of my embrace and started picking stuff up around the room.  
 
    “I can’t move anymore. See, because of you and your fucking antics at my job, I can no longer make sales. That means I can no longer make commissions and I cannot afford another place.”  
 
    “Shorty, I will help you. Let me just cover you for a couple of months until you graduate? This shit not that hard to solve, so you can chill with the fucking attitude.”  I walked in her direction, but the look on her face let me know this shit wasn’t over. 
 
    “Look, this right here, whatever the fuck we doing,” she was motioning back and forth with her hands all aggressive and shit. I wasn’t up to arguing with a fucking female. I didn’t do that. I had a few steady girls I fucked back home and I never paid attention to their antics. If they got mad, I left until they were ready to say sorry. I wasn’t built like these bitch ass niggas, begging girls and shit. I didn’t even have enough patience to listen. The fact shorty was getting louder and louder was my cue to leave. 
 
    Grabbing my fitted from the end of the couch, I was almost out the door when she said some shit that had me stuck.  
 
    “Why the hell would I take money from you? Yo’ ass don’t even fucking like me!” I could hear the same hurt in her voice as I did when she was begging for her check for her son. It made me feel fucked up inside; it made me care but not enough to turn back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Nicco 
 
    After I dropped Cay off at work, I headed to my first meeting of the day. I called my cousin, but he didn’t answer, so I just figured he was still a little pissed about me acting like I was his father, so I’d let him cool off. Ca’Shon and me could never stay mad at each other for long, so I figured by the afternoon we’d be cool. I knew I was a bit out of line, but I knew my cousin and Cay needed a man that was going to eventually wife her, and that nigga Chaos never committed himself to a woman. But, as they both said, it’s none of my fucking business, so I’d stay out of it. 
 
    I had enough to deal with anyway. Ashlee was driving me bananas over getting pregnant, and I didn’t blame her. I wanted a kid too, but I didn’t want to start going to doctors and specialists and all that jazz to have one. I just wanted to enjoy loving, fucking, and having my wife without the pressure of fertility doctors and shit but, for Ashlee, I was going to do it. I’d give her whatever she dreamed of if I could, even if that meant I’d have to jack off to a porn and fill a fucking cup with my nut. 
 
    I pulled into the lot of the restaurant that I was looking to buy. Ashlee would be finishing up culinary school at Kendall College in another year and that would give us plenty of time to do renovations and turn it into whatever she wanted it to be. Cooking was my baby’s passion and buying her a restaurant would certainly put a smile on her face. I parked and hurried inside to meet the current owner. After another walk-through, we went into his office to discuss numbers.  
 
    After an hour or so, I walked out with a folder of papers that I’d have my attorney look over. I moved around and checked on a few things with my street business and, as soon as I got behind the wheel of my truck to head home, my phone vibrated. It was Chaos, so I answered.  
 
    “Whaaaaaaddddd up?”  
 
    “Nigga, let me fill you in on today’s events,” Chaos said. 
 
    “Please tell me yo’ ass ain’t sent another nigga to hell. I mean, damn Chaos, you are reckless as fuck. All these niggas walking around on pins and needles since yo’ ass got off the muthafuckin’ plane,” I laughed. 
 
    “Nah, at least not yet. The only thing that save that old ass nigga was the fact that I had lil man wit’ me.” 
 
    “Who?” I questioned.  
 
    “Muthafuckin’ Juice.” 
 
    “Juice, how in the fuck did you run into that nigga?” 
 
    “At Giordano’s. Me and Kah was there eating and this nigga had the fuckin’ nerves to put his hands on Kah.” 
 
    “What!” I blasted. I went from zero to one hundred at that second. 
 
    “Yes and I straight punched that bitch in his throat. If it wasn’t for Kah, I’d be in handcuffs for real this time because I’d blow his head the fuck off right there in front of errrrrrbody up in that bitch.” 
 
    “Well, I wish you would have laid that nigga to rest, because I told him if he ever came around Cay or Kah, ever again, I’d take his life with no hesitation and I guess that nigga forgot when he decided to put his hands on Kah.” 
 
    “Well, he gon’ remember me the next time I see his ass and, I don’t give a fuck what Cay say, I’m sending his ass to the grave.” 
 
    “I feel you, Ca’Shon, but you have to put a lid on that and pull it back. You always guns blazin’ and you are reckless, and I don’t need you in no handcuffs,” I advised. “Regardless of what, that is Kahlan’s father and I made a promise to Cay that I’d let him breath. When Kah gets older, let him make that call on how he wants to handle Juice.” 
 
    “Man, fuck what you talkin’ ‘bout. I ain’t you and I ain’t promise Cay shit!” 
 
    “You know what, you right. Just remember you’ll have to explain that shit to Kah when he is older and that shit won’t be easy man,” I said and, then, my other line interrupted our conversation. It was my sister. 
 
    “Let me worry about Cay and Kah from now on,” he said. I wanted to click over to see what Nikki was calling me for, but those words caused me to pause. 
 
    “Look cuz, and I’m being real wit’ yo’ ass. Cay is a good girl. Juice put a hurtin’ on her so bad and you’re the first nigga that she has even considered spending a moment with since him. If your intentions are fucked up, please, for her and Kah sake, shut it down. I know you can do whatever the fuck you want Chaos, but Cay ain’t no regular bitch, nor is she a ho’ hungry for money. She is a good mother and she works hard.” 
 
    “Don’t you think I know this Nicco? Not that I have to explain shit to you, but I’m telling you right now that I know she ain’t like these other thirsty ass ratchet hoes, and shorty growing on me. Relax mah’fucka, she and her son are safe with me, trust me.” 
 
    That was new, but I believed him. Chaos ain’t never spent five minutes with a bitch kid, so I guess it was a first time for everything. “Aw’ight cuz. I’m about to head home. Everything is everything, so I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yeah. I’ma get up with Dizzy later on tonight thought. Something about him is off.” 
 
    “They just mad because you here. Him and Narvelle thought one of them would get promoted after Reece was killed. All the bitch ass side eyes and shit is because you here now and it ain’t like you a pleasant muthafucka to be around,” I joked and laughed. 
 
    “Good! I want them to hate me. I don’t give two fucks about their bruised ego. This is our shit, so the both of them niggas need to fall in line or else,” he said, and I knew what he meant.  
 
    “Sustained,” I said, agreeing. We ended our call and then I buzzed my sister back, but she hit me back with a text. 
 
    Nikki – AT THE CHURCH WITH MOMMA AND I NEED A RIDE, CAN U PLS CME PICK ME UP? 
 
    Me – WHERE IS UR FATHER 
 
    Nikki – DADDY’S NOT HERE 
 
    Me – MA COOL WIT ME SCOOPIN U UP 
 
    Nikki – YES I TOLD HER THAT I WAS GOING 2 HELP TAM PACK SOME STUFF & HELP HER AT HER NEW PLACE 
 
    Me – ON MY WAY 
 
    Nikki – THANKS BIG BRO  
 
    Me – I WILL TEXT U WHEN I’M OUTSIDE 
 
    Nikki – K. 
 
    I headed towards my father’s church and, twenty short minutes later, I was there. He had been a pastor at the church since I was two and, after the remodels and expansions, the building could house up to six thousand members. It wasn’t as huge as some the mega churches on television but, within a few years, I was sure there would be a newer building, another expansion, or a second location. My mother and my sister always kept me up to date on what was going on with 1st Baptist, and I wished that my father would not act as if I no longer exist. 
 
    I pulled into the parking lot and sent Nikki a quick text, letting her know I was outside. She texted me back saying my mother said to come in. “Fuck!” I said. I knew I hadn’t seen my mom in a whole minute, so I shut off my engine and headed inside. I headed towards the offices in the back and stopped at my mom’s office. The name plate that said Beatrice Morgan was on the door, and I smiled. I remembered back in the day when my mother and father had shared a tight office and, now, those days were long gone.  
 
    I tapped on the door.  
 
    “Come in,” I heard her alto voice sang. Turning the knob, I entered. She stood to greet me with a warm hug. “Oh son, it’s so good to see you,” she said.  
 
    “It’s good to see you too, Ma.” 
 
    “Hey bro!” Nikki called out from behind me.  
 
    “Hey big head,” I said and then gave my little sis a hug. 
 
    “Whatever,” she laughed. 
 
    “You ready?” I quickly asked. I didn’t want to take any chances with running into my father. 
 
    “What’s the rush son? I mean, I haven’t seen you in what, a month?” 
 
    “It’s been about that ma, and you know why.” 
 
    “Boy, I ain’t thinking about your crazy father. You are still our son and I’m not God, so I don’t judge.” 
 
    “Well, your husband does.” 
 
    “No, he just wants the best for you and your sister, Nic. Please don’t be so hard on him. He loves you,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, he showed me just how much when he disowned me.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I wish you and your father would stop this foolishness. You and him are exactly alike you know.” 
 
    “I’m nothing like him.” 
 
    “Ha,” she said. “You’re exactly like him and the both of you are wasting too much precious time. I want things to go back to how they were son.” 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m sorry ma, but I doubt that that will ever happen. He doesn’t accept me for who I am.” 
 
    “Nikki, go to your brother’s truck please and wait for him there,” my mother instructed. I instantly handed her the keys. As soon as Nikki was on the other side of the door, my mother spoke her truth. “Listen son, the thing is you father knows that you are doing things that not only are against God, but against the law. Now, I know you are a grown man, Nicco, but the choices you’ve made put this strain on your relationship with your father.”  
 
    Her words pissed me off. “How you going to keep defending him, mother? Chaos is into the same exact shit, I mean dealings, as I am, but he welcomes him with opened arms.” 
 
    “Because Ca’Shon is not his son, Dominic,” she shot back. “Son, it’s different when it’s your own child.” 
 
    “I don’t agree.” The grim look on her face broke my heart. “Look ma, I gotta head out. We got a lot to do to get Tam packed up for her move Friday, and I promised her that I’d take her to pick out some furniture today.” 
 
    “Fine, go ahead and do what you have to do. And please talk to your sister. I think she calls herself liking some boy.” 
 
    “What boy?” I spat. 
 
    “Calm down Nic, it’s a boy from the church.” 
 
    “Church boys are sinners too ma,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t I know,” she said sarcastically. 
 
    I laughed and then went in to hug her. I kissed her cheek and then made my exit and, before I can make it to the church doors, I saw my dad. “Fuck!” I said under my breath, but I proceeded in his direction. My intent was to walk by him and not say a muthafuckin’ word, but I decided to at least speak. As he got closer, he averted his eyes as if he hadn’t seen me, but I spoke anyway. “What’s up dad?” I said loud, but he kept walking. I chuckled. “And you’re supposed to be a man of God, whatever!” I said and walked out of the church doors without looking back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    Tam 
 
    Finally, Friday arrived and I was too excited to get settled into my place. No more rules and bullshit from Ashlee, and Cay better know she ain’t welcomed in my house. I was too happy to finally be on my own. All I had to do was finish hair school and get ready to be in business for myself at the tender age of twenty-two. Yes, in another year, I’d be twenty-two and running my own shit, and I had my sexy ass brother-in-law to thank for it. I so badly wanted  to show him how much I appreciated him by sucking his dick, but I had to figure that shit out later because all he and Ash talked about was making a baby. Shiddddd, I’d give him a baby, fuck the bullshit. I laughed to myself and fixed a drink.  
 
    My new furniture had already been delivered and set up, and the few boxes I had to unpack lined the hallway. Since the renovations had been almost complete by Wednesday that week, Nikki and I made a few trips in Nicco’s truck to bring over my clothes, shoes, and personals. I had tons of kitchen stuff to put away, and I planned on staying home until I had everything in its proper place. I turned on the music and got to work.  
 
    After four hours of going at it, a lot of my boxes were now outside and I was happy with my progress. Deciding to take a break, I ordered some Chinese food from a local restaurant. I took a swallow of my wine and went back to my kitchen to get back to organizing while I waited for my food to be delivered. I was so happy with the renovations and thanked God that Ashlee and Nicco laced my place with high end everything. I was in a one-bedroom unit, but I had beautiful hardwoods, stainless steel, glass tile back splash, and granite counters. I had two bathrooms, one in my bedroom and another in the hall, and both had slate tiles on the floors and the showers. My master bathroom looked like a spa bathroom with a separated tub and shower, and I was so in love with my place and independence.  
 
    About thirty minutes later, my food arrived, so I grabbed the wooden chopsticks and went to town on my shrimp fried rice and shrimp egg fu yong. Full and not in the mood to unpack anymore boxes, I headed to take a shower. I turned on the water as I undressed and, when I was ready to step in, the water was ice cold. I couldn’t figure out why when I had the hot water up to the max. “Damn,” I said. I went for my phone and called Nicco. 
 
    “What’s up, home sick already?” he teased. 
 
    “Ha, ha, ha, you funny.” 
 
    “What’s up Tam? I thought it would be days before we heard a peep out of you, since you have your new place and all.” 
 
    “Well, it would have been, but I have an issue with this water. It’s not getting hot. It’s cold as ice.” 
 
    “That’s odd. Is it cold in the sink too?” 
 
    “I don’t know Nicco. I just turned on the water to shower. I didn’t check the sink.” 
 
    “Damn, okay. I just sat down and definitely cannot drive. Let me send somebody to check on that Tam.” 
 
    “Noooooooo, Nicco, please come over here. I don’t want no strange man up in here. Where is Ash?” 
 
    “She at some book club meeting Tam and I just hit my blunt and on drink number two, love. Why can’t I just make a couple of calls and send somebody?” he asked. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. I wanted him to come, so I could see him, but he sounded like he was already buzzing. “Well, can I come there to shower? I don’t feel comfortable with some man up in here while I’m alone,” I said.  
 
    “Tam, you don’t have to ask me for something like that. This is still your home,” he said, and I smiled. My brother-in-law was the best and I was so in love with him.  
 
    “Thanks so much. I’ll be there soon,” I said and hung up. I went for a small bag and threw some comfy clothes into it, along with my shower gel and other toiletries. I headed towards the door and rode the short distance to my sister’s place. I pulled up and hurried inside. The house was quiet and clean as always, so I headed up to my old room and went to my shower. After I was clean, oiled down, and smelling good, I headed down to the basement to holla at my brother-in-law.  
 
    Before I could hit the bottom step, I could smell the cush in the air. I knew he was good and lit and I just wished he’d let me smoke, but never did he allow me to get high with him. They just viewed me as a kid, but I was going to slowly show him that I was all woman and not a fucking kid. My head game was fire and I could ride twelve inches if I had to effortlessly.  
 
    “Hey,” I said.  
 
    “Tam, hey babe, when you get here?” he asked. He was reclined on the sofa with a tank and basketball shorts. His cut body always looked amazing. He had me, Nikki, and Kah’s name tatted on his arm, but Ashlee’s name decorated his chest. Damn, I wished it was my name instead. 
 
    “About thirty minutes ago. I went up and showered first. This movie again?” I sat by him on the couch, but I was only interested in jumping in his lap. I wanted to taste and feel Nicco so fucking bad that I was tempted to move even closer to him on the couch. 
 
    “Beverly Hills Cop baby,” he said with a sexy grin. “You know this is my shit. It’s a classic.” 
 
    “You got that right. I think this movie is older than me,” I teased. 
 
    “You probably right,” he said, and we both laughed. “So, how you like yo’ new place?” 
 
    I beamed. “Oh Nicco, I love my place. Everything is perfect, thank you for everything.” 
 
    “You don’t have to thank me, Tam. You are like my baby girl and I will always be here and take care of you,” he said.  
 
    I wanted to leap into his arms and show him my gratitude, but his words stung. It wasn’t the tender words of a lover; it was the tender words of a father, and I knew all he could see me as was a daughter or baby sister and I wished it was something I could do to show him that I was feeling him, but I was stumped. If I made a move right now, I know he’d scold me and probably tell Ash, so I just chilled and relaxed on the couch with him and watched Beverly Hills Cop with him like I had never seen it with him before a million times. 
 
    Before the movie ended, Ashlee was home and I knew then it was time to go. She and I weren’t on a great note, and the last thing I wanted to hear was her fucking mouth. By the time I made it home, I got a text from Juice and, when he asked me for my address, I keyed it in as fast as my thumbs could type. An hour later, he was there devouring my pussy again, while I laid there imagining he was Nicco. Fuck, I really wanted Nicco.  
 
    We did every freaky thing I could think of until the sun came up and finally Juice knocked out. He was stretched across my bed butt naked, snoring and shit. All I could really admire about him was the big ass dick that rested on his leg. As a person I knew he wasn’t shit, but I wasn’t fucking him because I liked his personality. This was purely for my sexual satisfaction, oh yea and to hurt Cayane.  
 
    Hearing a banging on my apartment door, I woke all the fucking way up. I wasn’t expecting anyone and I sure as hell wasn’t ready to let the world know I was fucking Juice. My palms was sweaty and my heart was racing thinking about the possible people who could be on the other side of the door. If it was Ashlee, I was getting my ass beat, same for Chaos and, as I thought of the last person, I couldn’t even imagine the outcome. I didn’t want to do anything to fuck up me possibly being with Nicco. I felt like I was getting so much closer to him and this would ruin it all.  
 
    Grabbing my robe, I closed the bedroom door looking back one more time at a sleeping Juice. “Who is it?” I called out quietly.  
 
    “It’s Nicco, open the fucking door!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    Cayane 
 
    I missed Chaos being a part of my life, I really did, but his nonsense had interrupted me giving my son a better life. Plus, the fact that he couldn’t even bother one fucking time to tell me he even liked me. I knew he loved my pussy, but that just wasn’t enough. I should have never let him creep his pretty boy ass into my life. Seeing my phone ring, I turned it all the way off. Ever since I told Nicco and Ashlee I wasn’t able to afford the apartment, they had been blowing me up. I had even changed up my work schedule somewhat, so I could drive Kahlan to and from school. I just needed a break from everyone.  
 
    It was Friday and I had yet to get my ass up for work. Mornings with Kah were not the same; he missed Chaos and his God parents, so he was basically miserable. I’m sure that me walking around here like a zombie wasn’t helping him much. I decided today, I was going to pull myself together. No more feeling sorry for myself. I repeated it a few times as I jumped in the shower and got dressed. “Kahlan, let’s go, you are going to be late!” I shouted out to him, as he sat on his bed looking at his uniform. I wondered if he thought it was going to get up and jump on his damn body.  
 
    “Mommy, I don’t want to go today. I want to stay home with you or Chaos.”  
 
    I just shook my head and held back the tears. I cannot allow any man around my son again because he was clearly still yearning for a father figure, even though Nicco had been great to him. “He kept me safe when the man tried to grab me the other day. You should have seen him punch the guy. He looked like a real life ninja. Chaos is the best mommy.”  
 
    Feeling my chest tighten, I rushed in his room and grabbed him by his shoulders. “What man?” I said, my voice louder than I intended.  
 
    “Mommy, you’re hurting me,” he cried out, causing me to drop my hands fast. “He said he was my daddy and he held on to my arm tight. It was at the pizza place. Chaos saved me though, so it was ok.”  
 
    I knew it was Juice; I didn’t need any other details. I felt a chill enter my entire body, but I didn’t want Kah to be afraid. “Ok baby boy, you know not to talk to strangers and never go anywhere with them, no matter what they say.” He slowly nodded and gave me a hug.  
 
    “I wish Chaos was here.”  
 
    “Me too baby, me too.”  
 
    My plan to have a better day seemed deflated. I got Kah to school and went to work with a lot on my mind. I had no idea how Juice could even recognize our son; I had kept him as far away as I could over the years. We never even bumped into each other. Hearing a sound system outside, I looked up in time to see Darcy climb out of an all-white Range Rover. Seeing that shit made my stomach bubble and my head hurt. I wanted to pick up the pen we used for customers and stab her in the neck. I knew that was Chaos’ truck and just knowing he was with her had me sick.  
 
    I literally counted the minutes until it was time for me to clock out. The customers I helped were all a blur and I did my best to ignore my shady ass co-workers on a good day, which today was not. Finally, it was four PM and I could hit clock out. Sitting in my car, I started breaking down all over again. As I drove to Kah’s school, I cried the whole way. I thought about the way Nicco warned me about Chaos and how everything he said would happen did, including me avoiding him and Ash.  
 
    Seeing my son’s sad face as he slow walked to the car, I knew I needed a night to myself. Dialing a number I hadn’t used in a while, I sat back and listened to it ring.  
 
    “Yes Cayane,” my mother’s proper voice hit my eardrums like an earthquake.  
 
    “Hello Mother, how are you” I asked, trying to be polite. 
 
    “What do you want? Are you pregnant again? Or did something else happen to my grandson? I swear, you are such a loser. You really should have tried harder to be more like your brother.”  It took everything in me not to hang up in her face or yell at her, all the shit my brother really had going on. Instead, I took a calming breath. 
 
    Shielding the phone, I asked Kah if he wanted to speak to his grammy. She was a bitch but, for some odd reason, my son loved her and she loved him. I didn’t let him spend a ton of time with her since she was so cruel to me, but I was hoping today would be a day she begged for him to come over. For the first time in over a year, I was saying yes. “Yes,” he said with a grin on his face.  
 
    “Hi Grammy, I miss you. How was your day?” He went on and on about his day at school and his new favorite book to read. I sat in the parking lot, feeling a little better seeing him smile.  
 
    “Grammy asked can I come over this weekend and help at the church bake sale, please say yes!”  
 
    “Ok. Tell her I will drop you off at six.” He relayed the message and thankfully did not hand me back the phone. I drove up to the nearest McDonald’s and grabbed him a Happy Meal and a chocolate milkshake. By the time I made it home and let him eat and change his clothes, it was time to drop him off. I did not want to step foot into my mother’s house; that was how much I hated her. I had been trying my best to not allow my feelings for her to rub off on my son. I had learned over the years that carrying around a lot of hate inside cripples you.  
 
    My dad was in the yard trimming bushes when I pulled into the driveway, and I felt all the anxiety I was carrying inside fade away. “Give mommy a kiss,” I said as I turned around in my seat. Dutifully, he kissed me twice and gave me his little boy smile. My dad waved, as I pulled away; I was glad he didn’t try to talk to me. He allowed my mother to behave the way she did and I couldn’t forgive that.  
 
    Stopping at the liquor store around the corner from my house, I grabbed two bottles of Rose’. Ignoring all the corner niggas that tried to holla at me, I hopped in my whip and headed home. 
 
    Walking in my front door, I planned on drinking the night away. Feeling a hand cover my mouth suddenly, I was shoved inside of my apartment. My heart jumped in my throat as I was thrown on the couch. “BITCH, you think I’m playing about my fucking son?” I rolled over and looked into the eyes of a pissed off Juice. “Tell ya man daddy’s home now, so he can go back to wherever the fuck he came from. Why don’t you go cook me something like a good girl? Then, you can ride my dick until our son comes home.” He gave me a smile that made the blood in my body freeze.  
 
    “Are you suddenly deaf?” he shouted, flinging me to the floor.  
 
    I jumped up and ran to the kitchen panicking. I tried to remember every way I had ever heard to poison someone. I began throwing around pots and pans and thawing out some chicken. I hid inside the fridge with my phone and tried to call Chaos. I didn’t know why he was the first person I dialed, but he was. I was sent to voicemail after the line rang out. I dialed again and got the same result, no answer.  
 
    “Fuck the food, I need some of that wet pussy,” Juice growled in my ear as he grabbed me from behind. I started kicking and punching him as best I could, but he laughed at me. I felt like the more I fought him, the more I turned him on. My body hit the floor with a thud. He ripped my dress off my body in one motion.  
 
    “Juice, you need to get the fuck out. We are past being over and, as you can see, I have a man now.” I punched him one good time in the face and he immediately punched me back. While he was unbuckling his jeans with one hand and holding me down with the other, I sent a test to Chaos. I needed him to come and save me.  
 
    Before he could drop his jeans, the first shot rang out. I felt the cool night air as my front door bust open, followed by more gunfire. For a minute, I thought Chaos had come to save me until I saw a bunch of niggas with guns run inside my place and Juice running out the back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Chaos  
 
    Making my rounds, I tried to keep my mind blank. I didn’t really deal with feelings, but I had to admit shorty pretty much crushed my shit the other day when she blamed me for not getting the new place. I thought maybe she would call me after, but I hadn’t heard from her, it was to the point I didn’t even bother looking at my personal phone anymore. I was disappointed every time it was someone else. 
 
    Pulling up in front of Darcy’s crib, I blew my horn to let her ass know hurry up. I hated waiting and I was in the middle of business when her bugaboo ass asked for a fucking ride to work. I swear, I only let her suck me off, so I could hear what Cay was up to. She slow walked her ass to the truck and got inside.  
 
    “Hey baby.” She leaned over to kiss me, and I mushed her ass right in the face. 
 
    “How many times I have to tell you dead that baby shit and a nigga don’t kiss? You want to kiss something, my dick is ready and waiting.” I loosened my Armani belt and pulled my monster out before pulling out into traffic. She crossed her arms and pouted but, a few minutes later, she had her lips on my dick slurping.  She tried to say something, but I just pushed her down further on my man and enjoyed what that mouth do.  
 
    I grunted as I bust down her throat; she loved the way my nut tasted. I could see the joy in her eyes as she swallowed. Double parking in front of her job, I felt like I timed that shit perfectly. “I see that bitch Cayane is working today. I wish someone would just fire her dumb ass alr-” I had my hand around her throat before another word could escape.  
 
    “Oh yea, she’s a bitch? You want her to be what? Speak up BITCH, I can’t fucking hear you.” She couldn’t even breathe. Her trying to speak had her face purple as fuck. I didn’t feel bad at all. Leaning over, I opened the door and damn near shoved her outside. “Don’t fucking speak on Cay again.”  
 
    I peeled off, not waiting for a response. I was late to meet with some cat who owed us money. Pulling up at the park, I realized I was the only one here. I hit his line with a where the fuck are you text as I sat back and waited. Finally, he walked his Kid and Play looking ass up to my truck. Rolling down the window, I noticed he had his doofy ass leaned against the door like a bitch.  
 
    “Hey man, what’s good?”  
 
    I swear all these niggas that my cousin fucked wit up here was some pussies. “Maurice, I’m not ya man. Raise ya bitch ass up off my shit and run the money you owe.” He stood up straight but wasn’t handing me any money yet, so I knew a fucking sob story was in the works.  
 
    “Man look, my girl lost her job and I had to get my shorties some clothes and diapers. You know what it’s like. This all I got for now,” he said, handing me some crumpled up hundreds. I counted five hundred of the twenty five hundred he owed. I swear, for someone who was supposed to be slanging weed, it felt like he was selling homemade pot holders or some shit.  
 
    “Let’s make this clear; I don’t give a fuck about your girl or kids. I don’t know how it is because I don’t have either and, if I did, they would be straight because I’m a fucking hustler. You have forty-eight hours to have all the money you owe or you will end up dead.” I threw the crumpled up hundreds in his face and pulled off. I was fucking done for the day.  
 
    ***  
 
    The next morning, I woke up hungry as hell. After handling my hygiene, I threw on a grey True Religion sweat suit and grey Timbs. I drove straight to Nicco’s house to get some food. I knew Ashlee had cooked some good shit. She was a beast in the kitchen. If Nicco ever fucked things up with her, he was a fool.  
 
    “Morning, where Nicco big head ass at?” I asked as I walked in to see Nikki and Ashlee eating some French toast and eggs. I sat down, just waiting to be served. 
 
    “You know you could just get ya own food,” Ashlee grumbled but got up to feed a nigga. “Nicco is at Tam’s apartment fixing the hot water. He should be back soon. Here,” she said, almost tossing the plate at me. I smirked as I dug in. She turned the morning news on, and I vaguely paid attention as they listed the many shootings that had occurred in the past twenty-four hours.  
 
    When the announcer mentioned the street that Cay and Kah lived on, I snatched the remote and turned it up. “Last night around eight PM, there was a shooting on this block that has left residents traumatized.” He stopped talking and the camera adjusted its scene, showing the house Cay lived in surrounded by crime scene tape.  
 
    I felt like someone had sucked the life out of me. I heard Ashlee drop a dish and it smashed on the kitchen floor, as he continued to speak. “There are dozens of fatalities, including three children under the ages of seven.”  
 
    I didn’t hear shit else that was being said. “Nikki, is Kahlan upstairs?” I asked, praying he was here, safe. He was always here.  
 
    As soon as the tears started streaming down her cheeks, I knew he wasn’t here. Grabbing my phone as I headed out the door, I saw all the missed calls from Cayane and one text. It simply said, help. 
 
    To Be Continued… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Coming Up On 10/9 
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    October Contest 
 
      
 
    Read each book and answer the question or send the code to colehartcash@yahoo.com for a chance to enter the contest. YOU MUST READ THE BOOKS IN ORDER AND PLEASE READ THE FLYER!! 
 
      
 
    BOOKS BEFORE THIS ONE: 
 
      
 
    THE SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Question: 
 
    What is the name of the Culinary School Ashlee attends? 
 
      
 
    Submit answer by October 7th at 11:59pm  
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