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    Bryen Montana 
 
    Fake blood brothers… a couple months earlier… 
 
    “Oh shit,” the homie, Carl, let out after taking a healthy swig of the Hennessy. Wiping his mouth with his hoodie sleeve, he turned to me and outreached the bottle. 
 
    “Nah, I’m good,” I replied, nervous as hell. 
 
    “Man, calm yo’ ass down.” Carl laughed before passing the bottle to the back where the homie, Julio, was sitting. 
 
    “Aye, whose spot is this again?” I quizzed, still on fucking edge. 
 
    “Some nigga with a lot of fucking money. I ain’t sure, but I think he got some good government job or some shit like that. All I know is, we about to be paid.” Carl laughed and slapped hands with Julio in the back. 
 
    I kept my eyes on the house, not even sure if I wanted to do this shit. However, I needed cash, and since my brother wouldn’t give me any as usual, I had to get it how I lived. Robbing muthafuckas had just become my thing as of late. 
 
    Yeah, my brother was the rapper, Ricky AK. Nigga was balling out of fucking control, but couldn’t pass me a few dollars to get by. What kind of shit was that? I don’t give a fuck what I did to that nigga, I’m his younger brother and he should always take care of me. He was always talking about how I was selfish, but I really didn’t give a fuck about none of that shit. And frankly, it shouldn’t matter because at the end of the day, I was his brother. 
 
    “I mean, if you ain’t trying to do this, you can see about getting some more bread from ya brother,” Julio interjected.  
 
    Both he and Carl were some Head Honcho music crew groupies. Them niggas were always trying to find ways to meet my brother or be in his presence. The shit annoyed the fuck out me because Ricky wasn’t even all that with his bitch ass.  
 
    Growing up, Ricky and I were close as fuck, and he always looked out for me no matter what. I looked up to him because he was a hustler at heart, and he had ambition, which a lot of niggas in the hood didn’t have. Shit, the most niggas shot for in South Central was becoming a gang banger. Not my brother though; he saw that hood lifestyle as something temporary, and because he believed in himself, he garnered a lot of enemies. But whatever Ricky had, I had, and there was nothing I couldn’t ask my brother for. That was, until I went out trying to impress some niggas I thought were friends, and got a mutual friend of Ricky’s and mine, Deuce, murdered.  
 
    Deuce was a cool dude, a typical dope boy, and always had money on him. Trying to be that nigga, I helped these dudes rob him, not knowing he would get killed. I was tired of only being known as Ricky AK’s little brother, and was just trying to get some street credit by making them niggas think I kept my ear to the streets and knew all kinds of well-to-do dope boys to rob, when in reality, Deuce was like my brother.  
 
    No one in the hood knew I was behind that shit ‘cause I’d be dead. And even though Ricky disliked me after, he didn’t snitch. He just slowly started cutting me off; said I was a sheisty ass nigga and he didn’t trust me. Anyway, after that robbery gone wrong, Ricky didn’t see me the same. And it seemed like I just continued to do shit to benefit myself because I had to, and that just pushed Ricky and me further apart. I wasn’t about to kiss his or my grandmother’s ass though, so fuck both their asses. 
 
    “I don’ told you I don’t fuck with him like that,” I hissed, thinking about the shit.  
 
    “Sound like y’all got some beef. Why he don’t fuck with you?” Carl inquired, and then followed it with a laugh. 
 
    “He used to, but ever since he got with that bitch, he don’t,” I lied. Recently, I’d used Ricky’s name to get in good with niggas in the streets, so I had to make it seem like we just started beefing with one another. We’d fallen off well before his precious and very fucking fine ass girlfriend came into the picture. 
 
    “Shit, I’d cut yo’ ass off too then.” Julio tossed back some more Hennessy. “That bitch is fine as fuck. And I know she a freak. She probably let that nigga put it anywhere.” 
 
    “My type of bitch,” Carl added, acting like my brother wouldn’t legit rip his and Julio’s tongue out for speaking on Draylah in that manner. I’d fuck too, if I wanted to die. 
 
    Julio and Carl doubled over in laughter as I tried to stay in the zone. These niggas did shit like this every day, but I didn’t. We’d robbed a few people before, but it was small ass houses in middle class neighborhoods like Carson and Torrance. It was nothing like this damn mansion right here in Beverly Hills.  
 
    “Aight, come on.” Julio hit the back of my seat, signaling for me to get out. The car was a two-seater, so I needed to hop out so he could too. “Perk the fuck up, Bryen. You can’t roll with us if you ain’t gon’ be about it. You look like you about to shit on yaself.” 
 
    “Nah,” I chuckled. “Fuck I look like? A bitch?” 
 
    “I don’t know, are you?” Carl rounded the front of his car and stepped onto the sidewalk where Julio and I were. 
 
    “Nah, nigga, I’m not. I mean, I was just wondering who the house belongs to because they may not have a safe.” 
 
    “Any muthafucka living like this got a safe, aight?” Carl looked to me before polishing off the bottle of Hennessy and tossing it into his car through the window. “Aight, so this is how we gon’ do this shit. We gon’ run up, bust the window in the door, and then reach in to unlock it, aight?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Both Julio and I nodded. 
 
    “Now, if them muthafuckas wake up, shoot first and ask questions later. And when I say later, I mean never.” 
 
    The three of us covered our faces in ski masks, and then crept up to the house. Julio and I let Carl take the lead, and as Carl discreetly broke one of the rectangular windows in the door, I prayed to God that we got out of here with the money and without murdering anyone. I knew it was a stretch to ask God for such a thing, but I didn’t know what else to do. 
 
    “Aight, we in.” Julio tapped me since my eyes were so busy darting up and down the quiet and upscale residential street. 
 
    We rushed in and split up, looking around for where the safe might be. I ended up in this office area, and after standing there for a little bit, I spotted a set of elevated cabinets. Rushing over, I opened each one, and the cabinet on the very end held the safe. Whoever owned this place was no drug dealer or anything, because this hiding spot wasn’t clever enough. This was a muthafucka who made legit money, and only stashed it here for rainy days. That, for some reason, made robbing them not sit right with me. But fuck it, I needed money. 
 
    Rushing back to the entrance of the office, I shouted in a whisper, “Aye, y’all! I found it!”  
 
    “Aye, he said he found it!” I heard Carl’s voice, so I went back to the safe and started to break in it. 
 
    Just as the door popped open, I heard footsteps, so I turned to tell Carl or Julio to open the duffel bag. However, I was in for a rude ass awakening when I turned to see some middle aged white man in boxers and a robe, holding a handgun. 
 
    POP! POP! 
 
    Before he could even raise his gun, I put two through his head, then grabbed whatever money I could carry in my arms. His body was laid out, with blood seeping from his head in abundance. 
 
    “Fuck!” I hollered in disbelief that I had actually killed someone as I rushed out the office. “Julio! Carl!” I called out, but heard nothing back. “Shit!”  
 
    I darted for the door, holding the stacks of cash I had tightly in my arms, and when I stepped out, three police cars pulled up abruptly. They shined their lights on me, blinding my ass, but prior to that, I saw Carl’s whip was gone. Them niggas had seen the house owner, and didn’t say shit; they dipped on me.  
 
    “Put your hands up!” an officer yelled over the bullhorn. 
 
    I dropped the money, and slowly lifted my hands in the air while squinting my eyes. Just then, three officers rushed me with their guns out, and while one cuffed me roughly, the other two kept their weapons trained on me. A tear slipped from my eye once I was cuffed, and the other officers rushed into the home.  
 
    “This can’t be happening,” I mumbled as I was escorted to the police car.  
 
    I heard an officer call for backup, before loud ambulance sirens could be heard in the distance. I knew this was the end for me. I would do anything, give anything, to take all this shit back or make it go away. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    About an hour later … 
 
    I was sitting in an interrogation room with my victim’s blood still splattered across my hoodie. They’d started interrogating me, but stopped all of a sudden. For the last five minutes, I’d been sitting here, trying not to cry like a little bitch because I was caught red-handed in a robbery-murder. They had the gun, the body, and every damn thing, so it was just a matter of time. 
 
    “Sorry about that, Mr. Montana.” A tall nigga stepped in, dressed in an expensive ass suit. I could tell from the menacing look in his eyes that he was one of those muthafuckas that would do anything to crack a case, and that shit had me feeling even more uneasy. “My name is Lieutenant Atticus Martín.” He grinned deviously as he came and sat across from me. 
 
    “‘Sup.” 
 
    “I see you’re in one hell of a bind here, son, and this is pretty much a done deal if you ask me.” He smirked for some reason. “The man you murdered, Martin Van Beek,” he pushed a picture towards me, “he’s a DA; district attorney. You don’t wanna know the punishment for a crime like that.” 
 
    His words made my stomach drop. 
 
    “Look, man, don’t I need a lawyer or some shit? I ain’t mean for none of this shit to go down the way it did! It was an accident, I ain’t—” 
 
    “I know, I know. So here is what we can do. We can get you out of this scot-free … if you want.” 
 
    I stopped crying for a moment and looked into his eyes. 
 
    “What? How you gon’ do that? And why would you do that?” I frowned. Shit, I wanted to get off, but this shit was too good to be true. 
 
    “Because I can tell you’re a good kid. Okay, not really, you’re definitely gonna do something else down the line and end up in jail. But, there is someone I want to go down for this more than you.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Him.” He opened a file and I saw Ricky’s multiple mug shots, paper clipped to some reports of all his charges in the past. “Now all we need you to do is keep tabs on him, and when we get ready to plant this gun, we’re gonna go pick him up.” 
 
    “Nah, man, I don’t know. My brother, … uh, that nigga crazy,” I explained. The risk of getting caught was scary as hell. That nigga Ricky would blow my damn head open. 
 
    “It’s either you help us take your brother down, or you go to jail for life on these charges, and possibly get the death penalty. Now you’re a smart kid, so I’m sure being able to live as a free man is worth whatever price you’d have to pay, right?” 
 
    “What you want with my brother?” 
 
    “He’s digging into some shit he has no business, and it’s become a bit of a problem. So what’s your answer, Mr. Montana? We’ll keep you protected, we just need you to keep an eye on him.” 
 
    “Why can’t y’all? Y’all the damn police, it’ll be easier for you.” 
 
    “Think of this as an off-duty task. This action I’m asking you to take isn’t approved by the higher ups, so I need someone outside of the force to help us out here. Now this is the last time I’m gonna ask you this. Are you gonna help yourself or not?” 
 
    “I’m down.” 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter One: Frederick “Ricky AK” Montana 
 
    Present time … 
 
    “Mr. Montana, we have to go,” the detective ordered. I ignored him, because right now all I was concerned about was making sure my girl had her mind right before I left. The officers who cuffed me were pulling on me, but because they were weaker and shorter, I was able to resist. 
 
    Draylah slowly made her way over to me, so I leaned down to kiss her lips a couple times. 
 
    “This shit ain’t gon’ last, so relax, aight? Once you calm down, call Avalon for me and tell her what happened so this can be fixed, aight?” I smiled to lighten the mood, even though I was infuriated. She nodded and wiped her cheek. “Stop crying, baby, please.” 
 
    She covered her face and took some deep breaths before wiping her face hard, and then smiled softly up at me. I gave her one back, and then let them niggas take me out of the house. 
 
    “Get him a shirt,” the detective ordered one of the officers. 
 
    Whoever was behind this shit would pay a steep ass price. 
 
    The two uniformed officers led me to their patrol car, and one opened the back-seat door while the other tried to force me in. 
 
    “Aye, my nigga, I can get in by my fucking self. Don’t be pushing all on my muthafuckin’ head. Fuck around and get yo’ shit rocked when I get out these cuffs, bruh,” I warned, and he, to my surprise, took his hands off me and let me get into the back seat on my own. 
 
    “Not smart to talk back to an officer while getting arrested, Mr. Montana.” Detective Jefferson shook his head at me, while standing there with his hands planted deeply in his slacks pockets. 
 
    “Fuck you, nigga. You can get fucked up too,” I spat, giving his bitch ass eye contact as they slammed the door in my face.  
 
    I’d been arrested and booked more times than I could fucking count and remember, so this shit didn’t scare me. This arrest in particular really put no fear in my heart because I hadn’t done shit, and that whack ass gun wasn’t even mine. The shit was a muthafuckin’ baby Glock and I didn’t carry those, ever; only 19’s over here. 
 
    The whole ride to the police station, my mind was going fucking crazy trying to figure out who would be stupid enough to try and fuck with me. Who in the hell would be a big enough idiot to attempt to take me from my fucking family? Muthafucka must have wanted to commit suicide and couldn’t figure out a way to do it. Well they picked the perfect nigga because, whoever did this shit to me was getting bodied, and I didn’t give a fuck who it was. It could be my muthafuckin’ grandma, and if so, her ass was going six feet under. Only person that could get away with this shit would be my baby, and she wasn’t even here yet, so all bets were off on these muthafuckas. 
 
    We finally made it to the police station, and before I could even get out of the damn car good, paparazzi was there snapping endless fucking photos. Someone here at the station must have tipped their asses off and let them know I was coming. I knew I was looking like a straight up hoodlum being escorted through a parking lot, shirtless with cuffs on. 
 
    “Ricky AK! …What did you do this time? …Where is Draylah, Ricky?” the paparazzi rambled off, and I was ignoring them until that question with Draylah spewed out. 
 
    “Fuck you say, nigga?” I halted my steps and turned to look right into that muthafucka’s eyes. He said nothing as we had a mini staring contest for a little bit. “Keep my fucking girl’s name out ya mouth, bruh, ‘fore I beat yo’ ass with these cuffs on.” Nigga was lucky I couldn’t knock that camera out his damn hands.  
 
    “I apologize.” He nodded, lowering his camera slowly in defeat. The officers were trying to tug on me to make me keep walking, but I stayed still, right where the fuck I was.  
 
    “Get ya short fat ass on.” I started back walking. 
 
    As the flashes of the other paparazzi cameras damn near blinded me, I just shook my head and kept walking towards the entrance of the police station. The officers were holding me on each side, and the detective was leading the way, walking like he was really somebody with his scrawny bitch ass. 
 
    “Sit him down,” Detective Jefferson ordered once they brought me into the plain ass interrogation room. 
 
    “Can I get a fucking shirt?” I asked dryly once I was seated at the table.  
 
    “Yeah. I don’t like looking at all that anyway,” he replied, walking to the door. 
 
    “But I bet yo’ bitch does.” I chuckled, seeing that his ass was seething. “Quit all that missionary every night, she don’t like it,” I added. 
 
    “You shut the hell up!” He pointed his finger at me and glared as if that was supposed to scare me. I fake trembled, pissing him off more, but he just turned away and yelled out the door to bring me a shirt. “This is the one your concubine gave us.” He insulted Draylah as he tossed me the gray shirt. 
 
    I didn’t respond because I knew I’d get him later. I couldn’t do much right now. After throwing me the shirt, four officers came in to help remove the cuffs so I could put it on. 
 
    “Damn, four?” I commented, shaking my head as I allowed them to put the cuffs back on. I then sat back down. “Fuck am I here for? What is all this shit, nigga? We both know that ain’t my gun.” 
 
    Jefferson removed his long pea coat and then sat down across from me with a smile. 
 
    “To my knowledge, the gun is yours. It was found on your property.” He clasped his hands together. 
 
    “Man, let me go, this shit ain’t gon’ stick.” 
 
    “It will stick, because we will make sure it sticks, Mr. Montana.” He placed a file down in front of me. “Not only are you not supposed to be in possession of a firearm, but the firearm you were in possession of was used in a murder.” He opened the file as I exhaled heavily. “And this is the murder it was used in.” He spread out a couple of crime scene photos. It was some white nigga laid out, in a robe it looked like, with the top of his head blown off.  
 
    “I ain’t never seen that nigga in my life. And if I were to commit a murder, I sure and the fuck wouldn’t leave my victim sitting there like that.” I stared intensely into his eyes, making his smile drop for a second.  
 
    “Well maybe you were in a rush, Mr. Montana. But this is your work, and I am willing to do any and everything to prove that. So, what do we have here? Gun possession charges, which you have a lot of on your record already, so that won’t be hard to prove. We even have an attempted murder charge on a Mr. Everest Ballard amongst several others, insurmountable drug charges, yikes, I could on all night. And now, we have a murder, and not just any murder; the murder of Martin Van Beek.” 
 
    “Who the fuck is that?” I frowned. 
 
    “District Attorney, Martin Van Beek.” Detective Jefferson allowed a wide grin to spread across his sunken in face like wildfire. “Yeah, so the penalty for this is gonna be pretty tough. I hope that girlfriend of yours finds another rich rapper to cling onto.” He began to cackle. “Ah!” he yelped when I kicked the shit out of his chair from under the table, making him fly back and fall onto the ground. 
 
    “Book his ass!” he shouted angrily, getting up from the ground as several officers came rushing in.  
 
    They roughly grabbed me up and took me over to book me, and as I posed for my mug shots, my thoughts were running amuck. I wanted to have faith that because I didn’t do this shit, I would get out, but I’d seen so many of the homies go down for shit they didn’t do. And it happened a lot to Black men, so I was on edge right now.  
 
    Shit in my life was different, and I had a girl that needed me and a daughter coming that needed her father. I couldn’t be sitting my ass up in jail while my family was on the outside. Just the thought of my baby girl having never spent time with me outside of a jailhouse fucked with me. And Draylah deserved better than a nigga who was locked up. 
 
    They took me to the back and put me in something similar to a holding cell, but it didn’t have the bars and shit on it, and I was the only one in there. I sat there in the room, thinking hard, and about an hour later or so, they came to tell me I could make a phone call. 
 
    I immediately dialed Draylah because I wanted to make sure her ass was doing aight. Plus, I didn’t need to use my call for Avalon or my lawyer because before I left the crib, I’d told Draylah to do that shit for me.  
 
    Holding the phone to my ear, I listened as the line trilled, hoping Draylah would answer. I ain’t want her ass laid up in the bed, crying, stressing, and all that shit, especially not with my daughter in her belly. 
 
    “Hello?” her soft voice flowed through the phone, and like clockwork, a nigga was smiling hard and wide. 
 
    “Fuck you doing?” I inquired, making her chuckle softly before sniffling. 
 
    “I’m in the bed now. How long are you gonna be in there, Ricky?” 
 
    “Depends. Did you make the calls I asked you to make?” 
 
    “Yeah, I did. I have to go meet with her tomorrow as well as the lawyer, Dale something, Avalon said.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s him. Cool.” 
 
    “I miss you already,” she whimpered even though I’d only been gone some odd hours. But I was just as attached to her ass as she was to me; especially now that she was pregnant. I wanted to protect and be there for my girl emotionally and physically at all times, and the shit was killing me like a muthafucka that I couldn’t be. “What are they saying—” 
 
    “Draylah, baby, I need you to relax. What I tell you, huh? I said not to worry about this shit. You way too fucking pretty to be stressing over a nigga. I’m gon’ be out of here, and all of this shit is gon’ be behind us with the quickness, aight?” I spoke confidently, even though a nigga wasn’t even really fucking sure.  
 
    “You promise?” she whimpered. 
 
    “I promise. And you know soon as I get to you, I’m eating and beating that pussy, right?” 
 
    “I hope so.” Her voice was low and sensual, getting my dick hard already.  
 
    “Put the phone to your stomach so I can say bye to Rickeisha.” 
 
    She burst into laughter. 
 
    “Sorry, I don’t know where the fuck Rickeisha is, but she’s not in my stomach, Ricky. Try again.” 
 
    “Woman, put the damn phone to your stomach so I can bye to my fucking daughter. Hating ass.” 
 
    She giggled before saying, “Hold on.” 
 
    I talked to my baby through the phone for a little bit, and then I comforted Draylah some more before them bitch ass guards came and told me I had to get off the fucking phone.  
 
    “Oh, you think because you’re Ricky AK, you can beat these charges with the wave of some cash, huh?” one of the guards goaded me as he put the cuffs back on. 
 
    I decided to ignore his ass because right now wasn’t the fucking time. Out on the streets though, I would have decked his ass for just breathing my same fucking air. 
 
    “He ain’t got shit to say,” the other guard added before they both laughed. 
 
    “Funny how you ain’t start talking that shit until these cuffs were on me,” I spoke up, sitting down on the bed in the small room. 
 
    Before I could even sit down good, the both of them began whacking me with their batons repeatedly. The last thing I remembered was kicking the shit out of one of them, sending them flying back, right before the other went across my face and shoved a knife in my side. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter One: Draylah Omari 
 
    The next day … 
 
    “Is this an okay place to talk?” 
 
    “Uh, sure, what’s up?” I frowned. I didn’t recognize this woman from anywhere, so I had absolutely no clue what this was about. 
 
    “I don’t mean to bother you, but right now this is a last resort. My name is Antonia, and my daughter, she got into a car accident with her father, my husband. He unfortunately perished in the accident, but my baby lived.” 
 
    “Okay.” I chuckled awkwardly because I didn’t understand where I fit into this. 
 
    “My baby needs a blood transfusion, and I was wondering if you’d be so kind as to donate to her. I know the deal was to never contact you, but I’m in dire need right now.” She began to sob. 
 
    “Whoa! What the hell are you talking about?” I was starting to believe this bitch was some nutcase. “I don’t know you, or what the hell you’re talking about, but you need to leave.” 
 
    “Draylah, please. I’ve already tried with her biological father, and he wasn’t a match. So please, I can’t lose my Lily. She’s only six.” 
 
    When she said the name Lily, it was like a wrecking ball had hit me in the stomach. For a moment, I was silent, blinking repeatedly. 
 
    Laughing, I replied, “Lily … What is this, some joke, bitch?” 
 
    “Sweetheart, I know you’re in denial, but no one blames you or the fact that you didn’t feel adequate enough to raise her. But all I ask is that you do this one thing for her. I understand a part of the agreement was to keep away from you and her biological father, but like I said, this is important. I would be willing to pay you or Charlotte extra money if that’s what it takes.” 
 
    “What agreement did you make?” I blinked back tears. “I don’t know … I don’t know about any agreement! I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about! Are you telling me that you have my baby? This whole time you’ve had my…” I began to hyperventilate. 
 
    “Relax, Draylah.” 
 
    “Don’t touch me.” I stepped back. “You … you need to leave or, or, or … you need to give me Lily back…” I began to cry. “You have to give her back!” 
 
    “She is mine, Draylah. I paid your aunt good money for her!” 
 
    “Get out!” I hollered and pushed that bitch.  
 
    “Okay! Okay! But if you change your mind, this is my card.” She placed it down on my receptionist counter and left out. 
 
    I took the card and then quickly left my shop, ignoring the calls from Koya and Yavanna. Getting into my car, I dialed my aunt Charlie, who ironically didn’t answer the phone. Speeding out, I drove like a madman, itching to get to my aunt’s place so she could explain her fucking self.   
 
    CRASH! 
 
    Just as I went through the green light, another car banged into the side of me, and sent me spinning out into oncoming traffic.  
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I screamed as my car continued to spin and spin until I flew up onto the sidewalk and crashed into a pole. My hands were perspiring something serious because of how tightly I was holding the wheel. But once the car stopped, I slowly opened my eyes. “Ah!” I screeched once the airbag punched me in the face so hard that my head hit the headrest. 
 
    Peering out of the window, I saw a woman had pulled over and was dialing on her phone with a horrified expression. I couldn’t speak right away because my head was pounding, and even my vision was a bit blurry. I shut my eyes for a second as I groaned in pain, and when I opened them back to look out of the window, I saw the car that had hit me. A man jumped out and rushed off quickly as hell, as the people standing around yelled for him. He didn’t look back, he just booked it down the sidewalk like the perpetrators did on the show Cops. 
 
    “Hey, honey, are you alright?” The white lady with the frizzy blonde hair banged on my window before pulling on the door handle repeatedly. I unlocked the door and allowed her to pull it open, and she immediately began helping me out. “Oh my, honey, are you pregnant?”  
 
    Just as the sound of ambulance sirens blared loudly, I passed out. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    “Uh!” I gasped as I sat up. I frantically scanned the hospital room I was in, and then immediately went to feel for my stomach. My small bulge was still there, but that didn’t mean the baby was in there still. 
 
    My mind instantly drifted to Ricky and how I was supposed to go meet with Avalon and the lawyer Dale. Sitting up, I removed the blanket off me and proceeded to try and get out of the bed. 
 
    “Wait a minute, darling, you cannot get out of the bed just yet. We need to make sure you’re okay,” a nurse who I didn’t know was in my room spoke up. 
 
    “I have to be somewhere. You don’t understand.” I breathed heavily. “Is my baby fine? How long have I been here? I need to go! What time is it?” 
 
    “Relax, Miss Omari. Your baby is okay, and that’s because you did very well in protecting yourself once being hit. Had you not put only a little pressure on the brakes, the oncoming traffic would have killed you both.” 
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment to silently thank God for saving my daughter, and me too, of course. I just knew she was gone; even while my car was spinning, I just knew it was over. But maybe God actually wanted me to have this little girl. Suddenly, my memory began to come back, and I remembered where I was headed when I got hit; to see my scheming aunt Charlie.  
 
    “Thanks, but I need to go.” 
 
    “You can’t go right now. You can leave once the doctor says it’s okay, which won’t be until tomorrow morning most likely, depending on what your tests and in-depth ultrasound say.” 
 
    Tears began to seep from my eyes upon hearing her words. 
 
    “I get that, but I swear I feel fine. My boyfriend needs me, and my other baby needs me too. And I have to go speak with my aunt about something. I just cannot lie here, I can’t.” 
 
    “Just relax, Miss Omari. It’s 7 p.m. at night and all you have to do is eat dinner, go to sleep, and then wake up tomorrow morning with great test results to leave.” Without another word, the nurse turned on her heels, and I began to sob. 
 
    As I lay on my pillow crying, I looked out the window, wondering what Ricky was doing and if he was okay. I hoped like hell that me not getting to his lawyer and Avalon in time didn’t mess anything up.  
 
    I also wondered what … Lily was like. I was still in disbelief and even wishing a little bit that the woman from earlier was just some weirdo playing a cruel joke on me. I couldn’t bear to think about having missed out on six years of Lily’s life, thinking she was dead this whole time. The mere thought brought about a painful ache in my stomach, so I pushed it from my mind in fear of harming the baby I was carrying. 
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! 
 
    “Draylah?” A soft voice sang over the room. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder to see Avalon, and she was smiling gently. Turning on my back completely, I shook my head as more tears trickled down my cheeks. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I know I was supposed to come but—” 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. You were in an accident. We can get everything taken care of tomorrow.” 
 
    “Yeah, but now it’s just gonna be an even longer time that he’s locked up in there! And I don’t want that!” I yelled. 
 
    “What’s one day, Draylah? And there isn’t anything you can do about it right this second.” 
 
    “A day is a lot for me,” I whispered, staring up at the ceiling. “Do you know where my belongings are?” 
 
    “Your car is in the shop already, and I believe these are your things.” Avalon got up and lifted my Gucci bag. 
 
    “Could you please?” I reached out for my purse and she brought it to me.  
 
    I removed my phone, and then looked to see if I had any missed calls. I saw Bia, Kattlyn, Virginia, and even Angie had called me, but no Aunt Charlie. I then saw a missed call from an Unknown number, and I just knew it was Ricky. I couldn’t help it, so I just cried. I missed him so much, and I was devastated that I’d missed his call and let him down in the same day.  
 
    “Draylah, sweetheart, it’s alright—” 
 
    “No, it’s not. Can you just leave me alone, please? I will see you tomorrow afternoon.” 
 
    I didn’t mean to be rude, but she was annoying the fuck out of me trying to act like everything was okay. I was close to climbing out of this bed and fucking her up, so it was best she get on somewhere. 
 
    I laid in my bed, and went onto my Instagram to maybe keep my mind on other things. I replied to a few DM’s, which were just girls trying to book appointments, in which I referred them to put one in on my website.  
 
    I then ran across Ricky’s mug shot and the photos of him in cuffs on the popular page, and just shook my head. This was really happening. It was a very sexy mug shot and picture though, and that’s what the comments were saying too, which made me chuckle before sniffling. Every blog had it, with all kinds of stories that weren’t even really true. I read the comments on some, but then eventually stopped because some of them were annoying, especially the thirsty hoes and then the hating ass dudes who claimed Ricky couldn’t leave the hood behind and belonged in jail. 
 
    A few hours went by, and after I ate my dinner and took some medicine from the nurse, I had them dim the lights as I watched TV. Sanford and Son was on, which was okay. 
 
    My phone rang mid episode, and I looked down to see it was a San Antonio, Texas number. I frowned because I didn’t know anyone in Texas, but I decided to answer anyway. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “How you doing, baby?” Ricky’s sexy voice spilled through the phone like smooth butter.  
 
    “Ricky?” 
 
    “Who the fuck else be calling you baby and shit? Don’t tell me I gotta put hands on somebody, Draylah. A nigga already in fucking jail.” 
 
    “No.” I chuckled. “I just … this is a Texas number. How did you get a Texas number?” 
 
    “Don’t worry about all that. Just know I can get ahold of you when I need to and vice versa. Tell me how you feeling? You aight? And my baby?” 
 
    “I’m just a little bruised on my collarbone, but I’m fine and so is she. I’m sorry I didn’t make it—” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I’m a big boy. You and her always come first, remember that, aight?” 
 
    I nodded as if he could see me, as a tear rolled down my face. I quickly wiped it because I knew if he was in front of me, he would tell me not to cry. 
 
    “Yep.” I let my hand fall to my stomach before caressing it. “What’s the word, Ricky?” 
 
    “Saying I killed a fucking D.A. I don’t know where this shit is coming from, which helps me not to worry too much. But then again, muthafuckas go down for shit they ain’t do every day.” He exhaled. I blinked back tears and swallowed hard. “You remember though, just because I’m in here doesn’t mean I can’t do for you. I got you, same way I got you when I’m on the outside.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Don’t be playing in my pussy either. I’m jealous as fuck, you know that.” 
 
    Laughing, I replied, “You’re gonna be jealous of my fingers, baby?” 
 
    “You damn right. I ain’t trying to have to break them pretty muthafuckas off for touching my territory, ya know? I like making you cum too much to let someone or something else do that shit.” 
 
    I laughed harder because of how crazy this nigga was. He was probably serious too, especially because he wasn’t laughing.  
 
    “Well, you don’t have to worry about someone or something doing anything to me. I only want you.” 
 
    “You ain’t got a choice but to want me. Fuck you mean?” I chortled at his response and then he added, “And shit, I ain’t even worried about another nigga trying. I think them muthafuckas know better, but if not, I got enough bullets for everybody.” 
 
    “I bet,” I snickered lowly. “I miss you, Ricky.” 
 
    “I miss you too. When’s the last time we went a day without seeing one another?” He laughed sexily. 
 
    “Months and months ago,” I responded sadly at the thought. 
 
    “Aye, quit all that crying shit, Dray. Ain’t shit to cry about, plus, you supposed to be my little gangsta bitch, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” I giggled and wiped my eyes. 
 
    “We in love, we got a baby coming, you survived that muthafuckin’ accident, and we got a lot of bread. No reason to be crying over this shit. I told you it’s gon’ get handled, and I’m gon’ be out this bitch soon. So don’t waste ya tears on this bullshit, daddy is gone fix it.” 
 
    I bit my lip, thinking back to the times I called him daddy during sex. He needed to get out like now. 
 
    “I know, daddy,” I responded seductively. 
 
    “Look at yo’ ass. About to have me in here jacking my shit over just ya fucking voice. Put the phone to your belly so I can talk to my baby.” 
 
    I smiled subtly because for some reason, I liked when he talked to my stomach. Him doing it over the phone now didn’t make it any less enjoyable for me. 
 
    Taking the phone from my ear, I placed it near my stomach like he’d asked.  
 
    We talked for the rest of the night, until we both fell asleep on the phone. For a night, I was at ease, all because of my little gangsta … big gangsta. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter One: Virginia Carter 
 
    For a few days, I’d been staying in a hotel, sending email after email looking for a new assistant job. I hated job hunting because it was so damn nerve-wracking, wondering if you’d find something before you ran out of money.  
 
    Thankfully, my last job working for the sick ass Michaels, paid me more than my previous jobs, so I had a nice amount of cushion this go-round. Not to mention, my skills and experience level were much higher than before. Shit, I honestly think Wonder only hired me because he was attracted to me, because before him, the most assistant-like thing I’d done was work a front desk at a hair salon. 
 
    Today, I was checking out of the hotel and going back home. I was pretty much done sending off emails with my resume attached, so I could get back to my condo. I knew I wouldn’t be able to get shit done with Vigo’s drunk ass around, which was why I was here in the first place. 
 
    “You have a nice day, Miss Carter.” The hotel clerk smiled at me as she handed me two printed papers, which was my receipt. 
 
    “Same to you, Alyssa,” I replied. 
 
    Being away from Vigo had me feeling pretty good. He was such a damn burden these days, so it was beyond relaxing to just forget about his ass for a minute or two. As for Wonder’s foolish ass, he’d been calling me so damn much that I had to block him for two days straight. I did miss him a little bit and did want him back, but not until he was a single man.  
 
    Being away from men and only speaking with Draylah and her homegirls, helped me to reflect a bit, I guess. I don’t know what the hell I was thinking, fucking with a married man, when I had so much going for me.  
 
    The mistress position was for bitches who didn’t have shit or looked like shit, and neither of those applied here. I was pretty, in my opinion, had a nice body, could cook, had a bachelor’s degree even though I didn’t put it to use, and I made good money. A lot of niggas would be lucky to have me, so if Wonder wanted to be that nigga, he needed to complete my checklist; number one being, getting a divorce. 
 
     I pulled into the driveway of my condo, and rolled my eyes at the sight of the beer bottles sitting on my porch. I was so fucking tired of this boy.  
 
    Getting out, I hit the alarm on my car and walked past my old ass nosey neighbor, Geraldine, who was watching me like a hawk as she “watered” her grass. Bitch watered her grass five times a damn day, just so she could peep what everyone else had going on. 
 
    “Vigo!” I burst into my place, and then immediately held my breath because of the loud stench flowing through the living room. “Vigo! What the hell did I tell you about drinking on my damn porch!” I hollered, ready to give his ass a piece of my mind. 
 
    “Oh, my bad, I forgot.” He came walking out, dripping in water with a towel tied around his waist. As much as this man drank, somehow, his body stayed intact.  
 
    Shielding my eyes, I said, “It’s fine. You need to go put some clothes on, and stop dripping water all over my floor.” 
 
    “Come here, let me talk to you.” He grabbed my hand down from my eyes, and as soon as he did, they ran amuck all over him. This was part of the damn reason I couldn’t leave his ass; fine as hell, deep caramel skin, a rock-hard body, and waves that made you seasick. “Where you been?” he inquired once we sat down on the couch together. 
 
    “I was at a hotel, working on some things.” 
 
    “You’re an assistant, what kind of shit you have to work on in a hotel room, Nia?” 
 
    “I don’t have that job anymore, so I’ve been applying to new ones. I needed the peace and quiet that I knew I couldn’t get here.” 
 
    “Why you couldn’t get it here?” he had the nerve to ask. 
 
    “Because, all I do when I’m here is look after you like you’re a damn child, and clean up constantly because you spill drinks all over my shit. It’s too damn stressful, and I guess I can’t expect you to know that because you’re always in a drunken stupor!” 
 
    Scratching his facial hair, he exhaled heavily. I already knew what was coming; a heartfelt speech about how he was gonna get it together, and how he loved me so.  
 
    Years ago, when I was young, stupid, and looking for the wrong things in a man, his little talks would get me. I was a nineteen-year-old girl at the time, and all I really cared about was the fact that he was fine, had good dick, and told me he loved me. Now, I needed much more. 
 
    “Nia, I swear I’m gon’ fix myself. I’m going to these AA meetings now online and I—” He stopped talking when I chuckled sarcastically. “What?” 
 
    “AA meetings online? You don’t even have enough motivation to sit your ass in a meeting in real life? Just stop talking, Vigo, because I don’t wanna hear that bullshit.” I stood up and he yanked me back down. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, baby.” He kissed on my face. “I ain’t mean to yank you like that. I just need you to understand. I’m taking baby steps with this shit. After a while, I will be able to go to AA meetings in person.” 
 
    “You need rehab, Vigo. Not some online shit that I’m sure you’re not even committed to.” 
 
    “I told you rehab don’t fucking work for me, Nia!” He exhaled. “Now be quiet, I need to tell you some shit!” 
 
    “Go!” 
 
    “I umm, I got into an accident the other day. I hit this girl because I ran a red light. I wasn’t in my umm, right mind, so I thought the light was green, but it was really the light for a street up. So … I smashed through the intersection and ran right into her. I sent her flying, and I just…” 
 
    “What? Where the fuck is the car? What happened to the girl? Is she okay?” I ran off question after question. 
 
    “Uh … I left the car and I just ran, but once shit died down, I had the homie get it and take it to a junkyard. And I don’t know how she is because I just ran until I couldn’t anymore.” He stared hard at the floor as he spoke. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, Vigo, you have to find out some information. If that girl is hurt or even worse, dead, you need to turn yourself in. At the least the damages on her car need to be fixed. What kind of car was she in?” 
 
    “G-Wagon.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I almost had a heart attack. “Why couldn’t you hit a damn bucket! You had to fuck up with a damn luxury vehicle! Come on, we—” 
 
    “I ain’t going no damn where, Nia! Just leave the shit alone. If the bitch is dead, it was her time to go. If not, great. Win-win.” 
 
    “Well if you don’t go, I don’t wanna be with you anymore.” I folded my arms. 
 
    “You just talking.” He sucked his teeth and waved me off. “You would never leave me. What other nigga can love you like I can?” He laughed almost. 
 
    Was he joking? 
 
    “Plenty, nigga, and they already have been.” I stood up again, but moved away some so that he wouldn’t pull me back to him. 
 
    “Fuck you mean, they already have been?” He rose to his feet as well, towering over me, wearing a scowl. “You fucked around on me?” 
 
    Shrugging, I admit I was a bit scared to continue with my admission, but it was too late to pull back now. 
 
    “While you were out drinking until you passed out, someone else was taking care of me. That’s all I’m gonna say.” 
 
    “Taking care of you,” he repeated and chuckled. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    I flew onto the bar we were standing by, and held my stinging face. It’d been a long while since Vigo had hit me, and right now, I was in utter disbelief.  
 
    “After all I’ve done for yo’ ass!” he barked. 
 
    “All you’ve done for me? What the fuck have you done for me, nigga?” I hollered right back, slamming my fists into his broad chest. “You haven’t done shit but give me a fucking headache! Get out!” He grabbed my wrists to stop me from hitting him, so again, I yelled, “Leave! Get the fuck out!” 
 
    “I need to get dressed first—” 
 
    “No! Go right now before I call the damn police and tell them about your hit-and-run. You know that’s a crime, right?” 
 
    After glaring at me for a few seconds, he finally started towards the door. 
 
    “We ain’t done yet, Nia,” was the last thing he said before he yanked the door open and left out with only a towel on. 
 
    Rushing to my bedroom, I snatched all of his shit from the drawers and closet, then ran out to toss them all. He stopped walking to look behind himself, and then started back my way, so I went back inside and locked the door.  
 
    Finally, I had done something I should have done ages ago. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next afternoon … 
 
    This morning, I’d gotten a call back for an assistant job. And not only was I happy because I got a call back, but it was the job I wanted the most. If hired, I would be assisting this rapper named Frisk. He was well on his way up, so I knew the money would be much greater than the cash I was getting from working for Wonder. Frisk was fine too, but I wasn’t trying to do all that again. 
 
    I entered the building located downtown, and approached the receptionist at the front desk to let her know I was there to see someone on the twelfth floor. 
 
    “Okay, here is a name badge. Go right on up.” She handed me a sticky badge. 
 
    I took a deep breath and gave a short and sweet smile to the security guard as I got onto the elevator. On the way up, I ran over question after question in my head, making sure I had my answers all figured out. 
 
    I made it to the floor I needed to be on, and I could hear some music playing. I went down the hall, and came to a stop at an open door where I saw Frisk sitting at his mixer, bobbing his head. His hair was tapered on the sides, with a little bit of length on the top, and his beard was lined up nicely as well. I could smell his cologne even as I stood outside of the door, and when he saw me and stood up, I swear he was a damn giant. For a moment, I’d thrown all my morals out of the window as he moved towards me. 
 
    “Virginia?” he quizzed with the raise of a brow as he stuck his hand out. 
 
    “Uh, … oh yeah, that’s me!” I laughed, kicking myself mentally for being such a loser right now. “I umm, … I’m here for the interview for the assistant position.” 
 
    “Right, right. Come on in and sit down.” He brought a chair out for me. I sat down in it, and he cut the music off before turning to face me. “I saw on your resume that you’d been assisting Ricky AK’s deejay for the last couple of years.” 
 
    “Yeah, I have been; uh, he and his wife actually. I helped him out with his work he needed to handle for Ricky AK’s shows, and also with his workout empire.” 
 
    “Oh, aight, nice. And he’s been doing pretty well in both, so you must be doing something right.” He bit his lip. I didn’t know if he meant to look as sexy as he did, but damn. “So why did you leave?” 
 
    “I just felt like I needed a bigger job. I love the world of music, and I think I need a heavier load. You know, with someone like you, up and coming and soon to be as big as Ricky AK, Qamar, MG—” 
 
    “Well I’m definitely not on their level yet, but Ricky AK is the homie. It’s funny you mentioned them because I just signed to Bankroll, and I’m about to be a part of the Head Honcho crew.” 
 
    “Yo—you are?” I swallowed the lump in my throat. I did not want to be working so closely with Wonder in a sense. He wasn’t a part of the crew, but he was with them a lot because of Ricky.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m excited about that. I mean, they got Flow, Butch, and Automatic, but I think I’d be a good addition. Between me and you though, they’re getting rid of Flow and Butch.” 
 
    “Damn, really? I want no parts of that war.” I giggled. 
 
    Frisk took me in for a little bit with his pretty brown eyes, as he stroked his beard. 
 
    “So the job pays $4,000 a week, so a little over $500 a day. I’m sure you know how assisting me would work, but just in case you don’t, I can run it down for you. I pretty much need you to handle all the shit I can’t handle when I need to record, perform, etcetera. That goes for emails, appointments, my social media, and anything else.” 
 
    I wanted to turn the job down since he was about to be in HH, but $4,000 a week had me salivating. I only got $1,000 from Wonder, and at the time, I thought that was a lot of damn money. Well, until I found out Dakota was getting $6,000 a week for working for Ricky AK. 
 
    “I can handle that. You can even ask Ricky; I’m good at my job. Well ask him one day since he’s locked up.” 
 
    “Yeah, the homie stays in some shit, but he gon’ get it together.” Frisk shuffled some papers before turning back to face me. “So we in business? Should I email the contract over?” 
 
    “You should.” I half smiled, and he nodded.  
 
    Frisk and I talked a little more, and honestly, it was hard to concentrate because of how handsome he was. The studio lights had his toasted brown complexion looking so damn supple it was ridiculous.  
 
    About an hour later, I was on my way out, ready to get home so I could electronically sign the contract. I was so damn happy I had a job that I wanted to celebrate. Just as I was about to call Draylah up, she called me. 
 
    “Hey, girl, what are you doing?” I smiled into the phone. 
 
    “Relaxing right now. I just got off work. That damn car accident and this baby have my back hurting.” 
 
    I knew Draylah had gotten into an accident, but for some reason, only right now did it hit me. She had a damn G-Wagon, and I was willing to bet my life that she was the one stupid ass Vigo hit. 
 
    What the fuck? Vigo was always ruining some shit for me. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter One: Bia George 
 
    A week and some days later … 
 
    Today I was going to go ahead and visit Qamar, since I promised I would. These past few weeks without him were pretty relaxing; not only because he wasn’t causing havoc in my life, but also because I knew he was getting the help he needed. I just prayed like hell this stuck, because I was sure that I wasn’t the only one in his life that was tired of his bullshit.  
 
    I understood he had an addiction, and I saw nothing wrong with helping him deal, but Qamar wasn’t at the stage where others could step in and assist him. He needed a professional to get him on track first. Not to mention, his doctor here gave me some alarming information that had me looking at Qamar sideways.  
 
    “And we just need you to leave your bag here, up front, Miss George,” the female doctor explained. 
 
    “Of course,” I replied, handing it over as I got a look around at the place. It was really nice and clean, but very quiet. I knew Qamar was having a hard time adjusting to this shit. The thought alone made me chuckle. 
 
    “Alright, follow me.” 
 
    I followed behind the doctor, and she took me to this room that had a small bed in it and really nothing else. Finally, my eyes landed on Qamar who was seated on the couch by a window. 
 
    “Wow,” I commented at how bland the room was. 
 
    “Mr. Hampton, you have a very beautiful visitor here to see you.” The doctor smiled and pushed her short blonde hair behind her ears. 
 
    Qamar looked away from the window to see me, and I gave him a wide grin. He was stale faced though, so my smile immediately faded. I could already tell that this visit wasn’t going to be a good one, and I wanted to take my ass back home. Truthfully, I didn’t even want to visit his ass, I was only here because I didn’t want to go back on my word. Also, I needed to tell him something. 
 
    “Hey, Qamar.” I moved further into the room. 
 
    “There are cameras in here, so we can monitor everything that is going on. You two have one hour, and the door stays open,” the doctor explained before prancing off. 
 
    “What you doing here? Why you ain’t with yo’ old nigga?” 
 
    “Because I don’t want to be. I wanted to see you, which is why I’m even here, Qamar,” I lied. Unfortunately, seeing Qamar was on the very bottom of my wish list. 
 
    “I can’t believe I got cheated on.” He chuckled. “Me. Qamar Hampton, got cheated on by a South Central thotty.” 
 
    Yeah, this was regular Qamar. Him being immature and disrespectful was just a part of his nature. It had nothing to do with his condition or his cocaine habit, I had to learn. 
 
    “I didn’t cheat on you. I dealt with him before you and I made things official, Qamar. I told you that.” 
 
    “Yeah, aight. Well, I just wanna let yo’ ass know that you can’t talk to him no more. I don’t want you around that nigga, period, you got it? No bitch of mine is gon’ be hanging around some nigga she gave the pussy to.” 
 
    Laughing, I replied, “So then maybe I should ban you from hanging around every female I walk by on the street.” 
 
    “You’re funny. I fuck a lot, but not every damn body. And ever since we’ve been official, I haven’t slept with another girl.” 
 
    “I don’t hang around Switch anyway. If you’ve forgotten, you knocked his daughter’s respirator out of the machine, and she had a heart attack, so he doesn’t want too much to do with me anyway.” 
 
    At this point, Nadine was doing better, but she was having a hard time getting her speech back together. I was happy she was alive though, and I was able to get her my number so she could text me whenever she was alone so I could see her. I knew Switch, Cody, and definitely Panama would probably wanna fight me if I showed up while they were there. 
 
    “Well good. Why were you fucking him anyway? I mean, he and I are two different types of niggas?” 
 
    “I needed money, and that was kind of the only way I could get the amount I needed at the time. But now I have a good job, so there isn’t really a need for him.” 
 
    “Wow.” He shook his head. 
 
    It was quiet for a moment before I asked, “Qamar, were you the one who assaulted Nadine?”  
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “Qamar.” Before, I didn’t think he was the one who had touched her, I only believed she was at his party. But now, knowing how Qamar’s temper can get, and seeing as how he felt the need to come up to the hospital to visit her, painted a very different picture than before. 
 
    “Look, we got into a little argument and shit happened,” he whispered, looking me in the eyes. He was so much more handsome now that he wasn’t doped up or acting like a damn fool. However, his actions in the past took away from his looks for me, and I honestly didn’t see how I’d ever want him again. It was so true that a person’s personality could make them ugly. 
 
    “Wow,” I replied, lost for words. It was never ending with this man. I grabbed his hand in mine. “Qamar, look, I want you to know that I care a lot about you, and thirty percent of the time we spent together was nice, especially the sex. But right now, or ever actually, I can’t be with you.” 
 
    “Fuck you mean you can’t be with me? I know the distance and shit is hard, but I’ll be out of here in two weeks. You can’t wait two fucking weeks?” He snatched his hand from me, wearing a deeply embedded scowl. 
 
    “Qamar, it has nothing to do with us being apart for the last few weeks. It has more to do with the fact that because of all you’ve done and my growth, my feelings for you have changed. I still think you’re handsome, funny, and great in bed, but you’re just not what I’m looking for right now.” 
 
    “Fuck are you looking for? A muthafucka twice our damn age?” 
 
    “No, not necessarily, but I’m looking for a man, Qamar. Someone who can take responsibility for their actions. Someone who is sure of themselves and knows who they are. And someone who treats me with a certain amount of respect as his woman. I need someone to love me, and make me feel good in the midst of the bullshit I have to deal with sometimes.” I felt myself tearing up at the thought of never finding that. 
 
    “I don’t make you feel good?” he inquired softly.  
 
    “Lately, no. You stress me out, and you treat me like I don’t mean anything to you. You handle me the same way you handle these groupies out here, whenever you feel like it. You put your hands on me, which is a deal breaker for me. And then occasionally, you do nice things, but only when I get angry with you.” 
 
    He turned away from me and looked out of the window for a moment. He then looked back at me and said, “I can be that. I can be all that shit, just wait for me until I get out…” He stopped talking when I shook my head ‘no.’ 
 
    This was his routine; be an ass until he thought I was done, and then he’d be nice. Then once I caved, he’d go back to dogging me. I was done with it. 
 
    “I’m not waiting for you. We’re broken up, and that is it. If we’re meant to be, it will all come together, but as of right now, I don’t belong to you and vice versa. I don’t want you, and I don’t want you to want me.” 
 
    “Bia—” 
 
    “Qamar, stop it. Get yourself together, and work on being a better man, not just for a woman, but for yourself, okay?” I felt a tear drop down my cheek. I cared way too much about this boy for him to mistreat me the way he did. He did everyone dirty and expected people to stick around. The thought of being with him honestly made me sick to my stomach, and I was disappointed in myself for even entertaining him as long as I had. I could never see myself with him, but I didn’t want to hurt his feelings by admitting that. 
 
    “Aight. Well ain’t no sense in you sticking the fuck around for the whole hour then. You can get the fuck out. Go fuck some more old niggas like you usually do. Just like a hoe to fuck a nigga for money. Should have never stuck my dick in you, you probably gave me something.” 
 
    Chuckling, I rose to my feet. He was so predictable that it was funny.  
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “What the fuck is so damn funny?” 
 
    “Nothing.” I started towards the door. 
 
    “Bia, what the fuck is so funny to you? I don’t see shit funny about the shit you just told me.” 
 
    “It’s just crazy how I gave you a whole speech about why we couldn’t be together, and you still don’t get it. Grow up and act your age, Qamar, and don’t ever think about being with me again, you little ass boy. Only bitch that will ever put up with you is a young fool who believes your antics are cute, and that will never be me. Good luck, and when you get out of here, whenever that is since you’re still a stupid, disrespectful prick, don’t contact me.” 
 
    I left out, but I could feel him watching my back. And to think I actually had some hope that he’d get it through his head what he was doing wrong so he could be a good man for the next woman. But fuck that and fuck him. I didn’t have time for his bullshit. He wasn’t worth it at all. There were plenty of attractive men with money and good dick, too many actually, so there was no reason why I should be chasing behind that nigga. Especially when he couldn’t converse with me for two damn seconds without calling me out of my name like a kid. 
 
    I left the rehab center and headed straight to my job because I needed to pick up this packet from Guinevere. She said I needed to read over the material this week so I could be up on game with a few things. 
 
    Pulling into the parking structure of the building located in West Hollywood, I parked my car and then got out smiling. I was so damn close to the finish line as far as my career went, and nothing could ruin that for me; not even some ignorant nigga that I stupidly gave some pussy to. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Bia. Here is the packet you need to go over. Don’t rush or anything, just make sure you get through the whole thing, alright?” Guinevere spoke to me as soon as I stepped into the suite I’d be working out of.  
 
    At Guinevere Marketing, we worked with all kinds of companies and celebrities, so the money was great. I hadn’t gotten my own clients yet, because I needed to graduate before doing so, but the checks I’d gotten from working with the other employees were very nice. I could only imagine how much I would make once I got my own accounts. 
 
    “Thanks, Guin,” I replied. 
 
    “Oh, and Bia, meet Kito. This is who you’ll be working with for the superstore account.” Guinevere waved over an extremely handsome guy.  
 
    He was dressed in nice, navy-blue slacks, a powder blue button up, black dress shoes, and had on a gold watch. His smile was so white, that I was one hundred percent sure he’d gotten his teeth bleached. His skin was a deep chocolate, and he wore a low-cut fade that was fresh. His facial hair was rough but clean, and it went well with his perfect features. He appeared to be half Asian, and his name even sounded so, but I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Nice to meet you, Bia. Guinevere says you’re pretty good at what you do, even though you haven’t graduated yet.” He grinned as we shook hands. His strong grip had me wet; yes, just his damn grip.  
 
    “I mean, I guess I do okay.” I shrugged playfully, before the three of us chuckled.  
 
    “Good, good. I’m excited to work alongside you then. I think we’ll do well together as long as you do whatever I tell you to.” The last part of his sentence made me feel some type of way, but maybe it was because he was sexy. He seemed professional though, so I doubt he was flirting. 
 
    “Umm, … we will see about that.” I smiled.  
 
    The three of us chatted for a little while longer, and then I left out to go meet up with Draylah and Kattlyn for lunch. I was starved, so I was extremely excited to get some food in my system. 
 
    We chose to eat at this place named Ports O’ Call, which was a nice little spot in San Pedro near the water. It was so damn beautiful there, honestly, and very relaxing.  
 
    When I walked in, I gave the hostess Draylah’s name, and he led me to the table she and Kattlyn were sitting at out on the balcony area. The sun was shining brightly in Southern California today, and the pretty blue water was calmly flowing right on the beach nearby. 
 
    “Hey.” Draylah got up to hug me. She looked the same, but her stomach was just bigger.  
 
    “Girl, why aren’t you gaining weight? I mean, I see it in your hips and belly, but nowhere else.” 
 
    Draylah shrugged as Kattlyn and I hugged and laughed. The three of us sat down, just as a waiter approached to ask what I wanted to drink. After ordering a frozen cocktail and some water, I exhaled and stared out at the water. For some reason, I was just in a really good mood, and it had a lot to do with my new job and my friends. 
 
    “How did the visit go?” Kattlyn shoved some bread into her mouth, as I rubbed on Draylah’s small bulge. 
 
    “It was … nothing less than what I expected. I gave him more information on why I was with that older guy Switch I was dating.” 
 
    “He was kind of handsome though, I will give you that. At least you picked a fine older man to sex for money.” Draylah sipped her juice. 
 
    “Girl, be quiet. You know Ricky probably has this place bugged.” I half joked before the three of us chortled in unison. “Switch has enough problems on his hands.” 
 
    “If y’all had seen some of the niggas I had to fuck for cash, you’d know Switch was a blessing for you,” Kattlyn said, and we laughed.  
 
    I never thought I’d be friends with a professional hoe … well, former professional hoe, but Kattlyn was cool, and I wasn’t really in a place to be judging someone for fucking for money. 
 
    “How did Qamar take the breakup?” Draylah asked. 
 
    “How only Qamar would. He called me a hoe, of course, and basically kicked me out of his little room. I wasn’t tripping, though; I’m not surprised by his antics anymore. Not to mention, I was happy he dismissed me.” 
 
    “Yeah, Bia, I used to want things to work with y’all, but he even pisses me off with the way he talks to you. You deserve much better,” Draylah said, and I nodded with a smile.  
 
    “And you honestly believe he did that stuff to Nadine?” Kattlyn frowned, and I nodded with my eyes closed. 
 
    “Yeah, and I think her family knows it too, so he’d better prepare himself,” I said, just as the waitress brought the appetizer. “Enough about that, though; how is my goddaughter?” I looked to Draylah. 
 
    I wanted to put Qamar’s ass in the past, and to do that, I needed to stop talking about him. I was no longer gonna be wrapped up in his shit, so whatever Switch had for that nigga wasn’t my problem anymore. At this point, Qamar would be lucky if I even spoke to his ass if I saw him in public.  
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Two: Micah “MG” Gaines 
 
    Done put the lil' bitch on the molly, she fucked everybody … 
 
    “Too Hotty” by Migos blared loudly out of the club speakers, as I sat in VIP with my girl next to me. She was looking good as fuck, and because I had a bunch of Hennessy and weed in my system, I was ready to bang her little ass out.  
 
    Tonight was my single release party, and everything in here was perfect except for the fact that two of my homies weren’t here. Ricky’s ass was locked up on some fake ass charges, and Qamar was in rehab, thankfully. Even though I wished they could celebrate this shit with me, a part of me knew that they couldn’t be in the building together anyways because Ricky wasn’t fucking with Qamar like that. He’d stated time and time again that if he saw Qamar, he was whooping his ass again, and if you knew Ricky AK, you were well aware that he never said shit he didn’t mean. 
 
    “You doing aight?” I asked Bia, who was swaying with a drink in her hand while twerking playfully on Virginia. She nodded with a huge smile, before eating some of the fries off the platter on the table. 
 
    I hated to admit the shit, but she seemed to be happier now that she and Qamar weren’t fucking around. That was the homie, but lately, that nigga had been a nuisance to damn near everybody. I’d told his ass, along with Ricky, time and time again, that if he wanted Bia, he’d have to shed all that stupid ass behavior that these other females put up with. Typical Qamar ain’t wanna listen though, and now the nigga don’ lost his girl. He was slightly fucked up over the shit, but I wasn’t gon’ tell her that.  
 
    Qamar had asked me if I’d seen her around, and if she was tripping over him. I lied and said yeah. Qamar had a fragile ass personality, so it didn’t take much to send that nigga off the deep end, and I knew Bia not giving a fuck about not being with him was one of those things that could do the trick. 
 
    “Aight, y’all ready for MG to perform for y’all a little bit?” the deejay announced. The club roared with screams and hollers, as I gently moved Kattlyn out of my lap to join the deejay at the VIP balcony. 
 
    Taking the microphone from him, I said, “Y’all ready to turn the fuck up or what?” I smiled as the crowd went even wilder, and then I nodded for the deejay to drop the beat to my song “Temper.” 
 
    As I rapped along, looking over the big ass club full of muthafuckas, I felt someone come next to me. I glanced to my left to see Kattlyn, and with a smirk, I stepped back some so she could dance on me. Holding the side of her body, I continued to let the lyrics flow as she moved her ass against me, making a nigga hornier than I already was. When the crowd caught on to what was happening, they got even rowdier. 
 
    “Thank y’all! Enjoy the rest of the night and don’t forget to actually buy my shit, aight?” I half joked, making laughter wave through the club as I handed the mic back to the deejay. “You wild for that shit,” I whispered to Kattlyn as I hugged her from behind on our way back to our seats. 
 
    “That shit was fire as fuck, bruh!” The homie, Frisk, came walking up the stairs into my VIP.  
 
    “Thanks, my nigga.” We slapped hands just before Kattlyn and I sat back down. 
 
    I saw Virginia and Frisk hug, and it caught me off guard because I ain’t know they knew one another. 
 
    “Y’all know each other?” Bia asked, as Kattlyn’s horny ass kissed on my neck. 
 
    “Yeah, just recently we met. Virginia is my new assistant now,” Frisk replied, taking a seat next to me. 
 
    “Damn girl, that’s what I’m talking about. New job already!” Kattlyn giggled with her sexy drunk ass.  
 
    “I try.” Virginia smiled shyly. I knew Wonder had fired her, but got damn, I didn’t expect baby girl to have a job that damn quickly. These females weren’t playing this year. 
 
    I stayed at the club for a few more hours, and by the time Kattlyn and I decided to leave, it was going on 1:30 a.m. in the damn morning.  
 
    “Aight, have a good night, bruh. I got some shit I want you to hear,” Butch let me know on my way out. 
 
    “Yep,” was all I said as I passed him and Flow, who were staring hard at Kattlyn lustfully. I wanted to say some shit, but as Eric Bellinger once said, ‘if they ain’t looking, I’on want her.’ 
 
    My bodyguard, Lev, escorted us out the back where he had the car waiting, and once Kattlyn and I were secure in the back of the all-black Yukon, we got right to kissing. 
 
    “What I tell you about wearing this shit that’s hard as fuck to get off?” I said, frowning as I tried to figure out how to get her dress open. 
 
    “Let me help you.” She chuckled, unbuttoning the side of it, and then yanking it apart so I could see her sexy ass body. 
 
    “Shit,” I commented, pulling her closer to me as I kissed on her neck. As usual, she didn’t have any panties on, so I released my dick from my jeans and slipped right in her. 
 
    I always tried to play it safe with Kattlyn, but some nights, a nigga’s dick was so hard I just had to get in it. Her pussy was always dripping fucking wet, making it hard as hell to stop and reach for a damn condom. 
 
    “Mmm, shit,” she cried out as I removed one of her breasts from her bra. I sucked on her nipple hungrily as I held her hips firmly. She moved up and down my dick in the perfect motion, hugging my shit something ridiculous. 
 
    “This pussy should be illegal,” I grunted, feeling all over her frame as she rocked her hips on me. I was starting to think Cuban pussy was better than American pussy because I’d never had some shit like this. 
 
    Kattlyn released on me, damn near drowning my dick, just before she began to ride me faster. Our lips crashed together, as I gripped her ass in my hands firmly. I started to hump upward, and a few moments later, I was busting inside of her unintentionally. 
 
    “Oh my gosh,” she panted, just before we resumed kissing. “You better not ever try to break up with me,” she whispered against my lips. 
 
    “I won’t, crazy ass.” I chuckled just before slipping my tongue in her mouth. 
 
    My ass was pussy whipped for sure. 
 
    By the time Lev pulled into the driveway of my home, Kattlyn and I had fixed ourselves back up. I helped her out of the back seat, and said bye to Lev as we walked our drunk asses to the door. 
 
    “Can you go for another round?” Kattlyn grinned sexily, and I shook my head as I pushed the door open for her. I had to watch her walk. 
 
    “Ma, what you still doing up?” I asked my mother when I saw her walking from the kitchen with a mug in her hand. I’d asked her to watch Michael for me tonight, and instead of doing so at her home, she agreed to just spend the night here. 
 
    “Boy, that foolish baby mama of yours has been calling all night asking about Michael, and keeping me up. I finally answered and told her ass to go on somewhere, and she hasn’t called back, thankfully. That was thirty minutes ago though, so we’ll see.” 
 
    “Sorry about that, Ma. I’ll handle her ass tomorrow or some shit,” I replied, and my mom nodded. 
 
    “Goodnight, Kattlyn.” She smiled gently at her. My mother loved Kattlyn, and it didn’t take long for the shit to happen. My mama could talk all damn day and night, and I think that she enjoyed how much of a great listener Kattlyn was. 
 
    “Goodnight, Irene,” Kattlyn responded with a grin. The grin faded once my mother headed up the stairs, and Kattlyn turned to face me. “I thought you said you were gonna let Isla see him?” 
 
    “I am … I was, but I changed my fucking mind. I don’t trust her ass, so I ain’t about to let her have him. She shouldn’t have fucking ran off with him.” 
 
    “Yes, she shouldn’t have, but Micah, until you can prove that he is yours, or get something set up to where you can legally have him in your life, keeping him away from her is not smart!” 
 
    “I understand you care and shit, but you’re doing too fucking much right now! It’s starting to sound like you give a fuck about Isla more than me!” 
 
    “Well, I don’t! I am trying to help you and make you see things clearly, Micah! I get that you’re scared you may lose your son, but losing him legally will be much worse, I promise you.” 
 
    “Let me find out you’re conspiring with that bitch or something,” I gritted, and Kattlyn’s angry expression turned to a shocked one. Fuck. “I ain’t mean—” 
 
    “So that’s how it is? Because I’m trying to help your stupid ass see things in a different light, I’m on her side now? Fuck you, Micah.” She turned away, but I grabbed her arm. 
 
    “I apologize for that shit, but I just need you to chill. I can handle this shit.” I palmed my chest, still holding her arm with my other hand. 
 
    “And if the police shows up?” 
 
    “Isla wouldn’t dare, and if she did, I could handle that too.” I smiled. Isla wasn’t that damn desperate to send the fucking police. 
 
    “No you can’t!” 
 
    “I can! And why the fuck does it matter, ain’t like he’s your damn kid!” 
 
    “Because I am an immigrant, aight!” she hollered with her eyes bucked. Before I could respond, she added, “I know I told you my parents and I became legal citizens after coming here, but that is a lie! I ran away before any of that could ever happen, so right now, I am not legally supposed to be here. I got a lawyer to help me, but right now, I’m still illegal. So if the police come, they could very well take me away!” 
 
    “Kattlyn—” 
 
    BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!  
 
    “LAPD open up!”  
 
    As if God were trying to show me that Kattlyn was right and I was for damn sure wrong, the police began beating on my door like they were about to break the shit down. 
 
    I told Kattlyn to go up to the bedroom, and then I went to answer the door. Outside were three police cars with their lights swirling brightly, and then I saw another car with Isla standing near it. She was frowning hard, and when we made eye contact, she raised a brow. 
 
    “Sir, we are here to pick up a Michael Gaines, who we’ve been told you are holding illegally,” the Black stocky officer with a badge that read Johnston spoke up. 
 
    “Look, he is my son, and he’s supposed to be here. This is my time with him,” I explained calmly, not wanting to turn up too much, largely because I was still a bit cross faded. 
 
    “According to Miss Tyree, Michael’s mother, you aren’t the father. The father is at the home she is residing in at the moment,” the shorter Hispanic officer with Busigo on his badge added. 
 
    “Well, officers.” I chuckled. “That’s what she claims. but we don’t quite have proof of that yet. So right now, as far as I know, I’m his father. I’ve been his father for the last three and a half years.” 
 
    “We were given this document which states otherwise, Mr. Gaines.” Officer Johnston handed me a thick paper. “Now, if you do not bring the child out, we will have to arrest you on kidnapping charges.” 
 
    My heart beat rapidly as I read the paternity test over and over. I didn’t know what was worse; the fact that it showed Donald Isaacs was 99.9998% the father, or the fact that it was done a month after Michael was born. This bitch knew from day one that he wasn’t mine, but never said shit. 
 
    As I stood there dumbfounded, the two officers barged into my place, almost knocking me over.  
 
    “What on Earth is going on?” I heard my mother’s shaky voice. 
 
    “Ma’am, we’re here to pick up Michael Gaines. Where is he?” I heard Officer Busigo ask, as I lifted my head slowly to stare out of my door at Isla in the distance. She kept her eye contact strong with me, and then cocked her head with a smug expression. 
 
    I’d choke the shit out of that bitch … I could hear Ricky’s ass now, and at the moment, that sounded good as hell to me. However, I refrained, because that definitely wasn’t the way to get Michael back. 
 
    By the time I snapped out of it, the officers were walking back across the threshold holding Michael, and Isla ran up and grabbed him from them. The officers got in their cars, and one by one, they left, thankfully. 
 
    “You stupid ass bitch!” I barked angrily, balling the paper up in my hand unintentionally.  
 
    “Fuck you, nigga! You’ll never see my son again!” Isla shot back before placing Michael into the back seat of her new whip. 
 
    “I bet I will!” 
 
    “Nah, you won’t, nigga! But thanks for all the shit I got your goofy ass for! How you get played like that, Micah?” She laughed teasingly, pissing me the fuck off. 
 
    “Micah!” my mother shouted and grabbed the back of my shirt when I darted outside. “Go on somewhere, Isla!” 
 
    “Nigga, please, you wouldn’t bust a grape in a fruit fight!” Isla yelled out of her window before reversing out of my driveway quickly. 
 
    “I’m gon’ kill her. I’m gon’ kill her ass,” I chanted as my mother directed me back inside.  
 
    “Relax, baby. Relax. I need you to calm down.” My mama rubbed my back gently. 
 
    “I’m good.” 
 
    My mother left to the guest room, and I made my way upstairs to the bedroom. Once inside, I saw Kattlyn sitting on the bed looking like she’d seen a ghost. 
 
    “Micah, I’m so sorry,” she whimpered. 
 
    I ignored her as I walked briskly to the bathroom within my room. Once inside, I slammed the door and panted angrily for a few moments. Not able to hold it in anymore, I dropped down onto the closed toilet top and sobbed hard as hell. 
 
    A few moments later, I heard the door open, and it was Kattlyn. I didn’t look up, but I knew it was her by the scent of the Jimmy Choo perfume she always wore.  
 
    “Baby, I’m sorry,” she whispered as she hugged my head into her stomach.  
 
    I said nothing in response as I cried like a little ass bitch over my kid.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Two: Draylah 
 
    I was finally feeling a little better since being out of the hospital, so today, instead of calling my aunt Charlie, I was going to see that bitch. I planned to stop by her home first, and then if she wasn’t there, the only other place her ass could be was at Zebra.  
 
    As I brushed my hair down, I heard the bell in the distance, letting me know someone was outside of the house. Not too many people knew where Ricky and I lived, and since I didn’t have any plans with any one of my friends today, I was a bit confused. 
 
    “Maybe it’s Charlie,” I said to myself. I slipped my feet into my Adidas slides, and then carefully came down the stairs so that I could answer the door. I looked at the camera screen near the door and saw what looked to be a mailman of some sort. 
 
    “Mrs. Draylah Montana?” the man inquired with a smile, holding a huge bouquet of red roses, and then a bag that had the Hermes logo on it. I liked the last name he’d given me. 
 
    “Umm, … yes?”  
 
    “I have a delivery for you from Mr. Montana.” He outreached the huge bouquet to me, making me smile. “And this as well.” He handed me the Hermes bag, and that’s when I saw he was holding a Christian Louboutin bag behind it. 
 
    “Thank you.” I smiled happily, before placing my thumbprint down for him to verify that it was me. 
 
    “Enjoy your day.” He nodded before leaving. 
 
    I rushed the stuff to the kitchen because I didn’t feel like going all the way to the den or to the living room. Placing everything on the counter, I reached into the Hermes bag first and pulled out a huge, teal colored Birkin bag that had my jaw on the kitchen tile floor. 
 
    “Ricky,” I whispered to myself, admiring how beautiful this bag was. I knew it was a little over ten grand, and I couldn’t believe it was in my hands.  
 
    After taking a few pictures of it, I opened the Christian Louboutin box after retrieving it from its bag. Inside were a pair of beautiful, dark pink heels, with an ankle band that was satin material. They were so sexy, and so pretty. I snapped some photos of those as well, and that’s when the card sitting in the roses caught my eye, so I opened it. 
 
    Just ‘cause a nigga is locked up don’t mean I’m gon’ slow up on making you smile… 
 
    I didn’t realize I’d teared up until the tear hit the small card. Taking my phone case off, I placed the miniature card inside of it, and then popped my iPhone back in.  
 
    I tried calling the Texas number he usually called me from, but it went straight to voicemail, so I knew it was off. He told me I could try him anytime, but some days, the phone would be off, so I wasn’t too upset about it. Plus, I knew he’d call me tonight. 
 
    After putting my new shoes and purse in my bedroom, I put my roses in some water, and posted a photo collage on my Instagram. I usually wouldn’t have because bitches were nosey, but I wanted these niggas who were starting to flock, to know daddy was putting in work even from behind bars, so they could go fly a kite. Once I was finished, I was out the door and on my way to Charlie’s. 
 
    Pulling up, I saw Angie’s car, and I hoped Charlie was here. Sometimes they switched vehicles when Angie wanted to stunt a little bit, and I was hoping today was one of those times.  
 
    “Charlie!” I called out as soon as I stepped in the door. “Charlie!” 
 
    “She’s not here.” Angie came walking to the living room with her makeup bag and mirror. She sat down on the couch and prepared to do her makeup. 
 
    “Where the fuck is she then? Because I find it real funny that the bitch hasn’t answered not one of my calls!” 
 
    “Whoa? Bitch? What the hell is going on, Dray? Since when do you have such beef with my damn mama?” Angie frowned, holding her eyeliner. 
 
    “Since the bitch lied to me about Lily! She sold my baby!” 
 
    “What?” Angie’s brows furrowed, and I could tell she was confused as hell right about now.  
 
    “Some woman asked me to donate blood to her daughter, Lily, that she bought from your dirty ass mama!” 
 
    “And you believe her?”  
 
    “Angie, how the hell would she know my baby’s name?” 
 
    “It’s tattooed big as fuck on your side, Draylah. I mean, come on now, it’s not that hard,” Angie scoffed and followed it with a chuckle as she lined her lids. “Draylah!” she squealed when I grabbed a handful of her hair. 
 
    “What the hell is so funny to you, Angela? You and your mama think I’m playing games but I’m not. I don’t give a fuck if I have Lily is my baby tattooed on my forehead, if Charlie doesn’t come to me with an explanation, I’m beating both of y’all asses!” 
 
    “Let go!” Angie whimpered, and I finally released her hair. “I don’t know shit about whatever the fuck my mama had going on, aight? If she did what that lady said, then yeah, it’s hella fucked up and you have the right to be angry, but not at me, Draylah! Not at me! I would never do some shit like that to you!” Angie cried. Her voice was tremulous, which always happened when she got angry or sad or both. 
 
    “Okay, okay, you’re right, and I’m sorry for grabbing your hair.” I grasped her wrist and pulled her in closer to hug her. She was resistant at first, but finally she gave in. 
 
    “Only because you’re pregnant, and adorable while you’re pregnant,” she said, making us both laugh as I gently tried to ease her head. 
 
    “You seriously don’t know where she is?” 
 
    “I saw her this morning before she went to work and that was it. I texted her earlier looking for my Giuseppes, but she never responded.” 
 
    “Humph.” I looked around the living room. “Wait, Giuseppes? Who bought you those?” 
 
    “A friend.” She smirked, and I rolled my eyes. “No, this friend is different. He cares about me, and I kind of care about him.” She looked into the mirror as she put mascara on. 
 
    We giggled together.  
 
    It was no telling who the nigga was. Angie never ceased to amaze me. 
 
    I was starving, so I whipped up some spaghetti really quickly, and Angie and I ate while talking for a little bit. As soon as I was done though, I left and headed straight to Zebra.  
 
    “Excuse me,” I spoke to the girl behind the bar. 
 
    “Draylah?” she cocked her head. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You stepping in for Ricky? We miss him around here. I haven’t seen that sexy walk in a minute.” The bartender sighed like she was reminiscing. 
 
    “I know, right!” Some bitch in a skimpy fit laughed. I didn’t even see her until she opened her mouth. 
 
    “Well, both of y’all can stop missing my nigga before y’all come up missing,” I spat, making them look at one another. “Over here.” I redirected that bitch’s eyes. “Now, I came here looking for Charlie, my aunt. Where is she?” 
 
    “Oh, she came earlier and said she wouldn’t be in for the rest of the week. She left Aubrielle in charge.” The stripper hoe pointed to another girl across the bar. 
 
    “Fuck.” I got up from the bar, and both of their eyes shot right to my belly. It wasn’t huge but it was prominent, more prominent than before, which made a lot of sense since finding out that news. “Yes, it’s his,” I said before turning to leave. 
 
    “Shit, I’m trying to get pregnant by Ricky too,” the stripper said, and when I turned around, she and the bartender were slapping hands with their tongues out.  
 
    “Hey!” some man yelled when I snatched his small ceramic cup of ranch off his plate. 
 
    “Ah!” the stripper yowled when it hit her in the forehead, leaving ranch all over the front of her weave, forehead, and nose. 
 
    “Let that be the last warning about my nigga, bitch!” I stormed out, finding it slightly comical at how quiet it was in the club outside of the music. 
 
    “Shit!” I shouted once inside this stupid rental. At least while it was being serviced, the Mercedes dealer gave me a loaner, but it was a four-door sedan, a far cry from my G-Wagon. I couldn’t wait to find the man who’d hit me. 
 
    Pulling Antonia’s card out of my purse, I dialed her number and took a couple deep breaths as the line trilled. 
 
    “This is Antonia Getty.” 
 
    “Hi,” I cleared my throat. “Th—this is Draylah Omari. Did I call you at a bad—” 
 
    “No, no, sweetie. No time is a bad time.” 
 
    “Right, cool. So I was wondering if maybe I could come see…” I inhaled and exhaled with my eyes closed. “If I could see, Lily.” It was so hard for me to even say her name. I placed my hand over my mouth so that Antonia wouldn’t hear the way my breath was shaking. 
 
    “Yes, yes, please come!” she replied excitedly before reading me the address to the hospital and the room number. 
 
    I wrote it down in my business iPhone, and then hung up. I said a quick prayer, and then headed over to the hospital on Torrance Boulevard. After getting a badge to go up, I rode the elevator to the correct floor, and took a minute before stepping off. I took so long that the doors almost closed on me. 
 
    As I trucked down the hospital hallway, bypassing room after room, I felt like all eyes were on me. My attention finally landed on the room number I knew Lily was in, and suddenly, my feet became heavier than before. I moved closer to the wall, and peeked in around the corner of the room. I spotted Antonia seated next to the hospital bed, looking over a magazine, and my eyes got stuck on her. I was prolonging seeing Lily for as much as I could. Finally, my eyes drifted slowly towards the little girl lying in the bed. 
 
    From here, I could see how beautiful she was. She looked exactly like me at that age, and I had plenty of pictures to prove it. She was definitely my baby, or Lily had a long-lost twin. 
 
    “Hey.” I stepped into the room. 
 
    “Draylah.” Antonia smiled, and Lily’s attention went right to me. 
 
    “Mommy, who is this?” her little voice weakly sang. 
 
    My throat dried up, my eyes watered, and my heart felt as if it’d physically broken, seeing my baby call another woman ‘mommy’ and ask who I was.  
 
    “Honey, this is—” 
 
    “You know what, I have to be somewhere actually.” 
 
    “Draylah—” 
 
    “I can come another time.”  
 
    I darted out of the room, and went right into the public restroom at the end of the hospital floor. Locking myself in the stall, I leaned up against the side and just cried. I cried so hard that the woman in the stall next to me asked if I was okay. I ignored her and continued to bawl my eyes out.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Two: Ricky AK 
 
    One week later … 
 
    “Montana, you have a visitor.” One of the guards approached me while I was in my cell.  
 
    I’d just gotten out of the hospital a couple days ago from being beaten by them guards and stabbed three times. It was safe to say them muthafuckas tried to kill a nigga, but it didn’t work. It was unfortunate for their asses too, because as soon as I got out this bitch, them niggas were dead. Their wives and kids too. 
 
    “Aight.” I stood up slowly from the trash ass bed that I slept on. I had a cell and shit to myself because I had enough money and shit to get certain things I needed; a cell phone and private cell included. “Finally,” I mumbled to myself, already knowing it was Draylah here to see me.  
 
    My dick was hard already at the thought of her body, her smell, her buttery soft, golden skin, the way she cried my name when I beat her pussy up, the way that pussy tasted … got damn… I missed a lot of shit, but Draylah was at the top of the fucking list. 
 
    I was escorted out to the visiting room, and because I had one of the guards on my payroll, he allowed Draylah and I to meet without the glass, and touch. 
 
    “Ricky!” Draylah squealed damn near as she rushed into my arms. I hugged her body tightly, exhaling heavily because I hadn’t done that shit in forever it seemed. 
 
    Pulling away, we kissed hungrily, yet sensually and passionately, as my hand dropped to her round stomach. I hadn’t been gone long, and her belly was already rounder and larger than before. 
 
    “Damn, Dray, fuck is going on in here?” I chuckled softly, angry as hell that I wasn’t there to watch it grow right in front of me. 
 
    “I know.” She placed her small hand on top of mine. “Either she’s gonna be fat or tall, or both,” she joked, making us both laugh. 
 
    We sat down, with me pulling her into my lap so that I could rub on her thighs and shit. That garter tattoo around her thigh always got me. She was wearing a dress, and it fit her body perfectly. She looked the same, except she had a round stomach on her now, and bigger lips. 
 
    “How you been? Talk to me.” 
 
    “I umm…” She stared off, squinting her eyes and frowning because of how bright the sun was shining down on us. “I’ve been looking for my aunt Charlie, but I can’t find her.” 
 
    That shit piqued my interest like fuck. Not because I gave a fuck about the bitch because I didn’t. If she died, I wouldn’t blink once. The reason I was even interested was because the hoe was supposed to be running that damn business that I still had money invested in. And if she was missing, that meant the shit had probably gone down in flames. If Charlie’s ass wasn’t dead, I was gon’ murk her ass when I found her. 
 
    “You checked Zebra?” I wanted to be sure. 
 
    “Yep. I called her millions of times, and dropped by the house multiple times and different times of the day. Angie is worried too.” 
 
    “Damn, maybe you need to go to the police or something.” 
 
    “No, she’s hiding on purpose.” 
 
    “On purpose? The fuck for what?” 
 
    “A lady approached me the day of my accident, and she umm… she claims that my aunt Charlie sold her Lily six years ago.” 
 
    For a minute, I just stared up at Draylah confused. I knew Charlie was trash, but damn. 
 
    “Lily, your baby Lily?” 
 
    Draylah nodded, and then covered her face for a few moments. She always did that when she didn’t wanna cry, so I kissed her hands and then moved them out of the way before pecking her soft ass lips. 
 
    “Yeah, she umm,” she sniffled. “She says she paid for her, and she wants me to give her six-year-old daughter Lily blood because she needs it right now. I hadn’t decided yet, but I’ve been asking her to update me on Lily, and she’s still alive but she needs the blood. They have her on a list or something because she’s not Type O. I want to see her but, I don’t know ... I’m not too sure. What if this is fake?” 
 
    “If it is, then why is Charlie hiding? How would this bitch know her, and how would she know Lily’s exact age?” 
 
    “A part of me wants her to be lying, which would mean my baby actually did die. Is that bad for me to wish that?” 
 
    “Nah, Draylah.” I kissed her shoulder. “You just don’t wanna believe that all this time you’ve been without her.” 
 
    I was keeping calm for my girl, but on the inside, a nigga was seething like a muthafucka. I could already feel my hands around Charlie’s frail ass neck, squeezing until that bitch took her last breath. Fucking with Draylah was like fucking with me, but ten times worse in my eyes. Any muthafucka that had my girl crying, or shit, smiling for that matter, was gon’ get that work; that murder work. Simple. 
 
    “Yeah. But I came here to see how you were. I don’t wanna complain when you’re the one locked up.” 
 
    “Who else you gon’ complain to?” 
 
    Smiling and sniffling, she threw her arms around my neck and said, “Only you. You’re my best friend.” She kissed me.  
 
    “Best friend that gets to fuck.” 
 
    “Ricky.” 
 
    “I’m serious. That’s the only type of muthafuckin’ best friend I can be to you. Gotta be able to get some pussy.” 
 
    “So if I decided to be a nun, then you’d leave me?” 
 
    “Nah, you’d just be the only nun getting fucked.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” She shrieked with laughter as I kissed on her neck and collarbone.  
 
    “Bend that ass over that pew and get to work.” 
 
    “Ricky! Stop that blasphemous!” She chortled loudly, and as always, I got lost in her pretty ass smile. “You are so ridiculous!” 
 
    “Nah, I’m serious as fuck. No way you gon’ keep that good shit from me.” I rubbed her belly then said, “That’s how this right here happened.” 
 
    “I know.” She looked down with a smile. “I want you out now,” Draylah whined, poking her bottom lip out. 
 
    “I will be soon,” I lied. I ain’t know when I was getting out, but I prayed like hell that after my hearing in a few days, I’d know some shit. “Ouch.” I winced in pain when Draylah adjusted herself and bumped my stab wound. 
 
    “What happened to you?” 
 
    “I got into a little fight with some guards and then them niggas stabbed me.” I shrugged. “Nothing major.” 
 
    “Nothing major? When did this happen?” 
 
    “Relax, baby. It happened the day before I called you from that SA number.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you say anything, Ricky? I—” 
 
    “Because I wanted to make sure you were aight, Dray. You ain’t gotta worry about me. Long as you good, and my kid is even better, then relax. Chill.” I thumbed the tears trailing down her soft cheeks.  
 
    She hugged my neck tightly, sobbing softly as I rubbed her back. This was exactly why I didn’t wanna tell her pregnant ass. I knew she was gon’ be like this, and then in ten seconds, her ass was gone snap. 
 
    Pulling from our hug, she wiped her eyes and gritted, “Who was it? I will cut them niggas—” 
 
    “Draylah.” I laughed. “I got it.” I rubbed her belly.  
 
    “I know.” She pushed her hair behind her ears before giving me a half smile. 
 
    “You so fucking pretty, man.” I bit my lip, watching the way she grinned and blushed at my words. 
 
    “Still?” 
 
    “Always.” 
 
    “Even with this?” She pointed to her stomach. “And these lips?” 
 
    “Hell yeah. I like all that shit. And as long as I like it, then that’s all that matters, right?” 
 
    She nodded before hugging my neck to kiss me. We stayed outside chilling for a little longer, and for that time, a nigga had forgotten he was locked up. Draylah improved my fucking mood like crazy, so when it was time for her to go, I felt like a little ass kid being dropped off at kindergarten the first day. 
 
    “Call me tonight, Ricky, I’m serious,” she whispered against my lips when I leaned down to tongue her up nastily. 
 
    “Alright, Montana.” The guard nodded to me, giving me a look to let me know shit would start to look suspicious if I didn’t come on. 
 
    “Don’t touch her, my nigga,” I warned him when he reached for Draylah’s arm to make her walk a little faster. He and I made eye contact, and I threatened his ass further without speaking another word.  
 
    Like a smart nigga, he backed off and let Draylah walk on her own. I watched her until I couldn’t see her anymore, and then I was cuffed and escorted back to my cell.  
 
    Fuck. If my bail hearing didn’t go in my favor, I was gon’ lose my muthafuckin’ mind; not only in here, but on the bitch ass nigga who got me in here too. Whomever it was better enjoy their last days because it was a fucking wrap, on me. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The hearing … 
 
    “Your honor, the defendant here has a long list of criminal activity on his record. Not only that, but the crime he’s being charged for is not only horrendous, but it’s for the murder of a government official,” this ugly ass lawyer bitch named Catherine Apollo spoke up. “He should not be granted bail.” 
 
    I just shook my head and looked off, glancing over my shoulder at Draylah, who was sitting in. My grandmother along with MG, and bitch ass Qamar were here too. 
 
    “Mr. Harris?” The judge looked to my lawyer. Dale fastened his tuxedo jacket, and picked up a few pieces of paper before speaking. 
 
    “Your honor, as stated on the documents filed, my client here hasn’t committed a crime in a year, and not only that, he’s served time for them all. He is a very famous rapper, and at the moment, cannot flee the country because of work. Not to mention, he has a pregnant girlfriend who cannot travel at the moment, and whom he would not leave behind.” 
 
    The judge nodded. 
 
    “Oh please,” Catherine’s ass groaned. 
 
    “Mrs. Apollo, I do not need the commentary.” The female judge cut her eyes over. “I don’t know what to believe right now, so at the moment, only temporarily, I am going to have to deny bail. Once I come to a firm decision, I will have you back.” 
 
    “Are you fucking serious?” I mumbled to myself as I plopped down in my seat. 
 
    “Judge Carson, please—” 
 
    “Mr. Harris, that is my decision. Please leave your documents to support your case with me; same for you, Mrs. Apollo. Once I come to a conclusion, I will let you guys know.” The judge banged her gavel and got up abruptly after both lawyers brought their folders to her. 
 
    I turned to look at Draylah and my grandmother, as they stood there crying silently while I got handcuffed.  
 
    “I guess that’s good enough for me for now,” Catherine commented as I was escorted past her. 
 
    “Yeah, for now,” I replied with a wicked smirk, before licking my lips and keeping strong eye contact with her as I smoothly pressed on. I could almost hear her breath get caught in her throat, and that was exactly what the fuck I wanted; to put some fright in that bitch’s veins. 
 
    I stopped by Draylah and my grandmother who both hugged and kissed me. I let my lips linger a little longer on Draylah’s mouth, because who knew when I’d kiss her again. 
 
    “This some bullshit.” MG shook his head, and I just gave him a nod to let him know I agreed. 
 
    “Damn, man, we gon’ get you out,” Qamar commented. 
 
    “Fuck you, nigga. Be happy I’m cuffed right now or I’d snap yo’ hoe ass neck. Ain’t no muthafuckin’ ‘we’ no more, bruh. I don’t even know why the fuck you brought yo’ groupie, cokehead ass up here like we cool,” I seethed, and the look on his stupid ass face was priceless. “Clay, keep that bitch from ‘round my damn family.” 
 
    Clay nodded in agreement. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Two: Qamar Hampton 
 
    Two days later … 
 
    “I love y’all, L.A.!” I shouted to the crowd.  
 
    I was doing a little come back show, per my manager’s request, to let everybody know I was healthy and back on track. That whole rehab shit fucked up my image a lot, and I was trying to save the shit as much as possible. I always had a bit of a bad boy persona, but a fool who snorted cocaine definitely wasn’t a part of that shit. I was feeling much better now, and even though I hated Ricky at the time for what he did, I was happy as hell I went to rehab. 
 
    The shit was hard as hell for me at first, especially because I had to face the fucking fact that I was addicted to cocaine, some shit I had been denying for months. It all came to a head when I was tweaking, going without the shit for days, and that was when it hit me that a nigga was a full-on powder head. I was only in rehab for a hot minute, before they all agreed that I could go home to the free world. I still had to check in with a drug counselor and shit, which I was fine with. 
 
    “Nice job out there.” Chelsea, my manager, smiled and hugged me. “I admit I was a bit worried because the emails and calls started to slow up, but I think we will be back to normal if you stay focused, Qamar.” 
 
    “I agree.” I smiled. 
 
    “Okay, well, I will see you tomorrow for the morning show, and remember, this is a big one, okay?” 
 
    “I got you.”  
 
    Chelsea smiled and then pranced off. 
 
    I walked to my dressing room and closed the door behind me. As soon as I sat down, I grabbed up my iPhone to see if I had any missed texts or calls from Bia. I hit her up on her phone, Instagram, Facebook, and even sent a mail invite to my show, but I didn’t see her. I’d even gone by her house, but her mama and even little ass Taya wouldn’t even let me get to her. I was hoping maybe she was out there in the audience, but just got lost in the sea of muthafuckas out there.   
 
    Usually when Bia got mad at me, it didn’t bother me as much, but I guess because deep down I could feel that she was done with me, it was worse this go-round. Dialing her ass up, I waited as the line rang, and like always for the last week and a half, she didn’t pick up. 
 
    “This the last fucking time,” I grumbled, punching in her number yet again. 
 
    “Hello?” she answered, voice sounding a little too chipper for my liking. I was over here sulking and shit on the low, and she sounded like she was in the damn Bahamas or something. 
 
    “Bia?” I quizzed, because I was still shocked at how okay her ass sounded; shit, more than okay. 
 
    “Yes, Qamar.” 
 
    “Why you ain’t answer the phone? I’ve been calling you all damn day.” 
 
    “Well for one, I’m not obligated to answer your calls. Secondly, I was at work all day, and then I went to dinner with my friends.” 
 
    “Ohhh.” I chuckled angrily. “So you went to dinner with ya friends even though I invited you to my damn show.” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    “Fuck you being petty for? You know I’m sorry for the shit I said, and all the bullshit I did to you before I went to rehab, Bia. Damn!” 
 
    “And I appreciate your apology, Qamar. I’m not being petty though, at all. I was busy at work, and then I went to dinner. I didn’t feel like going to your show, that was all.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I just didn’t.” 
 
    I stared at the wall for a little bit, tongue stuck in my cheek. I didn’t like this version of Bia at fucking all, but I knew I’d deserved the shit. I admit I liked her much better when she was weaker, because this strong shit was whack. 
 
    “Aight, I get it. How long you gon’ play this damn game? I’m already bugging and shit about us not rocking together, baby.” I slinked down on the couch, feeling defeated. 
 
    “This is not an act or game, Qamar. What I told you when I visited you were my honest feelings. I don’t want to be with you. I’m not just telling you this in hopes that you’ll change. I honestly don’t want anything to do with you. I wish you well in life, but we can’t be together.” 
 
    “Bia, baby, come on.” I sat up, dropping my head into my free hand, since I was holding my phone with the other. “Baby, don’t do this shit, please. I miss you, I love you.” 
 
    There was a dead silence on the phone.  
 
    “Qamar, stop it. I have to get to bed and be up early for work. I cannot do this with you right now. You don’t love me.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “No, if you did love me, you would know how to treat me. You wouldn’t be sending me invites to your fucking show, and calling me about why I didn’t show up. That is not a man who loves a woman. What did you think was gonna happen, Qamar? I was gonna show up and miraculously start liking you again, and then fuck you and all would be well?” She chuckled a little. “Yeah, I bet that’s what you thought. Stop with the little boy gestures. If you want something, you work for it.” 
 
    “I’ll do that then.” 
 
    “No, don’t. This is advice for the next bitch, not me.” 
 
    “I don’t want the next bitch, I want you. I just said I loved yo’ ass, so why the fuck would I be checking for a new bitch?” 
 
    “Okay, but the problem is that I don’t love you. I have to like you as a person to love you, and I don’t.” 
 
    “Bia, all that shit I did was because of drugs and—” 
 
    “Look at you! Still making fucking excuses for your damn behavior! The stuff you did was because you were reckless, refusing to own up to your addiction, and thinking just because you’re Qamar, you can do whatever the fuck you want. Well you can’t, nigga. Stop acting like we have some great love, because we don’t! Let it go! You’re embarrassing yourself!” 
 
    She was right about me making excuses, but at the moment, it was easier for me to blame my actions on something than to face the fact that I’d done some horrible shit. I wasn’t ready for that yet. In a short period of time, I’d managed to fuck my life up completely, losing a girl I loved and a best friend that had, had my back even when he shouldn’t have. I didn’t know what the hell hurt worse, losing Bia or Ricky. 
 
    “I can’t just let it go,” I damn near whimpered. I could actually feel myself tearing up. “Bia, how you expect me to just go be with somebody else?” 
 
    “I don’t know and I don’t care, Qamar, but goodnight.” 
 
    “Goodnight. I love you, Bia—” 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Fuck!” I hollered, clutching my phone tightly as hell in my hand. It started ringing, so I quickly answered it. “Bia?” 
 
    “No, nigga, it’s Lacie.” My mood drained like a faulty ass battery upon hearing her damn voice. So for a little bit, I didn’t say shit as I massaged my eyes. “Qamar!” 
 
    “What, damn?” 
 
    “Look, we need to meet up and talk about how things are gonna go. Our baby is gonna be here soon, and as a man, you need to figure something out. Otherwise, Greezy is gonna be this child’s father, and you can sign over your parental rights.” 
 
    “Come through to the crib tonight around 8 p.m.” 
 
    “Okay,” she responded softly, before we both hung up.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A few hours later … 
 
    Instead of going home to wait for Lacie, I decided to stand her ass up and go to MG’s house. I wasn’t ready to see Lacie right now, and I damn sure didn’t wanna be a father. Maybe if Bia were pregnant by me, it’d be cool, but not Lacie. I didn’t want a baby with that bitch at all. In my eyes, a baby with anyone other than Bia wasn’t mine. Fuck what a DNA test said. 
 
    “It’s good to see you like this, Q. It’s been a long time,” MG commented, ashing his blunt. 
 
    “Yeah. You said Ricky had a cell phone in the pen? Let me get the number,” I said, getting right down to it. 
 
    I thought since it was Ricky’s idea to get me put in rehab, that it meant we were cool, but I was definitely mistaken about that shit. I don’t even know why I thought that, when I knew him and knew he wouldn’t forgive me, especially so quickly. 
 
    Looking at me like I was crazy, MG replied, “Nigga, hell nah. I ain’t giving you that damn number so he can kill us both. And frankly, I don’t too much agree with him forgiving yo’ ass just yet. He’s my friend too, and if I didn’t know you, I for damn sure wouldn’t be telling him to forgive you. So nah, you ain’t getting that shit from me.” 
 
    “Man, how the fuck am I supposed get back in good with the nigga? You saw how he dissed me in the courtroom.” 
 
    “Fuck you expect, nigga? Do you remember the shit you said? This is Ricky we talking about. Give that shit up, y’all not gon’ be cool, ever.” 
 
    “I can’t live with that.” I shook my head. 
 
    “Aight, get yo’ ass whooped again, Qamar. Remember last time, you pissed all over yourself.” MG burst into laughter. 
 
    “Fuck you, man.” 
 
    “I ain’t never seen a nigga get his ass whooped like that, Qamar. You need to leave that shit alone.” MG chuckled. 
 
    I just shook my head as I looked off, trying to think of how I could get back in Ricky’s good graces. The shit wouldn’t be easy at all, but I was determined. I just had to figure out how to do that shit without getting into another fight with him. I mean, I wasn’t a punk or nothing, and had been in my share of fights, just never with Ricky. Seeing him fight and being on the opposing end of his fights were totally different things. Had I known that’s what it was like to brawl with that nigga, I would have shut the fuck up and just talked my shit behind his back. 
 
    There is a thing called picking your battles, and fighting Ricky AK was just not a battle I was willing to endure again. I remember thinking I was a goner every time his ass landed a punch. Nigga had fractured my nose and broken my arm, I later found out. 
 
    “You know I was supposed to see Lacie tonight, but I don’t wanna talk about that damn baby.” 
 
    “How you gon’ feel once that kid finds out you were dodging it? Do you even know the sex?” MG looked to me. I knew he was gon’ be on some shit since Michael had gotten taken. 
 
    “No, I don’t know, and I don’t wanna know. Why couldn’t Bia be pregnant? I don’t want that bitch being the mother of my kid. It makes me not want the baby, bruh.” 
 
    “Qamar.” MG shook his head as he sipped on his water. “Regardless of who the mama is, that baby is yours. I hate Isla with every fiber of my being at the moment, but the baby in her stomach is mine, so I’m still gon’ be there. That kid shouldn’t be penalized because you don’t like it’s mama.” 
 
    “Shit, why not? The baby is partially her, and I don’t like her. I don’t want that fucking baby.” 
 
    “You gotta grow up, bruh. Life ain’t fair all the damn time. You know how many niggas wish their baby mamas were their wives or girlfriends and not some thot from the hood? But that shit doesn’t get in the way of them being a father. The child is innocent.” 
 
    “Why the fuck everybody keep telling me to grow up?” 
 
    “Because you need to. You’re still acting like a child sometimes, thinking just because shit ain’t the way you want it, you can act up or not pay it any mind.” 
 
    “If Bia says that shit one more time, I’m gon’ blow my damn brains out.” We chuckled in unison. “It’s worse coming from her though because, here I am trying to be her man, and she don’t see me as a man. I used to think she was just talking, but I can hear it in her voice. Told her I loved her multiple times, and she ain’t said it back once. Then tells me she not only doesn’t love me, but don’t even like me. Told my ass to stop embarrassing myself.” 
 
    “Damn, she cutthroat.” MG laughed. “Sounds like you don’ went too far. You ain’t got no game. that’s why.” MG fired up another blunt.  
 
    “What? I got game, nigga.” 
 
    “Nah, you don’t. You know how to get these hoes into you, but not a girl like Bia.” 
 
    “But I had her, and we had sex and everything.” Damn I missed fucking Bia, but I needed to forget about that shit for now unless I planned on raping her or some shit, and that was a fucking negative. 
 
    Laughing subtly as he blew out smoke, he said, “You know how to get them in your bed, but you don’t know how to keep them, Qamar. And you only got Bia in ya bed because she was going through some shit. Now that she got her life together, you couldn’t get her to fuck you if you paid her.” 
 
    I never thought about the shit, but I guess a nigga didn’t have no damn game. I ain’t know shit about charming a woman, because I’d always dealt with hoes. Convincing Bia to be my girl seemed impossible right now, but I was gon’ give that shit a try. 
 
    “Here you go, baby.” Kattlyn walked her sexy ass into the den and placed a plate of food down for MG. MG slapped my arm when he saw my eyes roaming over Kattlyn’s body. If I was a different type of nigga and didn’t think I’d get my ass whooped, I’d definitely try to fuck her and Draylah; pregnant and all. 
 
    “Where mine?” I asked, confused as fuck. 
 
    “Suck my dick, asshole,” Kattlyn responded and switched out, causing MG to burst into laughter.  
 
    “That’s Bia’s homegirl, you forgot?” MG snickered, still holding his bottle of water. 
 
    This was some bullshit. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Three: Kattlyn Vega 
 
    “This is so damn good, Kattlyn. Have you ever thought about cooking professionally?” Draylah asked, finishing the meal I’d cooked last night and brought us for lunch. 
 
    “Professionally? No.” I cocked my head. I loved to cook; it was the only time when I felt calm and at peace, at least before I met MG. However, I never saw it as a way for me to make money. “You think I could make a career?” I frowned as I watched Draylah toss the paper plate and fork into the trashcan. 
 
    “For sure. That was definitely restaurant material. You should maybe look into chef school or something.” 
 
    I’d signed up for a bootleg business night class, but that shit didn’t last long at all. It was so damn boring, and I honestly didn’t understand how Draylah did it whilst being pregnant. I could barely keep my eyes open for the fifty-minute class. I dropped that mess ASAP and got my money back. Plus, I don’t even think it was legit. 
 
    But culinary school sounded like something I’d really enjoy. I never even thought about it. But cooking all day and learning about cooking made me feel all bubbly inside from just thinking about it.  
 
    Draylah and I relaxed in the back of the shop for a little longer, before her next appointment showed up. I handled some business up front, answering calls, checking the appointment calendar online, and replying to the emails from my lawyer regarding my Visa, and a couple hours later, it was time to close up.  
 
    “Where are you headed?” I asked Draylah as she and I walked out into the parking lot in front of her shop. 
 
    “Bia is coming over, as well as Virginia to watch some movies and have like a sleepover. You should come too.” 
 
    “No, I’m gonna go watch my boo make some hits.” I grinned, causing Draylah to laugh. 
 
    “Alright. Well if you get bored, we would love for you to join us.” 
 
    We hugged and then I hopped into my new Porsche Cayenne. My birthday was coming up, and MG decided to get me a gift. I admit getting a gift this expensive made me feel a bit uncomfortable, and I guess that was because I cared a lot about MG. Had this been any other nigga, I wouldn’t really give a fuck about him blowing racks on me. Shit, the next nigga could go broke buying me shit, and I wouldn’t bat an eyelash. But my Micah, I actually gave a damn about his cash flow. 
 
    I enjoyed the smooth ride of my paid off luxury car, all the way to the studio. When I got there, I saw some extra cars outside, which made my stomach feel queasy. I was praying like hell that Flow wasn’t up in there, because there was no telling what he’d try. The last time I saw him, he was getting his ass whooped, and we hadn’t spoken since. 
 
    He’s probably not even here, calm down. 
 
    I stepped into the plush studio, and slowly tread down the hallway until I made it to the right room. Inhaling sharply, I let out a slow breath before entering, and low and behold, Flow was sitting on the couch smoking.  
 
    Why the fuck was he even here? The nigga hadn’t had a song out in three damn years. Shit, I didn’t even know who the hell he was when I met him the first time. I just thought he was trying to feel good in front of a hooker by lying about being a rapper. Now that I think about it, I can’t name one damn solo song he’d made.  
 
    “‘Sup, baby.” MG got up and pulled a chair for me. I loved when he did that. He was such a gentleman. 
 
    “Thanks, babe.” I planted a kiss on his full lips a couple times once I sat down. 
 
    “‘Sup, Kattlyn.” Flow smirked. 
 
    Ignoring him, I spoke to Maybach and the two other dudes in the room. Looking away, I could feel Flow watching the side of my face as he blew smoke out of his mouth. I hated the smell of weed, especially since it was coming from this nigga. 
 
    “Baby.” I scooted closer to MG, making his handsome ass look my way. He smelled so good, so I took a moment to inhale the scent. “The smoke is bothering me. You know I don’t like it.” 
 
    Nodding, MG turned in his chair to face his homies.  
 
    “Aye, y’all put that shit out.” 
 
    They all did as they were told, except Flow. He just sucked his teeth, and took another big inhale on the blunt in his hand. 
 
    Standing up, MG said, “Flow, you heard what I said?” 
 
    “Yeah, and I don’t see why I gotta stop smoking. It was cool just a minute ago, but now that ya bitch is here, it ain’t?” 
 
    “Nigga, who the fuck you calling a bitch?” MG grimaced. 
 
    Oh fuck. This was a bad idea on my part. 
 
    “Yo’ girl, nigga.” Flow hopped up. “She look like a bitch to me—” 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    Flow fell back onto the couch, but quickly hopped back up and decked MG hard as hell. The two men began trying to overpower one another, wrestling almost, but no more punches were thrown. I sat there frozen for a minute, as MG’s other homeboys and his producer got up to break the men apart.  
 
    With blood on his lip, Flow yelled, “Stupid ass nigga fighting over a hoe! That’s why I fucked the love of ya bitch, nigga! Yeah, when she was selling pussy back in the day!”  
 
    “Aight, you gotta go, nigga,” Maybach said to Flow. But before he could get out, MG hit him with another left hook and then stormed out past everyone. 
 
    “Baby! Wait!” I chased after him, scared as hell. “Micah!” I grabbed his arm once we were outside in the night air. 
 
    “Tell me what the fuck that nigga just told me is a lie, Kattlyn. Tell me that right now.” MG towered over me with a deranged look in his eyes. I wasn’t the scary type, but right now, I was afraid as hell. “Tell me!” 
 
    “It’s not a lie, but it was a long time ago, Micah! It happened almost three damn years ago!” 
 
    “So you were a hoe?” 
 
    “Yes, but—” I stopped talking when he began laughing angrily. “But I’m not anymore. I did what I had to do, or what I thought I had to do at the time, but that is over with now.” 
 
    “And where ya pimp at?” 
 
    “He—he let me go!” 
 
    MG stared off, before lacing his fingers on top of his head.  
 
    “Aight, look. I need you to go pack ya shit when we get home and get up out of my crib.” 
 
    “Micah, no, I swear—” 
 
    “I don’t really care to hear what you gotta say.” He shrugged and chuckled. It wasn’t a happy chuckle, more like he was baffled and pissed. “I’m not in the mood to entertain another female who thinks she can get over on a nigga.” 
 
    “It’s not like that!” I cried. My heart was beating so damn fast, and my throat was jumping as tears raced down my cheeks. “Micah, I swear to you I’m not like Isla! I will do whatever you need me to, to make this right.” 
 
    “I need you to get ya shit when you get home, and get out of my spot, Kattlyn. That’s the only thing I need from you right now.” His voice was so calm that it scared me. I’d never experienced a real relationship in my life, but I didn’t need to in order to know that I wanted to be with MG. 
 
    “Please.” I reached to touch him but he moved back from me. 
 
    “I’ll meet you there.” He walked off towards his car and hit the alarm. 
 
    I drove home, trying not to cry so that my vision wouldn’t be blurry as hell. I wanted to fucking kill Flow, and since he’d ruined my relationship, I just might. I’d done my share of things in the past, so killing his hating ass would be nothing. If anything, it would make me feel better. 
 
    MG and I both pulled into the driveway of his home at the same time, and we didn’t say one word to one another as we entered and made our way up the stairs. The whole time that I packed slowly as hell, I tried to think of something to say to him in order to convince him to be with me still. 
 
    “When did you stop being a hoe?” He was seated on the edge of his bed with his face in his hands. 
 
    “A little bit after I met you.” I stopped packing to answer him. Maybe there was hope. 
 
    “Wow.” He laughed lowly. “So when you stole my money, was it to pay a pimp?” He finally picked his head up and looked into my eyes. I nodded and he grinned widely. “Wooooow. Okay.” 
 
    “It wasn’t like that, Micah, I promise you! I got swallowed up into this lifestyle being naive and young, thinking I’d found someone who cared about me. He didn’t though; he was just getting me to trust him so he could put me on the track. Eventually, it became normal to me, and because I grew up beyond poor, selling myself for cash and nice things didn’t sound too bad—” 
 
    “Look, just stop. I don’t wanna hear this shit. I don’t wanna think about the fact that I wifed a damn prostitute, and that I had her around my son. So please, hurry up.” 
 
    Letting the tears fall, I finished packing what all I could fit into my luggage, and then I zipped it. Standing up, I stared hard at MG for a little bit but he refused to look my way.  
 
    “Did you want the car key back?” 
 
    “Leave it and the house key on the dresser.” 
 
    I did as he asked, and then left out to get into the car I bought. I was happy I didn’t get rid of it, and this was the exact reason why I hadn’t. I knew MG would find out about my past, and it was possible he’d break up with me, meaning the car would no longer be mine. 
 
    Once in my car, I drove to the house Draylah shared with Ricky since it was closer than her old one. Parking in the massive roundabout driveway, I texted her to let her know I was outside and here for movie night. 
 
    “Hey,” Bia answered the door smiling. Lately, she’d had a glow about her, and it was good to see. Like me, and like Draylah, she’d been through a lot, and now finally it seemed like she’d caught a break. “What’s wrong, Kattlyn?” Her smile dropped upon seeing my face. 
 
    “Umm, nothing.” I giggled as I stepped inside.  
 
    “Kattlyn.” She grabbed my arm when I tried to walk across the foyer with my luggage. “And you have a damn suitcase. I know we’re sleeping over, but damn.” 
 
    I tried to hold it in, but since I felt like I was in a trusted environment, I began to sob into my palms.  
 
    “Kattlyn.” I heard Draylah’s voice right before Bia hugged me tightly.  
 
    “He found out a—and he broke up with me. He kicked me out.” I cried like a newborn. I was so embarrassed because I was supposed to be strong at all times, but I couldn’t help it. “He doesn’t like me anymore.” 
 
    “Listen, Kattlyn, this will be his loss, okay?” Bia picked my face up and looked me in the eyes.  
 
    “How when he has my Porsche?” I quizzed, sending the three of us into a fit of laughter. “No, but seriously, I don’t wanna be broken up.” 
 
    “Give it time, he will come back,” Draylah said as she led me towards the den with Bia in tow. “He just better hope you want him when he decides to, so he won’t get that Bia treatment.” We sat down. 
 
    “Bia is a savage,” Virginia replied before eating some popcorn. She was already in the den when we entered. “What she tell that nigga? I don’t love you; I would have to like you to love you and I don’t,” Virginia reiterated what Bia had said, making us giggle. 
 
    “That shit would have made me kill my damn self,” Draylah added as we doubled over in laughter.  
 
    “That nigga will be aight. He can love the next bitch, I don’t want his love,” Bia said, eating some of the popcorn. 
 
    For a quick second, I felt some happiness being here. I’d never had friends really, but I was learning that they were just as important as boyfriend and girlfriend relationships.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Three: Ricky AK 
 
    Thankfully, I’d been able to get some fucking paper and a pencil in this bitch so that I could write. Every damn minute and every damn hour that went by, I thought about different ways to kill that fuck ass judge that couldn’t make up her damn mind. There were so many damn people on my fucking hit list that I was gon’ be considered a damn serial killer before the year was over. 
 
    “Montana, a visitor.” 
 
    I quickly hopped my ass up, because I already knew it was Draylah. Today, I was getting some pussy. The shit had already been discussed, and I’d gotten a secluded location so I could blow her fucking back out. I didn’t give a fuck what position we did that shit in either, as long as I got up in that good shit. The last time she was here, I was able to get some head and nothing else, but today, shit, she may fuck around and go into labor when I got done murdering that pussy. 
 
    “Right over there,” the guard pointed once we got to the visitation area outside. I saw the top of a female head, since another table was blocking the rest, so I rushed over, only to see Tabitha’s ass. 
 
    I hopped right back up. “Aye, take me back in.” 
 
    “Ricky, it’s important!” 
 
    I paused for a moment with my back to her ass, and finally decided to go ahead and take the fucking visit.  
 
    “Talk and make the shit quick. I’m already in jail, so it won’t be nothing for me to choke yo’ ass out for wasting my damn time, aight?” 
 
    “I’m not gonna waste your time, I promise. I just need you to hear me out, okay?” 
 
    “How the fuck you even get in here? You ain’t on my visiting list.” 
 
    “I have the means to get what I want. Or in layman’s terms, I bribed the dude who checks people in.” She cleared her throat as I stared at her. “How are you, Ricky? I’ve missed you so mu—” 
 
    “Get to the fucking point, aight? I don’t give a fuck about you missing a nigga. Is you missing me gon’ get me out of jail? Exactly. Talk.” 
 
    “I just want you to see that you’ve been manipulated this whole time. And I stepped back for a while, not saying anything and just watching, observing.” I watched her swallow hard. At the moment, I was intrigued, assuming she was about to give me some information on the muthafucka that set me up.  
 
    “Go on.” I adjusted my body in my seat. 
 
    “Draylah is a manipulator! She came into your life and all of a sudden, you were all about her. I’ve been looking into black magic and things, and I honestly believe— ow!” Tabitha shrieked when I gripped her hand and discreetly bent that shit back. 
 
    “Please tell me, please…” I shut my eyes momentarily. “That you did not bring yo’ bowling ball head ass up here to feed me some bullshit, Tabitha. That’s what the fuck I want you to tell me,” I gritted. She only whimpered in pain. “Let me make some shit clear to you since it ain’t quite got through that muthafuckin’ noggin. I don’t want you, and I haven’t wanted you in a while. For as long as you live, don’t ever approach me about my girl for any reason at all. I don’t give a fuck if you caught her ass chanting spells over a big black pot in the woods or dipping through the hood on a broomstick. You’d better keep it fucking pushing or I’m gon’ push yo’ shit back as soon as you step foot in my presence speaking her name. We understood?”  
 
    “Mhm, yeah.” Tabitha nodded rapidly, so finally, I let her hand go.  
 
    Suddenly, I watched her eyes widen, and before I could inquire what for, she was being dragged from the table and onto the floor by none other than my baby mama. Fuck. 
 
    “Help!” Tabitha screamed as Draylah pummeled her face.  
 
    “Get back!” the guard, Stephan, that I had on payroll barked at me when I attempted to grab Draylah. 
 
    “I ain’t getting the fuck back, nigga! You get back! Don’t put yo’ fucking hands on my girl ever in yo’ muthafuckin’ life,” I hissed, looking him up and down like he’d lost his monkey ass mind.  
 
    Finally, I moved past him, and grabbed Draylah, prying her small hands from Tabitha’s hair. I had no idea this whole time her ass had been wearing wigs until now, where I could see the shit hanging off to the side. I wanted to pop her ass in the mouth myself for lying this whole damn time. A nigga felt bamboozled and betrayed. 
 
    Stephan tended to Tabitha, as another guard I rocked with, Speck, escorted Draylah and I to the room I had reserved for us in seclusion. 
 
    Once inside, I placed Draylah’s wild ass to her feet. 
 
    “I just sucked your dick two damn days ago, and you already have another bitch up here? Look at me! I am fat because of you, and you choose now, to cheat on me and with that bald headed scallywag! Ugh! I hate you!” she ranted as I calmly took a seat on the couch.  
 
    “You done?” 
 
    “No! I found an open condom wrapper in your little hoe area downstairs at your party crib! What was that about? Who did you fuck!” She came and stood over me. 
 
    Smirking and licking my lips, I placed my hands on her hips before moving them up and down her sexy frame. She wasn’t fat at all; same old Draylah with a belly. As my hand went across her stomach, my eyes roamed her pretty face as it stared down at me angrily. 
 
    “Come here.” I pulled her down into my lap, making her straddle me. She had on one of them tight dresses that showed how sexy her figure was even while pregnant. Kissing her collarbone that smelled like her favorite perfume, I whispered, “You mad at me ‘cause you miss me.” 
 
    “No, because you’re a liar and cheater,” she whined softly, as my hands groped her ass, and as my lips continued to glide across her soft skin. 
 
    “Nah, you know I would never fuck around on you. You miss daddy, and that shit got you bugging the fuck out. I miss you too.” I kissed her lips before sucking them. 
 
    She held my face in her delicate hands, as our tongues came in contact. My hands seemed to make moves on their own as they traveled up her sexy thighs, pushing her dress in an upward motion until her bottom half and belly were exposed.  
 
    “Why you got on panties?” I frowned. 
 
    “Because I’m pregnant, Ricky, so I need to wear panties, trust me.” She pulled her dress over her head. “Ricky!” she squealed when I ripped her underwear like a thin ass sheet of paper. 
 
    “Pregnant or not, when I tell you not to wear panties, you don’t wear them muthafuckas. This my pussy, and as long as I don’t have a problem with what’s going on with it, then it don’t fucking matter.” I placed her on her back as she nodded while biting her lip.  
 
    “I wanna be on top, Ricky, I look fat lying down.” 
 
    Chuckling, I shook my head as I stepped out of this weak ass jumpsuit. Climbing between her legs, I replied lowly, “You look beautiful, baby.”  
 
    Her scowl dissipated at the sound of my words, as I placed her legs in the nooks of my arms. The head of my dick poked at her hole, and since I hadn’t hit in a while, I knew it’d be a bit of struggle.  
 
    “Mmm,” her voice gyrated in a soft cry as I forced my dick inside of her, cupping the top of her head gently so that she would take all of me.  
 
    “Shit,” I grumbled, enjoying the fuck out of the way her walls clung to my dick like magnets. “You ‘bout to cum for me already,” I panted, sliding in and out of her snug pussy at a medium pace.  
 
    She trembled lightly, and since I knew she needed a little bit of time, I slowed down my strokes, hitting her deep and in circular motions as I sucked on her lips and chin. I was obsessed with this woman under me.  
 
    Once I felt like she’d recouped, I lifted up some and pounded her pussy feverishly, listening to the sound of her wetness bouncing off the walls. 
 
    “Got damn,” I grumbled, staring down at her as I beat her pussy up. “You love me?” 
 
    “I d—do, Ri—Ricky.” She sniveled before her body froze then jerked.  
 
    Faster, harder, deeper, were the words to describe how I was hitting the pussy right now. A few pumps later, I was busting all inside of her, and she was raining down on me again. I leaned down to kiss her a few times, and then pulled out and helped her sit up. 
 
    “Everything alright in here?” I palmed her belly. 
 
    “Yeah, why do you ask?” She frowned, getting up and grabbing some wipes from her purse. 
 
    “Aye, come here.” I brought her back into me. “Fuck you so damn jumpy for?” 
 
    “No reason,” she replied softly. “I guess I’m just tired, and I have a long drive back home.” 
 
    I stared into her eyes for a few moments, and kissed her neck. Finally, I let her up, and then we both cleaned ourselves before getting dressed. We stood at the door of the room, kissing hungrily for a little bit, and then left out and went our separate ways. She kept looking over her shoulder at me, and I couldn’t do shit but shake my head. I needed to get the fuck up out of here. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A few days later … 
 
    “So how are you doing?” My lawyer Dale removed his suit jacket since the sun was blazing down on us outside. 
 
    “I’m not doing good, nigga. I’m locked the fuck up away from my woman, who is pregnant as fuck. I’ve had to cancel two muthafuckin’ shows and lost almost two million damn dollars over it. How the fuck would you be doing?” I hissed. “Get to the fucking point, my nigga.” 
 
    I wasn’t trying to blow up on this fucking dummy, but what kind of damn question was that? He needed to just say what the fuck he came here to say, and fuck all the damn cushion conversation.  
 
    “Yes, I understand. Well not completely, but I definitely get where you’re coming from.” He lifted his briefcase and showed it to the guard who nodded. He then placed it on the portion of the seat that he wasn’t sitting on, and popped it open as I waited. “Okay, so the judge needs a couple of days to decide on whether or not you get bail still, but I’m riding her on that. As far as the actual investigation, I had a couple of close friends look into it for me and get some information on where the hell all of this came from and how it landed on you.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “Do you know a Atticus Martín?” Dale squinted his eyes as he laced his ashy fingers. 
 
    “No, who the fuck is that?” I frowned, hating that this conversation was like pulling teeth in a sense. 
 
    “Well, he is the lieutenant, and he is the one leading everything. He sent Detective Chuck Jefferson to seek the search warrant, and pretty much started this whole thing up. Are you sure you’ve never dealt with him? Like in the past when you had run-ins with the law?” 
 
    I stared down at the filthy table we were seated at, trying to think, but I didn’t recognize that name at all. And now, the shit was gon’ be fucking with me because I would be wondering what the fuck this Atticus nigga had against me. 
 
    “Nah, I don’t know homie, but look, hit me when you get some information about me getting out of here, bruh, or I’m gon’ have to let yo’ ass go. No muthafuckin’ reason why I should be sitting behind bars for some shit I didn’t do for this long.” 
 
    “Right, Mr. Mont—” 
 
    “Get on it, that’s all I need you to do. Next time I see you, it better because I’m a free man.” I got up and nodded to the guard because I was done with this visit. 
 
    All the damn money I was paying his Oreo ass, and he wasn’t doing shit but bringing me somewhat useless information. Fuck am I gon’ do with a muthafuckin’ name behind bars? He’d better get that shit together before I add his stupid ass to my stomp out list. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Three: Draylah 
 
    A couple days later … 
 
    “Okay, Miss Omari, everything looks great.” My doctor smiled. 
 
    “Thanks.” I began sitting up. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to step out for you to get dressed, and then I will be back in here in a few minutes, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded. 
 
    Once my doctor left, I cleaned up and put my shirt back on, then sat down on the examination bed. I was so tired and beyond stressed, no matter what the hell I did. Ricky being in jail, Lily being alive but calling someone else mommy, her needing blood, my aunt Charlie being ghost; it was all just too damn much. It seemed like I would never catch a break in life. Every time I found happiness, it was always snatched away from me. The only good thing that was seemingly here to stay was in my belly. 
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! 
 
    “Come in!” I shouted to my doctor, before he slipped in wearing a smile, and then closed the door behind himself. 
 
    “What did the father say when you told him it was twins?” He grinned and leaned up against the counter. 
 
    “Umm … I … he doesn’t know. He thinks it’s just the one baby, and I want to keep it that way for now.” I nodded, feeling myself about to cry.  
 
    During my second ultrasound the day after my accident, the doctor found another baby growing; a boy. I wasn’t sure how the other doctors missed it, but they did. Dr. Roth claimed my baby girl was blocking my baby boy, so he wasn’t visible at first.  
 
    I was happy, and I knew Ricky would be too, but I felt like telling him while he was locked up wouldn’t be the right time. I wanted to wait until he came home. 
 
    “I thought you were okay with this, Miss Omari?” 
 
    “No, no, I am. I just … he’s dealing with something right now, and I don’t want to stress him, so I will wait.” 
 
    “I hope not too long, because in some months, they’re gonna be here.” The doctor exhaled. “I know Ricky AK, I’ve heard of him. Isn’t he in jail?” 
 
    “You have? And ye-yes, he is.” I sniffled. 
 
    “My two daughters are obsessed with him, so I have definitely heard of him. They freaked out when I told them he was here and had checked me about you.” The doctor snickered and so did I. “But I think you should tell him. I don’t think it would stress him, I think he’d be happy. He is very much in love with you.” He laughed. 
 
    “I’m surprised you say that, since he kind of went in on you a little bit.” I giggled. 
 
    “Yes he did, but why do you think he did that?” 
 
    It was quiet for a little bit and then I nodded. The doctor and I talked about the babies a little bit more, and then I was free to go. Grabbing my baby name book off the chair in the room, suddenly, a thought came to mind. 
 
    “Oh, Dr. Roth, I need to ask you something.” When he looked to me, I continued. “I wanted to donate blood, and I was wondering if I needed a note from you or something stating—” 
 
    “Donate blood for what, Miss Omari? You’re pregnant, and it’s not allowed.” 
 
    “But even you said blood doubles to help the babies, so if I have extra, why can’t I—” 
 
    “Miss Omari, you cannot donate blood,” he stated with finality. 
 
    “I have to! I need to! You don’t understand! I am going to donate blood, and I don’t care what you say!” 
 
    Putting his hands up to stop me from walking past him, he said, “Even if you went down to give blood, they’d deny you; at least a reputable place would. A pregnant woman is not allowed to donate blood under any circumstances. Now if you tell me why it’s pivotal for you to donate, I can help maybe.” 
 
    “Someone I love very much needs a transfusion really badly. And, the only way she can get it is if I donate, or if someone pays a lot of money that I don’t have.” 
 
    “I see. I will see what I can do, but that’s a hard situation.”  
 
    “Yeah.” I slipped past him and left the doctor’s office to my car. Thankfully, it was fixed now because I missed it. 
 
    Sitting in my vehicle, I dropped my face into my hands and began to sob. I hadn’t seen Lily in six years really, and I already loved her as if I’d raised her. Antonia told me she’d been doing okay so far, but lately, the doctors were saying the transfusion needed to happen and soon. I tried other ways, and the doctors pretty much told me a nice chunk of change or a donation of blood was the only way. I wasn’t broke, but I didn’t have the “donation” they were asking for. 
 
    My phone began ringing, and when I looked down, I saw it was from that San Antonio, Texas number, so I quickly answered. I muted the phone while I sniffled and wiped my eyes, then I spoke up after tapping mute again. 
 
    “Hi, baby.” I tried to sound happy. 
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” Ricky immediately inquired in that sexy raspy voice of his. I missed him so much. 
 
    “Nothing, why?” 
 
    “You sound like you faking right now, and I can hear you sniffling. Fuck is wrong with you, Draylah?”  
 
    “Lily is gonna die, Ricky.” I wailed, not able to hold it in anymore.  
 
    “Wait, what? I thought she was holding up and—” 
 
    “No, she’s not!” I cried. “She’s not anymore, and I can’t give her blood because I’m pregnant. And the doctors don’t even care unless you have money, which is unethical I guess, but if I had that much I would give it.” 
 
    “What hospital is it again?” 
 
    “South Bay Medical.” 
 
    “Aight. I’ll call you tonight. Just relax, Draylah, and stop stressing so much with my baby in you.” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    “Nah, you will,” he replied sternly, turning me on. “I got yo’ back and shit, even from in here. I told you that.” 
 
    “I know.” I half smiled. For a moment I felt better, even in the midst of everything. 
 
    After hanging up with Ricky, my mood was up a little bit, so I had an appetite. I knew he’d be pissed if he found out I wasn’t eating as much, because I was slightly depressed and was rarely hungry. I just knew the doctor would say something today, but by the grace of God, my babies were still okay.  
 
    Babies. I was still shocked that I was having two. And shit, it could be three with the way their asses had fucked up.  
 
    I got something to eat from Panera Bread, and since I didn’t want to go home, I decided to stop by and see Lily. I hadn’t been back since I witnessed her call Antonia ‘mommy,’ but I’d been keeping in contact with Antonia for updates.  
 
    I got my visitor badge and rode the elevator up, carrying a Barbie doll I’d purchased for her a couple days ago. I didn’t know when I’d be able to give it to her when I bought it, but today was gonna be the day. I’d just have to deal with the fact that she saw another woman as her mom and not me. I wanted to throw up at my thoughts. 
 
    “Draylah.” Antonia smiled and rose to her feet upon seeing me. “Wow, your belly is getting there.” 
 
    “Yeah.” My eyes were on Lily who was sitting up and eating some of the hospital food. She looked so pale, and it was obvious why. 
 
    “Hi, Lily, I’m Draylah,” I spoke, trying my hardest to keep my voice steady. 
 
    “Hi, Draylah,” she replied with a wide smile. “How do you know my name?” 
 
    “Uh, well, I know your mother here, and she told me your name,” I lied, feeling like someone had punched me in the stomach. Holding the tears back was so damn hard. 
 
    “Oh. Well nice to meet you, Draylah. You have long hair like me!” 
 
    “Yeah, I do.” I moved closer to her and took a seat nearby, as Antonia sat back in her chair. “I got you something.” I held out the Barbie doll. 
 
    “Wow, thank you! But it isn’t my birthday or anything.” 
 
    “I know. I just wanted to buy you something to play with while you’re in here. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Very tired.” She exhaled. When she looked at me, she reached out and wiped the tear gliding down my face. “Why are you sad?” 
 
    “I’m not sad.” I giggled as Antonia rubbed my back. “I’m just … happy to be here hanging out with you.” 
 
    “People smile when they’re happy, Draylah, not cry.” 
 
    “Well, sometimes, sweetie, people get so happy that they can’t help but to cry. So that’s what’s happening here,” Antonia answered. 
 
    Lily nodded with her mouth in an O shape. 
 
    “Do you have a husband?” she inquired before eating some Jell-O. 
 
    “Lily!” 
 
    “It’s fine.” I chuckled because her little eyes were on my stomach. “No, I don’t have a husband.” 
 
    “So how did you get a baby in your tummy?” 
 
    “Because I have a boyfriend that I love very much, and who loves me. So we got together and made a baby.” I grinned as she nodded. 
 
    “Is he cute? All the boys at my school are ugly and broke.” 
 
    I burst into laughter as Antonia shook her head with a half-smile. 
 
    “Wow, those are some terrible traits. But yes, my boyfriend is cute. Would you like to see a picture?” 
 
    “Yes, please!” 
 
    I went into Instagram and scooted my chair closer so we could sift through Ricky’s pictures together. 
 
    “Wow, and he’s your boyfriend?” Her eyes were wide. 
 
    “What are you saying, I’m ugly?” I frowned playfully, and she began laughing while shaking her head. 
 
    “No! We look alike, me and Draylah, huh, Mommy?” she asked Antonia who nodded. “That man is tall, fine, and looks like he has a loooooot of money. I like him!” Lily nodded as I giggled. She was so grown for her age, just like my mama said I was. My mother said when I was three, I told her a whole story about how I’d gone to the movies with my boyfriend. 
 
    I kept talking with Lily for about an hour longer, until I had to pee, so I stepped out to handle that. On my way back, I saw Avalon typing on her iPhone as usual, on her way to the elevators. That woman stayed on that damn phone, which was probably why she’d mastered not bumping into people even while not looking. 
 
    “Avalon?” 
 
    Popping her head up, she smiled. “Hey, I didn’t know you were here. Visiting Lily?” I didn’t even tell her about Lily or her name, so I wasn’t sure how she knew.  
 
    “Yeah, umm, why are you here?” 
 
    “Oh, I was just dropping a check off, per Ricky’s request. I have to go to a meeting though, sweetie, so have a good rest of the day, okay?” She kissed my cheek and pranced off. “Hello, yes…” She began speaking on her phone as she pressed the elevator button. 
 
    I wanted to ask what the check was for, but the bitch was in such a damn hurry.  
 
    Making my way back towards Lily’s room, I saw her being wheeled out. My worst fear had my heart beating, until she smiled and waved to me. 
 
    “Wh—where is she going?” 
 
    “I’m getting blood, silly!” she answered for the doctors.  
 
    “You found someone?” I quizzed. 
 
    “I guess so. The head doctor just ordered for us to bring her in to have the transfusion performed,” the female nurse spoke up, before she and her counterparts wheeled Lily off. 
 
    I went back into the room smiling, and when I sat down, I grabbed my phone. I wanted to call Ricky because I knew this was his doing. I loved how he handled things, and never let me sweat about shit. That was new for me, along with a lot of other things he did.  
 
    My mama always told me, during her tirades about North, that a man was supposed to provide me protection, security, love, and peace. She always told me North wasn’t that man and would never become that. I laughed at the fact that I actually thought he would be one day. 
 
    “I’m so happy they found a match.” Antonia broke me from my thoughts.  
 
    “Me too.” I half smiled. “Hey, why did you keep her same name? I thought adoptive parents usually changed the child’s name.” 
 
    “Yeah, but Mark and I liked the name Lily, so we just let her keep that and changed the last name.” 
 
    “How did you umm, meet my aunt?” 
 
    “I met her through a website where people who are looking to adopt children sign up. It’s mainly for those who are having a hard time with adoption agencies and are looking for other ways. I saw she had a newborn, and the price was steep, but Mark and I agreed to it because we understood how newborns were hot commodities.” Antonia reminisced as she stared off. “Anyway, she was cool about everything, we cut her the check, and a week later, she had Lily brought to us. I know this is hard to hear, but I promise I didn’t know. I was told you didn’t want Lily and couldn’t raise her. At the time, I was beyond desperate and didn’t think to try and meet you or investigate further.” 
 
    My heart broke listening to this, but something in her statement caught my attention. 
 
    “Charlie didn’t bring Lily to you?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    I nodded and just looked off. This shit got crazier by the minute. 
 
    Lily had her transfusion done, and I stayed with her and Antonia for a little while before leaving. I didn’t want to, but I needed some rest, some food, and to talk to my baby. I couldn’t wait until he called. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    “Perplexing Pegasus” by Rae Sremmurd played loudly at the lounge Bia and I were at. She wanted to come out and have a little fun, and we both wanted to celebrate Lily getting the transfusion she needed. However, since I was pregnant, we settled for a simple lounge in Hollywood. 
 
    The place was nice, though, and pretty turnt to not be a full-on club. The lights were very dark, with deep blue lights shooting all around, and a disco ball spinning above the miniature dance floor area. We had a table, and even though it was the middle of the week, there were a nice amount of people. You had the girls wearing next to nothing, attempting to get chosen, and the dudes flossing with their rent money probably. 
 
    Tonight I kept it simple, with a white tube dress that stopped mid-thigh, and some all-white sandal stilettos. My hair was down, and I had a side part that gave me an Aaliyah swoop on the other side. Bia wore a red short set, with red high-heeled boots, and as usual, her curly hair was wild. 
 
    “Thank you for coming.” Bia kissed my cheek. 
 
    “No problem. It’s better than sitting at home. That’s all I do outside of working and going to class.” 
 
    “Who are you telling? It feels good to get out.” 
 
    “Yes!” I laughed. 
 
    Bia and I danced a bit in our section, and about a couple minutes later, a group of guys came in. The front-runner and I made eye contact, and I knew exactly who he was; Focus. He hadn’t let up on my DM’s, but I didn’t say anything to Ricky because for one, it didn’t matter, and two, my baby would mop the floor with his ass and probably ruin his career. Like a lot of these rappers, Focus was supposedly tough, so getting his ass whooped by Ricky would kill that image. 
 
    “Draylah.” Focus grinned as he and his homies approached our area. “Got damn, baby.” 
 
    “Hey. This is my friend, Bia,” I replied, already wanting him and his dusty ass friends to walk away. 
 
    “Bia. Damn, birds of a feather…” He shook his head at Bia and licked his lips. I had hope that he’d like her instead, but then he turned back to me as his homeboy got up on Bia. “Draylah, when you gon’ stop playing?” Focus sat next to me. 
 
    “Playing about what? I have a man, and a kid too.” I rubbed my belly.  
 
    “Ya man is locked up, and from the sound of things—” 
 
    “From the sound of things, I may have to beat yo’ ass, bruh. Step up off her ‘fore I knock the shit out you,” a familiar voice hissed, and when I looked, Ricky was walking up into our area looking so good that I actually felt the wetness down below.  
 
    Don’t get me wrong, he looked sexy even in that damn jail suit, but seeing him dusted off and spruced up had me horny. He was sporting a crisp white polo, light denim jeans, and some blue and white-checkered, low-top, Old Skool Vans. The scent of his cologne rained down on me as I took him in, watching him smoothly and sexily walk up the stairs with that mean mug. His jewelry was minimal like always, but still something to look at. My baby never flossed too much, even though he definitely could. 
 
    “Oh shit, my bad, AK. I ain’t know—” 
 
    “Lie again, and I’ll crack yo’ shit.” 
 
    Focus took that warning and got his ass out of dodge. Before Ricky could turn to look at me, I hopped up, and he picked me up like it was nothing. We hugged for what seemed like an eternity, and I just closed my eyes tightly while rubbing the back of his head. After what seemed like forever, he let me down, and I reached up to palm the sides of his face just before we kissed passionately.  
 
    “Oh shit, sorry.” I looked down at Bia who was seated, and grinning hard as hell. She stood up to give Ricky a hug, and then sat back down. 
 
    Taking Ricky’s hand in mine, I let him sit down and then I sat in his lap, just as “How Many Drinks?” by Miguel came on. We both loved this song, so of course, I began to lip sync to him as he held me in his lap, with one hand on my belly.  
 
    He was so handsome, the way he was smiling at me while lip syncing the words with me. I couldn’t help it, so I began kissing him as his large hand caressed my stomach. Once the song was over, I turned around and he hugged me from the back, kissing on my neck as I sat in his lap.  
 
    “No thank you,” Bia told the guy trying to get at her for the fifth time. 
 
    “Aye, bruh, take yo’ ass on somewhere. Go beat ya dick in ya mama’s basement like you usually do.” Ricky frowned. “Corny ass muthafucka.” 
 
    The guy sucked his teeth and got up, finally leaving Bia alone. We all laughed when Bia silently thanked Ricky. We chilled for a little longer, but I was way too horny, so we all left about forty-five minutes later.  
 
    As soon as we got home, I led Ricky up the stairs, causing him to laugh at my urgency. Stepping into the bedroom, I dropped his hand when I saw the rose petals everywhere, and some fake candles lit. “Stingy” by Ginuwine was playing, which was a song he’d told me explained exactly how he felt. I remember the first time he’d asked me to listen to it, and the thought made me smile. The tears were already spilling over just that quickly.  
 
    The scenery was so beautiful, and when I turned to face him he was leaning up against the door with a subtle smile. His eyes were low, and when he licked his lips, my clit throbbed a little. 
 
    “Baby, what is this?” 
 
    Silently, he walked to me and sat me down on the bed carefully. He then got down on his knee, as I held my breath a little bit.  
 
    “We’ve been tested plenty of fucking times during the course of this relationship, baby, but I always had faith in what we had. You got me to understand that it was aight to love a woman other than my grandma. I’m happy as a muthafucka that I kept a hold on that shit until I met you, because you’re the only woman who deserves it. And I hoped I’ve proved myself worthy of yours too. So you gon’ marry a nigga or what?” He pulled a ring box from the nightstand drawer next to us, and lifted the top. 
 
    The diamond was big, beautiful, and much more expensive looking than the one he’d given me in Miami. 
 
    “Of course, Ricky.” I whimpered and watched as he slid the ring down on my finger. “How are you out?” 
 
    “Hoe ass judge came to her dusty wig wearing ass senses and let me out on bail. Shit was two million fucking dollars.” 
 
    “Damn. Well I’m happy you’re here. We just have to keep you here.” I smiled as he pecked my belly. “I have something to tell you.” 
 
    “Tell me.” He ran his hands up my thighs, pushing my dress up. He looked up to me while biting his lip, as he grabbed the waistband of my panties and tugged on them. 
 
    “Ricky, we’re having two babies; a girl and a boy.” 
 
    It was quiet as I looked down at him, and he stared up at me with no expression. 
 
    Tossing my panties to the floor, he rose up and began tonguing me down until I was lying back on the bed. 
 
    “I guess you’re happy.” I giggled.  
 
    “Hell fucking yeah.” He groped my thighs roughly and pulled me closer. “I busted a big one and the shit was too much, so now it’s two muthafuckas in there.” 
 
    “Shut up!” I laughed before we resumed kissing. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Three: Bia  
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! 
 
    “Hey, we can head out to the meeting in about ten minutes, is that cool?” Kito peeked his head into my office, and I gave him a smile and nod. 
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    “Alright.” He left back out, leaving the smell of his cologne to travel through the air in my office. 
 
    Speaking of my office, I couldn’t believe I actually had one. Just last year around this time, I was damn near flat broke, walking around a damn tavern half naked. It was no lie when people said your life could change in the blink of an eye, because mine definitely had. I was a lost soul just six or seven months ago, but now I felt like I was finding myself, which made me happy. 
 
    I heard another knock on my door, and I couldn’t quite see who it was since my door was basically an opaque window surrounded by wood.  
 
    “Come in!” I shouted, rising to my feet to put everything I needed for my meeting into my bag. “Oh, Donna.” I smiled.  
 
    Donna was the receptionist here, and kind of everyone’s assistant. We didn’t need much from her, and since it was only four of us in the office, including Guinevere, the load wasn’t too much on her. 
 
    “Hi, Miss George. I just wanted to let you know that someone was here to speak with you. She said her name was Lacie Johnson.” 
 
    I cocked my head because that name definitely sounded familiar, but I couldn’t pinpoint where I’d heard it. They couldn’t possibly be here to talk business, because I hadn’t been here at GM long enough for that name to match up timeframe wise. This was someone from a while ago, I was sure, but I wasn’t really sure how I knew them or where I knew them from. 
 
    “Okay, send her back here, please.” 
 
    “Sure thing.”  
 
    I sat back down, and as I did, I checked my watch, making sure I was still on track for time. I didn’t want to be late to the next meeting Kito and I had because it was a very big deal. We were working with a superstore similar to Target, and if we locked that account down, I would be sure Guinevere wouldn’t hesitate to keep me around.  
 
    “Hello.” Lacie stepped into the room, and still, I didn’t recognize her. She was a pretty girl, but I couldn’t keep my eyes off of the baby bump she was sporting under her dress. From her attire, she appeared to be in the corporate world of some sort, but I wasn’t sure. 
 
    “Hi, Lacie, how can I help you?” I gestured for her to have a seat. 
 
    “I don’t need to sit. I want to make this really quick so that hopefully we have some sort of understanding.” 
 
    Squinting my eyes, I replied, “Okay.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you and Qamar have going on, and honestly, I couldn’t care less, darling. If you love him, fine by me. But what you need to do as a woman is check your nigga about handling his responsibilities. I don’t want a baby by his whack ass just as much as he doesn’t want a baby by me, but it happened, and now he needs to be a man and handle it. From the looks of things, I don’t take you as the type of woman to deal with a man who skips out on his children, but I could be wrong.” 
 
    After a slither of silence, I couldn’t help but to laugh. I was laughing because this was the exact type of drama I knew Qamar would bring to me if I had stuck around like a fool. And secondly, it was funny that this bird thought I wanted her baby daddy or was with him. Lastly, this woman had clearly gotten pregnant while Qamar was messing around with me, which further proved how disgusting and reckless he was. 
 
    “Lacie, I no longer deal with Qamar, and I haven’t for a while. If you’re having trouble convincing him to handle his business, there is nothing I can do for you.” 
 
    Her deep scowl disappeared almost instantaneously as soon as I said I wasn’t with Qamar. She didn’t look happy, though; she looked sad and defeated, almost as if I were her last resort. 
 
    “Are you guys at least friends?” 
 
    “No, we are not.” 
 
    “Okay, well, if you see him or anything, can you let him know he needs to call me. Also tell him that, a certain someone knows.” 
 
    “Just like that?” 
 
    “Just like that.” 
 
    I nodded to say ‘okay,’ and after having an impromptu staring contest, Lacie left my office. I saw I had about five more minutes, so I picked up my office phone and dialed Qamar up. I waited as the line trilled, leaning back in my chair and clutching the phone tightly as if it were his skinny neck. 
 
    “Hello?” he answered. 
 
    “Qamar, this is Bia.” 
 
    “Baby—” 
 
    “I’m gonna make this shit quick, easy, and simple for you. If one of your bitches ever shows up to my job again over some bullshit, I’m gonna kill you and her. Got it?” 
 
    “What? Who showed up to ya job?” 
 
    “Some bitch named Lacie! She came up here, stomach about as big as Santa Claus’, going off on me about your damn baby!” 
 
    “I told her stupid ass I was busy.” 
 
    “Well tell her again, nigga. Keep telling her whatever you want to, but make sure she does not show her face up here again, or anywhere that I frequent. I am not your woman, and even if I were, you’d still need to get it in order, young man.” 
 
    “Aight, I hear you. What you doing later?” 
 
    “Nigga, bye.” 
 
    “Bia—” 
 
    I slammed the phone down, and right as I shot up from my seat, Kito had knocked and stepped in. 
 
    “Hey, it’s probably best we leave now, but if you need a little time, I can wait a little bit for you.” 
 
    “Nope, I’m good to go. Who is driving?” 
 
    “I can.” 
 
    Kito and I left the office, and got into his silver Lexus GS. It smelled of his cologne, which was a nice, pleasant, manly scent.  
 
    “If there is a certain type of music you wanna hear, you can plug your shit up or whatever.” He smiled. 
 
    “No, I’m good. Sometimes a quiet ride is good, especially before a meeting as big as this one.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it?” He pulled out onto the busy streets of downtown. 
 
    “Have you ever had a meeting as big as this one? Or have you usually only stuck with small clients.” 
 
    “I have had them, but usually, Guinevere would have the whole team work it. I’ve never done one this large with just myself and another person.” 
 
    “Oh damn.” I exhaled. 
 
    “But I think we can handle it. You’re smart as hell, and I’m even smarter, so we good.” He turned to me grinning, and I just laughed and shook my head. 
 
    “I may still have a little time left before I get that degree, but trust me, honey, I am definitely smarter.” 
 
    “Aight, we gon’ see. Don’t get up in there sounding like Porky the Pig in front of these people now.” 
 
    “Boy, bye!” 
 
    We chuckled in unison.  
 
    For the rest of the ride, we pretty much talked business; going over what we were gonna say, how we wanted to say it, and what were gonna be our strong points.  
 
    I admit I was nervous as fuck, but the meeting went beyond smooth. Kito was a natural; the way he talked, explained things, and how well he was able to get along with pretty much anybody. He had me and our potential clients smiling hard the whole time, and I loved the way he put me out there to talk on my own while not leaving me completely hanging. I was pretty sure we’d gotten the account, but I didn’t want to jinx it. 
 
    “I think we got that one.” Kito smiled as we stepped off the elevator and started across the parking structure. 
 
    “I hope so, but don’t speak too soon. If you jinx this, I will never forgive you.” 
 
    “Oh, I think you will.” He opened the door of his car for me, and I shot him a smirk before slipping in. 
 
    “I want to ask you something, but before I do, I want to let you know that you’re not obligated to say yes. I am not that guy who acts stupid when he doesn’t get what he wants,” Kito explained once he was in the car. “I’m not gonna go crazy and try to get you fired or anything like that.” He chuckled sexily. That chocolate skin, bright white smile, and those slanted eyes were giving me the blues in a good way. 
 
    “Okay. Shoot.” 
 
    “Since you did so well for a first timer, I was wondering if you’d allow me to take you to dinner tonight. It’s Friday, and we don’t work tomorrow, so I thought it’d be perfect.” 
 
    I lowered my lids with a closed mouth smile, which in turn made him grin. I didn’t know if I was ready to drum something up just yet, since whatever I had with Qamar took its toll on me, but hey, it was just dinner. And Kito didn’t rub me as the type of man to get angry if I told him I didn’t want anything serious, or even semi-serious. 
 
    “Sure, why not.” 
 
    “Cool.” He nodded before cranking up and backing out.  
 
    This would be interesting. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Later that night … 
 
    “Do you have a picture you can send?” Draylah asked, referring to Kito. 
 
    “Girl, no, I wish. He doesn’t use social media and stuff like that. At least I don’t think he does. I searched his name and nothing came up.” 
 
    “Hmm, well he sounds fine as hell.” 
 
    “Fuck you in there whispering to?” I heard Ricky hiss, prompting me to cover my mouth so I could muffle my laughter. “That better be a muthafucka from State Farm.” 
 
    “Ricky!” Draylah laughed. 
 
    I heard some rustling, and then, “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Ricky.” I giggled. 
 
    “Oh,” was all he said before handing the phone back to Draylah.  
 
    Once she got back on, we both doubled over in laughter at Ricky’s crazy ass.  
 
    We talked a little more, and then I got off with her so I could do my makeup. As soon as I finished, I heard my mother talking to someone at the front door. Lately, she’d been doing a little better with getting out of bed and walking around, but the doctors said she had maybe a year and a half left. I tried not to think about it. They wanted to keep her in the hospital but she refused. 
 
    “Ma, who is…” I didn’t finish my sentence when my mother stepped back some, wearing a scowl, because I could see Qamar standing at the door holding his usual peacemaker: flowers. I swear this fool needed to get a new game plan. “It’s fine, Mama, I will get rid of him.” 
 
    “You’d better because I may be ill, but I can still whoop some ass,” she muttered as she walked off towards the kitchen. 
 
    “What’s up?” I said to Qamar. 
 
    “Oh, well first, these are for you.” He reached the flowers out to me. I took a deep breath, staring up into his eyes, and then I took them. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    Furrowing his brows, he asked, “You going somewhere? You got ya makeup on and shit, I see.” 
 
    “Actually, yeah, I’m going on a date tonight, so if you’d be so kind as to let me know what you came here for, I can get back to getting ready.” 
 
    “Right, umm…” I could tell he was thrown off by the fact that I was going on a date, but he honestly shouldn’t have been. How many ways and times did I have to tell him I was finished with him? “I just came to see you pretty much. Can I chill while you get ready?” 
 
    “You want to chill with me while I get ready to go out with another man?” I laughed. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Fine, I guess.” I moved back and held the door open so he could come in. Only reason I was allowing him to was because it was obvious he was on the straight and narrow. He wasn’t high and his mood was normal, so he must have been medicated. 
 
    Qamar followed me back to my bedroom, and I closed the door before sitting back down at my vanity. I needed to put the finishing touches on my makeup. Draylah had done my brows and lashes earlier, and the way she did my brows didn’t call for me to add anything to them. I honestly couldn’t wait until she came out with her own brow products. 
 
    “So uh, who is this nigga you getting all ready for and shit?” 
 
    “A friend, Qamar.” I put my lipstick on. My paychecks were nothing to shake a stick at, so I was able to purchase a new vanity mirror with lights all around it. It felt good to be able to pay bills, the rent, and buy myself things. 
 
    “A friend,” he repeated with a chuckle. “You ain’t ever got this dressed up for my ass.” 
 
    “Where have you taken me, Qamar?” I glanced his way. “You took me on one date, which didn’t call for makeup, and that’s it.” 
 
    “You right.” He exhaled heavily. “Aight, so when can I take you out then? Shit, I can take you somewhere nice too.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because if I go on a date with you, you will assume that means we can be together, and we can’t.” 
 
    “Bia, I have changed, baby, can’t you see that? And I’m going to therapy, and I have a drug counselor to keep me right. The way I was before, that shit ain’t gon’ happen again!” 
 
    “And that’s great, Qamar, but who knows how long that will last? Maybe if you showed that this would be a longtime thing, I would think about it. You have to realize that you’d be starting from scratch. What I felt for you before has vanished completely.” I got up from my vanity. 
 
    “I don’t mind, Bia.” He stood up. “You gon’ see that I got my shit together, and then I’m gon’ take yo’ ass out, and we gon’ build some shit that wasn’t like before.” He took my hands into his as he looked down at me, and I gave him an insincere half smile that he noticed. “What’s that face for?” 
 
    “Nothing, Qamar, that sounds great,” I replied dryly. 
 
    “Nah, tell me.” 
 
    After contemplating for a few moments if I should say anything, I decided to just be honest. 
 
    “I can’t imagine a good future with you, and because of that, I can’t get excited or joyful at the thought of us getting back together.” 
 
    “A good future? Fuck you mean you don’t see a good future?” He dropped my hands. 
 
    “Meaning, when I think about us being married and with kids some years down the line, I don’t see happiness. I see lonely nights for me, you being up one day and down the other, going off about the smallest things, acting like a little boy when you don’t get your way, treating me like shit when you want to, and then trying to use flowers and smooth words as a Band-Aid; the list goes on. It’s actually frightening to think about, Qamar. When I decide to spend the rest of my life with someone, I want it to be with a person that I trust. I don’t expect perfection, but I don’t expect turmoil either.” 
 
    I knew there were plenty of women who married men that seemed great only for them to be horrible. But at least they didn’t know, and entered into something they assumed would be bliss. How foolish would I be to marry a man that I’ve already seen be horrible? At the moment, a relationship with Qamar and I would be ill fated. It began rocky and stayed that way the entire time. Not to mention, I didn’t feel anything for him anymore. 
 
    “Fuck,” he replied and plopped down on my bed.  
 
    “And what you did to Nadine … Qamar, it’s hard for me to even care for you at this point. You can blame it on cocaine or lack of medication or whatever will help you justify your actions, but at the end of the day, you chose to stop taking your medication, and you chose to pretend like you didn’t have a cocaine habit. You didn’t care that you’d done horrible shit to people because of those choices either, you just continued down that path carelessly, thinking you could do whatever the hell you wanted as long as you apologized a week later. And unfortunately, baby, that is not someone I want to be with.”  
 
    I didn’t want to tell him this, but it was the honest to God truth. Right here in this moment, I had no feelings for this man. He used to be able to get me because I saw he was troubled, but not anymore. He was old enough to start taking action, but he decided to be foolish instead. He could be the next bitch’s problem. 
 
    “Bia! I’m Qamar! Aight?” He slapped his chest and looked me up and down. Typical. “You know I could have any bitch I want, but I’m here right now, begging yo’ ass!” 
 
    “And I am telling you not to, Qamar! Do you think telling me you could have any woman you want will change my mind? I’m not saying this to teach you some sort of lesson; I am being honest with you. I don’t want to be with you, Qamar, you don’t make me happy at all! I have nothing to miss about you because 80% of our time together was stressful as hell for me! Weren’t you present through it all?” 
 
    He exhaled. “You right, I—” 
 
    Just then, I heard the doorbell, so I went to get it. I saw it was Kito, looking good as hell out of his business attire. We stood there smiling at one another for a little bit, until I heard Qamar walk up behind me. 
 
    “Oh, is this your brother?” Kito quizzed with a shady grin as Qamar stepped out onto the porch, looking Kito up and down. 
 
    “No, this is a friend, Kito. But come on in. All I have to do is fix my hair really quickly.” I gave Qamar a look as Kito stepped inside. “Goodnight, Qamar.” 
 
    “Goodnight,” he replied stalely as hell as he made his way to his car. He was salty right now. 
 
    “Ex?” Kito laughed as he sat down on the couch, before I closed the door. 
 
    “Kind of, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No worries.” He smiled. 
 
    I finished my hair, and then I introduced Kito to my mother and Taya. They hit it off, which I wasn’t surprised by because that’s just the type of guy Kito was; he literally got along with everyone without being a kiss ass. He was so laid back and easy going, which was a big difference from Qamar. I enjoyed that. 
 
    Kito and I left out, and he took me to this restaurant named The Grill in Beverly Hills, right across from where Niketown used to be. He had a reservation, so we were seated immediately, and then we both ordered Patrón margaritas, and then the steak with jumbo shrimp and lobster mashed potatoes. 
 
    “How is it?” Kito inquired as we scarfed our food down. 
 
    “So good. I don’t think I’ve ever had a steak this tender.” I shook my head before shoving another piece into my mouth. 
 
    “I honestly can’t believe you’re single. It makes me worry a little bit.” Kito squinted his eyes playfully as he sipped his margarita. 
 
    “No, I’m not crazy or anything, so relax.” I laughed. “I just had a broken picker for a minute, but I think it’s fixed now.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” He cheesed sexily.  
 
    “Most definitely.” 
 
    “Cool.” He cut into his steak, and my eyes were glued to his strong arms. I was way too horny, but tonight wasn’t the night. Kito and I were just friends ... just friends.  
 
    “But you’re single too, so should I be worried?” I sipped my margarita. 
 
    “Nah, you shouldn’t be. Honestly, I’ve been in relationships in the past, but I was too focused on work to really put in all that damn effort. My mom and I grew up hella poor, so I’ve always been focused on making sure I had the means to take care of us. Now that shit has come together for me though, I can make that time for a woman.” 
 
    “What’d you do before this?”  
 
    “I uh, was in the street pharmacy business,” he smirked. I knew he was a hood nigga underneath it all, and I can’t say I was mad. 
 
    “Like a dope boy?” 
 
    Squinting his eyes with that sexy smile of his he replied, “A little higher than that, but nothing too crazy.” 
 
    “Excuse me,” I grinned. “Well it’s nice to know you have time for women now. I’m definitely glad I started focusing on my career more. I was way too caught up in something that only brought toxic vibes.” 
 
    “Yeah, Guinevere told me you were having some hard times at home. I’m happy to see shit looking up for you though.” He sipped his drink. “And I’m only here to add to that shit, not take away from it.” 
 
    Smiling, I replied, “I know. I love your vibe.” 
 
    “I fuck with yours a little bit too.” 
 
    “Oh wow, only a little bit?” 
 
    “Yeah, I gotta see what else you about. You can’t just be sexy as fuck and expect to get my heart and some dick.” 
 
    I burst into laughter and then snapped my fingers as if I were bummed. 
 
    “Guess I have to find a new approach.” 
 
    “Most definitely.” He smiled, mocking my words from earlier. 
 
    M.M.M. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Four: Micah 
 
    One week later … 
 
    “Thank you for verifying your information, Mr. Gaines. How can I help you today?” 
 
    “No problem. Uh, I need to close out the joint account, please.” 
 
    “Alright, I can do that for you,” the guy replied, and I heard him typing quickly as hell on his keyboard.  
 
    “And the money in the account, you can just go ahead and transfer that to the checking with just my name on it please.” 
 
    “The money in this account?” 
 
    “Yeah, the money in that account,” I repeated, frowning hard because I didn’t understand what the fuck he didn’t understand. 
 
    “Mr. Gaines, there is less than a dollar in this account, and for transfers, it needs to be a minimum of $10. If you’d like—” 
 
    “Wait, hold up. Less than a dollar? How much is in the fucking account?” I hissed, feeling my damn stomach drop. I kept that account with a minimum of $300,000 just for Isla’s ass to have. It being less than a damn dollar was beyond me at the moment. 
 
    “The exact amount is seventy-three cents, Mr. Gaines. So like I was saying, if you do want that, you’d have to come down and make a withdrawal.” 
 
    Closing my eyes temporarily and taking a deep breath, I replied, “Okay, when umm, when did the money get taken out?” 
 
    “Last week. The other person on the account, Miss Isla Tyree, removed the funds from the account. It was a large sum, so we did have to do some paperwork and place a week hold on the withdrawal, but it was officially removed last Wednesday. Is there a problem?” 
 
    “How the hell did y’all let her do that shit?” 
 
    “Mr. Gaines, this is a joint account. And it says here when it was opened, that Miss Tyree was made the primary, so technically, this is her account with you as an addition.” 
 
    “Are you fucking serious?” I mumbled to myself, running my hands down my face. “Aight, well that was my damn money, so y’all need to get my shit back.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, we cannot do that.” 
 
    “You’d better! She got my damn money!” 
 
    “Mr. Gaines, did you put the money into the account willingly?” his flamboyant ass had the nerve to ask me. I could tell he was one of them smart mouthed ass gay dudes. I never argued with their asses because you couldn’t win. 
 
    “Obviously!” 
 
    “Okay then, there is nothing we can do. Miss Tyree, nor the bank forced you to fund this account, that you knew you were not a primary on. If you need those funds back, I suggest you get with Miss Tyree and attempt to work something out.” 
 
    “Thanks for nothing.” 
 
    “Have a good day, Mr. Gaines,” his smart aleck ass said in a smug way. 
 
    “This some bullshit!” I hollered after hanging up. I shot up off of my bed, and began pacing my bedroom angrily.  
 
    This bitch Isla was doing the fucking most right now. She had me ready to choke her ass, and shit, maybe the only reason I hadn’t was because she was carrying my damn baby. Michael may not have been mine, but the one in her stomach was, so we needed to figure some shit out. 
 
    After calming myself down, I grabbed my keys off my dresser and started down the stairs. I felt my phone ringing in my pocket, and when I retrieved it, I saw it was Kattlyn. Sucking my teeth, I hit decline and shoved my phone back into my pocket. I had no interest in entertaining another Isla. Shit, at least Isla wasn’t a damn professional hoe. I shook my head at the fact that my life had blown up so damn quickly. Just last year, I had a family, and now I barely had a kid. 
 
    The homie Butch let me know that Isla had a photo-shoot for some men’s magazine, so I was about to pop up there. She wouldn’t give me her phone number or address, and when I hit her on Instagram for it, the bitch blocked my ass so quickly that for a minute, I thought the app was just broken. 
 
    The shoot was in Santa Monica, and around this time, the early afternoon, it wasn’t too much traffic. By saying that, I got there in no time. I pulled my Maserati into the back parking lot, and swooped into an empty park before hopping out. 
 
    “MG, how are you?” the security blocking the door smiled. 
 
    “I’m aight. Uh, look, I need to get in there so I can talk to my baby mama. You know Isla.” 
 
    He looked down to check his clipboard and nodded. 
 
    “Yeah, she’s here, but I don’t know if I can let you in. I have to call it in and find out.” He pressed a button on his headgear. 
 
    He was annoying me, but I responded, “Aight, thanks.” 
 
    “No one is answering right now. I’m gonna let you in since we’re cool, but don’t cause any problems.” He opened the door for me. 
 
    “I got you.” I stepped inside of the building, and I could hear rap music playing and smelled weed. The shit was loud as hell; the weed smoke that is. 
 
    I followed the sound of the music into a larger room where there were a lot of workers, including photographers and set people. When I came in, this one guy with a headset had his eyes on me, so I approached him first. 
 
    “Hey uh, where is Isla Tyree?” 
 
    “She’s in the back getting her makeup done, can I help you with something?” the scrawny white dude inquired as he adjusted his clipboard. 
 
    “I need to speak with her.” 
 
    “Okay, well go right through the back. Please don’t take long because she has to be out here in twenty minutes.” 
 
    I made my way out back, and when I spotted the trailer with Isla’s name, I ran a little bit until I got there. I knocked lightly, and after a few seconds, someone came and opened the door. 
 
    “Yes?” Some Black chick frowned down at me. 
 
    “Where is Isla?” 
 
    “She’s in here, why?” The girl frowned harder. “I thought y’all were broken up, so why you here?” 
 
    Who the fuck was she? 
 
    “Just tell her I need to talk, aight?” 
 
    The girl rolled her eyes, and then stepped back in to close the door. I waited, and then she came back and rocked her head to the left to let me know I could come up. I did so, and once inside, I saw Isla getting her makeup done. 
 
    “Can y’all give us like five minutes.” Isla exhaled in an irritated fashion as I sat down on the couch in here. The ladies mumbled some shit, and once gone, Isla turned to me and quizzed, “What?” 
 
    “First off, why you take all that damn money out of my account?” 
 
    “Your account? That was our account, okay? Ain’t my fault you didn’t move fast enough. But thanks, boo, because my personal checking is healthy.” 
 
    I chuckled angrily. 
 
    “Isla, only reason I’m letting you keep that shit is because we have a baby coming—” I stopped talking when she burst into laughter, clapping her hands. “Fuck is so funny?” 
 
    “You, nigga. We don’t have a baby coming, I have a baby coming.” 
 
    “Wait.” I laughed. “You told me that kid was mine, Isla.” 
 
    “Yeah, because at the time, I didn’t want you to know. Shit was shaky with me, but now that I’m in a good place, I can be honest. So no, this one isn’t yours, and neither is Michael.” For a moment, we stared at one another, in silence, before she bucked her eyes and rolled her neck. “Was that all?” 
 
    “Whose fucking kid is it?” 
 
    “Another nigga’s.” 
 
    “You lying! You know yo’ muthafuckin’ ass is lying!” 
 
    “No, nigga, I’m not! The baby is not yours, okay? He was conceived when you went out of town to New Jersey for a few weeks.” 
 
    “How the fuck you even pull this off?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Micah, how did I?” 
 
    “Isla, how the fuck we even get here? I mean, fuck! We’ve been together for years, since before all this shit! How the fuck we get here?” 
 
    Looking off for a couple moments, she shrugged. “I guess what we had lost its spark. I was bored,” she spoke softly as she twiddled her thumbs. She then picked her head up to look me in the eyes. “I guess when you needed structure and guidance you were more fun. I’m young, Micah, and I felt sixty-five years old with you.” 
 
    When I say her words felt like knives, I’m talking them big ass ones that could chop a muthafucka’s head off. For a little bit, I just gaped at her in astonishment and confusion. 
 
    “You felt sixty-five?” I finally spoke up, frowning. “That don’t even make sense! I’m young too, so how the fuck you feel sixty-five with me?” 
 
    “Everything was predictable.” She chuckled, but not in a way that said she found what she was saying to be funny.  
 
    “Be honest for once in yo’ fucking life!” 
 
    “Like we didn’t do anything adventurous! And then you were too bland … I don’t know! I was just bored, okay! And when I tried to have some fun, you were always breathing down my neck, trying to make me act like some sixty-year-old housewife! And you being in the business gave me access to niggas who I found more intriguing!” 
 
    “You a damn lie!” 
 
    “What have we done, Micah? All you did was buy me things and keep me in the house! That’s what our relationship was, and anytime I tried to do anything to spruce things up, you shut it down! I couldn’t look too sexy, I couldn’t even club with you, or go on a vacation—” 
 
    “Fuck you!” I barked. For some reason, what she was saying had me hot as fuck. And seeing the tears in her eyes let me know she honestly felt this way, which infuriated me further. 
 
    “Fuck you, grandpa ass nigga!” 
 
    Standing up, I gritted, “You need to run me my damn money!” 
 
    “Make me.” She stood up as well, getting in my face even though she was shorter than me. 
 
    My eyes bounced over the trailer, and when I spotted her purse, I snatched that shit up. She stood there, letting me rumble through it before I found her wallet. Sifting through it, I found the Wells Fargo card and took it out. 
 
    “Nigga, I took my money to another bank. I’m not that dumb.” 
 
    Throwing the shit to the floor, I hissed, “Have my fucking money in two days or it’s over for yo’ ass.” I pointed in her face before turning my back and leaving out of the trailer, shoving the door open so hard that it bounced back. 
 
    “Yeah, okay,” Isla mumbled. 
 
    I darted across the back lot, through the building, and back out to the parking lot on one hundred. Getting into my car, I slammed the door and shouted at the top of my lungs. Right now I was wishing I had never asked Isla that burning question. My stomach turned repeatedly as her words replayed over and fucking over in my mind. 
 
    Pulling my phone out, I dialed Ricky, happy as fuck that he was out of the pen now. Qamar was cool, but all he wanted to talk about was Bia, and right now I needed to be the one talking. Plus, getting advice from him would be like going to a rehab center ran by a crackhead. 
 
    “Yeah?” Ricky answered. 
 
    “Aye, you busy?” 
 
    “I’m at the studio listening back to a couple tracks. You can come through here if you want.” 
 
    “Aight, on my way.” 
 
    Ricky’s studio was in Hollywood, so it was a nice ways away from where I was. I wanted to get some food, but my appetite was barely there after that bullshit just a minute ago. By the time I’d gotten to the studio, my mood had only worsened because during the whole drive over, I kept repeating Isla’s words in my head. 
 
    “It looks dope in here with the lights low,” I complimented Ricky’s studio as I dapped him up. The lights were down, but the gold sparkles had a glow in the dark effect.  
 
    “I know, right?” 
 
    “Hell yeah.” I eyed the studio. “I could definitely fuck with this shit. I’m gon’ have to record in here one time.” 
 
    Ricky nodded as he leaned back and flamed up a blunt.  
 
    “Fuck you call me for, sounding like a bitch?” He blew out smoke as he looked my way, before turning the music down. 
 
    I sat down while chuckling at his ass.  
 
    Clearing my throat while wiping my face and sighing, I said, “Aight, so I told you how Isla came and had the police take Michael after showing me proof that he wasn’t mine, right?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Today, she told me that the baby she’s pregnant with ain’t mine either.” 
 
    Ricky began coughing hard on the weed smoke as he sat up. 
 
    “Nigga, what?” He turned his lip up in disgust, still choking a little bit. “How the fuck she have two babies on you, muthafucka? What the hell you been doing? Ain’t no fucking way a bitch of mine would be able to pull off some shit like that. Don’t tell me she was hitting it from the back too, my nigga.” 
 
    “Fuck you, aight? Shit, I’m wondering the same thing. I don’t wanna believe this new baby ain’t mine, but she sounded convincing as fuck.” I watched him shake his head like a disappointed older brother. “I mean, how the fuck was I supposed to know everything, man? What, I was supposed to keep up with her period or some shit?” 
 
    “Yes, muthafucka! Whatever the fuck you gotta do, you do that shit! You think I don’t know when Draylah’s period came and went? And shit, as much as I like to fuck, I had to know.” He inhaled on the blunt and held it in. “Shit, soon as that period was a day late and I knew I hadn’t hit, I would have dug a six-foot hole for that bitch in the backyard.” 
 
    I laughed even though, one, I didn’t feel like it, and two, this nigga was dead ass serious. Only Ricky AK would know his woman’s period schedule. I guess you couldn’t pull the wool over this nigga’s eyes unless he was blind. I kept tabs on Isla though, so still, I was perplexed. 
 
    “Well maybe if you had have told me that shit, I would have been up on game.” I chuckled. He just shook his head as he toked on the blunt again. 
 
    “You gotta know yo’ pussy, nigga. I know the way my girl’s pussy feels, tastes, and smells like the back of my muthafuckin’ hand. I know just what to do to make her cum in ten seconds or ten minutes. If any of that shit is different, even a little bit, I’m gon’ know some shit ain’t right. And if she’s fucking you and another nigga, trust that the pussy is gon’ be off in some way. You just gotta be familiar with yo’ shit.” He blew the smoke out, as I let his words seep in. 
 
     “There’s more though.” 
 
    “Bruh.” He shook his head again.  
 
    “So I was at the studio, and I asked Kattlyn to come through. While there, her and Flow kind of got into it, and he blurts out the fact that not only did he hit, but he paid for it. He along with a lot of other niggas, if you catch my drift.” 
 
    “So why he still alive?” Ricky inhaled on his blunt again, with a serious expression. 
 
    “I mean, we got into a fight and shit; I punched his ass.” 
 
    “See, that’s yo’ problem, nigga. The fact that, that muthafucka even had the balls to tell you that shit is a red flag. Nigga don’t respect you for shit.” 
 
    “He probably couldn’t wait to tell me. He’s a hater ass nigga.” 
 
    “Micah, nigga, I bet you the check I’m getting from this performance tomorrow that no nigga Draylah has ever fucked would come tell me some shit like that. Not even Lue, who knows that I know he hit.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement.  
 
    “Well, it doesn’t matter now because I broke up with her ass. I ain’t got time for that bullshit.” I turned to face the mixer in deep thought.  
 
    “I get it, but the nigga disrespected you and at the time, yo’ girl. You should have whooped his muthafuckin’ ass until he was near death at least. I understand you got a soft spot for these females out here, but that shit is starting to spill over into how you come at these niggas too.” 
 
    “I ain’t soft, aight?” 
 
    “You looking like a fucking sponge cake to me,” he replied, making me laugh, even though I didn’t want to. I definitely wasn’t gon’ mention to him the money Isla stole.  
 
    I was silent for a bit, getting myself together before I spoke my next sentence. The shit was still bothering me. 
 
    “And can you believe Isla said she basically felt like an old married couple with me?” 
 
    Ricky burst into laughter. 
 
    “Nigga, I told you to stop only fucking her in the bed. Better start hitting that pussy in public too.” 
 
    “Fuck out of here.” I chuckled. 
 
    “I’m serious. Draylah gets this dick no matter where we at. If I’m ready to fuck, we gon’ fuck. I don’t give a damn if it’s during Thanksgiving dinner with all my elders at the table. They’d better move that fucking turkey, stuffing, and them coin purses so I can stretch that pussy.” 
 
    “Bruh, what the fuck?” I chortled, and he shrugged because we both knew he wasn’t joking.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Four: Virginia 
 
    The next morning … 
 
    I polished off my cup of tea, and then put it in the sink before heading to the bathroom. I brushed, flossed, and rinsed with Listerine, and before I could even pat my mouth dry with a paper towel, someone started beating on my front door. 
 
    “Open up! Police!” a loud female voice boomed from the other side of the door.  
 
    “Okay!” I hollered back, confused as hell on why the damn police was here at my damn condo this early in the morning. “What is going on?” I yanked the door open to see a short white female officer, and a tall Black male officer. 
 
    “We’re here to take a Vigo Camacho into custody,” the Black officer replied, hands at his waist. 
 
    “For what?” My brows dipped. 
 
    “For a hit and run, ma’am. Does he live here? We had a hard time finding out who was responsible, but a witness gave us a license plate recently, and it ran back to this address. Is he here?” the female officer asked. She was a hard-nosed little thing. 
 
    “No, no, he’s not here at the moment. We broke up a little bit ago, and I haven’t seen him since,” I lied. I’d allowed Vigo to come back and stay here, but only because I was worried about him. He definitely wasn’t my man anymore though. 
 
    “Well if he shows up or if you see him anywhere, please give us a call.” The male officer handed me a card. 
 
    “I will.”  
 
    The officers turned to walk away, and I stepped outside just to see if my nosey neighbors were watching. They of course were, but I got the shock of my life when I saw Draylah get out of her car with a confused expression. 
 
    “Miss Omari, we explained that you didn’t need to come here with us. Mr. Camacho isn’t here anyway,” the female officer explained to Draylah, but her eyes were on me. 
 
    “What the hell is going on, Virginia?” Draylah closed her car door and started across the street until she was in front of me. 
 
    The officers looked on with a stumped expression, before finally getting into the patrol car and pulling off. 
 
    “Draylah, let me explain—” 
 
    “You know this muthafucka who hit me?” she grimaced. “Did you know he was the one who hit me?” 
 
    “Yes, and yes, but—” 
 
    “And you didn’t say shit? This whole time I’ve been telling you how the police were looking for him, and so was my insurance company, and you sat there like a fucking weirdo not saying anything!” 
 
    “I know, but I was just conflicted! I didn’t know what to do! Vigo has had some problems, and I didn’t want to add to them just yet. I just didn’t—” 
 
    “He ran a red light, Virginia, and almost killed me and my babies. I get that he’s whatever the hell he is to you, but right is right and wrong is wrong.” 
 
    “Yes, you’re right, but you have to understand me, Draylah. I care about him, and he’s not in his right mind all the time. He drinks a lot. I’m so sorry, though. I don’t want you to think—” 
 
    “I do not care!” Draylah roared so loudly that I jumped back. The anger in her eyes scared the shit out of me. “Do you know what the fuck it was like to think that I was losing another fucking child, because some asshole decided to drink and drive? Huh? No, you fucking don’t! And I’ll tell you another thing, you better hope the police finds that bitch boy before Ricky does, because he’ll be floating down a river if not,” she seethed. “So it’s up to you. Turn his ass in, or deal with him dying.”  
 
    “Draylah!” I called after her as she walked off towards her car. “Draylah, I’m so sorry!” I stood there as she peeled down my street then made a left, and I just sighed. “Shit!” I shouted, but felt someone looking at me.  
 
    Of course Geraldine’s nosey ass was watering her damn grass. When we made eye contact, she immediately looked away, as if she wasn’t eavesdropping the whole time. Rolling my eyes, I turned and went back in the house to try calling Draylah. She didn’t answer not one of the six times, so I gave up for the time being and went to take a shower.  
 
    Once out, I put on my lotion and body oil, then wrapped my towel around my body before opening the bathroom door. 
 
    “Ah!” I screamed when I saw a drunk ass Vigo in the doorway, stumbling into the bathroom. “Vigo! Fuck! You stink!”  
 
    “Man, move, a nigga gotta pee.” He shoved me out the way lightly, and lifted the toilet seat before relieving himself. 
 
    I rushed out and to the bedroom to get dressed, and as I put my heels on, Vigo came in and collapsed on the bed. His mouth was open, letting drool get all on my new silk pillowcases. 
 
    “Vigo, the police came here looking for you.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Because of that damn hit and run, nigga. They have a warrant out for your arrest. Be happy I told them I hadn’t seen you.” 
 
    “Shit, thanks, babe.” He smiled lazily and turned onto his back. “Why you got that sexy shit on for work?” 
 
    “This isn’t sexy, Vigo, relax. And we are not together, remember?” I fixed my short hair in the mirror. I was definitely dressing like a bitch in a Las Vegas club, but I couldn’t help that I wanted to give my fine ass boss something to look at. 
 
    I looked over my shoulder at Vigo to see he was knocked out. It wasn’t long before the nigga began calling hogs with his loud ass snoring. After straightening my little jean shorts and making sure my top was off the shoulders like it should be, I stepped into the living room to call the police. I let them know Vigo was here, and once they told me they were on their way, I headed to work. 
 
    Today, Frisk had to shoot a music video, and I was gonna be there along with his manager, Xander, just to make sure everything went smoothly. Working for Frisk was much more exciting than working for Wonder’s stupid ass, and I guess it was because he had more shit for me to do. 
 
    I parked my car at the warehouse where the video was being shot on green screen, and as I covered my lips in gloss using my rearview mirror, someone knocked on my window scaring the shit out of me. 
 
    “What the fuck,” I mumbled with the roll of my eyes when I saw Wonder standing outside of the car. “Yes?” I turned my car on to roll the window down. 
 
    “Get out, let me talk to you.” 
 
    Exhaling sharply, I grabbed my purse up and got out of the car, hitting the alarm to lock it. 
 
    “Talk, Savian.” 
 
    “I heard you got a job with Frisk. You know that’s the homie and shit, so that’s what you doing now?” 
 
    “What am I doing now, Savian?” I folded my arms and cocked my head. “Working?” 
 
    “It better just be work. I bet not find out you fucking this nigga or it’s gon’ be a problem.” 
 
    “Excuse me? I can do as I please, nigga. You and I are not together; hell, we never were. Go be with your wife, or find a new hoe to fuck on, because it ain’t gonna be me.” I started off but he grabbed my arm and slammed me into my car. 
 
    “I’m not playing with yo’ ass, Virginia!” 
 
    “And I’m not playing with you! Get the fuck off me before I call the police on you, fool!” 
 
    “Baby, come on. Now that the shit is out, you should be happy, right?” 
 
    “Happy? Why would I be happy? It’s not like we can be out in public together, because your image is still important. You still have to appear married, right? Or did that change?” He said nothing; he only smacked his lips and looked off. “Thought so. Excuse me, I have to work.” I switched off, putting a little extra twist in my hips because I wanted him to dread the thought of Frisk seeing all of this.  
 
    Truthfully, I did want Savian back at one point, but as time went on, I really got over it. I wished someone had told me before, but having friends helped you get over shit much easier and quicker. I’d been so busy working and then hanging out with Draylah, Kattlyn, and Bia, that Savian was rarely on my mind. I sighed dejectedly at that thought, because I was praying Draylah didn’t stop being my friend. 
 
    Placing my purse down on the table inside of the warehouse, which was swarming with staff, I took my iPhone out. 
 
    Me: Draylah, I’m sorry. I called the police as soon as he showed up. Please don’t stay mad. 
 
    “Hey, how you doing?” Frisk approached, prompting me to put my phone away and look up at him. 
 
    “I’m good, how are you? Ready to do a video, boss?” I smirked when I saw his eyes drop down over my body after we hugged. 
 
    “Yeah, I am.” He looked off for a minute. “While I do this first scene though, I need you to reply to a couple emails for me. If anything confuses you, just hold off and I’ll answer once I’m done, aight?” 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    I went to sit down, and then got right to going through his emails on the laptop he’d handed me. He had about one hundred of them, so I had plenty to do. For the first fifteen minutes though, I kept seeing the same number text him over and over again. I only caught a glimpse of a couple of them, and they seemed to be from a female. I was tempted to check them so badly, but I knew that was doing way too much. 
 
    About two and a half hours later, it was lunch time, which I’d set up for food to be catered a week ago per Frisk’s request. We both made ourselves a plate, and then sat in his dressing room, just the two of us, to eat. 
 
    “You a good ass assistant, always on yo’ shit.” 
 
    “Thank you. I take my job seriously.” I smiled. He chuckled a little bit, giving me a lustful eye. 
 
    “I like what you got on.” 
 
    “Do you?” My brow raised. I was sitting across from him in a swivel chair, and I had my legs crossed. 
 
    “Yeah, I do. My last assistant looked nothing like you, that’s for sure.” He gulped some of his drink and then placed the cup on the table next to the couch. “Can I ask you something?” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “I heard that you and Wonder used to mess around a little bit. That true?” 
 
    “What? No, he has a wife.” 
 
    “I know that nigga got a wife, but I’m also privy to what kind of marriage them niggas got.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Hell yeah. Their chemistry is nonexistent. You can tell they’re together because they gotta get that paper. Plus, Carla got a little something on the side, between me and you.” 
 
    This nigga Frisk was spilling all kinds of tea for me right now. I even guzzled down some of my drink as I listened. 
 
    “Wow, well like I said, I was not sleeping with him. I just worked for he and his wife, nothing more.” 
 
    “So you’re telling me he wouldn’t mind if I got to know you better?” 
 
    “Umm, no.” I was jumping up and down on the inside, but I played it cool on the outside. 
 
    “Cool, so sometime next week, I wanna take you out. I don’t gotta ask if you gon’ be available since you work for me. I will definitely make sure you get the time off.” He licked his lips, and the thought of sitting on his face entered my mind. 
 
    “Sounds like a plan.” 
 
    I knew I said I wasn’t gonna fuck with my boss again, but I promise this would be the last time… 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Four: Draylah 
 
    “Fuck, Draylah, suck that shit,” Ricky groaned, gripping my hair as I bobbed up and down on his dick. “Shit,” he grumbled in his sexy voice, as my eyes ran up his six-pack. 
 
    This was an unexpected dick sucking session, so here we were in the den, getting it popping. I let his dick hit the back of my throat as I allowed my saliva to completely coat his rod, while twirling my tongue around his head every time I pulled back. After a few more slurps and sucks, he pulled me off of his dick by my hair, and just stared at me with a lust-filled expression. 
 
    “You so fucking nasty, with yo’ pretty ass.” He slowly let his tongue glide across his lips, and like always, I was captivated by how rugged yet handsome he was. “I don’t even know what I wanna fucking do to you yet.” His lids lowered, as his teeth sank into his bottom lip. 
 
    Whenever he got like this, I knew I was in for some hardcore sex. I loved it, but I had somewhere to be. I only came down here to tell him I was leaving, but somehow, he’d finessed me out of some head. 
 
    He gently pulled me up into his lap, and started pushing my dress up while sucking on my neck. His big hands groped my ass cheeks roughly once he had my dress up at my waist, and then he spanked me hard, which had me super wet that quickly.  
 
    When he pulled my panties to the side, I said, “Ricky, no, we can do it when I come back.” 
 
    “No, we gon’ do it right now,” he responded lowly, before sucking my lips while rubbing his dick up against my pussy.  
 
    Lifting me a little, he brought me down onto him slowly but forcefully, until his long thick dick was all the way inside of me. My body trembled when I hit the base of him, and he smiled seductively while moving my body up and down effortlessly. Gripping his broad shoulders, I dug my nails into them once he started to hump upward, tearing my pussy to shreds. 
 
    “Ricky,” I whimpered against his lips before he slipped his tongue into my mouth, steadily pounding my pussy without missing a beat. 
 
    He went faster, deeper, while we kissed nastily, and before I knew it, I had cum three times.  
 
    “Damn,” he growled, before dropping his head to suck on my neck as he held my thighs tightly in his big hands.  
 
    He pummeled me a few more times, and then let loose of his load inside of me. We kissed for a little bit, and then he helped me up off of him. My legs were so damn weak though, so he held tightly onto my arm as he fixed himself in his sweats and then stood up as well. We went to the bathroom downstairs, and undressed before getting into the nice warm shower. 
 
    “You still find me alluring even at my worst,” I half joked as we pecked, letting the double showerhead hit our bodies.  
 
    His showerheads were to the side because he was too tall for the ones that were supposed to hang over you. It was hilarious to see him try to shower when we stayed in hotels. 
 
    “You’re carrying my babies; this is most beautiful I’ve ever seen you.” His large hand graced my belly, making me smile.  
 
    Ricky washed my body, and then his, but I did his back for him. We stole kisses here and there, and by the time we got out, I was so relaxed I had almost forgotten I had somewhere to be. So I brushed my teeth again, quickly made Ricky a sandwich, and then slipped into some maternity tights and a top, before getting ready to leave. 
 
    “I will be back soon, okay?” I peeked into the den to see Ricky playing his stupid Madden video game, while eating his sandwich in between. 
 
    “Aye, where yo’ ass going?” Ricky inquired, eyes focused on the television as he played. 
 
    “I’m going to my aunt’s house. She’s home.” 
 
    “Aight. If you ain’t back here in an hour, Draylah, I’m running up in that shit, guns blazing.” 
 
    Chuckling, I replied, “Thanks, baby. I know you have my back.” I walked over to lean down and give him a kiss, but of course, he started to rub his hand between my legs, as we sucked one another’s lips. “No, Ricky, I have to leave.”  
 
    He let me go, but watched me with a salacious look on his face until I was out of the den. Once outside in my car, I hurriedly pulled out of the driveway, beyond anxious to get to my aunt’s. 
 
    Angie had come through for me and texted me as soon as my aunt Charlie came walking her trifling ass through the door. I wasn’t sure where she’d gone, but her ass had seemingly fallen off the face of the damn Earth, at the same time I’d found out about Lily being alive. It was almost like she could sense that I’d found out, and got the hell out of there. She wasn’t even showing up to Zebra, and once Ricky got out, he had to hire a temporary manager because the girl Charlie had put in charge wasn’t cutting it.  
 
    Pulling up in front my aunt’s place, I parked, blocking the driveway just in case her stupid ass tried to run up out of here. I was a little upset that I wouldn’t be able to do much, because I was very pregnant, and though I hated Charlie, I didn’t want to risk my babies’ lives for her. But best believe her day would come. For now, I wanted answers to questions, like why the hell she did what she did, and even more importantly, where the fuck was my mother. 
 
    Ringing the doorbell, I waited, tapping my foot impatiently until Angie came to answer the door. I quickly slipped in past her, and darted to the back, ignoring Angie speaking to me. I didn’t care about saying hi; I wanted to get to my aunt.  
 
    “Oh!” My aunt Charlie squealed when I burst into her bedroom like I was the police doing a raid. Her eyes widened, and her face scrunched up in confusion when I slammed the door behind me and locked it. “Draylah, what the hell is wrong with you?”  
 
    For a minute, I stayed silent, shooting daggers at her, and trying to see if there was any way I could whoop her ass without bringing danger to my children.  
 
    “I met Antonia Getty.” 
 
    “Great, who is that?” Charlie asked nonchalantly as she dug through her drawer for a t-shirt. 
 
    “You know exactly who she is, and if you don’t stop pretending, I’m gonna break your fucking neck.” 
 
    Looking up from the wooden drawer with a baffled expression, she replied, “Draylah Omari, how dare you talk to me that way! I don’t know who the hell that woman is, and if you’re not gonna come out and tell me, then stop talking about it—” 
 
    “She is the woman you fucking sold my baby to!” I hollered so loudly I swore I felt my twins move. “Don’t fucking sit here and act like you don’t know who she is, bitch!” I growled as I moved towards her, wanting to rip her fucking head off. “The next thing out of your stupid ass mouth better be an explanation, Charlotte, or I swear I am gonna punch your face in.” 
 
      
 
    By this time, we were so close that what I exhaled, she inhaled, and I wasn’t playing around. I could already visualize exactly how I was going to smash her face like a cartoon character if she didn’t quit trying to play me. I hated her so much right in this moment that I was wishing I had allowed Ricky to come so he could knock her ass out with ease. 
 
    “Dray-Draylah, sit down, okay. Sit down—” 
 
    “No. Tell me why the fuck you felt the need to sell my baby.” 
 
    Swallowing hard, she whispered almost, “Draylah, times were very hard at the time, sweetheart; you were there, you remember. We could barely put food on the table for the four of us, and then you had Lily. No one’s checks were enough, and we were about to lose the house, our vehicles, pretty much everything we had if we didn’t move fast.  
 
    I was desperate for money, me and your mother, so we both began looking for ways to you know, umm … make some cash.” She swallowed hard again as I clenched my teeth together to keep from socking her. Licking her dry lips, she continued in a skittish manner. “So, during our search, I ran across this site where people who were desperate to adopt were willing to pay large sums for babies since they couldn’t get a child through adoption agencies.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh.” I felt my heart beating out of my chest almost, so I sat down on her bed to calm my nerves. It didn’t help much, because my legs bounced rapidly as I cupped my knees and exhaled slowly and repeatedly. “Finish!” I barked when I realized that she’d stopped talking. 
 
    “So I told your mother that you know, we uh…” She looked to me then away nervously as she fidgeted. “I told her that we needed to take advantage of that opportunity while Lily was still new. She was worth more at that age, and if we waited too long, not only would her value decrease, but also we’d lose everything.” Charlie stopped when she saw me tearing up. “Draylah, sweetheart—” 
 
    “No! Finish!”  
 
    Running her fingers through her hair, with her eyes closed, she exhaled and added, “But your mother wasn’t willing to go along with it. She thought … she thought I was crazy and basically said no, it wasn’t happening.” 
 
    “So you got rid of her,” I stated instead of asking. The pieces were coming together seamlessly at this point. “How?” 
 
    “Someone snatched Lily when she was putting her in back of the car at the grocery store. And as expected, when your mother saw the person get into a van with Lily, she hopped into her car and umm … she chased after them down a specific path. And uh … there was a diesel truck waiting, and once he saw the kidnapper’s car go past him, he gunned it out and … killed her,” Charlie spoke softly, letting out a tremulous breath. 
 
    Shaking my head as tears began to ski down my face, I asked, “How could you do that to her? To me?” 
 
    “I didn’t want to, Draylah, I swear! I loved your mother; she was my sister for God’s sake! But we needed the money! We needed it to take care of you, Angie, ourselves … and, and, she was getting in the way of that!” 
 
    “So you sell my baby!” I shot up off the bed angrily. “And kill my mother?” my voice trembled right along with my hands because I was in complete shock. 
 
    “You were sixteen fucking years old, Draylah! You did not need a damn baby, okay? You couldn’t pay for shit for that damn child, but just because you wanted her, your mother and I should be forced to support her? I don’t think so! You got along just fine without Lily, I’ll say!”  
 
    WHAM! 
 
    I went for a straight punch, sending that bitch flying into her dresser. She groaned in pain, and gripped her back. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    I backhanded her, causing her to stumble off to the side and palm her face. I kneed her in the stomach, making her gag and then drop to the floor with tears in her eyes.  
 
    WHAM! 
 
    I kicked her in the face like I was trying to get a field goal. Blood covered her mouth and nose, as Angie yelled for me while twisting the locked knob repeatedly. She could hear her mother wailing, but I didn’t care.  
 
    “Draylah!” Angie shouted. “Draylah, open the door!” 
 
    “That was for Lily and me, bitch, and for my mother, I have something much greater for you.” I smirked and rubbed her hair back as she sobbed hysterically. 
 
    Walking off, I unlocked the bedroom door and yanked it open, causing Angie to almost fall on me. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” she screeched when she saw Charlie. “Mama!” Angie rushed to her mother and I just proceeded out. I decided to let her have that time with her mom, because she wouldn’t be here much longer. 
 
    I went straight home from Charlie’s, crying my eyes out the entire time. Hearing that my mother was maliciously murdered hit me hard as hell. I guess a part of me was expecting Charlie to tell me my mom had left town or something, but instead, I got hit with a harsh reality. I should have known my mother wouldn’t just up and leave me behind like that, but I wanted to believe she was alive out there like Lily. 
 
    When I walked into the home I shared with Ricky, I could hear Young Jeezy playing, which meant he was working out. Not wanting to be alone because for some reason I was frightened, I followed the sound of the music.  
 
    Getting to the doorway, I watched Ricky run on the treadmill shirtless, with a pair of compression tights, basketball shorts, socks, and Nike running shoes on his bottom half. Sweat dripped down his sexy, strong, caramel back, making his body look even more like a work of art. The tattoos that decorated his frame gave him that gangsta appeal that I loved. 
 
    Walking further in, I rounded the treadmill so he could see me, and when he did, he used the remote to mute the game he was watching.  
 
    “You had ten minutes before I pulled up on her muthafuckin’ ass.” He grinned and stopped the treadmill. When he saw my facial expression, his smile faded completely as he wiped the sweat off with a towel. “Talk to me.” He sat down on the bed he used to lift weights, and gently grabbed my hand in his to bring me into his lap. 
 
    “She told me everything, and I thought I wanted to know but … I didn’t.” I began to cry, and I didn’t want to right now. Ricky hugged me tightly, rubbing my back. “She killed my mother, Ricky.” I wailed like a child into his chest. I didn’t care about the leftover sweat getting on me. “I was hoping she was alive!” 
 
    “I know, baby.” He caressed my back and kissed my cheek. Finally, he picked my face up off his shoulder and kissed me slowly. Oddly, that calmed me down a little bit. “So what you wanna do? You let me know, and I’m gon’ make it happen.” 
 
    “I…” I shook my head. 
 
    “Draylah, it’s me. It’s just me and you right now, and you know you can tell me whatever you wanna tell me, right?” He raised a brow, and I nodded. “Aight, then, so tell me what you wanna do, and I’m gon’ make that shit happen by any means necessary.” He bore into my eyes. “I know you got a good heart, baby girl, not to mention, I ain’t in a place to judge you. No muthafucka would blame you for wanting what you want, and if they tried, I’d fuck ‘em up.” 
 
    I hesitated for a few moments, but then I remembered this was Ricky. If I wanted anyone to know my true feelings, it’d be him. I knew he had my back, just like I had his, and no matter what happened in life, he and I would always be there for one another. This was the one person I didn’t feel the need to put on for, or fake the funk, so I let the hesitation go. 
 
    “I want her gone,” I finally whispered. 
 
    “Then that’s what the fuck we gon’ do,” he replied instantaneously.  
 
    I scooted my body closer to his as I stayed seated in his lap, and then I cupped the sides of his face before crashing my lips against his. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Four: Qamar 
 
    A couple days later … 
 
    I sat in my therapist’s office, contemplating on whether I should bounce or not. Last time I was here, the bitch pissed me off, trying to blame a bunch of shit on me, and I didn’t agree. I probably would have stopped coming, had Bia not told me her feelings the night of her stupid ass date.  
 
    The shit she said to me had a nigga feeling defeated as fuck. I could tell just from her body language how distanced we were, and how the feelings I had for her were definitely one-sided. The thought made me want to hit a line or two, or call her up and curse her the fuck out, but I knew that would only make shit worse.  
 
    “Good afternoon, Mr. Hampton. How are we feeling today?” 
 
    “I’m good,” I lied, not wanting this bitch to see me sweat. “How you doing?”  
 
    “I’m alright. Been with patients all day, so I’m doing just fine.” She sat down and slipped her glasses onto her wrinkled face. “I love what I do, so being at work usually keeps me in good spirits.” She grabbed her pen and notepad.  
 
    Dr. Rose was an elderly Black bitch who thought she knew every damn thing. But as irritated as I was by her, I was hoping that maybe she could give me some answers on how to either get Bia or get over Bia.  
 
    I ain’t really have nobody else because I wasn’t taking advice from Micah’s bitch ass. Nigga got duped by Isla for years so, shit, he needed therapy too. And then, my mama just kept telling me to leave Bia alone because I had damaged the relationship too much. Lastly would be Ricky, but unfortunately, that nigga had dropped me like a whore’s panties.  
 
    I’d called him on several occasions, texted him, hit his social media, but never got anything. I thought about popping up on him, but I was 100% sure he would whoop my ass, so for now that was a no-go. Honestly, I didn’t really realize how much that nigga meant to me until now … no homo. You get so used to certain shit and certain people that you begin to take shit for granted. But fuck him. 
 
    “Alrighty, Mr. Hampton—” 
 
    “I told you Qamar was fine.” 
 
    “Right.” Dr. Rose nodded. “So, Qamar, how have things been going?” 
 
    “As far as what?” I frowned. 
 
    “Just in general. How has your music been going, your relationships with family, friends, etcetera?” 
 
    For a minute, I just looked at her. What I hated was how smart she was. She knew what to ask and how to ask things, just so it could lead elsewhere. 
 
    “My career is umm … my career ain’t doing too well at the moment.” I sniffled and shrugged it off. 
 
    “And why is that?” 
 
    “Personal things,” I replied shortly.  
 
    Nadine’s family had assault charges filed against me, and once people got wind of the details, shit had been going downhill. To add insult to injury, the hospital was suing me for knocking Nadine’s respirator out of the machine that day I caught Bia in Switch’s lap.  
 
    Because of that shit, I had all kinds of feminists boycotting my shit, along with certain music stores, radio stations, and a lot of other places. A couple of my shows had been cancelled due to too many refunded tickets, and just a bunch of shit that I never thought would happen. I’d been living my life as if I were untouchable, and now it was catching up with me. It seemed unreal. 
 
    “Personal things like what, Qamar?” 
 
    Inhaling sharply, I said, “I did something, and now the bullshit is coming back on me. I know you’ve heard about the shit with Nadine Parrish. A bunch of bullshit from her family is killing me,” I ranted. 
 
    Dr. Rose wrote something down and then squinted her eyes. 
 
    “So, you believe that them filing charges, and in turn that causing you to fail in your career, is bullshit?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do.” 
 
    “I see.” She nodded. “From what I have heard, the young girl almost died at your hands twice. Is that false?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “So if that is true, you don’t think her family deserves to be outraged?” 
 
    “That’s not the fucking point!” I yelled. “She ain’t dead, and they need to be happy about that, aight? Fuck do they expect, I was high as hell! They should feel like shit for doing this to me knowing I’m sick!” 
 
    Dr. Rose nodded calmly despite my demeanor. 
 
    “Last time you were here, Qamar, we talked about emotional blackmail, right?” She raised a brow, pushing up her glasses. 
 
    “Yeah, and it ain’t got nothing to do with me. Look, I’m just here because I need you to tell me what to do so I can get my girl back.” 
 
    “Okay, and who is this girl?” 
 
    “Her name is Bia. And she don’t want me because she doesn’t believe I’ve changed and shit. She thinks that I’m gon’ spiral out in a couple of months. Even though I told her dumb ass that I was fixed. I ain’t tripping off her being a dirty, nasty hoe in the past, so she should forgive me too.” 
 
    “Do you love her?” 
 
    “Yeah, ain’t it obvious? If I didn’t, I wouldn’t have brought her up!” 
 
    “No, it’s not obvious. Actually, it doesn’t seem like you love her at all.” 
 
    “How would you know?” 
 
    “Listen to the way you’ve just described her to me, Qamar. I got dumb, dirty, and hoe as a description.” She lifted a finger as she listed each word. 
 
    “Because I’m angry…” As soon as those three words left my lips, I dropped my face into my hands. “Fuck!” 
 
    “Qamar, a part of being an adult, particularly a man, is not lashing out and throwing tantrums. You are still in a childlike phase.” 
 
    “Nah, I’m not. I’ve been a man for a while now, Dr. Rose. In case you can’t see what’s in front of you.” 
 
    “What makes you a man besides the obvious, like your age?” 
 
    “I got my own house, my own cars, money, and shit … anything else I want. I’m a fucking man.” 
 
    “I see.” She jotted something else down. “Do you think taking your medicine and not doing drugs that affect your medicine, is being a man? What about speaking respectfully to the woman you care about, even when she does something you don’t want her to? Or not physically assaulting a young woman who refused sexual relations with you?” 
 
    “That doesn’t have shit to do with being a man.” 
 
    “So then why doesn’t Bia want to be with you? According to your explanation of a man, you have it all. So what’s the hold up?” 
 
    “Because she’s blaming me for things that were out of my control, aight? And if something happens to me, it’s gon’ be her fucking fault for putting all of this shit on me knowing I was sick. I am sick. When you have what I have, people need to realize that your actions are not your fault!” 
 
    “You mention your illness a lot.” 
 
    “Yeah, because it’s real!” 
 
    Dr. Rose nodded.  
 
    “So back to emotional blackmail, Qamar. The—” 
 
    “I don’ told you—” 
 
    “Listen for a moment. What you’re doing is emotionally blackmailing the people in your life. You manipulate them to do what you want, by making them feel guilty if they don’t comply. For instance, with your friend Ricky that you mentioned last time, you told me in the past you’d said or done things, but he forgave you because you were mentally ill.” 
 
    “So.” 
 
    “To put it simply, Qamar, you use your illness to get what you want. And when the person resists, you say hurtful things or you make them feel bad because of your illness. That feeling of guilt then forces them to go ahead and agree with your requests, which in your case, is wanting their friendship after you’ve wronged them.  
 
    The reason Bia doesn’t want you is for the reasons she explained, but also because she feels trapped when with you. She doesn’t know what it is, but she can feel that while with you, she feels forced in a way; that’s the emotional blackmail. Because it isn’t physical, it’s harder to detect.” Dr. Rose removed her glasses.  
 
    “No, ain’t no way—” 
 
    “Tell me, Qamar, and be honest, because nothing we talk about leaves this room.” She stared at me and I nodded. “All these things you’ve done lately, to Bia, Nadine, Ricky … were you in your right mind when they happened, and just maybe kind of did it anyway?” She pushed her glasses up. “Because let’s be honest. According to your doctor’s notes, you’re mildly bipolar but second level, which just means you get depressed for no reason when not medicated. Yet, your actions reflect those of someone with a more severe case; level one bipolar and maybe with slight schizophrenia. So I’m wondering if maybe it’s not your illness that causes you to lash out, but maybe it’s just … Qamar Hampton. Would you agree?” 
 
    It was dead quiet as I looked this bitch in her eyes intensely. It was almost if she was reading me like a book. I didn’t want to answer, but it was almost like vomit; like my body was forcing me to be honest about the shit. 
 
    “Yes,” I replied lowly as hell.  
 
    “Maybe you’re just naturally a reckless person, who has a mild case of random bouts of depression, yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah…” 
 
    On more occasions than one, I’d chosen to do some shit, knowing I would be able to slide if I said I hadn’t been taking my medicine. It started when I first got diagnosed. Everyone around me, my mom, aunt, and extended family would always mention my illness when I did some fucked up shit. Even when I knew damn well what I’d done happened when I was perfectly fine.  
 
    Over time, I just became careless, knowing that once I dropped that bipolar bomb, people would back off due to their ignorance of what I had exactly. As sick as it may sound, I was actually thankful for my illness because it’d given me so many damn advantages. Granted, I had times where I didn’t take my medicine and I did shit, but it was never anything violent. The things I did off my medication were more like not leaving my room for a week because I was depressed, or recording for twenty-four hours straight with no sleep because my mood was so up. Never anything like what I’d done to Bia, Ricky, or Nadine … that was just … me not giving a fuck. 
 
    There were a lot of times where I was medicated, sober, and lucid, but decided I could do what I wanted. I mean, nothing too bad had ever happened to me, so I didn’t feel the need to give a fuck. I slowed up on it once Ricky and MG started to learn more about my illness, but when I met Bia, I knew she couldn’t, so when around her, I did what the fuck I wanted to, knowing she wouldn’t shake me. And if she tried, I would just make her feel bad for it, so she’d change her mind. Women were always easy for me because I could play on their emotions.  
 
    “You’ve probably been doing reckless things for years with no repercussions, and it just got a little out of hand, huh?” Dr. Rose asked softly, making me comfortable enough to answer truthfully. 
 
    “Yeah, man.” I ran my hand down my face. 
 
    “So the first step, Qamar, is not only working on maturing, meaning not calling this woman you claim to love nasty names when she doesn’t react the way you want. This also means not guilt tripping your friends and people you love, into forgiving you for things you’ve done because you’re technically ill. You reacting angrily every time you don’t get what you want, is what a child does. What happens when a kid doesn’t get a toy that they beg Mommy for?” 
 
    “They throw a tantrum,” I responded begrudgingly. 
 
    “They throw a tantrum, yes. They yell and throw things, hoping it will change their mommy’s mind, and sometimes even say mean things to mommy. That is what you do. You call Bia these names, not because you believe them, but because you’re trying to force her to do what you want her to do, act the way you want her to act, and say what you want her to say when your illness is not enough to convince her. You put Nadine in the hospital because she didn’t do what you wanted in that time, and you said despicable things to a friend you claim is like a brother, because he wouldn’t do what you wanted in that time.” 
 
    “That shit is hard to stop though. That’s just me, and maybe people just need to accept that shit. When you fuck with me, I get violent and disrespectful, and I don’t care who it is! That’s just me!” 
 
    “And look where being you has gotten you, Qamar. You have no woman, you barely have a career left, and the boy you grew up with acts like you don’t exist.  
 
    I think before we can worry about anything else, we need to focus on you being more patient, at least with the people you love. Also, having more respect for them because, at the moment, you have none. I think the only reason you’re not name calling, this Ricky guy, is because of that fight, right?” She smiled, and I laughed subtly. I was still a bit salty about that shit. “So that’s your assignment, okay? Practice patience, respect, and no emotional blackmail.  
 
    Qamar wouldn’t you want people to be around you because they love you and enjoy your company, versus them only being around because they feel sorry for you, or because they would feel an extreme amount of guilt for cutting ties with you?” 
 
    “Definitely,” I whispered. 
 
    “Good. Don’t forget your homework, it’s important.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. That shit would be hard as hell to do, but like she said, it was part of being an adult. If I wanted anybody to take me seriously, I had to grow up. I couldn’t keep losing shit, because in a minute, I was gon’ be back on that white shit, and it was the last thing I needed.  
 
    I left Dr. Rose’s office with a bunch of shit on my mind. I honestly didn’t know if I could pull off that no tantrum shit. For years, it’d been the way I reacted when someone responded to me in a way I didn’t approve of. It made me feel good. 
 
    My phone ringing yanked me from my thoughts, and I looked down to see Lacie’s name. Usually, I would have declined her call, but if I wanted to take this shit serious, I needed to start with her; with my kid, even though I wished deep down that they would somehow disappear. If her ass miscarried somehow, I can’t say I’d be upset, and that was the truth, unfortunately. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I’m at your house, Qamar, we need to talk.” 
 
    “Aight, I’m on my way,” I replied. 
 
    I hung up with Lacie, and then left out the parking lot. I was a little hungry, so I stopped by Chick-fil-A and picked me up something to eat, before heading home. On the way there, my phone rang again, but when I looked at the screen in my car, my stomach dropped. Greezy. 
 
    “Hello?” I answered with hesitation. 
 
    “I’m just calling to let you know that you need to come down to the office sometime this week. We need to figure out what we gon’ do about you.” 
 
    “What you mean?” 
 
    “You’ll know what the fuck I mean when you bring yo’ ass down here. Schedule something with Laura.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    “Bitch ass,” I mumbled. 
 
    When I pulled into my driveway, Lacie got out of her car. She caught me off guard when she removed some luggage from her trunk though. 
 
    “Wait, what’s going on?” I got out of my whip and walked up to her. 
 
    “I need a place to stay for now.” 
 
    “Fuck you mean? You got a house with ya damn husband!” I yelled. 
 
    “I told Greezy the truth, Qamar.” 
 
    “No, no, no, no, no! No you didn’t fucking tell him!” 
 
    “Yeah I did! I am due very soon, and I gave you more than enough time, okay? I have been silent about everything, and dealing with this pregnancy on my own the entire time! You haven’t done a thing to help me, make me feel comfortable, or anything! You even choked me out! I get that you don’t want me, but this is still your child!” Lacie cried. 
 
    “Aight, aight! Take ya shit inside,” I said and watched her grab up one bag before wobbling off. She left the heavy shit out here for me.  
 
    I would be lying if I said I wasn’t shook as fuck right now. I had been telling Lacie to hold off, when in reality, I knew I would never be ready for this shit. I didn’t know what Greezy had planned for a nigga, but I knew I wouldn’t be sleeping peacefully at night for a long while. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Five: Kattlyn 
 
    The next morning … 
 
    Ever since MG had kicked me out, I’d been staying at Draylah’s old house, which was pretty much mine. And since she was living with Ricky, I took over the payments by paying her in cash what was taken from her account.  
 
    Even though I hated being separated from MG, I can’t lie and say I wasn’t enjoying this home to myself. I have never in my life had a whole house to myself, where I could do whatever the hell I wanted. Granted, when Draylah was here, she wasn’t a bug-a-boo, and we’d even gotten comfortable enough to walk around naked in front of one another. However, just having something to myself felt nice. 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned, before tossing the covers off of me and rushing to the bathroom.  
 
    This was the third morning in a row that I’d thrown up, and I was praying like hell that I was just sick with some sort of bug. Deep down, I knew the truth, but to get through the day, I needed to be in a little bit of denial. 
 
    Once I made sure all of it was out, I flushed the toilet, and then washed my hands before brushing my teeth. After flossing and rinsing with mouthwash, I turned on the shower and got in. The hot steamy water felt so good, because lately, my body had been aching for no reason at all. Once done, I put on my lotion, clothes, shoes, a little bit of perfume, and then I was out the door. 
 
    Today would be my first day in culinary school, and even though I didn’t know what to expect, I was excited as hell. To think I would be able to sit in and learn more about something I loved, only excited me. I just prayed I didn’t feel ill the rest of the day, because I needed to be in the best mood for my first day of classes. 
 
    I made it to my school located in downtown Los Angeles about an hour later due to all of the damn traffic. It was literally bumper-to-bumper, so despite me coming from South Central, it took more than a minute. I’d gotten my parking pass online, so after finding a spot near the building I would be in, I was on my way.  
 
    Inside, I expected more of a school feel, but it was more like a building filled with suites. But when I got to my first class, I saw that this was definitely a school environment.  
 
    This course didn’t start for another ten minutes, so only about five people were seated inside when I slipped in and found a seat.               
 
    “Is it alright if I sit here?” Some dude who looked like he was the star quarterback in high school smiled down at me as he gripped the empty chair beside me. Each table in the class had two chairs to it. 
 
    “Sure, I don’t own the place,” I replied, and then turned back to face forward.  
 
    At that moment, I realized I wasn’t really used to conversing casually with regular people. I was so used to being around a certain type of person, that this normal stuff was strange. Everyone I knew was either a pimp, a hoe, a scammer, a celebrity, or connected to a celebrity.  
 
    “You right, but I was just being polite. I know some people don’t like when others sit next to them.” I chuckled lowly just to be nice, but didn’t say anything in response. “I’m Nolan.”  
 
    “Nice.” 
 
    Laughing, he replied, “So you ain’t gon’ tell me your name?”  
 
    Turning to him, I fake smiled. “Kattlyn.”  
 
    He was a nice looking guy with light caramel skin, a fade, and a body that was toned to perfection. It was obvious he took care of himself on the inside as well as the outside. I didn’t know anybody like him. 
 
    “Kattlyn, I like that name. It fits you. I think it’s a pretty sexy name if you ask me.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Just being honest. So you like to cook, huh? I know you have a boyfriend if you’re as beautiful as you are and can cook.” 
 
    “Actually, I’m single. Where is your woman? I’m sure you have a couple that you mess around with. Women love men who can cook and are somewhat attractive.” 
 
    “Oooh.” He put his fist to his mouth and laughed. “Somewhat? I’d like to think I’m a pretty good looking guy, but I’ll take that backhanded compliment, Kattlyn.” 
 
    I giggled at the way he said my name, which in turn made him grin. He had a big ass smile, but I liked it because it seemingly brightened the room and heightened my mood.  
 
    “You’re cool.” 
 
    “So, you like men who cook? Or are you just prepping me for that ugly friend who begs you to find her a man since she can’t on her own.” 
 
    We both laughed together as I shook my head. 
 
    “I’m speaking for women in general, Nolan. We all like a man who can make us a meal sometimes. It’s just sexy to see him move around the kitchen and know what he’s doing at the same time.” 
 
    “Oh, okay, just making sure. I gotta write this shit down.” 
 
    “Do that. And by the way, I don’t have any ugly friends. All of my homegirls are bomb,” I spoke proudly.  
 
    “I believe you. Shit, they gotta be, or it’d be dumb as hell to hang with you. I would never hang out with yo’ ass if I was ugly.” 
 
    “So I’m guessing you don’t hang with any attractive people then?” I raised a brow. 
 
    “Okay, I see how this is gon’ go.” He nodded as we both laughed together. “You the hating ass type.” 
 
    “Good morning, class, how is everyone doing today?” The female professor walked in with a chipper attitude. Nolan and I were still looking at one another with closed mouth smiles, but slowly turned away to answer her. 
 
    For the next hour and fifteen minutes, we pretty much went over what this semester would entail, and how focused we needed to be and all this bullshit. I learned that this class was mostly book work and lectures, but it was attached to a three hour lab class I had three times a week, where we’d actually cook something. I wasn’t sure how I would fare with this class in particular, but I was definitely willing to put in the work. Being an on-the-run hooker/receptionist was tiring. 
 
    “So I have a great idea,” Nolan said as we stood up, getting ready to leave. “You’re gonna love it.” 
 
    “Okay, what is it?” 
 
    “I think that we should go ahead and exchange numbers. Being that we’re classmates and shit, we may need each other,” Nolan explained as we left the class together. 
 
    “Oh please.” I cheesed. Why did this nigga have me smiling so hard? I think it was his energy. 
 
    “I’m serious. It’s beneficial as fuck to have a classmate’s number. So, what do you say? This is a once in a lifetime thing. Once I give my number to someone else, I can’t give it to you.” 
 
    Squinting my eyes as I looked up at him, I finally obliged. After I read my number off to Nolan, he walked me to my car where we kept up small conversation, and then I headed home. I had another class tomorrow, but that wasn’t until the evening since I had to work in the daytime.  
 
    Draylah was cool enough to get another receptionist to work the times I couldn’t, which I was thankful for. I didn’t like for her to do things for me simply because we were friends, but she said she needed an extra anyway. 
 
    I noticed during the drive home that I was really fucking tired, which was odd because I didn’t get tired in the middle of the day. I didn’t know if it was from always having to look over my shoulder or what, but naps had never been a part of my daily. Lately though, I found naps quite intriguing, especially after a meal.  
 
    I stopped to get some chili cheese fries, and then took myself home so I could eat in front of the TV. 
 
    I’d been eating and watching TV for the past hour, and decided to check my phone to see if MG had called me. Of course he hadn’t, which low-key ruined my mood a little bit. I understood he was angry with me but damn, was it that easy for him to just toss me to the side?  
 
    “Fuck.” I felt my stomach grumble, so I put my food down and ran to the bathroom. Making it there just in time, I lifted the toilet top and poured my guts out damn near. Tears escaped my eyes because I hated to throw up, not to mention, I kind of knew the reason behind it. 
 
    After brushing my teeth, I got the pregnancy test I’d purchased yesterday, and then peed on it. I didn’t want to look, so I FaceTimed Draylah so that she could do it for me. 
 
    “Kattlyn, you’re gonna see it when trying to show me,” she laughed. 
 
    “No, I’m gonna stretch my arm out and you tell me what you see, okay?” I bucked my eyes, and she nodded with a smile. 
 
    Inhaling and exhaling sharply, I reached my phone out and hovered over the pregnancy test, then closed my eyes. 
 
    “Okay, I saw it.” 
 
    Yanking the phone back, I stared deeply into the phone screen at Draylah’s blank face. 
 
    “Yo’ ass is pregnant!” Ricky got into the screen. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” Draylah and I shouted together. 
 
    “Ricky, move with your nosey ass!” Draylah fussed, and I could hear her hit him. After a few moments, she came back into the screen but was walking somewhere. 
 
    I wanted to be angry, but it was kind of funny. Draylah looked into the screen at me, shaking her head before we both giggled. 
 
    “It’s fine. Let me call his friend to tell him,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, and I’m sorry. His creepy ass was not there when we first started the call,” she cheesed.  
 
    “I know, it’s fine. See you tomorrow.” 
 
    I hung up with her and dialed MG right after as I sat on the edge of the tub. The phone rang for a while, and just as I pulled the phone from my face, his stupid ass answered. 
 
    “Yeah?”  
 
    “Are you busy?” I asked. 
 
    “Just finished recording so nah, I’m not busy at the moment. What you need?” His voice was calm, which I wasn’t expecting.  
 
    “I was just—” 
 
    “Let me ask you something,” he cut me off. 
 
    “Oh, uh, okay.” 
 
    “When Flow called you out, did you feel my reaction was adequate? Or did you feel like I didn’t defend you?” 
 
    “I mean, I don’t know. I think I was too shocked to even really pay attention to that. But you hit him, so…” 
 
    “Be honest with me.” 
 
    I contemplated if I should speak my thoughts, and just decided to. He’d learned the worst about me, so the only way to go was up from here. 
 
    “I mean, I wish you would have maybe said something to him about talking to me the way he did, but I’m fine.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a little bit.  
 
    “So what did you hit me for again?” He yawned, just before I heard his door close. 
 
    “I wanted to call you because I just found out that I’m pregnant, Micah.” I came right out with it.  
 
    “And?” 
 
    “What the fuck do you mean, ‘and,’ nigga? Ain’t you been fucking me? Don’t ask me no muthafuckin’ ‘and!’” I shot up off the side of the tub with my fist balled. If he’d said that to my face, 100%, I would have decked him. 
 
    “Okay, but it could be mine or Flow’s, or whomever else you was giving ya pussy to behind my back.” 
 
    “First of all, nigga, if you had listened to me when I answered your question, I told your stupid ass that I’d stopped selling myself completely by the time we got together. Plus, I only fucked you raw. Secondly, I fucked your whack ass label mate years ago, so our kid wouldn’t be in my belly if you can do the math. Lastly, I don’t care what the last bitch was like, this is your damn baby and you better figure it the fuck out!” 
 
    “Well I don’t believe it’s mine. So when you have that muthafucka, we can get a DNA and then move on from there.” 
 
    “Oh.” I chuckled. “You think I’m gonna do everything alone, and then once the baby gets here, you can hop in?” 
 
    “You ain’t got a choice.” 
 
    “No, see, that’s where you’re wrong. I’m not like these weak ass simple bitches you’re used to, Mr. Gaines. If you don’t come correct before the baby gets here, another nigga will. And if I have to get another nigga to do your job, best believe he’s going to continue doing that job after birth.” 
 
    “Yeah right. You expect to just call me and tell me you’re pregnant, and I’m just supposed to be aight with it? Nah! I’m tired of you scheming ass females! I’m done with that shit!” 
 
    “That’s fine! If you wanna give Isla the benefit of breaking down a nigga that I thought was a man, then by all means. Fuck you!” 
 
    “Katt—” 
 
    Click. 
 
    If he didn’t want to be in this baby’s life before it was born, then he wasn’t going to be afterwards. I understood he was burned, but he needed to judge that bitch and me separately. Yes, I lied about being a hoe in the past, but I was never unfaithful to his dumb ass. I’d been through worse things, so being a single mother didn’t scare me. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Five: Ricky AK 
 
    Life was pretty good for a nigga. I had a beautiful fiancée, not one but two babies coming, and my career was continuously skyrocketing. Not to mention, my label was coming together as far as the business side; getting the name trademarked, and all that good shit.  
 
    However, the fact that I still had a pending murder charge, and one that would most definitely give me the death penalty or a life sentence, kept me up some nights. Murdering a bum on the street was one thing, but the murder of a damn D.A. was a whole other ballgame. And to add to that, I wasn’t getting much on my mother’s death.  
 
    Niggas were acting like I needed to move on and get over it, and shit, maybe I would have had my grandmother not been acting like it was some big secret. Plus, I think finding out the details and shit would help me deal better. 
 
    It seemed like no matter what a nigga did, I couldn’t keep my Black ass out of jail. Granted, my jail stints in the past were because I was immature as fuck, still trying to be deep in the hood while having a career. But I noticed over the past year, that carelessness had shed a bit because of Draylah.  
 
    My grandmother used to tell me that the right woman could turn the most immature nigga into a man, and I didn’t believe it until now. She also used to always tell Tabitha a man would only do right if he wanted to, and I didn’t believe that shit either until Draylah. Fucking another bitch just didn’t seem right, and I guess that shit was because Draylah was more than my bitch, she was my confidante. We were cool; like homies and shit. And no other female, no matter how bad she was or how wet the pussy was, was worth me losing some rare shit like that. 
 
    I didn’t give a fuck about small shit, only protecting and loving my girl, my music, my bread, and like always, my respect. You fucked with any one of those, and it was no telling what a muthafucka like me was liable to do. 
 
    “Ricky, did you get my cookies?” Draylah entered the bar area that I played video games in sometimes. 
 
    “Yes, baby. I told you they’re in the damn bag on the counter.” 
 
    “You could have just brought them up to me.” 
 
    “You right, my bad.” 
 
    “Don’t say it like that.” She chuckled. “I can tell you’re just trying to get rid of me so you can play that stupid game.” 
 
    “It ain’t stupid, aight? Don’t get fucked up talking about my shit, Draylah. You know I don’t play about my video games,” I warned as she walked over to sit on the couch with me. Looking at her a little bit, I said, “Why you so damn sexy?” 
 
    “I wonder the same thing every day.” 
 
    “And yo’ pussy be so fucking wet now that yo’ ass is pregnant. I mean, the shit would be sopping wet before, but now?” I gave her a look, making her giggle. “Let me eat you out right quick.” I paused the game and turned some to pull on her panties. 
 
    “Ricky.” She stared at me, but when she saw I was serious, her jaw dropped. “Are you serious right now?” she whined as I tossed her underwear. 
 
    “I just wanna make you cum, and taste you. It’s only gon’ take me like a minute and a half at the most.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything because she knew the shit was true. Dropping down, I placed her thighs on my shoulders and began sucking on her clit gently. I snaked my tongue around her opening, and then dragged it slowly up to her bud to flick over it.  
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned softly, staring down at me. We intertwined our fingers as I began to make love to her pussy with my mouth.  
 
    Slow slurps and sucks on her clit always got her pussy beyond juicy. I switched back and forth between dipping my tongue in her hole, and sucking her clit gently. Once I felt her on edge, I locked my mouth onto her clit and sucked the life out of her until she was releasing so hard her voice and body trembled.  
 
    “Told you,” I said lowly, licking her pussy clean damn near. I lifted her shirt to kiss my babies a few times. “Shit, that was what, thirty seconds?” I laughed as I stood up, staring down at her breathing heavily. 
 
    “Fuck you.” She smiled as I helped her up.  
 
    We cleaned up in the bathroom within the room, and then returned to the couch. She tossed her legs over my lap and laid back, as I started the game back up to play.  
 
    “What?” I glanced Draylah’s way briefly because I felt her staring at me. 
 
    Sitting up as much as her belly would allow, she replied, “I love you. And we need to make sure you don’t go back to jail.” 
 
    “Nah, you need to make sure my babies come out beyond good. I’m gon’ make sure I stay out of jail; me and the muthafucka I’m paying.” 
 
    “Good, because if you go, I’m going too. Me and your kids are gon’ set up shop in that cell with you.” She pulled her legs from my lap and sat on her feet. 
 
    “You crazy as fuck.” I laughed, pausing the game. “You’d rather live in jail with me, than stay out here in this plush ass shit?” 
 
    “Yep.” She nodded before kissing me on my neck tattoos. “You can’t fuck me the way you do, talk to me the way you do, and eat my pussy the way you do and expect me not to have it bad for you, Ricky AK,” she spoke in between kisses. “That’s why them last hoes were crazy, but I’m crazier.” She straddled me. 
 
    “That’s why ya damn pussy is so good.” I caressed her belly. “Got a nigga proposing and getting ya name tatted and shit.” She smirked deviously at my words. “But nah, it’s gon’ get handled. Don’t worry about this shit, aight? But if I need something from you, I know you got me.” 
 
    “Just making sure.” 
 
    “Now get yo’ ass off me so I can play my damn game.” I squeezed her sexy thighs. 
 
    She rolled her eyes and climbed off me to lie back down and toss her legs back across my lap. 
 
    Every day, I lost hope with the fact that I would beat this damn case. My lawyer wasn’t coming up with shit, but them detectives seemed to have a good grip on shit. There was no muthafuckin’ way I could go to jail and never raise my kids or be married to Draylah. I wasn’t sure what the fuck I’d have to do, but I was gon’ do that shit. It wasn’t just about me; it was about my fucking family too. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning … 
 
    While in the shower, I thought about all kinds of shit, wondering who hated me enough to do some fucked up shit like this. I knew that detective was behind a lot of it, but someone had in fact killed that damn D.A. and that’s the muthafucka I needed to find.  
 
    After brushing, flossing, and rinsing with Listerine, I made Draylah some breakfast in bed then got dressed. Once in a pair of gray sweats, a wife beater, socks, and slides, I was on my way out. 
 
    That talk last night with Draylah got me to thinking that I needed to be doing my own damn work as well. I wasn’t about to sit around and wait for them niggas to come cuff my ass. Shit, the only reason I wasn’t rotting in the fucking jail was because I was out on a damn two-million-dollar bail. I thanked God that I had that shit as a liquid asset so it didn’t disrupt my life or anything I had going on. I balled out here and there, but I’d been a saver for most of my career just for bullshit like this. 
 
    I pulled up to this home in the hood, and threw my car in park. 
 
    “AK, what’s good?” This dude named Digby stood up when I started up his porch stairs.  
 
    He was a nigga I knew from growing up in the hood, and a lot of times, he would run the streets with me, Kenneth, Dimitri, and Camo. Speaking of that bitch ass nigga, Camo, that’s the reason I was here. That nigga had been praying for my downfall ever since I cut his ass off, so he was first in line on my suspect list. 
 
    “What’s up, Camo here?” I quizzed, shoving my hands down into my sweat pockets.  
 
    “Yeah, man, but how you bee—” 
 
    “I ain’t really here for conversation, my nigga,” I cut Digby off.  
 
    He was aight, but he was a two-faced ass nigga. He would smile all in my face, and talk that shit about whomever I didn’t fuck with, then go do the same with that exact nigga. He was lucky I didn’t kill his ass. 
 
    “I thought we was cool, man.” He reached out to grab me. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    I pushed his ass as soon as our skin made contact, and he fell while still in his chair and hit the ground roughly as hell. 
 
    “Fuck wrong with you, nigga? Don’t you ever in yo’ bum ass life touch me again. And I bet not find out you out here running yo’ trout mouth ass about me to the next nigga, or I swear to God the next time anybody sees you, you’ll be looking like Swiss cheese.” With that said, I left him lying on the porch nursing his head as I entered the house. 
 
    I knew Camo hopped houses a lot, but he stayed here with Digby most times. Ignoring the muthafuckas in the living room, looking like some punk bitches, I made my way to the back bedrooms, bursting into the one that had the door closed. 
 
    “Ah!” some bitch screamed when I yanked her off Camo’s dick by her hair, and let her roll off the bed and hit the floor.  
 
    “Ricky!” Camo yowled, snatching the sheet to cover himself once we made eye contact. 
 
    “Get yo’ ass up, we about to go for a ride, nigga,” I hissed. When I felt that bitch looking at me, I turned to face her, and she hopped up like the floor was on fire and darted out. Musty pussy having ass. This room smelled fucking horrible. 
 
    “Man, what the fuck is this shit about?” Camo quizzed. 
 
    “I’ll be outside waiting.” I left the bedroom and the house, then went to sit in my car that I usually drove when I was just rolling and doing bullshit; my brown 1968 Dodge Charger. I had a blue one too, but that was my nicer one. 
 
    As I sat in my whip, I turned some music on and let it play as I fired up a blunt. Inhaling on it, I held it in my lungs when I felt someone by my car. Looking to my right, I spotted old girl that I’d snatched up inside.  
 
    “How you doing, Ricky?” She smiled seductively, her hands were cupping the door since the window was down. 
 
    “Get yo’ hands off my car. I know you don’t wash them shits if ya pussy smells like onions.”  
 
    “You so crazy.” She laughed. “But my bad, daddy.” 
 
    I took another toke on the blunt, and then looked behind her to see Camo finally coming out the house. I saw him conversing with Digby after he asked what happened to his head. 
 
    HONK! 
 
    I blew my horn to let that nigga know to hurry up. 
 
    “So when you bring Camo back, can I have a little bit of your time? I’m Alisha.” She chuckled for some reason. 
 
    “No, and I don’t care.” 
 
    “You sure? I give the best head in Southern California, Ricky AK.” 
 
    “Must be why I smell a public restroom every time you talk. Back the fuck up from my whip and go brush yo’ damn tongue.” 
 
    Shocked, she stared at me with her mouth agape, before Camo gripped her arm and pulled her back so he could get in my car. 
 
    Once he was in, I sped off with my music loud. 
 
    “You gon’ tell me why—” 
 
    “Don’t talk.” I turned my music up louder, and dipped through the streets of South Central with the windows down. The weed I was smoking on was some good shit, calming me down a little bit.  
 
    “Ricky AK! Oh my gosh!” some thots screamed at the red light I was at, and I just gave them a quick smile before putting the blunt back to my lips and speeding off. 
 
    We drove for about twenty minutes, and finally, I was out of South Central and in a deserted area as planned. 
 
    “Get out,” I told Camo. He hesitated, but then followed me. Once we were in the grass, I said, “I got some murder charges filed against me. You know anything about that?” 
 
    “Uh, nah, man, I don’t.” 
 
    “So you ain’t seen nothing on the news?” I glanced his way. 
 
    “Oh well, yeah.” 
 
    “So why you lie?” I pulled my gun from my waist. 
 
    “I didn’t lie, man, I just forgot. But nah, I don’t know shit about that robbery! I swear to God! I’ve just been trying to chill, and be more laid back. I’ve honestly been wanting to be cool again, so why would I do this to you? Come on, man, you know—” 
 
    “Shut yo’ bitch ass up. Sounding like a damn newborn with all that fucking crying and shit,” I hissed, staring at my gun. Looking down at my gun, shit finally clicked for me. “Get back in the car.” 
 
    Camo followed after me, and once in my car, I sped off, flooring the shit until I got him back to Digby’s. Camo was a free man for now, but if I found out anything, I was killing his ass. I wasn’t gon’ kill him now anyway, even if I wanted to, because too many muthafuckas saw me. Granted, snitching got you murked where I was from, but what good would that retaliation be if I ended up behind bars? This whole shit was to prevent just that. I’ve never been a sloppy ass killer, and I wasn’t gon’ start now. 
 
    After dropping hoe ass Camo back off at that musty ass crib, I sped straight to Bryen’s apartment. Looking at my gun made me think about that baby Glock that was found, and the only nigga I knew that carried one faithfully was Bryen’s bitch ass. If this nigga had set me up, I was murdering his ass. Sorry Grandma. 
 
    I got to Bryen’s apartment, and rushed right up the stairs to his door. I tampered with his knob, and broke into that shit because I wanted to creep up on his ass. But when I stepped inside, some brown-skinned dude in a business shirt and slacks was on the couch watching the game. 
 
    Turning to me with a smile, he said, “Mr. Montana, how are you? Looking for your brother?” He rose to his feet and closed the newspaper he’d been looking at while watching TV. 
 
    “Fuck are you?” I questioned, ignoring his attempt to shake my hand. 
 
    “Lieutenant Atticus Martín.” He folded his arms. “Bryen isn’t here at the moment, and umm… won’t be around until after the case. We have him in witness protection. He’s our key witness in your case.” 
 
    “Ain’t you supposed to keep that a secret?” 
 
    Shrugging, he replied, “Typically, I guess, but I know you’re not dumb enough to kill him after what I just told you.” 
 
    “You right.” I smiled. I was gon’ kill Bryen’s bitch ass if I wanted to, and trust, I’d get away with it; in witness protection or not. 
 
    “In the meantime, care to join me for a beer? Maybe talk a little bit.” 
 
    “Bruh, the only reason I haven’t knocked yo’ fucking head off is because I got enough charges against me. I don’t need another one for beating the brakes off a nigga who ain’t got shit better to do. Go home and fuck ya wife before I get one of the homies to do it.” 
 
    Flaring his nostrils, he pointed his finger. “Little nigga—” 
 
    Laughing, I cut him off. “Don’t do it. I’m crazy,” I warned honestly while shaking my head.  
 
    I was truthfully trying to save this nigga’s life. Yeah, he was willing to do the most to take me down for whatever reason, but he wasn’t willing to get his ass whooped or die for it. My warning apparently worked, because instead of finishing, he just opened the front door, gesturing for me to leave. 
 
    I did leave, and as I drove, I kept running that detective’s name through my head. My grandma calling interrupted my thoughts, and when I answered, it was just her asking me to come see why her dryer wasn’t working. I hated that she always called me for shit like that, as if she couldn’t call someone who did this shit for a living.  
 
    I got to my grandma’s a little bit later, and she was frantic as hell about the damn dryer. 
 
    “Frederick, my clothes are still damp when I take them out! Only time it completely dries is when it’s my bras or something small!” 
 
    “Aight, aight,” I replied as I surveyed it. Looking inside, I saw a dryer sheet was covering the vent, so I sucked my teeth and snatched it off. “This is ya damn problem, Ma.” 
 
    “Oh.” She laughed. “Thanks, baby, you’re so sweet.” I leaned down so she could kiss my cheek. 
 
    “Yeah, aight.”  
 
    I left her washroom and walked past her office, but stopped. Checking over my shoulder to make sure she was still in there, I dipped into the office and went right to her files. She always kept file folders for everyone, ever since I was in like sixth grade. It was her way of keeping our shit organized.  
 
    When I saw one with my mother’s name on it, I grabbed it out and placed it on the desk, opened. Sifting through the documents, I saw a paper from the police department and began to read. The name Atticus Martín stuck out like a sore thumb; he and another person were the leading detectives on my mother’s murder. 
 
    “What are you doing?” my grandmother quizzed. 
 
    “This nigga on this case … he’s on my shit too,” I said as she reached for it. I pulled it from her ass though. “Who the fuck is he? Why is he on this case, and then now, all of sudden is after me? And working with Bryen? Who is this nigga!” I was angry as fuck, but mainly because I was confused. I was a pretty smart nigga, so rarely was I unaware, but when I was, it infuriated me. 
 
    “A detective! Just a damn detective! Frederick Montana, give me that paper back!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “She is my child! I will not let you have it!” 
 
    “And she’s my muthafuckin’ mama! So unless you gon’ give up the fucking details and help me figure some shit out, this fucking paper is mine!” I roared. I ain’t like yelling at my grandma, but she had me fucked up. 
 
    “Frederick, leave this shit alone! Please!” she pleaded as I walked past her, whole file folder in my hands. 
 
    “Nah, fuck that! And I better not find out you had shit to do with this either! If you got some shit to hide, hide it. And whatever the fuck you’ve been hiding, hide it better because I’m coming for every muthafucka that had a hand in this,” I gritted before leaving. 
 
    “Ricky! Frederick, come back here!”  
 
    I ignored her calls as I left the house. I loved my grandma, but if she’d played me, it’d be a problem. I ain’t wanna believe she had something to do with it, but if Draylah’s aunt would have her own sister killed for money, then I couldn’t put shit past anybody. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Five: Jason “Frisk” Hensen 
 
    That same night … 
 
    Me: What you got on? 
 
    V: Why don’t you come find out? 
 
    Me: Oh you putting out now? 
 
    V: Nope, but you can see what I have on. 
 
    Me: Aight bet. 
 
    “Who the fuck have you been texting all damn night, Jason!” this girl I’d been fucking with heavily named Charmaine yelled as she snatched my iPhone. 
 
    “Man, chill, and give me back my shit!” I grabbed it back from her.  
 
    I’d been smashing Charmaine heavily for the past six or something months. We wasn’t in no relationship or nothing like that, but shit was cool. I could fuck her and any other bitch I wanted, but she couldn’t do the same.  
 
    However, lately, it’d just been the two of us. I admit I had slipped up and started giving her that girlfriend treatment, but despite my actions, my words stayed the same; she wasn’t my girl exclusively, only her pussy was.  
 
    “You better not be talking to no bitch! Ever since you got that new assistant and that new record contract, your ass has been acting brand new,” Charmaine ranted, saying the same shit she always said. 
 
    “Ain’t nobody acting brand new. I’m texting about some business with Virginia. That’s all it is between her and me, I promise.” 
 
    “Let me see then, Jason.” Charmaine put her hand out, cute ass face all frowned up. 
 
    Charmaine was bad as hell, with her light bright ass and long brown locs. Her body was stacked, which wasn’t a surprise since I found her ass at Ace of Diamonds, and her pussy was even better. But I wasn’t looking to be tied down just yet, because there were way too many beautiful women in the world for that. By saying that, I needed my freedom to fuck on whomever and whenever. 
 
    “You ain’t looking in my damn phone, Charmaine.” I pocketed it. “Fuck do I have to lie for?” 
 
    “I don’t know, nigga, but you ain’t about to be playing me. I blew up my whole damn life for you, and it better not be for nothing!” 
 
    Oh yeah, Charmaine had a nigga when I met her, her son’s father, but she left his ass for me. He was one of those straight-laced cats, with the nine-to-five job, and an undergrad degree. I ain’t tell her to leave his ass, but I didn’t say not to either. And in my opinion, she clearly wasn’t feeling his ass like that if she would so easily drop him for me.  
 
    But once they broke up, old boy moved to Colorado since the cost of living was cheaper, and took their son. Occasionally, Charmaine would go out there and visit her kid though. 
 
    “Here yo’ ass go with that shit. Chill out, aight?” I stood up before heading upstairs to shower. 
 
    Shit, regardless of what Charmaine was talking about, I was going to see Virginia’s fine ass tonight. I didn’t know what it was about her besides her sexy ass body and beautiful face, but she had me a little thirsty. No female had been able to really capture my attention since Charmaine, but Virginia definitely did.  
 
    In the past, I was never what you called a womanizer in my opinion. I dated here and there, and if I liked something enough, I stuck around. That was all because of this bitch named Haleigh.  
 
    Haleigh and I met when we were in seventh grade, and ever since then, I’d had a little crush on her ass. Nothing came of it because, of course, at that age, niggas weren’t really trying to be in no relationship. It was more of just crushing on different muthafuckas. But when I got to Westchester High School and found out baby girl attended too, it was on.  
 
    I swear, from the first day of school all the way until the last day of senior year, that was my baby. I loved the fuck out of Haleigh’s pretty ass, and would do anything for her. But she obviously didn’t feel the same because she got accepted to Cornell University and ran her ass off to New York simply because her father told her to. His ass hated me because I told him after high school I was gon’ focus on music and not go to college. I was cool peoples until he found out I was taking the rap shit seriously. 
 
    What pissed me off the most was that Haleigh and I had already talked and she’d agreed to go to Cal State Long Beach out here in California so that we could be together, but her ass ended up betraying me. She didn’t even wanna go to Cornell, but she had always been one of them females who hated to disappoint her parents; namely, her weak ass pops. After Haleigh, I really didn’t fuck with relationships; I was on some stick and go shit. 
 
    “Where are you about to go?” Charmaine quizzed when she saw me walk past the living room area dressed up. 
 
    “Studio,” I replied dryly, making sure not a hair was out of place in the mirror in the hallway. 
 
    “Can I come?”  
 
    “Nah, you can’t. It’s gon’ be a bunch of niggas, and I ain’t trying to have them drooling over you and shit,” I lied. My attention had solely become focused on Virginia at the moment, so the thought of niggas looking at Charmaine didn’t bother me too much. 
 
    Charmaine nodded with a smile at my answer; women loved to think a nigga was jealous, so that’s why I always used excuses like that. Long as she felt you cared enough to act a fool over her, she was good. 
 
    I hopped into my BMW 7 Series, and whipped out the driveway of my crib in West Hollywood. I was coming up, but my money wasn’t as mature yet to be living like the rest of the Head Honcho niggas, outside of Butch and Flow. But I’d be there soon, and I couldn’t wait.  
 
    I made it to Virginia’s condo and parked in the driveway behind her whip. Pulling out my phone, I texted her to let her know I had arrived, and then waited until I saw a shadow come near her front window. Her crib was pretty aight looking, and I was surprised because I’d expected her to be living more lavishly and getting more bread from Ricky AK’s deejay. 
 
    “Hey, are you hungry?” Virginia smiled once I got to her door. I snaked my arm around her small waist and pulled her in for a sensual hug. 
 
    “It depends on what you got for me.” I licked my lips and then slipped past her as she smiled. 
 
    “It’s just spaghetti, but I make the best on the West Coast.” 
 
    “Oh, word?” I asked, letting my eyes survey her living room before sitting down. Upon my eye search, I spotted an Xbox, which prompted me to ask, “This ya game system?” I mean, I knew a few females who played video games, but Virginia didn’t rub me as that type. 
 
    “Oh.” She entered the living room with two plates. “That’s my ex’s game system. How much do you think I can get for it?” She sat next to me as she placed the food on the coffee table.  
 
    “Damn, you gon’ sell his shit? What he do to you?” I was a little salty knowing she had an ex that she’d clearly just broken up with. Usually, that shit meant that he could easily come slithering back, and I was too into this girl to let that happen at the moment. 
 
    “Too much. We dated for a while and he had a bad drinking problem that just got worse and worse. Of course, with drinking comes crazy behavior and all that. It was just a bad relationship from day one, and we should have been broken up years ago.” 
 
    I finished chewing my food as I looked her up and down, watching her twirl the spaghetti on her fork. She was right; this shit was the best I’d ever had. 
 
    “Where he at now?” 
 
    “He’s in jail for a hit and run. He’s awaiting some sort of trial I guess, I don’t know. I have no idea what’s going on with him, and I really don’t care.” 
 
    “Good,” I replied before we laughed in unison. 
 
    “So have you ever been in a relationship, or have you just been riding the wave like most of these L.A. niggas who are trash?” 
 
    Laughing, I questioned, “Why are L.A. niggas trash?” 
 
    “Because they’re either psycho as hell or a fuck boy who is pretending to be great but really got five kids and a wife hidden somewhere.” She shoved some more food into her mouth as I chortled. “Answer the question though.” She covered her mouth as she spoke. 
 
    “Well, first off, I’m neither one of those, and secondly, nah, I’ve never been in a relationship,” I lied. No need to bring up Haleigh because that was damn years ago. I hated talking about that shit anyway. And Charmaine didn’t count. 
 
    “Wow, I don’t know how to feel about that.” 
 
    “I mean, that’s why you just gotta chill and let things flow. If it works out, it works out, you know?” 
 
    Virginia squinted her eyes as she placed her wine glass to her lips. She was so damn pretty, making me bite down on my lip as I watched her. 
 
    “Okay, well, before this goes any further, we should get some things straight.” She cleared her throat. “I’m not looking for a fuck buddy, a guy to lead me on for a couple years, or anything of the sort. I want a relationship, one that is gonna build overtime. So if that’s not really something you’re interested in then…” 
 
    She’d caught my ass off guard like a muthafucka. In all my years of dating, I’d never had a woman say that shit to me. Usually women played it cool, and just sat back to see where shit went. But I guess Virginia wasn’t on that tip. 
 
    “So if I say I’m just trying to have fun, then what?” 
 
    “Then I will thank you for your time, and continue being just your assistant,” she replied honestly, forking her noodles.  
 
    For a minute, I just looked at the side of her face. I could have gotten up and left, but I hadn’t hit yet, and she was cool to be around outside of work, so I wasn’t ready to let shit go just yet. 
 
    “Oh, aight, I was just checking. But nah, I’m looking for something too. I just ain’t found nothing real, so I’ve been just doing my thing.” I resumed eating the good ass spaghetti. 
 
    “Sounds good then.” 
 
    After we finished eating, we left out to the community Jacuzzi that was attached to her condo, and got in. I hadn’t brought anything to get wet in, but my boxers would have to do. No way was I about to pass up the chance of being in the hot tub with Virginia’s fine ass. Soon as she walked out the room in that thong bathing suit, I was all in.  
 
    Once in the water, Virginia moved towards me slowly with a seductive smile on her face. Taking her hand in mine, I pulled her the rest of the way and had her straddle my lap. 
 
    “I want you to be in my video,” I admitted. 
 
    “Is that normal? I’m your assistant.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re just my assistant now? I thought we were working on something, getting to know one another outside of the work shit.” I let my hands grace her plump ass, as I took in her light golden face covered in freckles. She must have usually worn makeup or some shit, because certain days they wouldn’t be visible. 
 
    “No, we are. I just thought that’d be weird, but of course I’ll be in your video.” She smiled down in my face.  
 
    Our lips came closer together, and when I tried to kiss her she moved a tiny bit, which she thought was funny. Finally, we began kissing and shit, as my hands rubbed up and down her back while in the hot water. My hands traveled further, until I was at the waistband of her panties. 
 
    “Nope.” Virginia grabbed my hands just before they were about to go down and squeeze her ass. She had on a thong, so I was able to grip her shit anyway though. 
 
    For the rest of the night, we chilled in the hot tub, and only got out to smoke a little bit, before she sent my ass home. I just knew I had the upper hand with this shit and was about to get some pussy, but I guess not.  
 
    When I got home, I crept my ass through the front door before putting the alarm on. I then made my way slowly up the stairs and into my bedroom so I could get some fresh boxers and shower, but before I could even close the drawer back, Charmaine had turned the lamp on. I dropped my head back in frustration, not in the mood for any of this bullshit. 
 
    “About to shower?” she asked skeptically, and I could hear her ass getting out of the bed. “Because I can’t see why you’d need to shower if all you’ve been doing is recording.” 
 
    “Charmaine.” I turned to face her. “Stop with all this shit when you know we ain’t exclusive.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” She bucked her eyes, and immediately, I regretted my words. I was tired as hell, and because Virginia had gotten me so damn horny, I kind of wanted some pussy from Charmaine. That shit didn’t seem like it was gon’ happen now that I wanted to talk shit. 
 
    “Nothing. I’m about to shower. Take yo’ ass back to bed.” 
 
    “Shower because you’ve been in another bitch?” She followed me into the bathroom and started to loosen my jeans, in which she saw I had no boxers on since they’d gotten wet. “Where are your boxers, Jason?” 
 
    I rubbed down my face.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “So unless you’re fucking the niggas at the studio, you need to have an explanation as to why ya boxers are gone!” 
 
    “Look! Shut yo’ ass up, aight? I’m fucking tired! I’ve been recording all damn night, and unless you gon’ suck my dick right now to ease my mind, take yo’ stupid ass back to bed!” I barked, and like always, the waterworks came.  
 
    I didn’t give a fuck tonight though. This bullshit with Charmaine always acting like she was my bitch was getting old. Yeah, it was my fault for treating her as such, but like I said, the fact remains that she wasn’t. And lately, Virginia was where it was at, so Charmaine would be getting her walking papers soon. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Five: Bia 
 
    A few days later … 
 
    “So the movies tomorrow night, right?” Kito bit his plump bottom lip as he stood in the doorway of my office.  
 
    He was so damn handsome that I just smiled at what I saw. My favorite attributes of his were that buttery smooth chocolate skin and those slanted brown eyes. I swear he was an exact replica of Trevante Rhodes, just taller. I was proud of myself for actually not giving him any pussy so far, because Lord knows I wanted to.  
 
    “That’s right.” I giggled. 
 
    We stared at one another, making it very obvious what we wanted to do, before Kito backed out and closed my door.  
 
    We had to keep this relationship on the low while at work because we knew Guinevere would not approve. She told me specifically that she wasn’t a fan of at work relationships because once they went sour, so did the business. I understood where she was coming from, but neither Kito or me were those types of people. If we did decide to stop pursuing things, I was sure we could do it amicably.  
 
    It was my lunch break at the moment, so I was gonna go to Draylah’s brow bar and eat with her and Kattlyn. Virginia hadn’t been around much, and that was because her ass decided to have the back of the man who’d hit Draylah. I got that she had history with him, but clearly the boy needed help, and jail is probably what he needs. Not to mention, if he hadn’t have gotten arrested, I was 100% sure Ricky would have killed him. 
 
    I got to the brow bar about ten minutes later, and when I walked in, I spoke to Koya and Yavanna before going to the back where Draylah’s office was.  
 
    “Finally.” Draylah rose up from behind her desk and came around to hug me.  
 
    “I know, it was a little bit of traffic,” I replied, before leaning down to hug Kattlyn.  
 
    I was about to sit down, but Draylah stopped me. “No, please do a spin in this working woman fit.” She chuckled along with Kattlyn. 
 
    “Damn, girl, no wonder you got your sexy ass co-worker checking for you,” Kattlyn commented with a smile. 
 
    “Not even.” I laughed. “He’s not like that. I mean, he definitely likes what he sees, but it’s a little deeper than that.” I sat down on the butter leather couch along with them, as Kattlyn took out the Cuban cuisine she’d cooked for us. 
 
    “And Qamar met him, right?” Draylah inquired, piling food onto her plate. She was so cute with that belly, and I couldn’t believe she was gonna have two babies.  
 
    “Yes, he did by accident. Of all the nights he pops up, he stops by on the night of my and Kito’s first date.” I rolled my eyes. “But he didn’t cause a ruckus or anything, thankfully. I was not trying to see Qamar in another fight. And Kito might have fucked him up.” I laughed. 
 
    “You think so?” Kattlyn covered her mouth as she chewed. 
 
    “I don’t know.” I shrugged. “Kito works out and shit, and we know Qamar’s ass doesn’t.” 
 
    The three of us burst into laughter, which seemed to last for ten minutes, before getting back to eating our food. Lunch seemed short as hell, which always happened when I ate with my girls or with Kito. It seemed as if it was only a couple minutes long. Before I left though, I got my brows done. 
 
    I got back to work, and for the next couple of hours, I just went over some stuff for the latest client Kito and I had secured. We’d gotten the superstore account, and I wanted to make sure I did a good job and found the perfect way to market them. I’d gotten brownie points for securing them, but I wanted more points for actually doing right by them. This would catapult my career for sure, and I was more than ready. I’d have my degree in a few weeks, so everything was seemingly falling into place. 
 
    “Hey, you gonna stay here? I’m heading home.” Kito peeked into my office. 
 
    “Bye, y’all!” this girl from Alabama named Marjorie shouted in her thick country accent. 
 
    “Bye!” Kito and I replied simultaneously, mocking her accent like we always did. She just laughed as she left the suite. 
 
    “Umm, yeah, I am gonna stay a little bit. I have to do a little more demographic research, so I should be gone in about an hour.” 
 
    “Want me to stick around? It’s already 8 p.m.” 
 
    “No, I think I’m fine. Thank you though,” I replied softly, smiling like a little schoolgirl. 
 
    “Aight, don’t work too hard, beautiful.” Kito came all the way in and kissed my lips gently, making my clit throb a little.  
 
    I watched him walk out, and as soon as he closed my door, I exhaled heavily with my hand on my chest. Even the way he walked was fine as hell. I loved the confidence he had, his intelligence, how stable he was, and how none of that made him an arrogant asshole that looked down on me, despite him knowing about Switch.  
 
    An hour later, I was beat, so I shutdown my computer and packed up my things before leaving out. I locked up my office as well as the suite, and then made my way down to the employee lot. As I neared my car, I noticed a man leaning on my trunk, smiling as if we were long lost lovers reunited or something. He was dressed like a roughneck, but a rich one from all the jewelry he was wearing. 
 
    “Ex—excuse me,” I stammered, scared as hell. I knew he had a gun on him; it was obvious. And I was so mad I hadn’t let Kito stay with me.  
 
    “Bia George?” he asked with a wide grin, even though I was sure he knew exactly who I was. He got up off the car, and I saw he was pretty tall. He was a normal looking dude; brown skinned, short fade, and minimal facial hair. He was nothing spectacular, but he wasn’t ugly. 
 
    “Can I help you with something?” I tried to sound a little bold, but I was scared as hell.  
 
    “Yeah, I need to get in contact with ya boyfriend. He’s been dodging me. He knows he owes me some money and he took his ass to rehab with no warning.” 
 
    Qamar. 
 
    “Okay, well for one, if you’re speaking of who I think, that is not my boyfriend. Secondly, he really didn’t go to rehab willingly.” 
 
    “Whatever. Where is he?” The guy got up close to me, and his cologne was so strong. Nigga had on about six jackets like he was from New York or something. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Look, bitch!” He grabbed me up my blouse collar. “I’m not into these fucking games you and that basehead are trying to play. Just like you got a boss, I got a boss I have to report to, so if I don’t get my fucking money, somebody is gon’ die.” 
 
    “I told you I don’t know!” I shouted with a shaky voice, just as some bright headlights damn near blinded us as a car whipped into the parking lot.  
 
    “Aye nigga, let her go!” Kito barked, hopping out from his car.  
 
    The man looked over his shoulder to see who was talking, as he kept his grip on my blouse. He dropped me as Kito rushed him, punching him in the face. To my surprise, the dealer didn’t throw a punch back, he just looked at Kito, tapped his lip to see the blood, and then chuckled.  
 
    “Tell that bitch to have my money or it’s a wrap for you and him,” was all he said before turning his back to Kito and me, then walking off. 
 
    “You aight?” Kito took me into his arms and hugged me against his chest. I locked my arms around his torso and closed my eyes so I could calm down. I was so scared for my life just a minute ago. “It’s aight, Bia.” Kito rubbed up and down my back. “You know who that nigga was? I’m 100% sure that muthafucka was a drug dealer.” 
 
    “Yeah, he was,” I whimpered. “I’m fine, but thank you.” I leaned my head back to look up at him.  
 
    Kito leaned down some until our lips touched, and we kissed for a little bit before he finally let me go. I wanted to fuck him right in that lot because I was so turned on due to my already budding attraction to him, and the fact that he’d saved me. And I knew he was good in bed, just by the way he talked to me and the way he touched me even when not trying to be sexual. But I refrained because it was way too early. We’d only been talking for a little over a month, and these days, I wanted to pace myself. 
 
    Kito walked me to my car, and then once I unlocked it, he opened my passenger door for me. I tossed my arms around his neck, and he locked his strong arms around my body. I was so surprised yet turned on when his large hands went down some and grasped my ass. He applied the perfect amount of pressure, causing me to moan. 
 
    Chuckling, he asked, “You good?” 
 
    “Fuck you, goodnight.” I got into my car, feeling the wetness in the seat of my panties. He just laughed and closed my door for me. 
 
    I left my job, and I planned to go home, but decided to stop by Qamar’s house. I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but he needed to alert the presses that he and I were no longer. This was the second time someone pressed me at my job about him, and I was not feeling it. It was not only annoying, but it made me look bad and was dangerous. 
 
    BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! 
 
    Once I got to Qamar’s, I hopped out the car and rushed to his door before beating on it. I rang the doorbell in between, because I wanted to make sure his ass heard me. 
 
    “What!” The same woman who was pregnant by him, Lacie, yanked the door open. “Oh you, what’s up?” She tightened her silk robe. I admit, I was surprised as hell to see her here, but then again, nothing Qamar did amazed me anymore. And at least he was seemingly handling his business. 
 
    “Where is—” 
 
    “Bia.” Qamar came up behind Lacie. “Aye, I got it,” he told her, and then turned back to me with a look of concern. “You aight, ba—” he stopped when I put my hand up. 
 
    “Look, some nigga came to my job, and snatched me up over some money you owe him. You—” 
 
    “Bia—” 
 
    “No, you need to let all your people know, including your baby mama, that I am not with your ass anymore! All of your fucking drama, wrap it the fuck up and keep it away from me, you got it?” 
 
    At this point, Qamar was like a fucking bug that I couldn’t get rid of; a stubborn stain in my shirt. 
 
    “Who the fuck snatched you up?” He stepped outside. 
 
    “Your fucking drug dealer! He wants his money! Get it to him so he can leave me alone, okay?” I turned to walk away, and Qamar grabbed my arm, which I yanked. 
 
    “Baby, I’m sorry. I been meaning to get—” 
 
    “I don’t care, I really don’t. Just keep your people away from me, and especially away from my job.” 
 
    “I got you.” He nodded. 
 
    I went back to my car and when I got in, he was still standing in the driveway. I heard Lacie call his name, but he ignored her, watching me until I had reversed and pulled off. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next afternoon … 
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! 
 
    “Come in!” I shouted. I’d just gotten to work since I had class this morning, and I was tired already. Being in school and having to work was a struggle, but I was almost at the finish line. 
 
    “Good afternoon, Miss George, there is a Qamar out front for you.” Donna peeked over her shoulder then turned back to me. “The rapper, Qamar.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I chuckled. “You can send him back.”  
 
    Donna nodded and left my office. I didn’t know what this nigga was here for, but if he came here with some bullshit, he could save it. 
 
    “Hey.” Qamar walked in, closing the door behind himself. 
 
    “What?” I rose to my feet. I watched Qamar’s eyes travel down my body, admiring the ruby colored sleeveless blouse I was wearing, along with a tight, black, pencil skirt. “Hello!” I snapped. 
 
    “Right, uh, I knew this was probably ya lunch time and shit, so I brought you something to eat.” He lifted the bag and placed it on my desk. 
 
    “Don’t you have something better to do?” I laughed. 
 
    “Actually, not really. I mean, I could record, but my album ain’t really a priority at the label no more.” He sighed. 
 
    “Hmm.” I sat down. “Why is that?” I knew he’d been getting dragged for blood all over the media, but I was too busy to really be following the trail of Qamar’s music downfall. 
 
    “Well you know, the shit I did with Nadine came back to bite me in the ass. I’m not really making Bankroll Records any money at the moment. I’m costing more than I’m making. I’m losing shows, got piling lawsuits, and just a bunch of other shit.” 
 
    “I want to feel bad, Qamar, I do, but—” 
 
    “Nah, I know. Like my mama said, some people gotta learn the hard way, and I think I’m one of those people. Some shit like this needed to happen for me to see that I couldn’t continue to just disregard people and use them how I saw fit because of who I was.” 
 
    I nodded. This was a different Qamar, and I definitely liked it; but not in a romantic way. The disrespectful, immature, mood swing having asshole had left the building temporarily. 
 
    “Well, I am glad you finally see the light. I was worried you would never figure it out.” 
 
    “Yeah.” He looked down at his hands for a little bit. “Losing you, my career, and Ricky was definitely a wakeup call for me.” 
 
    “So Ricky still hasn’t budged, huh?” I knew that already via Draylah, but I didn’t want to make it seem like I was all in his business. 
 
    “Nah, he hasn’t. I tried getting over the shit, trying to psych my mind out about it, but it ain’t work.” He chuckled and so did I, just to ease the awkward moment.  
 
    “You need to maybe work a little harder to get your friend back then, Qamar. You can’t expect a few apologies to make him forgive you. I know the things you said to him.” 
 
    “Work harder? If I even approach him, that nigga is gon’ fuck me up.” He grinned widely. 
 
    “Well, is it worth it? Would you rather live the rest of your life with no Ricky AK or get your ass whooped a couple more times and have your friend back?” 
 
    “Did you see how I looked after?” 
 
    We both began laughing. 
 
    “Hey, it’s a hard decision, but you have to decide on that.” I shrugged and peeked into the bag to see what he’d brought me.  
 
    “Hey, Bia. Oh, sorry, I didn’t know you had company.” Kito had come in. His cologne and his attire had my eyes fixed on him as if he were my prey. 
 
    “Oh yeah, just a friend,” I replied. 
 
    “Alright, well, when you’re free, just call my office and I will come through,” Kito replied and winked at me, making me blush. 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
    Kito left out, and I had almost forgotten Qamar was even in the room until he cleared his throat and said, “Wow.” 
 
    “What?” I frowned. 
 
    “You actually like that nigga. I thought you were just dating him to make me jealous, but I see that ain’t the case.” 
 
    “Qamar, I told you us being apart is not to teach you a lesson. It’s what I want.” 
 
    “Okay, so when can I get my damn turn for a date?” 
 
    “Keep up this act and I may bless you with one.” I started eating the rice and chicken he’d brought me from this Peruvian place. 
 
    “Aight.” He nodded, watching me. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Six: Micah 
 
    “I wanna thank y’all for coming out to see me tonight.” I smiled at the crowd as I paced the stage. “I really appreciate that shit,” I added, making them scream and holler. 
 
    I performed one more song, my newest single, “Get Ready,” and ended the show after that.  
 
    Tonight, the small concert was in San Diego, and since I only came to do this show and had to turn right around, I couldn’t wait to get back to my hotel and sleep. I wanted to have a little afterparty, but a nigga was too beat to even sit in the club and pop bottles.  
 
    I think a part of my fatigue issues was because of all the female drama I had going on; the shit was bringing me down. But no longer was I gon’ be on that bitch shit, crying over the bullshit I had to deal with in my personal life. Isla had played my ass, and even though I hated to say it, she got me good. She got me better than some of these niggas out here, but it was nobody’s fault but mine.  
 
    I played dumb to the suspect behavior and shit because I loved her, and tried to work through shit I shouldn’t have just to be with her. Even right now, I had love for her but just because you loved somebody didn’t mean it was meant. Not to mention, I couldn’t quite place my feelings for Kattlyn. Something in me was running deep for that sexy ass girl, but she too had played me, so I wasn’t rocking with it. But damn was it hard; that was hands down the best pussy I’d ever gotten. 
 
    “Welcome to the Fairmount Hotel, MG, I hope your stay here is marvelous,” a female greeted me as I stepped out the back of the all-black Yukon. 
 
    “Thank you.” I nodded, checking the place out. The shit was nice as hell, so I’d be sure to thank my assistant for hooking me up. 
 
    “Your room is ready, and Marlon here will be helping you with your bags.” She smiled.  
 
    It was a weekday, so weren’t too many people in the hotel, making it fairly quiet. I told my bodyguard, Lev, he could go ahead and do his own thing since I doubted I’d be getting rushed by some fans. 
 
    “Excuse me, is there a bar or something?” I asked one of the hotel clerks. I was tired but too stressed to sleep, so I in fact, did need a drink. 
 
    “Yes, of course we have a lounge.” She placed a paper on the desk and started to draw. “Just follow this right here and it will take you right to it. Go ahead and let them know your drink tab will be on the house.” The young girl smiled brightly. 
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    I did as I was told and ended up at some dimly lit lounge with soft music playing. I liked the atmosphere because I felt like I was in Spain or France or some shit like that. I found a seat at a small table, and when the waiter came by, I ordered a small plate of food to snack on, along with a vodka soda.  
 
    While I waited, I replied to few emails, and contemplated texting Kattlyn to see how she was doing. I believed deep down that was my baby, but I refused to be made a fool of. I mean, she was a damn hoe for a living, so how the fuck could she be sure that was my kid? I was done being the nice guy that females thought they could play with and walk all over; nah, fuck that shit. 
 
    “MG?” I heard a soft voice say my name, so I turned a little bit and looked up to see a bad ass female with long golden hair.  
 
    “You know me?” 
 
    “Not like know you, know you, but I’m a fan of yours.” She smiled softly, eyes sparkling and shit. 
 
    “Here is your vodka, MG, and the tacos should be out in a few.” The female waitress named Amber approached the table.  
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Should I get something for you, or?” Amber looked to the pretty ass girl who was smiling widely, who then looked to me for approval. 
 
    “Go ahead.” I nodded. Once Amber took the girl’s order and walked off, I asked, “You see the show?” 
 
    “Of course I did. It’s the only reason I’m even out here. I don’t live in San Diego, I’m from L.A.” 
 
    “Word, me too. It’s nice down here though. I don’t come down here much, but I may have to start.” 
 
    “What? Do you only travel when it’s for work?” She frowned. Damn she was beautiful as hell; not as beautiful as Kattlyn, but she was top five for sure. Her body was crazy, and her smooth vanilla complexion was vibrant as fuck.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess I do.” I gulped down my drink and waved for another. The bartender nodded, and soon after, the waitress delivered my drink and old girl’s.  
 
    That damn bartender was heavy handed as hell though, because I could already feel the warmth from being a bit intoxicated. Usually, I would slow up right about now since I was a bit of a lightweight, but shit, for what? 
 
    “Damn, you need to start getting out more. I love to travel, but my budget only allows me to dilly dally around the U.S. for vacation.” She sipped her drink, which was a cosmopolitan. 
 
    “You know you fine as shit, right?” I smiled, not able to keep my thoughts to myself any longer. 
 
    “Thank you.” She tossed her hair back and stood up. She adjusted her jeans purposely, and posed a little bit for me, getting my dick hard. “I’m glad you like what you see.” 
 
    I nodded just as the food came, and I asked the waitress to bring a bottle of Hennessy and some empty glasses. This pretty ass girl and I chatted it up, while eating the small plate of food, and tossing back cups of Hennessy. I was past my limit, but shit, you only live once.  
 
    “Micah?” I heard someone say my name, and when I looked up from the table, I saw Isla’s homegirl, Diana.  
 
    “Oh, what’s up, D? Oh shit, this is…” I cocked my head. “What you say ya name was?” I slurred, blinking slowly as fuck. 
 
    “Glory,” the pretty girl smirked.  
 
    “Well glory to God,” I replied, making us both laugh, as Diana took a seat at the table. 
 
    “You don’t mind if I join the party, do you?” Diana raised a brow at me and I shook my head. Glory looked like she wanted to speak up, but she kept quiet. Glory. Glory. That name sounded familiar, but I couldn’t put my finger on it, especially not while I was twisted like a damn tornado. I knew for sure I didn’t know her well though. 
 
    “Aight, ladies, I’m gon’ call it a night.” I stood up, almost falling. I pulled some cash from my pocket and added, “This shit is supposed to be on the house, but if not, here is some cash for y’all to continue.” 
 
    “Don’t leave.” Glory pouted, cutely.  
 
    I really wanted to fuck this girl, but I wasn’t sure if I had any condoms. Fucking with Isla, I used to purposely not travel with them so it’d be easier to stay faithful, and now I was kicking myself for being caught up in that routine. 
 
    “Yeah, don’t leave,” Diana added. Diana was a cute chick, more on the basic side, but what intrigued me about her was that she was hoe ass Isla’s friend. 
 
    “How about I take this bottle and we go up to my room then?” I offered, and they both stood up to come with me. 
 
    When we got to the room, we immediately began taking turns drinking the big ass bottle of Hennessy. My ass had no damn business continuing to drink, but I was using the shit to forget about my problems for a minute. And I was not gon’ turn down drinking with some fine ass females; namely, Glory. 
 
    “I love this song!” Glory began to wind her body to “Work” by Rihanna since Diana had turned some music on with her phone. 
 
    When she started to dance on me, my dick got hard immediately. Before I knew it, she and I were kissing as Diana started to pull on my shirt. Once my shit was off, the two of them began to kiss and undress one another. They were both ass naked in no time, and that’s when I remembered again, I didn’t have a condom. Shit. 
 
    “Aye, umm, either one of y’all got something,” I said, dick so hard it hurt. Diana was laid on her back naked, and Glory was lying between her legs as they stared at me, waiting.  
 
    “Check my purse,” Diana said. I grabbed up the wrong one, but then quickly dropped that one to grab the one actually belonging to Diana. I grabbed the condom from the side pocket, and ripped that shit open with the quickness.  
 
    Once I rolled it down, I grabbed Glory’s fine ass up and slid right into the pussy from behind.  
 
    “Mmm,” she whimpered as I fucked her ass hard. I kept stroking her deeply, while holding tightly onto her small waist. Once she came all over me, I was gon’ switch, but her pussy was too good, so I kept going. I knew I would nut early if I kept going, so once she exploded again, I pulled out and laid down so Diana could mount me. 
 
    “Fuck,” I growled, liking the way her pussy muscles gripped my dick as she rocked back and forth on me. 
 
    When Glory started to suck Diana’s nipples, the sight became too much for me, so both Diana and I exploded at the same damn time. I was way too beat to get my ass up and clean up, so I dozed off right fucking there with a smile on my face.  
 
    I woke up a little bit later and the room was dark as hell, sending me into panic. I shot up, but then realized the both of them were still lying on the sides of me. Kattlyn had my ass paranoid after she robbed me that one time, so I was thankful I hadn’t been dumb enough to experience that shit again. 
 
    “You okay?” Diana asked as she laid on my chest, catching me off guard. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m good.” I looked to my left to see Glory had her back to me, sleeping on her side.  
 
    Exhaling heavily, I closed my eyes and dozed off. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next afternoon … 
 
    When I woke up, Glory was gone, but again, she hadn’t stolen from a nigga, thankfully. Diana was still here, and somehow, we ended up fucking again, but one on one. After that, she left, and I hopped my ass in the shower before brushing my teeth 
 
    Once I was dressed, I gathered all my luggage and shit since I knew it would be time to head back to L.A. in an hour or so. As I zipped my shit up, my phone started ringing, and I saw it was Isla. A smile spread across my face because I knew her ass was only calling for one reason. 
 
    “What?” I picked up. 
 
    “You fucked Diana?”  
 
    “If I did? Why does it matter to you? Don’t you got Don?” I hissed, a little upset. Whooping that nigga’s ass twice just wasn’t enough for me for some reason. The punishment just didn’t fit the damn crime in my eyes. 
 
    “No, actually, Don and I been broke up, nigga. But it doesn’t matter to me that you fucked Diana. I’m not even surprised, she’s been wanting you for the longest. I just wanted to say good luck.” 
 
    “Good luck? For what?” 
 
    “Because that bitch is clingy as hell.” Isla roared with laughter. Clapping, she added, “Oooh, nigga, you don’ fucked up. Once she gets a man, she never wants to let go.” 
 
    I didn’t want Isla to know, but she had a nigga’s blood pressure on one hundred talking the way she did. I had a gut feeling Diana was off when she laid on my chest like we were a married couple, but I just thought she was being a sensitive ass female. And then I fucked her again, alone. Fuck! 
 
    “Yeah, right, Isla. Get off my line,” I spat before hanging up, tired of hearing her loud ass laughter. I prayed like hell my plan to hurt Isla didn’t backfire, because Lord knows the last thing I needed was some crazy bitch on my bumper. 
 
    I left San Diego about forty-five minutes later, and when I got home, I didn’t even go inside; I drove straight to Ricky’s spot. Once in his driveway, I texted him to let him know I was here and that I needed to talk to him about some shit. 
 
    “Don’t be coming over to my crib unannounced, nigga.” He frowned as he let me in. 
 
    “Nigga, I umm, I had a threesome last night,” I blurted out right in the foyer. “Oh shit, is Draylah near?” 
 
    We started walking to the den area. 
 
    “My boy!” Ricky reached to slap hands with me, but I swatted him. “Fuck wrong with you, nigga? You finally a man.”  
 
    “No.” I looked around him a little bit. 
 
    “Draylah is not here, bruh. She’s out with Bia and Kattlyn.” He folded his arms. I could tell he was irritated by how on edge I was. 
 
    “Look, one of the bitches I fucked was Isla’s homegirl, Diana.” 
 
    “Even better.” Ricky grinned. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I thought until Isla told me she was clingy. I don’t know how to deal with crazy females!” 
 
    “Calm yo’ ass down, nigga. You deal with a crazy ass female the same way you deal with these other hoes. Let that bitch know if she do some dumb shit, you gon’ break her fucking neck.” 
 
    “Aight, yeah. I don’t know why I asked you.” I sighed. “Maybe Isla was fucking with me.” 
 
    “At least it was a threesome and not some one on one shit,” Ricky just had to say. When I dropped my head, he said, “You fucked her one on one and during a threesome? Nigga, that’s yo’ bitch now.” 
 
    “No, she caught me off guard! It wasn’t like I rolled over and fucked, she started stroking my dick—” 
 
    “I’m gon’ stop yo’ ass right there. I don’t need no fucking details. How you fuck her though?” 
 
    “Missionary,” I mumbled, hating the word as it rolled off my lips. Ricky threw his arms out and sighed. 
 
    “Micah, don’t do player shit when you know you ain’t no player, muthafucka.” It was quiet before he asked, “Was the other girl cool?” 
 
    “Yeah, some girl named Glory. I know that name from somewhere but I can’t place it.” 
 
    Ricky burst into laughter with his evil ass. 
 
    “Micah, nigga, no.” 
 
    “What?” I frowned. 
 
    “That’s Draylah’s ex best friend. The bitch who was with the other bitch I had to handle,” he explained, and I plopped down onto the couch.  
 
    This had to be a fucking joke. The one time I decide to do some adventurous shit, it’s with two of the worst females in L.A. I wasn’t sure how to handle this shit, and Ricky’s crazy ass wasn’t no damn help. For now, I was just gon’ sit back and live life regularly. I’d have to cross the clingy bitch bridge when I got to it.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Six: Draylah 
 
    The afternoon … 
 
    Ricky and I were up in the bedroom, lying in the bed as he rubbed my belly. It was so big now, and I couldn’t wait to get these kids out of me. I was always tired, and it was getting harder and harder to do the simplest things. Also, in addition to going to class, I had to work, and then I’d started up a YouTube channel, moving my brow videos over there instead of only Instagram.  
 
    With YouTube, I was able to take more time to do tutorials, unlike with Instagram, where I had to keep it short and cute. I didn’t expect my channel to take off, but the only video I’d uploaded garnered two million views, and I had a little over seven hundred thousand subscribers in less than a damn week. That, plus my already large following, had my brow bar busier than ever, but my pockets were very healthy. 
 
    Ricky got out of the bed, and grabbed a t-shirt from his drawer before pulling it down over his head. I hated when he had to leave me, but I knew he had a full plate, trying to work on his next album while still promoting the current one, and building up his record label. Not to mention, shit in his personal life; our personal life. The plan to take Charlie out was gonna happen, but since I didn’t want Ricky to do it all alone, we decided to wait until I gave birth, which would be very soon. 
 
    “What time are you coming back?” I sat up. 
 
    “In a few hours. I’m just meeting up with that editor nigga about my music video. Nothing major; just wanna make sure his ass ain’t getting paid to lay the fuck up.” Ricky pulled on his hoodie, and then a black L.A. hat. “Aye, but I’m gon’ be back just in time to eat, aight?” He towered over me on the bed, giving me that sexy crooked smile before biting his lip. It didn’t matter what he said when he smiled, because I would no longer be listening. 
 
    “Okay,” I spoke lowly before he kissed me a few times. His cologne was so inviting, and when he touched my thigh with his big art covered hand, I wanted to pull him down on top of me. 
 
    I watched Ricky leave the bedroom, and then I got out of the bed. I felt tired already, but there was much more of the day left. I slipped my feet into my house shoes, and then grabbed my iPhone before heading down to the kitchen. I needed to figure out what I was gonna make for dinner tonight; it was a special night and it had to be perfect. 
 
    My phone rang as I scoured the inside of the stainless steel fridge with my eyes, so I reached to grab it off the counter. I saw it was Alex, the guy working my hit and run case with the insurance company, so I answered. Thankfully, Virginia had come through and had the man, Vigo Camacho, arrested the same day the police and I had dropped by. 
 
    “Hello?” I answered, pulling out what I needed since I’d decided on lasagna. 
 
    “Hi, Miss Omari. I don’t mean to bother you this evening, but I just wanted to give you an update on a few things. So as stated, the young man who hit you was arrested, and we planned to take further action, along with the police; however, we’ve hit quite a snag.” 
 
    “What kind of snag?” 
 
    “Well, he was murdered this morning, Miss Omari. Someone slit his throat, and by the time the guards found him, he’d been bleeding for too long. So of course, we can’t press any charges against him for the hit and run crime, but the insurance he was on, they’ll still cut us a check for the damages. I hope this is enough at this time.” 
 
    “Yeah, Alex, that’s fine. I umm … I’m sorry, I’m just surprised.” 
 
    “Yes, me too. I’m not really sure how it happened, but he just probably got in with the wrong crowd or said something to the wrong person. But look, karma is ten times worse sometimes, you know? This wasn’t his only drunken hit and run, this was just his worst. His license was suspended a few days before he hit you.” 
 
    I nodded, still baffled.  
 
    Alex and I hung up with one another after discussing a few more minor details, and for a minute, I just stood there at the marble counter. It wasn’t that I cared about this Vigo guy, because after he almost killed me and my kids, I hated him. But I knew once Virginia found out, she’d be devastated. 
 
    I started on the food, and once I was done adding everything, mainly my six different cheeses, I placed the large pan in the oven.  
 
    Today, Antonia was bringing Lily over, and she told me Lily loved anything with marinara sauce. I hated that I didn’t even know what my own baby liked, but I couldn’t stand around and complain. I was just happy they were coming over for dinner. 
 
    I’d been visiting her every day since her blood transfusion procedure, and she and I had gotten so close. She was so smart, funny, cute, and just perfect. I actually enjoyed conversing with her, and also found myself missing her when I would have to leave. 
 
    After putting up a few of the things I’d used and didn’t need anymore, I went upstairs to have my second shower of the day. Once out, I checked my phone to make sure I didn’t have a missed call from Antonia, and saw I had a notification from Instagram saying someone wanted to send me a message. 
 
    Going into the app, I slid over to get in my inbox. 
 
    NorthWay: Hey Draylah how are you? I was wondering if we could exchange numbers or meet somewhere. I know it’s been a while but a lot of stuff has happened and I think we should get up with one another. I still care about you… you know I never stopped loving you. 
 
    I stared at the message for what seemed like an eternity, before finally snapping out of it. Instead of responding, I backed out of the app and locked my phone. How dare he message me years later, when he couldn’t even text me back or answer my call when I thought Lily had died. I didn’t know what he wanted to meet for, but I really didn’t care. 
 
    I got dressed in some maternity tights and a tube top because lately, that was really all I fit, and the only way for me to stay comfortable. I made my way downstairs to take the lasagna out to cool, and then I started on the baked beans. By the time that was finished, I heard someone ring the doorbell and excitedly rushed to get the door. 
 
    “Draylah!” Lily shouted excitedly before gently hugging me and then rubbing my belly.  
 
    “Hi, sweetie, how are you?” I grinned down at her, smoothing back her ponytail as she smiled up at me. She looked exactly like me. 
 
    “I’m great! Mommy says we’re gonna eat red sauce tonight. Is that true?” She stepped further into the house, removing her mustard yellow sweater as she glanced around. 
 
    “Yes, it’s true.” I chuckled before lightly hugging Antonia, welcoming her in. “So we can go into the living room while the food cools, and to wait for Ricky.” I led Lily and Antonia to the living area, and on the way there, Lily slipped her hand into mine. I swear it took everything for me not to cry. 
 
    “Ooh, this is a big living room!” Lily darted in, and went right up to Ricky’s entertainment center. 
 
    As she looked around, Antonia and I sat down on the couch, watching her for a little bit. 
 
    “Antonia, when you first came to me about Lily needing blood, you said you’d contacted her birth father and he wasn’t a match.” 
 
    “Yes,” she nodded. “Charlotte did give me his name when we first did the whole adoption. His name is North Powers, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, it is.” I inhaled and glanced Lily’s way, who was amazed by Ricky’s DVD collection wall. “So did you see him? Or how did that work?” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I told my assistant about him, and she found him on social media. I’m not too much into that stuff. But yes, she found him and contacted him for me to get his phone number, and we went from there. He’s a nice young man, a little thuggish, but nice.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    “Can I ask you something?” I spoke lowly as Lily began to look through Ricky’s DVDs. 
 
    “Sure, honey.” 
 
    “You told me you were having a hard time adopting through a legit agency, why is that?” I cocked my head. When she first said it, I didn’t think too much about it, but now, I was wondering. I mean, I’d heard about gay and lesbian couples having issues, or single people, but Antonia and her husband, Mark, seemed to have been in pretty good shape, so I wasn’t sure why they’d have any issues. 
 
    “I don’t think that really matters now, does it, Draylah?” 
 
    Squinting my eyes in confusion, I replied, “Yeah, I do think it matters. I mean, I’m her mother—” 
 
    “No, no, I am her mother, okay? If we are going to continue with this little arrangement, you must remember that you are not Lily’s mother, I am.” Antonia stared into my eyes intensely. I wanted to sock her ass for talking to me that way, but I knew if I did, it would hurt Lily.  
 
    Pausing briefly, I said, “I know that, Antonia, I was simply saying I think I have the right to know since biologically, I am her mother. Not to mention, I didn’t really agree to give her away.” 
 
    “That’s not something I’m ready to talk about with you, Draylah. Maybe down the line, maybe never, but as of right now, it’s not gonna happen.” 
 
    Before I could say anything, I heard someone coming through the front door, and I knew it was Ricky. 
 
    Standing up, I sighed. “Okay, Ricky is here, so we can all go to the dining room to eat dinner.” 
 
    “Yay!” Lily shouted as we filed out of the living area. As we did so, we ran right into Ricky, looking good enough to eat. 
 
    “Baby, this is Antonia, and this is—” 
 
    “Lily!” Lily introduced herself and stuck her little hand out to Ricky. “You are so tall, boy!” 
 
    “Nice to meet you. And you short as fuck,” he replied, causing Antonia and I to gasp, but Lily fell out in laughter. 
 
    “So! When I get to be an adult, I will be tall like you!” She placed her hands on her nonexistent hips. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Ricky squatted down so that they were face to face. He frowned playfully, making Lily grin and chuckle. 
 
    “Yep! And I’m gonna beat you up!” 
 
    “Well shit, then I better start beating you up now.” He swooped her up and clawed at her stomach, making her screech with laughter. Antonia and I chuckled as we followed them both to the den. 
 
    During the whole dinner, Lily held conversation with Ricky and I, ignoring her mother. I don’t think it was done purposely though, I just think she was excited to be around new people.  
 
    “Okay, so once I wash it, you gon’ do what?” Ricky looked to Lily who was standing on the kitchen stool at the sink with him.  
 
    “Ummm … okay, okay! Rinse it!” She laughed when he reached to claw her again. She was extremely ticklish, I’d learned.  
 
    Antonia and I sat at the bar, watching Ricky and Lily wash dishes together, which put a smile on my face. As soon as he and Lily had all the dishes in the dishwasher, Antonia stood up. 
 
    “Okay, Lily, time to go.” Antonia smoothed down her dress. 
 
    “No, Mommy, can I stay the night? Ricky said he’s gonna show me how to fuck some niggas up on Grand Theft Autoooo,” she whined.  
 
    “Lily!” Antonia hissed. 
 
    “That was supposed to be a secret.” Ricky bucked his eyes down at Lily who was hugging his leg. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Antonia.” I chuckled even though I didn’t want to. “Lily, you can come back over tomorrow.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that. We have a church meeting,” Antonia interjected. 
 
    “She’s six. She doesn’t wanna go to a damn church meeting on a Friday. Fuck they need a six-year-old for anyway?” Ricky frowned. 
 
    “Yeah, they don’t need me! All I do is sit there bored, Mommy!” 
 
    “Lily, I said come on!” Antonia barked and grabbed her roughly, prompting Ricky to block her. Antonia looked up at him with an appalled expression. 
 
    “You ain’t gotta grab on her. Step out the kitchen and let me talk to her,” he gritted, gazing seriously into Antonia’s eyes. She looked like she wanted to speak up, but knew better.  
 
    Once Antonia stepped out, Ricky squatted down to Lily and gripped her small shoulders as she let her head hang. 
 
    “Hey, pick ya head up. I thought you was a G?” 
 
    “I am a G,” she whined cutely, making me chuckle. 
 
    “Aight then. So tomorrow, just go to the meeting and be good. And when you come back here, I got you.” 
 
    “Yep, and I will play too,” I said, making Lily beam. 
 
    “Y’all promise?”  
 
    “I don’t make promises, I make guarantees. You know what that is?” Ricky replied, and Lily shook her head ‘no.’ “It means I’m being truthful with you.” 
 
    “Okay.” She locked her small arms around his neck, and I saw him hesitate for a brief moment, almost like he was surprised, before hugging her back. 
 
    Once she let him go, she rushed to me, and I gave her a hug as well, before walking her out into the foyer. Antonia slipped Lily’s coat onto her small frame, and the whole time I fought the urge to blurt out that I was her mother and that I wanted her to stay. As soon as Ricky closed the door behind them, I burst into tears. This dinner was maybe too much for me. 
 
    Wrapping his arms around me, he said, “It’s aight, Dray.” His hand moved up and down my back slowly. “Maybe over time, we can work some shit out with her, have Lily’s time split between us.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t mind?” I tilted my head back. “We already have two coming.” 
 
    “Fuck nah, I wouldn’t mind. If we gotta whip around L.A. in a muthafuckin’ minivan, then that’s what the fuck we gon’ do. Just throw some rims, hydraulics, and tint on that bitch so I won’t lose my gangsta card,” he replied, causing me to laugh heartily. “And whoever got some shit to say about it, I guarantee they gon’ keep their thoughts to themselves if they know what’s good for them.” He kissed my forehead. “But I’m serious. I want you and whatever that comes with, including the double dose in ya belly and Lily.” 
 
    “I love you, Frederick.” 
 
    “I love you too.” He pecked me. “Come on so I can rub yo’ fine ass down and then work that pussy out.” 
 
    “Baby, I think I’m getting too big for sex.” I chuckled as he led me up the stairs.  
 
    Bringing me in front of him so he could hug me from the back, he whispered, “As horny as I am for you right now, I just need you to lay there and give me ten minutes.” 
 
    “What? Only ten minutes?”  
 
    “That’s all I got for yo’ ass. I already know I’m nutting quick. I’m busting a big one too.” He groped my ass roughly while biting his lip as we entered the room. “Fuck, I’m about to hurt you.” 
 
    I just gave him a faint smile, before he started to remove my shirt in between kisses.  
 
    “Did you handle Vigo?” I inquired as Ricky kissed all over my collarbone, and then trailed his way down. 
 
    Looking up at me, he shrugged before pulling my tights down. I already knew the answer, and I wasn’t surprised. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Six: Virginia 
 
    The next morning … 
 
    While I was cooking breakfast, Draylah called me and asked to come over, so I made sure to whip up some extra food. By the time the waffles, eggs, spicy sausage, and biscuits were all ready to go on my plate, I heard Draylah at the door. I rushed, wanting to get to her as soon as possible, and I guess it was because I missed our friendship. It’d just gotten started and then kind of just crumbled because of my dishonesty. I was hoping her coming over today meant that we could make amends. 
 
    “Hey.” I beamed at the sight of her. Draylah was glowing, and looked so beautiful as always. 
 
    “Hi,” she replied shyly before we embraced. “Mmm, I smell something syrupy-sweet,” she said, stepping into my condo. 
 
    “Oh, I made some cinnamon waffles. I made enough for us to eat together, if you’d like.” 
 
    “I hadn’t planned on it, but I am starved now. I feel like I eat so much with two babies in here.” 
 
    “And they are definitely taking it all because you’re pretty much all belly.” I laughed, caressing her round stomach.  
 
    We entered my kitchen, and after washing my hands, I made us both a plate, as well as some glasses of juice. We prayed over the food, and after eating a couple of bites, Draylah laid her fork down and looked at me. Pushing her hair behind her ears, she just stared. 
 
    “What?” I chuckled awkwardly, not knowing what her odd look was for. What I did know was that it couldn’t have meant anything good. 
 
    “Vigo is dead.” 
 
    Cocking my head slightly, I dropped my fork. “What? What are you talking about, Dray?” 
 
    “He died in jail. His throat was cut, and by the time they’d found him, he’d bled out. He’s dead, V.” 
 
    Time seemed to slow down as I gazed at nothing in particular. My love for Vigo had long ago dissipated, but I still cared for him. To hear that he was dead seemed unreal to me, and it definitely hurt more than I thought it would. I had never imagined my life without Vigo, even though I’d broken up with him. And I think what made the feeling worse, was that I’d had a hand in putting him behind bars. 
 
    “Umm, why didn’t they call me? I mean someone? He’s on my damn insurance and they didn’t even tell me he died, but told you?” I shook my head, hoping the tears building up would subside. “He has people that care about him and they just … they just let him die and don’t say anything? How do you know this is true?” I smiled. “I mean … maybe it’s the wrong guy or they’re lying—” 
 
    “It’s true, V,” Draylah responded softly, placing her hand on top of mine. “I know it was hard to tell the police on him, but I want you to know that I appreciate it. And I’m sorry for staying mad at you for so long. I know what you had to do was really hard, and at the time, all I could think about was almost losing another child.” 
 
    “I get it, Draylah, you don’t have to explain. What your aunt did was traumatizing, I know, whether Lily really died or not, you still lost her. So I get it. It’s just I feel bad for betraying him and then for him to die is just…” I covered my face with my hands. “It’s just fucked up.” I began to cry. “He wasn’t that bad of a person, you know? He was just stupid, and weak for alcohol. I tried to get him to see that nothing good could come from it, and he just didn’t get it! And now, he’s dead because he just couldn’t get it right! He could have been great at something!” I sobbed violently, prompting Draylah to scoot closer to me so that we could hug. 
 
    “You can only help people that want help, Virginia. He was the only one who didn’t think his drinking was a problem, and because of that, he was never going to get better. There is nothing you could have done to make him see the light, I promise you.” 
 
    I nodded with my eyes closed, before wiping my tears. She was definitely right because I’d bent over backwards for years to get Vigo on the right track, and every single time, he never lasted. The only time he acted like his drinking was a problem and he was gonna get help, was when he thought I was gonna leave him. I still hated that he was deceased, but I found a little bit of peace in the fact that maybe he was now at peace himself.  
 
    Draylah hugged me until I got myself together, and then we resumed eating breakfast. To my surprise, she stayed over with me for a few hours before leaving. She was going to the park for a little bit with Ricky, Lily, and Lily’s adoptive mother. Draylah said Lily’s adoptive mother was starting to become annoying, and how Ricky didn’t like her. I just chuckled because my homeboy didn’t really like anybody. If he did like you, you needed a gold medal or something. 
 
    I laughed at the thought of her telling me how well Ricky and Lily got along, and how Lily could handle his rudeness and even found it hilarious. She was definitely Draylah’s baby if she could deal with Ricky’s ass.  
 
    I took a nap, but I was woken up by the sound of my iPhone ringing. Looking down at the screen, I saw it was Frisk, so I spritzed my face with some rosewater to wake up, and then answered.  
 
    “Hello?” I smiled, climbing out of my bed. 
 
    “Hey, did you schedule my fitting for the Bankroll signing party?” he quizzed. 
 
    “Of course I did. Did you really call me for that? You could have sent me a text.” 
 
    “I know, but I wanted to hear ya voice. If you’re not busy, you wanna come through? Maybe we can get some drinks first. I can pick you up.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure, unless you have something else for me to do, boss.” 
 
    “Mmm, I like that formal shit. But nah, you good. I’ll be to you in about an hour once I finish recording my verse for this track I did with AK.” 
 
    “Ohh.” I cleared my throat. “You’re working with Ricky AK?” I knew he was joining forces with Head Honcho, but damn. I was nervous for them to be all hanging out together. I thought I’d have more time, but clearly, they were already working. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s always been the homie, and so he did me a solid by featuring on my first single with the new label. You know how the saying goes—” 
 
    “Add Ricky AK and stir for a hit,” we said together then laughed subtly.  
 
    “Well, I can’t wait to see you.” 
 
    “Same, see you in a bit.” 
 
    I hung up and just sat there for a little bit, hoping that queasy feeling in my stomach went away. I just wished Frisk was someone completely separate from that whole crew, because I knew it’d be just a matter of time before bratty ass Wonder started to be petty.  
 
    I took a nice hot shower, and went the extra mile to use body scrub to make my skin soft. I covered my body in lotion while still damp, and then put on a casual dress with some casual sandal stilettos. I wasn’t sure where we were getting drinks at, but I wanted to be ready for any type of setting. By the time I’d put on my jewelry, ran some cream through my hair, and sprayed on a little bit of my Gucci Bloom perfume, Frisk was at my door. 
 
    “Damn you look good.” He smirked, stepping in some to slowly wrap his arms around me.  
 
    “You too.” I smiled. He was wearing a light blue, three-quarter, button-up shirt, dark blue jeans, and some all-white low Nike Air Force. His brown skin looked smooth as always, and his hair and beard were lined up perfectly. 
 
    “Aight, well, let’s go.” 
 
    I locked my front door, and then followed Frisk to his BMW where he opened the door for me. I loved how nice his car was and that he kept it clean. Wonder always had gym clothes and shit in his car, making it smell sometimes.  
 
    We ended up at Sharkees, this bar in Huntington Beach that had really good drinks. When we got there, we were seated at a table in the back since the music playing wasn’t as loud towards the back. We immediately put our drink orders in, along with some chips and salsa and buffalo chicken. 
 
    “So I’m serious as hell about you being in that video.” Frisk threw his arm along the back of my chair. 
 
    “Here you go.” I smiled, sipping my drink. It was strong as hell. “I told you I’d do it. But it bet not be for no Tip Drill type shit because that ain’t me.” 
 
    “Of course not. I would never ask you to do some shit like that.” He rubbed his hand down my thigh, turning me on. 
 
    “Just making sure,” I spoke softly as our lips came together.  
 
    Our gentle pecks turned to lip sucking, and before I knew it, our tongues were doing the tango. I was all into it, until the sound of someone clearing their throat halted us both. Turning to look, I spotted Carla standing there with a large MCM bag hanging from her forearm. She had a smile on her face, but not a nice one. 
 
    “Carla?” Frisk and I both spoke up at the same time. 
 
    “Hi, Frisk, can I borrow Virginia for a quick second,” she responded nicely. I never heard this bitch talk with that tone unless she was handling business. 
 
    “Sure, yeah—” 
 
    “No, I don’t need to be borrowed. If you wanna talk to me, find me another time. I’m busy,” I cut Frisk off. 
 
    “Either we can talk right now, or Frisk can join our conversation. And from the looks of how cozy you two are, I highly doubt you want him privy to our conversation details.” Carla fake smiled but then dropped it. 
 
    I then remembered that I didn’t want my situation with Wonder to get out just yet, so I got up. 
 
    “Be right back.” I kissed Frisk and then followed Carla until we were outside. Once out there, she spun on the heels of her Louboutins and faced me.  
 
    “Okay, so pretty much, it’s like this. Now that you’ve decided to quit, Savian is acting stupid. The only thing he’s working on diligently is his deejay career, but he’s slacking on our empire. This is all because of y’all’s little break up, and honestly, I do not have time for it. So what you need to do, is get your job back, which I’m offering right now, so this fool can get back on it.” 
 
    “Thanks for the offer, but first off, he fired me, and secondly, I have a new job.” 
 
    “Just sleeping your way up, I see.” She grinned. “I don’t care about your new job. You signed a contract with us and you need to fulfill it. If not, I will sue your ass.” 
 
    “And if you sue me, I will let the world in on your little secret! How you and Savian are only married on paper, and just keeping up appearances for your brand.” 
 
    “Oh no, honey, we’re married sexually too. I hope you didn’t think fucking you was enough, because it wasn’t. I just use him for dick, unlike you. And you can tell what you want, but it won’t do anything for you once you get slapped with this lawsuit for breaching a contract.” 
 
    “I’m not quitting my job. I make way more and—” 
 
    “Either you work both, quit with Frisk, or get your ass sued. You signed a contract that said you would be our assistant for eighteen months.” 
 
    “Look, I will come back, but I need you and your husband to know there will be no fucking of any kind. The work I handle will be from home, and I will only see you two in person if it is absolutely mandatory.” 
 
    “Deal.” She half smiled, and reached her hand out for me to shake. 
 
    “Fuck you,” I spat before turning to go back inside. 
 
    “Oh, and I’ll let you tell Savian that you’re fucking Frisk. He’s cute; good job, girl!” She winked, and I just rolled my eyes. 
 
    I walked back to the table Frisk was sitting at, and on my way there, I noticed he was on the phone. Just when I pulled my chair out to sit down, he whispered something and hung up. I wanted to ask who that was, but I was sure it was way too early for me to be interrogating. I didn’t wanna seem crazy or clingy, but I also didn’t want to be naive. Frisk was an up and coming rapper, had a nice amount of cash, good looks, and fame, so women were a dime a dozen. Shoot, I knew niggas who only possessed a dime sack and their mama’s car that got a lot of women. 
 
    “My manager,” Frisk said out of nowhere. I gave him a confused look, playing like I didn’t care. “I knew you were wondering who it was.” 
 
    “Oh boy, please, I wasn’t even thinking about that.” 
 
    “Sure.” He laughed, shoving a boneless wing into his mouth. “You’re good as fuck at what you do; very professional and shit. You gon’ do this forever?” 
 
    “Absolutely not! I plan to get into artist management or something like that. I enjoy assisting, but I want to get into something like A&R or, just managing a music career.” 
 
    “That’s dope. I can see you doing that shit. You’re smart as hell and got your shit together. You take ya job seriously, and I like that.” Frisk nodded.  
 
    I hadn’t been complimented by a man I was interested in, in forever. Vigo had spent the last couple of years in a drunken stupor, so he couldn’t find the time, and Wonder only complimented my looks, nothing about my inner person. 
 
    “Well thank you. That means a lot to me because I love my job.” 
 
    “It shows.” He kissed my neck softly. “So you coming to the crib right?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    Frisk and I finished the food, and ordered one more round of drinks before we left Sharkees and headed to his place. We weren’t even in the door good before we started kissing hard as hell. He scooped me up, and carried me right into the kitchen, placing me on the counter. Slowly rubbing up my thighs, he grabbed onto my panties and started pulling them down before dropping lower and placing my thighs onto his shoulders. 
 
    “Shit,” I moaned, feeling him suck my clit just right.  
 
    I palmed the back of his head, and began to wind my hips against his face. He kept up with me, attacking my pussy viciously until I was cumming so hard my body quaked.  
 
    Rising to his feet, he began tonguing me down as we undressed one another further, and once he had his dick out, I began to stroke it. Thank God he was working with something.  
 
    Frisk pulled a condom from his wallet, rolled it down, and then pushed his way inside of me, making me feel so damn good I wanted to cry. As he rocked in and out of me, holding my ass cheeks firmly, his tongue circled my nipples.  
 
    “Oh fuck,” I whimpered, digging my nails into his smooth back. 
 
    “Shit,” he grumbled, bringing his mouth up to mine for us to kiss as he continued to slam into my pussy.  
 
    I was dripping wet, and when I released, our sex only got more slippery. Frisk sped up his pumps, as I ran my hands up and down his head and through his hair. I hadn’t been dicked down this good since Vigo was sober. Wonder was pretty good in bed too, but he ate pussy better than he fucked. 
 
    “Oh shit, mmm.” My voice shook just before I came again. Frisk was right after me, jerking hard in my embrace as he let out a throaty moan.  
 
    “Yeah, you gon’ be mine,” Frisk whispered against my lips as we breathed heavily. 
 
    I responded with a deep kiss, as he carried me out of the kitchen and up to his bedroom.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Six: Qamar 
 
    “Qamar, you choose the worst nights to pop up on me.” Bia laughed, standing behind the door.  
 
    “My bad. I called you but your ass ain’t answer.”  
 
    “Fine, come in, but I will be going out in a little bit, so you can’t stay too long, okay?” She looked to me and I nodded as I followed her back to her bedroom. On the way there, Taya crossed us, so I stopped her. 
 
    “Aye, I just want to apologize to you, Taya, for coming at you foul. I know you were just looking out for ya sister, and shit, I don’t blame you. So like I said, I’m sorry for being an ass to you, and I’m sorry that you saw or heard what I did to your sister.” 
 
    Taya’s eyes darted from me to Bia, and then back to me before she said, “Thank you for the apology.” She continued to the kitchen, and Bia and I continued to her bedroom. 
 
    “So you going out with that nigga from ya job again?” I took a seat on her bed and she nodded as she checked herself out in the mirror. Damn, that nigga was putting in work. “Well, I’m free whenever you decide to give ya boy a chance.” 
 
    Bia turned to me and half smiled. 
 
    “What about your baby and your baby mama? Seems like you should be worried about that more than me.” 
 
    “I’m dealing with that, and I can deal with yo’ ass at the same time,” I replied.  
 
    Even though therapy was helping me handle the shit in my life head on, instead of pushing it to the side like I usually did, this baby shit with Lacie was killing me.  
 
    My affair with her ass was one of my biggest regrets, not only because I didn’t want a kid with her, but because her nigga was crazy. So far, he hadn’t done much to me but tell me my album was low on the priority list. And if you knew Greezy’s ass like I did, then you’d know that was nothing. It was almost like the longer he took to fuck me over, the more on edge I became. 
 
    “Okay, just making sure.” She hung one of her dresses up. “Just let me know when you want to do something. I prefer weekends, because during the week, I am slammed.”  
 
    I said nothing as I watched her pick out item after item to get ready for another nigga. Every day, I switched back and forth between giving up on her ass, and deciding to continue to pursue her. The thought of her constantly going out with that nigga was pissing me off, mainly because it was obvious how into his ass she was. 
 
    “You know once I take yo’ fine ass out, you can’t be fucking with that nigga from ya job, Bia.” 
 
    “Excuse me?” She raised her brow. 
 
    “You heard me.” 
 
    “Yeah, I did, but I was giving you the chance to switch it up. I am fair game, Qamar, I told you that. Just because we have history does not mean you get one up on anybody. Hell, if anything, you have a disadvantage. You want me, you have to win me over.” 
 
    “What if I don’t wanna do all that shit? I mean, fuck, some of the work I put in should count, Bia.” 
 
    “It doesn’t. And if you don’t wanna put in the work then don’t, Qamar. I’m not forcing you to. You’re the one who has decided that despite all the damage done between us, that you want this. I know you haven’t worked for much in years, but this right here will be the first.” 
 
    I contemplated for a bit, letting her words sink in. I had enough shit going on, and the last thing I needed was to be in competition with another nigga. However, I had to remind myself that Bia’s attitude towards me was because of my failure to take responsibility for my bullshit, and like everything else I’d ruined during my tornado of bad actions, this shit would take time to fix. 
 
    “You right,” I finally spoke up. 
 
    “You know, you’re so calm now. I guess this is the real you.” She chuckled.  
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    “I’m about to get dressed, so you have to leave the room. You might as well go home.” 
 
    “Aight, damn, can I get a hug then? Some kind of damn loving?” 
 
    “Fine.” She moved closer to me, and I wrapped my arms around her small shapely frame.  
 
    I let my lips graze her cheek, and then her neck, inhaling her perfume. As always, my dick got hard as hell, but I knew I’d be going home with blue balls. I couldn’t even fuck Lacie because she was close to giving birth and on bedrest. Maybe I’d go out and scoop a groupie or two. 
 
    “Bye, beautiful.” I smiled down at Bia and she gave me a finger wave with her brow raised. 
 
    I was kicking myself. If only a nigga could go back in fucking time and change myself before I went too damn far.  
 
    I left out of Bia’s crib, and as I came down her porch steps, I ran into her fuck ass date.  
 
    “Wow.” He laughed. 
 
    “Fuck you say?” I hissed, already on ten because I was envious as a muthafucka. 
 
    “I said ‘wow,’ nigga, you deaf?” he spat back. I admit I assumed homie was a square, but I guess he just fronted for his job like most Black people. “Every time I look up, yo’ ass is sniffing around Bia like a damn puppy dog with ya bitch ass.” 
 
    “She likes puppies,” I smirked. I ain’t want him to know Bia wasn’t giving my ass no play. 
 
    “Nah, she feels bad for puppies, nigga. She told me all about her baby man ass ex who treated her like shit, and even though she didn’t say a name, I can put two and two together.” He sized me up with a cocky smirk. 
 
    Bia giving him information on us had me hot. Yeah, she tried to keep it a secret, but still. The only time you did shit like that is if you were really feeling somebody, so she must have for sure be taking this nigga seriously. 
 
    “Yeah, well I don’t give a fuck what she told you, bruh. Get out my damn face and go on ya date. You ain’t got many more left.” I turned my back to his ass. 
 
    “I think I got plenty left. But I just don’t get why you don’t let her be. Bia is a good girl, has a lot going for herself, and she deserves a certain type of nigga. You honestly think you can be that? Huh, Mr. Rapper? How long you think you can put on this ‘good guy, I’ve changed’ act? Don’t drag Bia down with yo’ ass just because you wanna be with her. Light skinned niggas.” When he was done, I heard his footsteps distancing, before he jogged up the porch steps. 
 
    What he said to me had me thinking hard as hell. Yeah, right now I felt like I was good and could stay good, but who knows how long that shit would last? I still found myself having a few urges to get high, but I would usually smoke weed or focus on something else to rid myself of that urge. The last thing I wanted to do was get Bia back, then fuck her ass over again. The old me wouldn’t give a fuck about doing her dirty; if I wanted her, I wanted her. But now that I was starting to see shit a bit differently, I agreed that Bia deserved a certain type of nigga, and I wasn’t sure I was there yet. 
 
    Shit, this nigga Kito didn’t seem like too bad of a guy at all. Only reason I ain’t like his stupid ass was because he was in the face of the woman I loved. And she did like his ass. Fuck! I was beyond confused. 
 
    I realized I was still standing outside, when my phone started ringing. I pulled it from my pocket to see it was Lacie. 
 
    “Yeah.” I exhaled, massaging my closed eyes out of frustration. I was not built for this shit. 
 
    “When will you be back?” she whined. “I’m bored here and I need someone to talk to, Qamar.” 
 
    “Soon, soon, aight?” 
 
    “Okay. Bye, baby.” 
 
    I hung up the phone without responding, and saw I had a text from MG.  
 
    MG: Ricky and I are at Playhouse. You bet not say I told you either. 
 
    I got excited as hell reading that text. I was more than ready to run up on Ricky, and at least try to get that nigga to talk to me in person. Trying to contact him virtually had been unsuccessful thus far, and now I was desperate.  
 
    Yeah, I don’t give a fuck what y’all say; I was desperate than a muthafucka. I was at the age and point in my life where making new friends and homies was damn near forbidden. MG, and especially Ricky, were two niggas that I knew were thorough. I wasn’t about to just let that shit go. Ricky was like my damn brother. 
 
    I quickly left Bia’s crib, and headed to Hollywood where the club was at. I was only gon’ be here for a minute since I knew Lacie wouldn’t let me be great. 
 
    “Qamar, how you doing?” the bouncer greeted me. 
 
    “I’ve been better. Let me in real quick though so I can have a word with the homie.” 
 
    “Right, go ahead.” He moved to the side and allowed me in. 
 
    I texted MG to ask what section they were in, and once he hit me back, I barged all the way through. I spotted him and Ricky, along with Kenneth, Dimitri, Automatic, and Frisk, so I sped up, happy I had gotten to the right spot. The guy guarding the VIP section let me by with no questions, since I usually hung with this crew. 
 
    “What’s good, everybody?” I shouted, prompting Ricky to look my way, as I slapped hands with Kenneth, Dimitri, and Automatic. I watched him crack his knuckles and chuckle angrily, before running his hand down his face. 
 
    After slapping hands with MG and Frisk, I stopped in front of Ricky and said, “What’s up, AK?” 
 
    He sat back against the VIP couch, and squinted his eyes up at me before toking on the blunt smoking between his fingers. 
 
    “Fuck out my face, Qamar,” he finally said. 
 
    “Look, Ricky, I know what I said was fucked up. I wasn’t in—” 
 
    “You wasn’t in what?” he frowned. “You better not insult my fucking intelligence by saying you wasn’t in yo’ right muthafuckin’ mind, nigga. You may be able to fool everybody else, but I know yo’ bitch ass. You were lucid as fuck, and let ya mouth write a check ya ass couldn’t cash. Now look at you, up in the club begging like a hoe for my attention.” 
 
    It pissed me off seeing everybody in VIP clench their teeth, trying not to laugh at my expense. I missed the days of being on that side, watching Ricky kill another muthafucka’s self-esteem. But shit, now I was on the receiving end. 
 
    “Got damn!” MG commented with his two-faced ass. When I looked his way, he shrugged and downed his drink. 
 
    “I deserved that, bruh. And you right, I was in my right mind. But I’ve been working on myself, and we gon’ be fathers around the same time. Like, this is a time where we should be our tightest, bruh. Just like you changed for Draylah, I’ve been changing too, but for everybody around me,” I preached.  
 
    Ricky ashed his blunt, blowing out smoke while laughing. 
 
    “Draylah,” he said with a subtle chuckle as he twisted the blunt in the ashtray. Looking up at me from the table, he said, “You better be glad Draylah even exists, muthafucka, and that I love her. Because if not, I’d fuck the bitch you in love with, get her addicted to this dick, and show her what a real nigga looks like.” 
 
    Again, niggas’ eyes were bucked, teeth were clenched, and other niggas were playing dumb like they didn’t hear. Kenneth and Dimitri both promptly looked away, pretending to be captivated by something when I glanced at them. Ricky’s words hit me hard. If he fucked Bia, I was sure I’d go over into the deep end. 
 
    I felt like a damn charbroiled hamburger at the moment, so instead of continuing to try, I turned to leave. I wasn’t done yet, though; I would definitely try again, but later. 
 
    Walking to leave out the VIP, I heard snickering, and when I looked to my left, I saw it was Dimitri. Since I couldn’t take my anger out on Ricky, I grabbed that nigga’s drink and tossed it in his face. 
 
    “What the fuck!” Dimitri barked, shooting up out of his seat. “You tossing drinks like a bitch?” 
 
    Just like that, he and I were throwing hands, falling to the ground and every damn thing. I heard a lot of commotion, but I was too focused on ripping this nigga’s head off. I’d underestimated Dimitri though, because he was definitely giving me a run for my damn money.  
 
    Finally, we were pulled apart, and after convincing the security I was good and about to leave, he let me go.  
 
    I left the club mad as hell that Ricky had dissed me, that I hadn’t been successful in getting through to his ass, and that I ended up getting into a damn fight for no fucking reason, which resulted in a busted lip. Tonight was a horrible fucking night, so I was taking my ass home. 
 
    When I got home, I saw Lacie was asleep, so I silently thanked God, and went to get in the shower. After scrubbing down, while thinking about all the different ways I could get shit right, I finally stepped out. 
 
    “Freeze, nigga.” Some masked man placed a gun to my head. I almost slipped and fell because he’d surprised me. 
 
    “Come on, bruh, I’m naked as fuck.” I sucked my teeth, hands up. I couldn’t believe this shit! 
 
    “Walk.” When I didn’t move, he shouted, “Walk, muthafucka!”  
 
    “Aight!” I barked back, walking slowly out of the bathroom. As soon as I got the idea to try and overpower him, two other niggas appeared out of nowhere and sacked me. 
 
    I wiggled and shouted, baffled beyond belief that I was being kidnapped and while ass naked. After lots of movement and the sound of the bedroom next to mine’s door closing, we finally stopped and the sack was removed from my head. I just knew this was Greezy’s doing, but when I looked up to see Switch standing before me, my mouth dropped open.  
 
    “Beautiful night, right, Qamar?” Switch grinned, gun clutched tightly in his hand. 
 
    “How you get in my damn house?” I frowned.  
 
    “Don’t worry about that.” He hiked his slacks up and sat down in the chair in the room. “As you know, my beautiful daughter Nadine is still recuperating. She has to take a few classes for her speech and other things, all because of you. Now what the fuck we’re gonna do is, you’re gonna write me a check for two million dollars, and I won’t continue with the charges against you.” 
 
    “Nah, man, you got me fucked up! And I need some damn pants!” 
 
    The niggas in the room laughed as Switch stood back up. 
 
    “See, you don’t have a choice, young man. It’s either you write the check or I’m gon’ blow ya fucking head open.” Switch grinned as he slowly pressed the gun to my temple, removing the safety. 
 
    “Let me get my checkbook. It’s in my office downstairs,” I responded begrudgingly. The last thing I wanted to do was give this nigga two million dollars, but I wasn’t trying to die, and baby girl was going through it because of me. Not to mention, I wanted them career-ending charges dropped. 
 
    “Good boy.” Switch nodded to his henchmen, and they roughly grabbed me up but I snatched away.  
 
    I had about three guns on me, not counting Switch’s, as I led them downstairs and to my office. Retrieving my checkbook, I quickly wrote out a check to Switch, or Marvin Parrish as he told me his name was, and then handed that shit over. He reached down and snatched the duplicate, shoving it into his pocket. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    One of his henchmen clocked the shit out of me with the gun, and when I tried to run up, butt naked and all, the four of them pointed their guns at me, so I backed off. Switch then gave one of them a look, and the three masked men began fucking me up. I tried fighting back, but it was no use, so I just balled up to protect my dick and shit, while shielding my face until they stopped.  
 
    I laid there as they left, wondering how they’d even gotten into my shit, while groaning over my injuries.  
 
    A few minutes passed before I slowly stood up and went around my house, making sure all my doors were locked and the windows were shut. I wasn’t trying to have no more muthafuckin’ issues like that one. I was gon’ get a damn alarm system or something ASAP. 
 
    Once I was sure my crib was shut up, I went back upstairs and slipped into some boxers before climbing into bed with Lacie. As soon as my head hit the pillow, she asked groggily, “Did you just have company?” 
 
    Oh, now yo’ ass wanna wake up?  
 
    I said nothing in response as I stared up at the ceiling. Shit, at least my problems with Nadine and them damn charges would soon be over with. Just less bullshit I’d have to deal with. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Seven: Kattlyn 
 
    Draylah’s doctor was nice enough to give me a checkup after Draylah explained my situation. I definitely didn’t have any type of medical insurance, and needed this. I didn’t really think about stuff like that, but being pregnant changed things. I was even slightly worried that something would be wrong with me or the baby since I didn’t visit the doctor too much at all, but to my surprise and fortune, everything was A-Okay. 
 
    But this whole fiasco had me even more determined to get my Visa. Some time ago, after doing some research, I hired a lawyer since I had more than enough funds, and he’d been assisting me through the process. We’d been working together for a minute now, and he had me feeling good about everything, except when he told me it was good I hadn’t committed any crimes. Granted, I hadn’t done anything that law enforcement knew about, but if my past of prostitution, document falsification, and murder were somehow revealed, shit would hit the fan.  
 
    I was still looking over my shoulder, worried about Bull popping up, because I was sure everything would be over for me if he did. So I was praying like hell that this lawyer wasn’t just selling me a pipe dream.   
 
    I stopped to get some food after my appointment because I was starving like always. Once I had my tacos from Tacos Mexico, I made my way home and scarfed it down. Before I even balled my trash up, my phone began ringing, and to my surprise, it was MG. I contemplated not answering, but decided to go ahead and see what his stupid ass had to say. 
 
    “Yes?” I answered, scowling even though he couldn’t see me. 
 
    “You busy later? I got a video to do, but then after that, I wanted to come through and talk to you.” 
 
    “About?” 
 
    “What you mean? You told me you were pregnant and now you don’t know what I wanna talk about?” 
 
    “I’m confused as to why you want to talk to me about my damn baby when you told me it wasn’t yours. If I remember correctly, you said, it could be Flow’s or anybody’s, right?” 
 
    “I was just talking because I was angry about you lying about being a streetwalker, Kattlyn. Come on now, I can’t be upset?” 
 
    “Upset, yes, saying dumb shit, no. You’ve been hanging around Qamar’s ass too much.” 
 
    Chuckling, he said, “Maybe. That nigga’s foolishness can be contagious probably.” It was quiet for a moment then he asked, “So can I come over?” 
 
    “Fine. My class today is three hours, so I won’t be home until around 8 p.m. since I have to grocery shop afterwards.” 
 
    “Aight, I’ll be there.” 
 
    “Bye, nigga,” I spat, making him chuckle before I hung up.  
 
    I threw my trash out, and then went to lie down in my plush bed for a nap after setting my alarm. 
 
    I woke up a few hours later, and then brushed my teeth really quickly before heading out. I was beyond excited for this lab class, because we’d be actually cooking today. A lot of the food we made were the usual dishes like Italian, Mexican, and American food. I hoped we would do other cultures soon, because Cubans had the best food hands down. Maybe I was biased, but I was just speaking from experience. 
 
    After parking my car at school, I climbed out to see Nolan heading into the building. He spotted me and smiled widely, before waving to me. 
 
    “Wait for me!” I shouted, and of course he did so. I knew he liked me, and to be honest, I enjoyed flirting with him. I didn’t know if I liked him or what, but I just liked that he … liked me. MG didn’t want me so what was harmless flirting? “Funny we got here at the same time. You weren’t following me or anything, were you?” I raised a brow. 
 
    “You do know we have the same classes, at the same damn times, right?” He grinned. His teeth were so nice and white. I noticed when I was around him, I had a different energy; more relaxed, playful, and free. I guess it was because his energy was always up, so he put me in a good mood. 
 
    “Yeah, I know, but I just had to make sure. I feel like you like me or something,” I blurted as he held the building’s door open for me. 
 
    “I might.” He shrugged. “You look good, you seem cool, and you can cook, so that’s a plus. But I gotta wait and see what drawbacks you have before I come to a final decision.” He stroked his beard and said, “I think you like me though.” 
 
    “Um, no I don’t. We’re just cool.” I sucked my teeth and switched a little harder into the classroom since I knew he was watching. 
 
    We sat next to each other since we decided to keep being lab partners. I just liked working with him, and really wasn’t trying to get to know too many people anyways. 
 
    The professor came in a couple minutes later, and went over some things for the first hour. I was anxious as hell and ready to tell his ass to shut the hell up, but finally he gave us the go to start making Cider-Brined pork chops with maple bacon. 
 
    “So tell me something, Kattlyn, you still single?” Nolan inquired as I seasoned the pork chops while he diced the bacon. 
 
    “Umm…” 
 
    “Aww shit,” he said, making us both laugh. 
 
    “Yeah, I am. I had a man but then he dumped me, so I guess the answer is yes still. We’re in that middle stage, where we don’t know if we’ll get back together.” 
 
    “Damn, you just broke my heart with that one.” Nolan shook his head as he continued to dice. “I just can’t wrap my head around some dude dumping you though. That gotta be a damn lie, or is he blind and deaf?” 
 
    “No.” I laughed. “He’s not either. He umm … I kept a secret and he couldn’t handle it, so he broke up with me.” 
 
    “Still.” Nolan shook his head and we both chuckled. “It’d have to be one hell of a secret. Like you killed my mama and hid her body or some shit. And even then, I don’t even know!” 
 
    “You’re crazy.” I giggled.  
 
    “Well, if everything doesn’t come back together, I would love to maybe cook for you or something. Maybe we can make a meal together.” 
 
    “I think that would be a lot of fun. I will let you know how it goes.” 
 
    “Please do.” 
 
    Nolan and I continued cooking the meal assigned to us, and I was having so much fun. I swear this class seemed shorter than my lectures, which made sense because I hated all that bookwork. I understood that it was pivotal to my chef career, so unlike with that night class I once had, I was gonna stick with this. 
 
    Nolan and I finished just in time for the food to cool and to allow the teacher to taste it. For the most part, he enjoyed it; he just said our presentation wasn’t as good. That was something I never really thought about; making the plate look pretty. But if I wanted to be a chef at some high-end place, then I would have to lock that aspect down as well. 
 
    “Thanks for walking me to my car, Nolan.” I smiled once we stopped at my vehicle in the semi-dark parking lot. 
 
    “You’re welcome. And aye, I meant what the fuck I said, so if that nigga keeps playing games, text me.” He gave me a serious look.  
 
    Mmm … I kind of liked his assertiveness, but I definitely wasn’t ready to trash my child’s father. However, if he kept up the fuck boy act, I’d be tossing his ass out for sure. I wasn’t joking when I said my baby would be calling another nigga daddy if MG didn’t step up. I wasn’t like these other hoes that sat at home crying because baby daddy wanted to be a dead beat. Shit, what that nigga won’t do, about fifty-leven niggas will! Plus, I had much faith that I could handle being a single mom if needed. 
 
    I left school and went to the grocery store so I could get some of the things I needed for dinner, snacking purposes, and because I wanted to try a few new recipes in my big fancy cookbook Draylah and Bia had gotten me as a present for enrolling in school. 
 
    Walking into Ralphs, I pulled my iPhone out, and began looking through my list as I pushed my cart.  
 
    “Damn!” a girl yelled when I accidentally slammed my cart into her ass on the snack aisle. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, I wasn’t—” When I saw it was Isla, I rolled my eyes and went around her. Her dress was tight, and I noticed a small baby bump; either that or she’d been eating. A lump formed in my throat thinking that baby was MG’s. I mean, the timeline definitely matched up with the size of that small belly. 
 
    “Kattlyn.” She giggled. “I’m so sorry to hear about you and Micah ending things. He just moves on so quickly! First he left me for you, and now he left you for someone else,” she spoke to my back with a fake tone of concern. 
 
    “Excuse me?” I turned her way, hoping I’d misunderstood. Yes, Cuban Spanish was my first language, but I was well versed in English, so she better not had said what I thought she said. “Moved on to whom?” I raised a brow. 
 
    “Oh shit, I thought you knew.” She clenched her teeth as if she’d really accidentally let the cat out of the bag. 
 
    “Bitch, I have a pocketknife in my purse, so if you don’t start spilling the rest of that damn tea, I’ll slice that baby out of you.” 
 
    “Ooh, violent, aren’t we? I didn’t take you for being Micah’s type, but then again, he’s a strange individual. Anyway, your ex man was getting freaky with my best friend and some other hoe down in San Diego.” 
 
    My brows raised so high I could feel it. All the things I liked about MG were slowly starting to fade away. 
 
    “You’re lying.” I laughed, trying to save face and hoping that she in fact was. 
 
    “What would I have to lie for? I don’t care what that nigga does. If I cared, I would have cut ties with my best friend, but I couldn’t care less. I just find it funny that you lost him how you got him.” 
 
    “First off, I didn’t steal his ass. You didn’t even want him, and he knew it, so he went looking elsewhere. Secondly, bitch, I have never in life lost a nigga, so don’t even come at me like that.” 
 
    “Hmm, well your man definitely fucked my friend to hurt me, so there must be some feelings still there.” 
 
    “Bitch, you wish!” I growled, wanting to rip her fucking face off.  
 
    “Well you have a nice night, Kattlyn. I wish you and your sister wives the best.” She started off. “Ow!” she yelped when I tossed a package of Chips Ahoy at the back of her head. “Bitch!” 
 
    I finished getting what I needed from the store, even though I could barely even concentrate. I was all over the place, forgetting shit, and getting the wrong things. I finally checked out after way too damn long, and then headed home, ready to see MG’s ass.  
 
    When I pulled up to the home Draylah and I used to share, I saw him get out of his car and my adrenaline hit an all-time high. 
 
    “You need some help—” 
 
    “You still care about your ex bitch?” I shouted before he could even finish. I wanted to wait until we got inside, but I was too fired up. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What?” I repeated, mocking his dumb ass.  
 
    “No, I don’t care about my ex. Where is this even coming from, Kattlyn? I came here—” 
 
    “I ran into that ugly hoe and she told me all about your threesome or something freaky with two other hoes in San Diego!” 
 
    “So what, we weren’t together!” 
 
    “Why did you smash Isla’s best friend?” I folded my arms. He opened and closed his mouth, before glancing off. “Did you fuck her because you liked her, or because you wanted to hurt Isla?” 
 
    “I was drunk—” 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    I slapped the shit out of him before he could finish, and he turned to face me with his eyes wide and mouth ajar. 
 
    “Be honest, or I got another one for you.”  
 
    “Yes, okay, I fucked her because I knew when Isla found out that she’d be pissed off. Kattlyn! Kattlyn!” He grabbed me when I tried to storm off, but when I raised my hand to slap him again, he immediately let me go. “Baby, I don’t know why I did that shit. I was drunk, and hurting Isla at the time sounded like the move. I was pissed because you had played me and so had she…” He exhaled heavily. “It was just a lot of shit on my mind, and at the time, I thought I was doing something to make me feel better.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t have time for someone who is still caught up on their ex. I just don’t. I’m trying to do a lot right now, and I can’t worry about whether you want me or her.” 
 
    “I don’t want her, I swear. I don’t even care about her. I just hate her a little bit—” 
 
    “Hating is caring, Micah. If you didn’t care, you wouldn’t feel anything.” I looked down at my shoes briefly. “I know I’m pregnant, but that does not mean we have to be together. I would like for us to be, but I want a man who only cares about me and not another bitch, especially not enough to do what you did. You just care a little too much for me right now, Micah.” 
 
    When we first started this, I knew he would still feel for Isla, but I didn’t think I’d care. But knowing he went out of his way to hurt her, made me feel some type of way. Particularly because MG wasn’t that type of guy, so if Isla had enough power to pull him out of character, that was a problem for me. Only time a man went against who he usually was for a woman, was because he loved her. Like how savage ass Ricky was acting like a lead member of Jodeci to get Draylah back. Old Forever My Lady head ass. 
 
    “Baby—” 
 
    “I’m gonna give you some time to think. If you come to the conclusion that you do want me, and only me, which means not paying Isla any type of mind, then let me know. If not, I’ll be okay with that too.”  
 
    I grabbed some of my bags from the car, and so did he, before we both carried them inside. Once done, he looked like he wanted to say something, but instead, he just went to his car and left. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Seven: Ricky AK 
 
    The latest song I’d recorded, which was just a feature on Frisk’s track, played through my studio speakers. As usual, I was listening for any type of imperfections in that muthafucka. Nothing with my name on it would be anything less than perfect. 
 
    As I listened, I heard someone knock on the door of my studio, so I got up to get it. Dakota was supposed to be coming through here, so I assumed it was her. But nah, I opened the door to see Qamar’s mother, and honestly, I really didn’t know what the fuck her ass was here for. Unless she had some shit to tell me regarding my mama, grandmother, Draylah, or my unborns, she and I ain’t really have shit to talk about. 
 
    “Hey, Mrs. Hampton, you need something?” I inquired, trying my best to be respectful since I looked at her like a mother somewhat. 
 
    “Uh, yeah, I was wondering if maybe I could come in and talk to you.” She smiled up at me before stepping in. I led her to the leather couch, and once we both sat down, I removed my hood and waited. If she wanted to talk about what I assumed she wanted to talk about, she needed to hurry the fuck up. “So you know Qamar is doing better.” She paused, and when my expression didn’t change and I didn’t say anything, she continued. “He’s going to therapy, he’s not doing drugs any—” 
 
    “Mrs. Hampton, I’m a busy man. I care for you and all that good shit, but I couldn’t care less about Qamar’s progress.” 
 
    “Honey, what he said was just words.” She chuckled awkwardly. 
 
    “See, ‘cause you his mama and I got respect for you, I won’t wring ya fucking neck for that comment. That’s Qamar’s fucking problem, everybody wanna treat that nigga like he’s five years old or some shit. At that point in time, Qamar felt like his cocaine was more important than our friendship, and he disrespected me. I don’t know about every other muthafucka, but my respect means a lot to me. And it wasn’t like the nigga was just talking.” I pointed to my head. “He plotted on what to say; thought it through. He purposely chose shit that he knew would fuck with me.” 
 
    “You’re right. His therapist did tell me I needed to work on babying Qamar when he does wrong. But I just don’t want you guys to be at odds like this, Frederick. Maybe you could come to his therapy session and—” 
 
    “For what, huh?” I yelled. “I’m tired of all this bullshit! That nigga is the same fucking age as me, and everybody is running around here like he’s some fucking child! Nah! Fuck that shit! I’m done with his ass, I’m tired of him!” 
 
    “I know, Frederick, trust me, I’m tired too.” 
 
    “But you his fucking mama, I ain’t. I don’t have to deal with that shit. I got enough bullshit going on in my damn life, and I don’t have the time, energy, or patience to be dealing with an emotionally driven ass boy. Nigga wants me to forgive him but ain’t once apologized to Draylah, hasn’t even tried.  
 
    You know how many fucking enemies I got in these streets? I worry about my girl every damn day, and for him to threaten to have her harmed … he’s lucky I ain’t kill him, Mrs. Hampton, and that’s on everything I fucking love. And you know how childish he gets when he gets mad enough.” I stared in her eyes and she nodded, before wiping a lone tear from her cheek.  
 
    Had Qamar been some random on the streets, I would have murdered him, no doubt. Actually, the only reason I didn’t honestly was because they pulled me off his ass, and because I wasn’t trying to do shit to get me sent to jail now that I had a damn family. The pre-Draylah Ricky AK would have snapped his muthafuckin’ neck, on God. 
 
    His words pissed me off for sure, but what angered me the most was that Qamar got in his feelings a lot and did dumb shit as a reaction. That was his personality, nothing to do with his illness that he used for a crutch. If he got mad enough, he definitely would have had someone rape Draylah. That’s just how he was. When he got pissed, he would say fuck everybody, and it didn’t matter if you were his mama or his own damn child. And that type of shit, I couldn’t fuck with just because he wanted to apologize for the millionth time. 
 
    “I get it. But you know he’s my son, and if I didn’t try, I wouldn’t feel right. But, Frederick, I want you to know that if you choose to wash your hands of Qamar, there is nothing wrong with that. I don’t want you to feel bad for it. You’ve been a good friend, just like Bia has been a good one to him as well. So if the both of you decide not to deal, no one can blame you.” 
 
    “And honestly, I don’t give a fuck what anybody thinks. But I’m gon’ say this, keep ya son away from me if you don’t want him in a grave somewhere.” 
 
    Mrs. Hampton nodded somberly, before rubbing my shoulder and standing up.  
 
    “Oh, I like what I just heard by the way.” She smiled. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Welcome, and congrats on the babies you have coming, Frederick. I do hope I get a chance to meet them.” 
 
    I said nothing, so she turned to leave. Just like his hoe ass to send his mama to vouch for him. Fuck out of here. 
 
    After Mrs. Hampton left, I got right back to listening to the Frisk track, just for Dakota to walk in a few minutes later. 
 
    “I love this studio, especially when the lights are out.” She grinned. “All the money and time you spent to have this built is definitely worth it.” 
 
    “Agreed.” I cut the music down. “So did you do what I asked?” I turned in my chair to face her since she was in the chair next to me. 
 
    “I did, and I found a couple of buildings that I think you’d like. I already scheduled appointments with the realtors, so all you have to do is meet them so they can show you around.” 
 
    “Aight, cool. Thanks.” I took the papers she’d handed me. “You ain’t have to come all the way over here just to tell me that shit, Dakota. You could have text it or called.” 
 
    “Yeah.” She stared at me. “I guess I could have. Do you think I’m a good assistant?” 
 
    “So far.” I squinted my eyes, not really sure where the fuck this shit was actually going. 
 
    She exhaled heavily with her eyes closed, and then pushed her hair behind her ears. Fidgeting for a moment, she said, “I’m just gonna come right out and say it.” 
 
    “Please do, Dakota, I ain’t got all fucking day.” 
 
    She caught me off guard like a muthafucka when I saw her eyes were glazed over like she was about to cry. 
 
    “I think that, I need to maybe take a break. Like go on vacation or something. I can find you a temporary—” 
 
    “Hold on, hold on. Fuck you wanna take a break for? This ain’t the right fucking time, Dakota. I got all kinds of shit going on, and I need you right now.” 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that while telling me you need me, Ricky.” 
 
     “Aight, well you talking about a break, shit, you better eat a muthafuckin’ Kit Kat bar and spruce the fuck up.” 
 
    “Ricky,” she sniffled with a chuckle. “I love you, like really love you, and I really love working for you. And I always thought that I just had a simple crush on you, but this whole relationship you’ve built with Draylah is too much for me right now. I can’t continue to sit by and watch it. It’s too much,” she sobbed. 
 
    Was she fucking serious right now? 
 
    “Dakota, you can’t be serious right now.” 
 
    “I am.” She swallowed hard. “I wanna be with you the way Draylah is, and I can’t. Right? You don’t have feelings for me, right?” 
 
    “That’s exactly fucking right! I mean, maybe if you had have said something a while back, you might could have gotten fucked, but that’s it.” I was trying to take deep breaths so I wouldn’t hurt her fucking feelings, but this was some bullshit. “Look, this is business, Dakota, you get that, right?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I can’t have you going on leave, nah, not right now. The most I can do for yo’ ass is give you a week off, maybe get you some dick, or sign up for Tinder and get ya mojo going. I don’t know, whatever the fuck y’all do these days. But going on leave? Nah.” 
 
    “I’ll take it.” She nodded with a slight chuckle. “And I’m sorry for making things awkward, I just … I need some time to digest this whole Ricky AK and Draylah thing.” 
 
    “During those couple of days, I need you to digest it, and fully. We work well together, and I would hate to have to hurt you or you cause my girl to cut yo’ ass, because she will over something like this bullshit right here, aight?” 
 
    I ain’t have to say too much to Dakota because she knew me, and knew when I gave someone a warning, I meant it. She was cool, and I fucked with her assistant wise, but I would hate to have to chop her titties off or some shit, because she couldn’t deal with me having a girl.  
 
    Dakota calmed down enough to talk to me a little bit more about the buildings she’d scouted for me to set up my office and to work out of for my record label. She left about twenty minutes later, and for a little bit, I just sat there. Every time I looked up, it was always some shit.  
 
    About two hours later, I was done listening to the track to where I was satisfied, and had shot it back to Frisk and his producer letting them know of my approval. I even laid down a track of my own just because I was feeling some shit. A nigga was never not working, but damn did the shit pay off.  
 
    After grabbing up my notebooks and shoving them into my bag, I headed out of my studio room and ran right into bitch ass Flow, who was cheesing all hard and shit like he had a reason to. I knew he was probably here to try and get a track with me or convince Greezy to let him stay signed to the label.  
 
    “Aye Ricky I was wondering if— uh!” Frisk’s sentence got cut off when I yanked his ass up by his throat and slammed into the wall of the hallway. 
 
    “Oh what you thought you could disrespect the homie and get away with the shit?” I grinned evilly, causing his eyes to buck out of fear. “Muthafucka you don’ lost yo’ damn mind rolling up on me like shit is gravy.” 
 
    “Ri—ri—“ he could barely get out because I had a good grip on his neck. 
 
    “You say something?” I turned my face a little to give him my ear. Whipping my head back to face his ass I said, “You know I could kill yo’ ass right here, right?” I inquired and he nodded slowly as fuck, despite his face turning colors. When he reached up to try and pry my hands from around his neck, I gritted lowly, “Don’t fucking touch me.” His dumb ass dropped his hands too. Shit would have been comical had I not been mad as fuck. “You’d better be glad I got the fucking police on my ass already or I would murk you right here with my bare hands little nigga. Don’t you ever come out yo’ mouth on some disrespectful shit to me or anybody I fuck with, you got it?”  
 
    I dropped him and he inhaled the air as if he’d been under water. I could already see my hand print in the form of bruises on his neck 
 
    “Ye—yeah, tell… MG… I’m… I’m sorry… I ain’t— ah!” He breathed hard as hell between each word, but since I didn’t give a fuck about his apology, I kicked his ass in the stomach mid sentence. 
 
    “I bet not see yo’ damn face again or it’s a wrap my nigga, on me.” I started to walk off, but I saw that muthafuckin’ chain he always wore with his rap name, so I snatched that shit from around his neck. Like the mark ass bitch that he was, he didn’t say a mumbling word as I walked off with his shit. 
 
    Getting outside and to my whip, I climbed inside and took a picture of his chain before posting the shit to my snap with the caption, Got a gift from a pillow soft ass bitch. 
 
    I wasn’t the least bit worried about Flow trying to press charges or anything. The nigga was too scared to even stop me from walking out with his shit. And he was mighty muthafuckin’ thankful that I hadn’t murdered his ass, ‘cause I was damn sure about to.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning … 
 
    I had an interview on a radio show this morning, and even though I wasn’t in the mood right now, I had to do the shit. My album was doing beyond well, and I’d be going on tour soon, so it wasn’t the best idea for me to go into hiding, even though I badly wanted to.  
 
    Being in this business, you learned to just work through shit, even when you really ain’t wanna even be bothered. But to keep my mood up in good spirits, I brought Draylah with me. It was just something about her that helped me relax. 
 
    “You gon’ be aight?” I asked her as I helped her sit down in the room where the hosts and I would be. I told them muthafuckas straight up that my girl would need somewhere to sit and relax. I was happy they’d granted my request, otherwise, I was gon’ have to act a fool up in this bitch. 
 
    “AK, thank you for coming.” One of the hosts named OJ slapped hands with me.  
 
    “No problem,” I replied.  
 
    “Draylah, nice to meet you, beautiful.” He reached out and shook her hand super fucking lightly, just like the somewhat smart nigga he was. 
 
    The other host, Maia, came up and greeted both Draylah and I as well, before we sat down to get ready for the interview. 
 
    “Alright, alright, we got Ricky AK in the building this morning! I know y’all are ecstatic about that!” Maia brought the show in. “How does it feel to be here, Ricky?” 
 
    “So far, it’s straight.” I grinned, and she eyed me lustfully, so I looked away. Draylah would turn this shit out if she even thought anything was happening. 
 
    “Good, and we hope to keep it that way. It’s been a while, but we’re just happy you could fit us into your busy schedule,” OJ added. “You got a lot going on, not just musically, but in the personal life too. Is that hard to balance?” 
 
    “I mean, it gets tough at times, but I’m AK, I got it.” I shrugged and smirked, making both Maia and OJ laugh. 
 
    “Yes, well I definitely believe that,” Maia flirted. “It’s very sexy seeing you become the family man almost, while still holding that gangsta title. Do you think you’ll still be able to pull that off once you actually become a father?” 
 
    “Oh, of course. I’ll be a gangsta for life, even when I’m a father. But I had to learn that being a gangsta ain’t just about busting guns or being tough. Sometimes being gangsta is being able to get ya money up while taking care of home too.” 
 
    Nodding, OJ replied, “Speaking of taking care of home, Draylah seems to be the first real relationship you’ve had, at least publicly.” 
 
    “I mean, yeah. I definitely don’t count them groupies and fuck buddies as relationships, so yeah, this would pretty much be the first real thing I’ve had publicly and personally.” I glanced Draylah’s way for a brief moment and she was cheesing with her pretty ass. 
 
    “Wow, she must be something.” Maia nodded. 
 
    “Now Draylah Omari, she’s beautiful, by the way, so good job. But before you, I heard she was dating some music producer pretty hot and heavily, and then kind of hopped to you,” OJ commented. 
 
    “Watch ya words, my nigga. It don’t really matter who the fuck she was dating before me, all that matters is that we together right now.” 
 
    This nigga had better slow his roll ‘fore he got his muthafuckin’ block knocked off. 
 
    “So it didn’t matter to you that—” 
 
    “Fuck would it matter for? Only bitch ass niggas like you give a fuck about who their girl was rocking with before. And the way I do my shit, she probably forgot about his ass altogether, first time.” 
 
    “Right, but—” 
 
    “Nah, you need to move on to another fucking topic before ya listeners hear you get ya shit rocked, bruh.” He laughed so I laughed too, while staring at him hard. “You should know only hoe ass niggas gossip like a bunch of bitches. Get ya co-host, Maia, ‘fore he lose his teeth.” 
 
    OJ was obviously embarrassed because this shit was live, but Maia found it comical to see her co-host getting flamed. 
 
    “So let’s talk Qamar; people are buzzing because they haven’t seen him with the crew really, mainly with you. Are y’all still close?” Maia questioned. 
 
    “Talking about Qamar don’t make me no money, so next.” 
 
    Maia bucked her eyes as if she’d just gotten some good information, and then we moved on. 
 
    The rest of the interview, they both kept it respectful, and I made sure that nigga apologized to Draylah live. I knew OJ was gon’ do some shit like that, because he was the nosey ass gossiping type nigga. Once we were off the air, I told OJ I wanted to talk to him. Nigga acted like he was scared as fuck to do so, but eventually stepped off to the side like I’d asked. 
 
    “Don’t you ever in yo’ receding hairline ass life mention my girl’s name under those conditions again. My girl deserves the utmost respect from every muthafucka walking this Earth, so don’t you ever again bring her name up like she’s some hoe. I don’t give a fuck if she put the pussy on ya daddy, you’d better act like you ain’t hear or see shit. We clear?” 
 
    “Yeah, of course, man. I wasn’t trying to—” 
 
    “Yeah the fuck you were. You like getting the fucking coffee or whatever the fuck it’s called.” 
 
    “You mean the tea?” 
 
    “What the fuck I say it was? Tea, coffee, all the same type of shit, right?”  
 
    “Nah, you was right.” He nodded. 
 
    “Go apologize again.” 
 
    I escorted his ass over to Draylah, with a good grip on the back of his neck. Once he said his apologies, I gave him a rough ass back pat, and then Draylah and I started out of the room. 
 
    “Bye you two!” Maia cooed. 
 
    “Peace,” I replied, holding Draylah’s hand. 
 
    “I better not see you after I give birth, but bye, girl!” Draylah grinned and waved with her psycho ass.  
 
    “Why you so fucking crazy?” I hugged her from behind as we continued to the elevator.  
 
    “You like it.” She giggled as I rubbed her belly from behind. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Seven: Frisk 
 
    The next night … 
 
    Tonight, Bankroll Records was holding a signing party for a nigga, and I couldn’t be more excited. All the hard ass work I’d put in was finally coming together for me, and I could only thank God. A few times over the past years, I’d wanted to give up on this shit because I felt like I was chasing a dream that I couldn’t quite get off the ground. So to be in this moment was legit a damn dream come true. 
 
    Virginia was coming to the party with me, and that, I was happy as fuck about too. Charmaine was still in Colorado with her son, and usually, I would be on her bumper to hurry back, but I was good with her being gone. I liked being able to have Virginia in the crib, or spend time with her when we weren’t working, without Charmaine blowing me up. Not to mention, Charmaine being in a different state than her kid made me feel bad, even though I had nothing to do with her decision. 
 
    I stood in the middle of the mirrors in my bedroom, admiring the expensive suit I was rocking tonight. The shit with Bankroll was something upscale, so everybody was to be dressed up. The shit was gon’ be cool to see a bunch of hardcore ass rappers dressed like businessmen. Once I fastened my icy watch around my wrist, I grabbed my iPhone and car keys so I could head out to pick Virginia up. On my way down the stairs, Charmaine started calling, so I answered on my way out the door. 
 
    “What’s good?” 
 
    “Nothing, I just miss you.” 
 
    “I miss you too,” I half lied. I liked Charmaine, so some nights, I did miss her when Virginia wasn’t on my mind.  
 
    “How much?” 
 
    “A lot, but look, I’m about to drive, so I’ll hit you when I get back to the crib or maybe tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh yeah, tonight is your signing party! Baby, why did you let me leave town knowing this was coming up! It completely slipped my mind!” 
 
    “Nah, you good. You need to see your kid, Charmaine. Maybe you should stay for a couple months. I can break you off for hotel fees or whatever.” 
 
    “No, he’s good with just his father. I’ll be home soon, baby, and good luck tonight, okay?” 
 
    “Yep, thanks.” 
 
    I quickly hung up, and then turned some music on before speeding out of my driveway. I got to Virginia’s condominium about twenty minutes later, and blocked her driveway. I made my way up her walkway and rang the doorbell, anxious as hell to see how good she looked. Virginia always looked fine as hell, and I wasn’t even sure how Wonder had her working for him without being enticed. 
 
    Speaking of being enticed as fuck, Virginia and I were getting pretty close, and the fact that I had Charmaine tucked off on the side fucked with me. Virginia had already laid down the law about what she was looking for, so I just couldn’t see her choosing to stick around once she found out about Charmaine. I needed to choose and quickly. 
 
    “Hey, sorry! Let me just put these pins in my hair and then we can go, alright?” Virginia answered the door in a tight ass white dress that hugged her slim thick frame. I was mesmerized as I watched her saunter to the bathroom. 
 
    “No worries, take your time. I’m the main event, so we ain’t gotta rush,” I replied. 
 
    “I know, but still. This is your night, so I’m not trying to have you waiting.” She exhaled as she put some pins covered in diamonds or what looked like diamonds in her hair. “I wanted to talk to you about something.” 
 
    “Shoot.” I sat down on her couch. 
 
    “So, technically I’m still under contract with Wonder and Carla, which means I need to finish that out or I’d be breaching it. By saying that, I’m going to be working for you both.” 
 
    Frowning in confusion, I said, “How the hell is that supposed to work, Virginia?” 
 
    “I can do it, I promise.” She came out of the bathroom, shutting the light off. “You will be my priority, of course, and mostly what I will be doing for them, I can do away from them. So I will be with you physically 90% of the time.” 
 
    “V.” I laughed. “Shit is about to take off for me, hence tonight, and I need someone who is dedicated to the fucking cause. I can’t have you splitting your time!” 
 
    “I won’t be, Jason! I promise, you won’t even notice I’m working for them too, I swear. And by the time shit gets hectic for you, my contract with them will be finished. It was for eighteen months and I have less than eight months left.” 
 
    “Virginia, what we got is separate from ya job, meaning if you start slacking, I will have to let yo’ ass go. But I would hope that wouldn’t end things between us personally,” I stated, rising to my feet.  
 
    I liked Virginia, a lot more than expected, actually, but I definitely didn’t want the line between business and personal to become blurred. Dating me and working for me were two separate entities. 
 
    “No, of course not, but I hope you know that I’d never not take my job seriously, so we won’t have any issues.” She moved closer to me and I snaked my arms around her waist before kissing her. 
 
    “Cool.” I looked her up and down. “You look sexy as hell in this.” I licked my lips, reminiscing on how good her pussy was. 
 
     Sex with Virginia was fire as hell, and I liked that she knew what she liked; the shit was a turn on. I loved a woman who could just point me in the right direction, instead of having me play treasure hunt all damn night, just to go home to her friends and say I ain’t know how to make her cum. 
 
    “Thanks, babe. You look very dapper.” She dusted my collar off. “I’m not used to this, but I like that you can clean up nicely when needed.” 
 
    I kissed Virginia once more, and then we left her spot to head to the party, which was at this big ass venue in Hollywood. The place was like a damn castle, and Greezy told me it cost a lot to rent the shit out. I was just grateful that he had this much faith in my ass, but it was scary at the same time.  
 
    When Virginia and I pulled up to the front, there was a hired valet service who opened our doors and collected my car keys from me. I saw there was a long ass line wrapped around the damn building, and once the ladies saw me, it turned to complete mayhem. 
 
    “Oh my gosh.” Virginia giggled as she hugged my arm tightly while we both followed the security guards into the building. I swear every damn where I looked was some big ass buff muthafucka with an earpiece. But I guess it was needed since there were so many celebrities in the house tonight. 
 
    “Looks like the main event has arrived!” the deejay shouted from his booth that was elevated almost to the damn roof.  
 
    The crowd of the club screamed and cheered as Virginia and I were led to the area upstairs, sectioned off for us. When I got there, I saw Ricky AK, MG, Automatic, Greezy, and Qamar in the section. I laughed because Greezy and Qamar were far off to the left of everybody else, but Qamar’s eyes were focused on Ricky, who didn’t even notice since he and MG were conversing with the scantily clad bottle bitches. 
 
    “How is everybody?” I smiled and went around to greet everyone before taking a seat in between the side with Ricky and the side with Qamar and Greezy. 
 
    Virginia sat down in my lap, and it seemed like everybody in here turned their eyes on us with a surprised look. 
 
    “Damn!” Automatic shouted and slapped hands with me. “I see you, bruh.” He laughed and nodded as he eyed Virginia. 
 
    “Aye, don’t look too long.” I lowered my lids his way and he threw his hands up in mock surrender playfully. “You good?” I said to Qamar, snapping to get his attention. 
 
    “I’m chilling.” He fake laughed to cover up his mood.  
 
    “You been handling ya business?” I inquired, and he knew I was referring to his medicine. 
 
    “Yeah, man. I’m just chilling, not sad.” 
 
    “Just making sure.” 
 
    “Okay, everybody, let me have your attention,” Greezy spoke into the microphone as he walked to the edge of the balcony to overlook the party. “Tonight, we are celebrating the newest member of Bankroll Records, Frisk.” He stuck his hand out and waved me over, so I gently moved Virginia from my lap and walked his way, as the whole place roared loudly with cheers and claps. “We’re happy as hell to have you, especially being a part of the Head Honcho crew. You have any words?” 
 
    I took the microphone and said, “I’m just ready to make some hits and some money.” The club clapped and screamed at my response, as Greezy laughed and nodded.  
 
    The music came back on, and the photographer snapped a few pictures of Greezy and I.  
 
    When the photographer walked off, Greezy gripped my shoulder and looked down into my eyes. “I want you to know that we will be focused on you, MG, and Automatic, so don’t worry about falling to the wayside.” 
 
    “Cool, but umm, what about Ricky and even Qamar?” I knew Qamar had been hitting some huge speed bumps in his career, but Ricky was a major breadwinner for the label.  
 
    “They don’t matter. Enjoy your party.” Greezy patted my shoulder and walked off right into two groupie hoes. 
 
    That shit threw me off, but I just went back to the table where everybody was since I saw the hostesses come over with bottles of champagne and a big ass cake.  
 
    For the next hour and a half, we all partied and gulped down bottle after bottle of Ace of Spades. I was having the night of my fucking life, and Virginia’s fine ass only made shit that much better. 
 
    “Wow.” Butch showed up out of nowhere, and I guess I didn’t notice because I was too tipsy and too focused on Virginia in that damn dress. “No invite?” He raised his brows, scanning everyone. 
 
    Everybody was kind of sitting there looking back up at him, except Ricky who was lighting up a blunt like the nigga wasn’t even here. Greezy immediately got up, seemingly enraged as he scoured the area for security. 
 
    “Y’all think y’all can kick me off the label!” Butch finally shouted.  
 
    “Man, calm down, you’re doing too much right now.” MG shook his head and Butch snapped his neck to look MG’s way, almost like he was surprised that MG had the nerve to comment. 
 
    “You mind yo’ bitch ass business and keep paying my rent, car note, and whatever the fuck else I need, nigga,” Butch hissed, finally getting Ricky’s attention. MG jerked his neck back with furrowed brows, as Virginia, Qamar, Automatic, and I sat there stunned. 
 
    “Fuck is you talking about?” MG finally spoke up. 
 
    “Man, quit asking questions and whoop this nigga’s ass. You can square away the details later.” Ricky laughed, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe MG hadn’t swung yet.  
 
    Low-key, I was thinking the same thing. Regardless of what he was talking about, he called that nigga a bitch and that was grounds to get fucked up. But that was MG, always treading lightly. It was admirable sometimes, but at others, it threw me for a loop. 
 
    “Oh, you still don’t know? Damn, nigga! Where you been at?” Butch grinned and chortled. Even though the area around us and downstairs was still popping, and the music was still blasting, it seemed like it was eerily quiet in our section. “I’ve been fucking ya bitch for over a year now, and not only is she having my baby, but we both been using that little account you toss cash to.” Holding up a sparkly diamond chain, Butch added, “Thanks for this.” 
 
    “Get ya girl,” Ricky told me, and literally seconds after he said it, MG and Butch were fighting like wild ass animals. I shielded Virginia since these muthafuckas were going all the way in, to the point where they fell onto the couch Qamar was on. 
 
    “Y’all get off me! I can’t breathe!” Qamar yelled, causing Automatic and I to burst into laughter. “Help!” This nigga was dumb as fuck. Finally, MG and Butch rolled off of Qamar enough for him to move, and he gasped for air as he walked to the balcony with his dramatic ass. 
 
    “Break it up!” this security guy yelled, and he along with another big ass nigga yanked MG and Butch apart from one another.  
 
    Butch had blood all over his teeth, but he only laughed as MG panted heavily, sporting a bloody nose. They were both getting in licks, but it appeared like MG got the nigga; physically that is. He definitely lost in the Isla department. That bitch was cold blooded as fuck. 
 
    MG finally snatched from the guard, and stormed towards the stairs before descending them. 
 
    “Yeah, take yo’ ass on!” Butch shouted, chest rising and falling rapidly as hell. The guard finally let him go, and he started to walk off. 
 
    WHAM! CRASH! 
 
    Out of nowhere, Ricky socked Butch’s ass, causing him to fall back onto the table, breaking it. We all waited for him to hop up, but he didn’t. I guess the blows from MG and the final one from Ricky put his ass to sleep. 
 
    “Aye, Ricky—” Qamar stood up. 
 
    Ricky looked him up and down as if he were covered in shit, and grimaced, “Thought I told yo’ ass to stay out my face?” 
 
    “I know, but—” 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    “Oh damn!” Everyone cringed seemingly at the same time. 
 
    Ricky had decked the fuck out of Qamar, causing him to stumble back and squat down a few times since he’d lost his balance. Without another word, Ricky slapped hands with Automatic and me like it was nothing, hugged Virginia, and then left out like MG had. 
 
    “What … thee … fuck…” Virginia said as the employees began to clean up the broken glass, after the security scooped Butch up. Qamar crawled to the couch and then sat on it, glaring at Automatic and I since we were dying laughing. 
 
    “You aight?” I asked Virginia, and she nodded before pressing her soft lips against mine.  
 
    “You and that sticky shit, but it’s cool ‘cause I’m a little twisted.” I kissed her neck while groping her ass.  
 
    My phone started to buzz in my pocket, so when Virginia and I stood up so that they could replace the table, I checked it on the low. I saw it was Charmaine saying goodnight, so I blocked her for the time being and slipped my shit back into my pocket.  
 
    Tonight was all about V and me. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Seven: Bia 
 
    It was around 6 p.m., and I was beyond tired. School was gonna be done for me in about a week, so between studying for tests and having to work, I was beat down. Nothing sounded better than a good massage, or a really hot bubble bath. I think I would actually orgasm from either of those at the moment. 
 
    As I typed away on my computer at my desk, I heard a light knock before Kito peeked in. Like always, my eyes feasted on this beautiful chocolate man, with swagger out of this world. I hadn’t seen his body yet, but damn did I have a pretty good idea, even with his clothes covering it. His facial hair was nicely lined, but not too neatly, so he still had a thuggish appeal to go with his attire. I could see the tattoos he had on his wrists whenever he moved a certain way, making me bite my lip. 
 
    “Busy?” He smiled widely. Nothing like a chocolate man with a bright white, beautiful smile. 
 
    “Um, kind of.” My eyes watched him as he closed the door and made his way towards me then around my desk. 
 
    “You look like you need to relax.”  
 
    He turned my chair away from my computer and dropped down. I stared down at him as his rough hands rubbed up my thighs, before abruptly placing them on his shoulders. His soft plump lips trailed up my inner thighs, getting me so fucking hot that it made no damn sense. By the time he had my pencil skirt up and around my waist, I was damn near about to cum.  
 
    “Mmm,” he moaned softly, kissing my pussy through my silk panties.  
 
    Before I could fully react, he slowly pulled them down my legs, and placed them in his pocket. Gripping my ass cheeks, he brought me to the edge of the chair and began to eat my pussy hungrily. He sucked on my clit with the perfect amount of pressure, getting me so wet I was sure my seat was stained.  
 
    “Oh my gosh,” I cried lowly, trying not to be so loud. I released, and unexpectedly, Kito continued to feast on me. Knowing we could possibly get caught turned me on to the max, as I began to wind my hips into his face. 
 
    Again, I came hard, and Kito licked my pussy clean before standing up. I gazed up at him as if he were a god, as my pussy continued to throb. I was definitely relaxed, and even a little sleepy. 
 
    “Feel better?” He let his tongue glide slowly across his bottom lip, as he slipped his hands into the pockets of his slacks. Not able to speak, I just nodded, making him chuckle sexily. “Me too.” He leaned down and spoke against my lips before kissing me. “I wanna eat you like that some more,” he spoke into my ear lowly, almost making me whimper. “Don’t work too hard, aight, beautiful?” He winked before rounding my desk and leaving like he hadn’t sucked my soul out. 
 
    About five minutes later, I’d gained enough composure to stand on my own two feet and go to the restroom to clean myself. This nigga had my damn panties, and even though that should have been a bad thing, it turned me on. 
 
    “Kito, did you want some of this chicken?” Donna shouted as I headed back to my office. 
 
    “Nah, I just ate.” He watched me, already slanted eyes sitting even lower. I did nothing but smirk, taking my ass back into my office so I could work. 
 
    A few hours later, I was done with work for the day, so I left to get some food, and then went home. I took a shower, and the whole time I couldn’t get Kito off of my mind. I didn’t just want to have sex; I wanted to have sex with him. I could tell from the way he ate my pussy that he was a 20/10 in the bedroom. He was a pleaser, and I loved that. 
 
    Stepping out of the steaming shower, I got my phone off the sink and dialed Kito. I didn’t just want to pop up like I had done Qamar, even though I was sure Kito wouldn’t react the way he had. 
 
    “‘Sup, sexy,” Kito’s deep voice flowed through the phone, sending chills down my spine. 
 
    “Hi, umm, did you want some company? I mean if not, it’s okay. I know it’s pretty late and you’re probably—” 
 
    “You can come.” He laughed. 
 
    “Okay, see you soon.” 
 
    I hurried out of the bathroom, and put my phone on my dresser. Instead of wearing regular clothes, I opted for the lingerie I’d recently bought when at the mall with my girls. I didn’t want to beat around the bush; I wanted Kito to know I wanted some dick as soon as I stepped in the building. Just an hour and forty-five minutes later, I had on my sweet-smelling body lotion, a little bit of body spray, lingerie, heels, and a trench coat.  
 
    As soon as I picked up my phone to pocket it, Qamar was calling. Hitting decline, I grabbed my purse and happily left before Taya or my mother saw me. I didn’t feel like explaining my outfit, even though I had a big coat on. 
 
    Kito lived in a nice, comfy home in Torrance. He only had one car in his driveway, so I parked next to him, checked my makeup, and then got out. I took a deep breath before ringing the doorbell, and while waiting, I opened the coat to expose myself. I heard him unlocking the door a few moments later, and when he opened it, his eyes lit up at the sight. 
 
    “Get yo’ ass in here.” He pulled me by my coat belt, and picked me up as if I were equal to a feather. He smelled so damn good that it made no sense. He kicked his door closed and locked it, then carried me to his bedroom as we kissed. 
 
    Once in his room, he removed my coat and pushed me down lightly onto the bed. He gave me a show, letting me watch him undress, and damn was I right about his body. He was definitely a chocolate god, semi-covered in tattoos. When he stepped out of his boxer briefs, my mouth watered at the size of his dick. Yes, I was about to end this drought perfectly. 
 
    Kito climbed on top of me, getting in between my legs. He kissed me hungrily, and ripped my little lace panties off roughly. 
 
    “Keep your heels on,” he demanded as he unfastened the bra I had on like a pro. Once it was off, he devoured my nipples, and I could feel his big dick on my thigh, making my pussy salivate. His lips traveled down my body, sucking on my stomach, before he made it down between my legs again. “Mmm, shit,” he moaned, slowly making love to my middle with his mouth. 
 
    “Kito,” I whined, as he groped my thighs while eating. This man had a Master’s in eating pussy … I was sure of it. 
 
    He brought me to another orgasm, and this time as he kissed up my stomach, my body continued to jerk a little. In one move, he flipped me over, pushed my head down into the bed, and gripped my hips so that my ass was in the air. I looked over my shoulder to see him put a condom on, and after kissing down my back a little, I felt his thick head at my opening. 
 
    “Mmm,” I whimpered with my lips tucked as he pushed into me.  
 
    He snaked his fingers through my hair and pulled on it a little, as he pounded me from behind. In what felt like seconds, I was cumming on him. 
 
    “Damn, looks like this pussy is mine,” he commented, keeping up his speed. “Right?” 
 
    “Ye—yeah,” I sniveled, grasping his sheets in my hand since he showed no mercy. I felt my nectar wetting up my inner thighs as Kito continued to pummel me doggy-style. 
 
    He slowly pulled out of me, and I came so hard as he did. I was spent, but he put me onto my back, placed my legs on his shoulders and re-entered me. My eyes were low, as I stared up at his sexy ass, biting his lip while fucking me. 
 
    He dropped down onto me, and slow stroked me for a little bit while kissing me passionately. Everything about this session was the perfect way to end my sex drought. 
 
    Slowly, he pinned my hands above my head, and hammered me until we both came. 
 
    “You looking like you love a nigga or something.” He smiled, kissing my sweaty collarbone. 
 
    “I just might,” I joked.  
 
    He chuckled as he pulled out of me and then with a serious face said, “I know we’re just dating and shit right now, but if and when we get serious, Bia, I won’t tolerate whatever the fuck you got going on with Qamar. Just like you wouldn’t tolerate it from me.” 
 
    “Of course.” I rubbed the side of his handsome face. “And there is absolutely nothing going on with Qamar, I promise.” 
 
    He nodded with a smile, before removing the condom and climbing off of the bed.  
 
    “Coming to the shower?” He half smiled. 
 
    I said nothing, I just put my hand in his and followed. At this rate, Qamar was the least of his worries. Kito was on the winning team. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Two days later … 
 
    “I’m outside,” Qamar spoke into the phone. 
 
    “Okay, give me a couple minutes.” 
 
    “Aight.” 
 
    I hit the end button and then continued putting on my makeup. As I lined my lips, I saw someone out the corner of my eyes, and I noticed it was my mother. 
 
    “Oh, you scared me, Mama.” I chuckled before looking back into my mirror. “You okay?” 
 
    “I’m doing as good as one in my condition would be.” She walked in and sat down on my bed. “So going out with Kito again? I like him.” 
 
    “Umm.” I twisted the top back onto my liquid lipstick as I pressed my lips together. “No, I’m going out with Qamar tonight.” 
 
    “Qamar.” She paused, so I turned to look her way. “I thought that was pretty much done with, sweetheart. You told me you didn’t like him that way anymore.” 
 
    “Ma, he asked, so I’m just going. It’s not that big of a deal.” I stood up and grabbed my shoes from my closet. 
 
    “I just don’t get why you’re going to go out with him just because he asked, Bia. He’s going to expect you guys’ relationship to go further if you continue to let him take you out. And then what about Kito?” 
 
    “I already told Qamar how I felt, and that he’d be starting from scratch. So he knows the feelings I have for him are minimal to nothing, but he wants to try.” I shrugged. “Not like I’m leading him on.” 
 
    “Honey, the thing about men is that they believe if they’ve had you once, they can have you again. It wouldn’t matter if you were married with kids and had a restraining order on them. They’re foolish like that.” 
 
    “Well, he can be foolish all he wants, not my problem. He can’t force me to be with him.” 
 
    “I love you, Bia, and I just don’t want you getting sucked into something that you really don’t want to be in. You spent a lot of time with this boy because you felt sorry for him, when you could have been doing other things that you actually wanted to do.” 
 
    “I know, but that won’t happen again. I’m not gonna give him the benefit of the doubt anymore. I was ignorant to his illness at that time, and now I’m not. The most that should happen when he’s off his meds is him getting really sad, nothing else.” 
 
    When I first met Qamar, I wasn’t really aware of what his disease in particular would cause him to do. But while he was in rehab, I really looked into it and spoke to different people who gave me more insight. And every person that I explained Qamar’s behavior to, said his illness played little to no part in that. Him assaulting Nadine, almost raping me, and choking Lacie, even though she was carrying his child, was just simply … Qamar. I didn’t want to believe that at first. I wanted to believe that he wasn’t that person and his illness caused him to act that way, but it wasn’t the case. And tonight, I would definitely be calling his ass out to see if he’d be honest or if he’d blow a fuse like usual then try to cry sick after.” 
 
    “I’m happy you’re more aware then. And I’m happy you won’t be babying him anymore either. That’s why he’s still a child now; not because of you, but I’m sure his mother still breastfeeds that nigga.” 
 
    “Ma!” I laughed. 
 
    “No, but seriously, Bia, from mother to daughter because I love you, I don’t want to die knowing you’re with Qamar. I wouldn’t rest peacefully knowing you’d be spending the rest of your life raising a man. Your father was childish too, and look.” She shrugged. “You don’t have to be with Kito, even though he’s fine and I know you like him, but at least be with someone who can actually be a man to you. Someone that at least tries to make you happy and actually does.” 
 
    “Yes, Mama.” I hugged her. 
 
    She left my bedroom, so I put on some perfume and grabbed my purse. Hearing my mother say she wouldn’t rest easily if she thought I was with Qamar fucked with me for sure. I understood it though. It’d be like someone telling me on my deathbed that Taya was marrying Flow. All I would think about is her getting cheated on and mistreated for the rest of her life. Little did my mother know though, her speech was preaching to the choir because the fire between Qamar and I had long ago burnt out. 
 
    “Shit, I forgot to open the door for you. I was too busy watching you walk.” Qamar smiled once I got into the car. 
 
    “It’s okay, no big deal.” I put my seat belt on, just as my phone buzzed. 
 
    Kito: After that date, you should come over. 
 
    Me: Maybe I will 
 
    I sighed after I sent my reply, reminiscing on that night I’d spent with Kito. Sex, long talks, sex, massages, food … it was just bliss. 
 
    “You aight?” Qamar touched my thigh and rubbed it. 
 
    “Yep.” I gently moved his hand from my leg, and he paused for a moment. “You look nice,” I said to redirect the mood. 
 
    “Oh thanks. I tried to do a little something.” He cranked his car up and pulled off. 
 
    The ride was fairly quiet with the exception of the music playing in the background. I guess Qamar didn’t have much to say, and my mind was too focused on what my mother said to me to even process any other thoughts. 
 
    We ended up at this restaurant named McCormick & Schmick’s, which was like a nice surf and turf spot. I was in the mood for seafood, so I was happy he chose this one. The place wasn’t too crowded, so we were seated pretty quickly at a booth table near the back of the restaurant, and right by a window. 
 
     “Nice choice, Q,” I smiled. 
 
    “Pretty good food. I’ve only been here once though with Ricky and Micah, but we liked it. It was like an impromptu thing.” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Well I hope this second time is just as good.” It was quiet for a little bit, and then a waitress came over to take our drink orders. When she left, I said, “You know while you were in rehab, I did a lot of research.” 
 
    “On?” 
 
    “You and you being bipolar II.” I bore into his eyes, but his darted all around before they landed on me. “People told me that it was extremely rare someone with your diagnosis should get violent and angry the way you did. You mainly only get sad, and worst-case scenario, extremely excited.” I fidgeted. “They said only someone with bipolar I may do the things you did, but that’s not what you have.” 
 
    “How you know?” He sat back. 
 
    “Because the doctor at the rehab said you didn’t. He said your case was mild, Qamar. Are you saying he’s lying?” 
 
    For a brief moment, he stared down at the table, then he exhaled and looked up at me. 
 
    “Nah, he ain’t lying. I admit that not taking my meds puts me in a depressed mood, or if I go without it too long, it’ll put me in too good of a mood. I just…” He shook his head. “I took advantage of a situation because I could. I’m gon’ be honest with you. I was being reckless and I knew I would get the benefit of the doubt.” 
 
    “So because you knew people would forgive you because of your illness, you basically did whatever you wanted.” 
 
    “In a sense.” 
 
    “Not in a sense, Qamar, it’s a yes or no.” 
 
    “Yeah, Bia, I did, aight? I’d been doing it for a minute, and getting into Hollywood just made shit worse. I became Qamar, and I got to a point where I felt like I could do whatever I wanted and shit wouldn’t happen to me. It gave me a sense of freedom to do whatever the fuck I wanted to do, with little to no repercussions.” 
 
    “Wow.” I chuckled. I guess a part of me was expecting him to deny it, or give me an explanation. “And the cocaine? Your cousin got you into it, right?” 
 
    “I’d tried it before, but when she said she used it to regulate her moods, it gave me a reason to do it without feeling bad. Being in Hollywood, that shit is everywhere, and you gotta have a strong mind to not engage in that shit, honestly. It started off as something I only did once every blue moon, to doing it weekly because I had a reason to, and then it became a full on addiction.” 
 
    “Not a reason to, an excuse.” 
 
    “An excuse to, yes.” He nodded as the waitress came back with our cocktails. She then took our food orders and left. 
 
    “Glad you’re admitting it now, even though it seems to be too late.” I sipped my drink. “When were you planning to tell me that your uncle was your father?” I only found out because of Ricky and MG. 
 
    He looked up from his drink and said, “I don’t even know. Kind of slipped my mind I guess.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “So this nigga at ya job. Y’all still dating and shit?” He sipped his drink and stared at me. It was like it didn’t even matter that I found out he’d been basically fooling me this whole time. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Y’all fucking?” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s any of your business, Qamar, especially not since you have your baby mama laid up in your house. And I know that hasn’t been platonic.” 
 
    “So you are fucking him.” He covered his face. “Oh my fucking gosh. You let that nigga fuck.” He massaged the bridge of his nose. “And I guess I can’t fuck, right?” 
 
    “Wow, is that all you care about? Really? Sleeping with me?” 
 
    “I just need a moment to process the fact that you for real fucked this dude.” He chuckled angrily and tossed his cloth napkin onto the table. 
 
    “You’re mad about me having sex with a man I’m dating, when you hid a pregnancy from me for our entire little rendezvous. At least I’m not with you, but we were together for a minute and you never mentioned a pending baby mama.” 
 
    “It’s not the same! You ain’t supposed to fuck another nigga, period! It don’t matter how long I’m out of commission, you ain’t supposed to be out here tossing that shit to every nigga that you think is cute! That’s what the fuck hoes do!” 
 
    “Tossing it to every nigga?” I bucked my eyes.  
 
    “Ah!” He shouted when I threw my drink in his face. 
 
    “I am not your woman, and I don’t want to be! I can do whatever the hell I want! You will never fucking change! Don’t waste my damn time anymore, you bastard!” I yelled loudly as hell over the restaurant, slid out of the booth, and then walked off. 
 
    When I got outside to order an Uber, I heard someone come out of the restaurant. 
 
    “Bia,” Qamar said softly. “Bia.” He came around to face me and when he grabbed my arms, I moved back. Here comes the apology in 3 … 2 … “I’m sorry, baby. I’m not mad at you, I’m mad at myself. Yeah, I don’t like the fact that another nigga has your attention, but that’s my fault. I chose to fuck you over, thinking like all these other females that you would wait it out until I got ready to get some act right, and I thought wrong.  
 
    I still have to work on controlling myself when I get angry, and not just saying foul shit to people I care about, so I’m sorry for the way I just came at you. It was an attempt to make you feel guilty so that you’d be sorry for what you did, even though you shouldn’t be.” 
 
    “Blah, blah.” I waved him off, prompting a temporary look of shock to appear on his face. 
 
    Sighing, he said, “To be honest, baby, being a man is hard for me. My definition of what a man was is only about 5% of it. I wanna be what you deserve, but I honestly don’t know if I can. Being childish and immature, as bad as it sounds, is so much easier.” 
 
    “I don’t have anything to say. I don’t even really give a fuck at this point what you do, as long as it doesn’t involve me.” 
 
    “I get that, but I want you to try with me.” 
 
    I laughed hard as hell because this fool was really serious. Maybe if I loved him then it wouldn’t be so farfetched. 
 
    “I’ve tried already and all you want is for me to push my life and problems to the side, just to focus on you. Stop expecting everyone else to try, when you don’t even try. Try for your damn self,” I spat just as the Uber pulled up. I went to open the backdoor, but before I got, in I said, “I don’t want a little boy, Qamar, so if being a man is too hard, please, please leave me alone. You should be as exhausted as I am by now.”  
 
    “Don’t you love me?” he inquired with dipped brows. I frowned because I couldn’t believe he’d ask me something like that.  
 
    “No … I don’t. Qamar, put that energy that you’re putting into me, into your child on the way. That baby should be more important to you.” 
 
    He watched me get in the car and just stood there as the driver pulled off. Usually, after my arguments with Qamar, I’d be sad or bothered, but I wasn’t. I was … okay. Maybe it was because I just really wanted him to leave me the hell alone. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Eight: Micah 
 
    After Butch dropped that damn bomb on me, I didn’t know what the fuck to think or do or even say. It was like every time I got used to one thing Isla did, she pulled some more shit out of her damn hat.  
 
    How long had she been giving this nigga my bread? She had played my ass worse than some of these niggas had done these females, and that shit wasn’t cool at muthafuckin’ all. I didn’t even know her ass anymore. She was nothing like the girl I grew up around; nah, this lifestyle had changed her ass for the worst.  
 
    And as badly as I wanted to go let Kattlyn know that I wanted her and not Isla, I couldn’t do that shit right now. My mood was all fucked up, and Kattlyn would definitely notice. Then to make shit worse, I had to meet with Greezy today about my damn album, and I knew for sure whatever the fuck he had to say wouldn’t be good at all.  
 
    “MG, he’s ready for you,” some new receptionist named Dasha let me know before hanging up the phone on her desk. 
 
    “Thanks.” I got up and exhaled heavily, dragging my damn feet until I made it to the office room. “How you doing, G?” I greeted him. 
 
    “You got the tracks for me to listen to?” he inquired, getting straight to the point. Lately, his ass had been on one, and not in a good way. I was pretty sure it had a lot to do with the fact that he now knew his wife would be giving birth to Qamar’s son any day now. 
 
    “Yeah, I got them.” I sat down and hooked my Bluetooth speaker up to my iPhone before hitting the first song on the playlist I’d created. 
 
    Greezy gave each song about a minute before asking me to change it; something he always did since he said he didn’t need much time to be able to tell if a song was good or not. By the time we got through all fifty songs, an hour had passed, and I was just waiting to hear which sixteen he’d picked out. 
 
    “Those sound like a bunch of leftover tracks, MG,” he said, lighting his cigar. That statement caught me off guard. 
 
    “Huh? I didn’t hear any leftover tracks, G, I heard good shit.” 
 
    “Then put it out as a free mixtape and promote it yourself. But if you want Bankroll to back you, you need to bring me some hits and not a bunch of damn fillers. Nothing I heard stood out to me.” 
 
    “Nah, this is a good album.” I stood my ground. I wasn’t budging on this shit. I’d worked my ass off, and I was tired as hell, ready to get this shit out and be done with it. 
 
    “Okay, so you have two options. You can take the self-promotion route, in which Bankroll won’t fund anything. Or, we can put the album out, funding included, but when you don’t recoup our funds because the album tanked, then you can pay us out of pocket.” He puffed on the cigar after speaking. “It’s up to you.” 
 
    I sat there contemplating because I wasn’t too sure what the hell I wanted to do. Self-promoting it sounded whack as fuck, especially because I needed a damn break for a couple weeks. If I had to do my own promotion, there would be no stopping for me. But if I let Bankroll fund this shit and it tanked, I damn sure wasn’t trying to pay out of pocket. And if you couldn’t pay an advance back, that meant yo’ ass was basically forbidden from recording and releasing shit else until you could. That’s why a lot of artists were here one day and gone the damn next. 
 
    Exhaling heavily, I said, “Look, G, I’m dealing with a lot right now, and I think I just need to take some time off. I need to get my mind right, and then I can maybe get back into the studio to record something we both can agree on.” 
 
    I’d recorded one hundred damn songs for this album, so I was exhausted as fuck. Never again was I taking the Ricky AK approach. That OCD ass nigga would have 150 songs recorded just to pick eighteen. I admit it gave you variety, but I was spent. 
 
    “I honestly don’t care about what you have going on personally, MG. You need to put that shit out of ya mind and get to work. Now I’ve been patient with you, using up all my damn money for wasted studio time just so you could chase after that pass around you called a girlfriend.” 
 
    “Fuck you talking to?” I snatched Greezy’s collar, and when he gave me a look, I immediately regretted it. I had more than a little bit of problems, so there was no room for Greezy and his wrath. Letting him go right away, I said, “My bad, G. This is what I mean, I need a break.” 
 
    Straightening his suit coat, he replied, “Bring me something better and bring it to me promptly.” 
 
    I sighed before standing up, frustrated that his bitch ass didn’t understand. But Greezy was about his money at all times, and I got that, but in this state of mind I was in, there was no way I could really bring that heat. 
 
    I left the Bankroll building feeling even more exhausted than before at the simple thought of having to record again. Getting into my whip, I pulled my iPhone from my pocket and dialed Isla up. 
 
    “Are you crazy?” she answered with too much attitude. 
 
    “Let me see Michael.” 
 
    I missed my little nigga, and even though, biologically, he wasn’t my son, it wasn’t so easy for me to just let him go. I didn’t understand how Qamar could wish for his unborn to be gone, who was actually his, while I was here wishing this little boy that I’d raised was truly mine.  
 
    “What do you want to see him for, Micah?” 
 
    “Why you think, Isla? I’ve been his father his whole damn life, and you think because you tell me he ain’t mine, I’m just gon’ be able to keep it pushing?” I frowned.  
 
    I swear I hated this bitch. I knew Kattlyn said hating her meant I cared, but I couldn’t help how I felt. I’d been with this bitch for years, and she dogged me the fuck out on some snake shit. Had babies on me, stole from me, cheated, just had me looking dumb and oblivious as hell. I knew for a fact the rest of these niggas were laughing at me; I mean, who wouldn’t? I looked like a fucking fool! 
 
    “Fine, you can see him for one hour, Micah, but that is it.” 
 
    “Aight, that’s fine. You gon’ bring him to my house?” 
 
    “Sure. Don’t do anything dumb, because whatever it is won’t work. He is not yours, and I have proof.” 
 
    “Just bring him.” I hung up.  
 
    Before putting my iPhone in the cup holder, I decided to send Kattlyn a text, just so she’d know a nigga wasn’t out here just having threesomes and shit all damn day. 
 
    Me: Let me know if you need anything. 
 
    Kattlyn Baby: K. 
 
    I stared at that weak ass response for a couple moments and then drove off. When I got to my crib, I saw Qamar in my driveway, leaning on his car. As soon as I pulled in, he shoved his phone into his pocket and waited until I parked.  
 
    “What you doing here?” I quizzed as I got out of my whip. 
 
    “I went on a date with Bia, nigga, and that shit was horrible as fuck.” He met me at my door. “I can’t figure out this shit for nothing. I don’t know what to say, how to say the shit, or what. I need you to tell me something since Ricky ain’t fucking with me. I know you be on that soft shit though, so I’ll tweak it a little bit but—” 
 
    “Qamar! I can’t do this today, aight? I need a break from talking to you about Bia. You love her, I get it, but you gon’ have to read some self-help books or watch The Notebook or something ‘cause I can’t today.” 
 
    “I just need you to—” 
 
    “Qamar, for once, don’t be a selfish asshole.” 
 
    He nodded and turned away to walk to his car. Closing my door behind him, I texted Isla to get an ETA, and she told me she was close by. I went to take a shower, and by the time I was out and dressed in some sweats and a t-shirt, she was ringing my doorbell. 
 
    “Daddy!” Michael shouted and rushed me. I picked him up and hugged him tightly as Isla stood there looking like she actually had some damn feelings. 
 
    “How you been, man?” I smiled. 
 
    “Good, but I missed you! I have new toys, but Mommy wouldn’t let me bring them.” 
 
    “Well you still got some of ya old toys in the den, you wanna go play with ‘em?” I smiled and he nodded. 
 
    “Is that karate thotty here?” Isla questioned, stopping me in my tracks. 
 
    “If you’re referring to my girl, no. And watch what you say about her, aight?” I peeked over my shoulder. 
 
    “Whatever. I have a few errands to run, so I will be back shortly.” Isla rubbed her belly and then walked off. I was happy her ass wasn’t staying, so I went and closed the door behind her, then continued to the den with Michael. 
 
    “I wanna live here,” he said as I brought his toy bag over. 
 
    “I know. I want you to, as well.” 
 
    “Why can’t we? I know you want to live alone, Daddy, but I like it here,” he whined. 
 
    “What? Who said I wanted to live alone?” 
 
    “Mommy. She said that’s why we don’t sleep here anymore.” 
 
    Isla was gon’ make me murder her ass. 
 
    “Nah, that’s not the case. But look, I’m gon’ try to work something out so you can come spend the night at least half of the week, aight?”  
 
    “Okay!” He nodded with a smile, and I just watched him play for a moment before kissing his head. 
 
    I’d tried to take the calm route with Isla, but there were just certain females I was realizing I couldn’t be gentle with. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Eight: Draylah 
 
    A few days later … 
 
    I was in my office and I heard a little bit of commotion at the front, so I got up to see what was happening. I was due to give birth any day now, and didn’t feel like dealing with whatever the hell was going on up front. 
 
    “Just two minutes, Clay, come on!” I heard Qamar yell to Clay. Ricky had been letting Clay stick with me instead of him, so that’s why he was here. Plus, my belly was honestly too large to drive … go figure. 
 
    “What is going on?” I frowned. 
 
    “I told this nigga he can’t be around you, but he won’t take his ass on somewhere,” Clay replied. 
 
    “It’s fine, Clay.” 
 
    “But boss said—” 
 
    “Clay, it’s okay. Qamar knows which women to hit and which ones will whoop his ass, so trust me, I’m fine,” I spoke, staring right at Qamar. Qamar may have put his hands on women, like the bitch that he was, but he knew who to come for, and he knew I wasn’t the one. 
 
    “Thank you.” Qamar slipped past Clay. “Can we talk in the back—” 
 
    “No. What do you want?” I folded my arms. 
 
    “Well first, I got this for you.” He lifted up a gift bag, smiling hard. He was really a big dummy. 
 
    “I don’t want your gifts. I want to know what the hell you’re doing at my damn shop like my man won’t kill you.” 
 
    “Right. Well, I came to give you these shoes as an apology first.” He was still holding them up. 
 
    “You honestly believe I can walk into my home wearing some shoes you bought me? Do you want Ricky to murder you?” I frowned up at him. 
 
    “I ain’t think about that, you right.” He nodded. “Okay, so the second thing is, I need you to tell me something to help me get Bia and get the upper hand on this other nigga.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Why would I do that? For me to help you, I’d have to believe that you’re the best thing for Bia. So tell me something; convince me why she should be with you and not Kito.” I cocked my head and waited because I was sure he had nothing.  
 
    Shrugging, he laughed and said, “Because, I mean, I love her.” 
 
    “Well that’s good to know. I’m happy that you love her.” I nodded. “But I need a little something more. She told me all about that date, so I’m not too convinced that you love her.” 
 
    “Why is she giving me such a hard fucking time? I mean, yeah, I messed up and, yeah, I got some growing to do, but she needs to ride it out for me.” 
 
    “She does?” I laughed. “Qamar, leave my shop please and do not come back. If you do, I will call Ricky down here and it won’t be pretty.” 
 
    “Dray—” 
 
    “Oh, and I know all about your little threat, nigga. I better not ever find out you threatened me again, or I’ll beat your ass better than Ricky did,” I warned him. “And I don’t give a fuck about you, so I’ll kill you. Clown.” 
 
    I turned away and left him standing there. I heard Clay tell him he had to go just before I closed my office door. That boy had a whole kid on the way, lawsuits up to his nose, and a failing career, but all he could think about was Bia. He needed to get his shit together first, make himself look like something worth having, and maybe she’d look at him differently. But right now, he was simply a walking, talking, and breathing burden. 
 
    I was swamped with appointments for the rest of the day, so by the time I was off, I felt like shit. I went straight home because I knew Ricky would be there to give me a foot and back massage, which was much needed. I just wanted these babies out of my body, and right fucking now! 
 
    When I got home, I realized Ricky wasn’t there yet, and I was so damn pissed. Getting up into the bedroom, I sat on his side of the bed, and I noticed he’d left one of his phones when it started to ring. Usually, I didn’t answer his phones because he didn’t play that, but the number wasn’t stored, which piqued my interest. 
 
    “Hello?” I answered softly. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” a girl cooed, catching me off guard. 
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “Oh, who is this? I’m looking for Ricky,” she said with venom dripping from her voice. 
 
    “No, who the fuck is this? If you know Ricky, I’m sure you know who the fuck I am.” I shot up from the bed, furious as hell. 
 
    “No, I don’t. I also don’t appreciate you answering my nigga’s phone like you’re crazy,” she snapped. 
 
    “Your nigga?” I began laughing so hard it hurt. “Well, baby girl, if Ricky AK is your man I feel bad for you because I’ve been fucking your nigga every single night, I got an engagement ring, I’m about to have his babies, so you know, child support! I’ve been spending his money, living in his house, traveling, shit … the list goes on. Where you been at?” There was silence so I said, “Hello? I mean, if I’m getting all of that, what you getting? How do you go so long without seeing your nigga? ‘Cause I clock his moves 24/7 and he’s never with you.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about what I’m getting or when I see him!”  
 
    “Exactly, hoe. Try this game with another bitch. I bet not find out who the fuck you are because I slice bitches who even speak my nigga’s name, let alone try to fake claim him.” 
 
    “Just like a side chick to get bold.” 
 
    “Yep, I’ll be a side chick all day, baby. You got a good nigga on your hands, so I ain’t going nowhere. Good luck getting a peep at the dick, bitch.” 
 
    I hit the end button just as Ricky walked into the bedroom, causing his cologne to permeate the air. He looked confused when he saw his iPhone in my hand. 
 
    “How are you arguing with somebody on my damn phone?” he asked.  
 
    “Because some hoe called you trying to act like she’d been fucking you. She better hope I don’t find her ass.” 
 
    “Must have been the person behind them random ass phone calls from numbers all over the fucking U.S.” He plopped down on the bed and carefully removed his Jordans. “Come here.” He pulled me closer to him and rubbed my belly before kissing it. “Let’s shower.” 
 
    “No, baby, my back hurts, and my feet too! Everything hurts!” I whined as tears welled up in my eyes.  
 
    “Aight, sit ya crybaby ass down.” He gently brought me down onto his lap and began massaging my back with those large strong hands. It felt so good. 
 
    “I look so ugly,” I commented, and he began chortling before he kissed my lips. 
 
    “What I tell you about saying that shit? You sexy as fuck.” He looked me up and down as I stayed seated in his lap. “I told you I got a thing for cute bitches with bellies.” 
 
    “Shut up.” I giggled before our lips came together again. “You don’t see girls out and think they look better?”  
 
    “No woman could look better than the woman I love, who is also carrying my kids, Draylah. You know that. You know yo’ ass is fine, you just like hearing me say that shit, huh?” 
 
    “It helps.” I smirked. “Oh,” I squealed and grabbed my side. When I got up slowly, I saw Ricky’s jeans were wet, and so were my panties. “Baby, we have to go.” I panicked a little. 
 
    “Aight, come on.” He grabbed my hand in his, and helped me out of the room and down the stairs.  
 
    We made it to the car where we already had the baby bag in the trunk. As I sat back in the passenger seat, I just silently prayed that God protected these new babies about to enter the world. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A little over a week later … 
 
    Camellia and Frederick Jr. were finally here, and despite Frederick being smaller at first, he was definitely bigger upon birth. Camellia was a breeze coming out, but her brother was the worst pain in the world. 
 
    They didn’t really have too many distinct features yet, but I didn’t see much of myself in either of them. And when Ricky’s grandmother brought Ricky’s baby picture from when he was new, it definitely looked like them. I didn’t care though; as long as they were healthy, which thank God they were, it didn’t matter to me which parent they looked like. But of course, Ricky’s ass had to brag to everyone in the damn room, doctors, nurses, and his grandmother included, that his nut was strong.  
 
    Ricky had rooms set up for each twin, and he really went all out. One room was painted a soft green, and the other was a baby pink. He had everything done, but let me pick the furniture because that was something I really wanted to do.  
 
    I loved how excited he was, and this was the first time that I’d had a baby father that was as in love with our babies as I was. With North, I thought he felt the same, but I was young and stupid, thinking words meant more than actions. Yeah, North said he was happy, but his moves showed different. 
 
    As I rocked Camellia, the doorbell sounded off. 
 
    “That must be Antonia, you wanna go?” Ricky asked. 
 
    “You sure you can take her?” I smiled up at him. I was seated in the rocking chair in Camellia’s room. Frederick Jr. slept all day and was usually easy, but Camellia was a little bit more work. She already had Ricky wrapped around her little finger. 
 
    “Yeah, I can take her. She came from my nuts, so technically, she’s more of my kid than yours.” 
 
    “You wish.” I giggled as I placed her gently in his arms.  
 
    He sat down with her, and as I walked out, I heard him say, “You know ya name was supposed to be Rickeisha, but ya mama is a hater and only likes flower names.” 
 
    I laughed as I made my way down the stairs to get the door. When I opened it, I was happy as hell to see Lily with her suitcase because it reminded me that she was spending the night. Antonia had to go out of town, and somehow, Ricky was able to convince her to let Lily sleep over. I wasn’t sure how he did it since Antonia was stingy with Lily’s time, but I was thankful. 
 
    “Hey, Lily!” I grinned. It was crazy how happy I was to see her. “You ready to see the babies?” 
 
    “Yep! And Ricky!” She hugged my waist tightly. She loved her some Ricky because he was so damn brash. I guess like her mother, she gravitated to that. Also, Lily was pretty rough for a girl, and Ricky play wrestled with her, which was her favorite thing besides video games. 
 
    “Lily, my hug?” Antonia called after Lily who started to run up the stairs. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, Mommy.” Lily rushed back and hugged Antonia. 
 
    “Go to the den, Lily, we have a surprise for you. But you have to wait, okay?” I said with a smile. 
 
    “Okay!” She ran off towards the den instead of upstairs, and I turned my attention back onto Antonia. 
 
    Before I could say anything, she said, “I will be back in two days, Draylah.” 
 
    “Got it. But I wanted to talk to you about maybe telling Lily the truth about who I am to her. I know you’ve raised her and had her this whole time, but why not be honest with her now instead of waiting until she’s older.” 
 
    “Excuse me? No. You’re lucky I even allow her to see you, which I don’t have to do.” 
 
    “Antonia, do you realize you obtained my child illegally?” I raised a brow. “Because you didn’t know, and because you’re innocent in this process, I haven’t gone to the police, but I most definitely could.” 
 
    “You’re right, I’m sorry. I just … I just don’t want Lily to know, okay? I already don’t like that you two have become so close, and if she finds out that you’re her real mother, she won’t want anything to do with me.” 
 
    “I understand, but all I’m asking is that she know the truth. I don’t want her growing up and finding out when she’s twenty-five. Because then she’ll hate us both.” 
 
    “Let me think on it while I’m gone. But, Draylah, do not tell her anything until I say it’s okay. At the end of the day, she is my child.”  
 
    I didn’t say anything as I watched Antonia walk off. Closing and locking the door, I went to the den to see Lily using her coloring book. 
 
    “Hey, baby, you ready?” 
 
    “Yes!” She jumped off the couch and grabbed her bag up. 
 
    “Okay, come on.” I took her small hand into mine and led her up the stairs. I went towards the bedroom on the other side of Ricky’s and mine, and then opened the door.  
 
    “Oh my freaking gosh!” Lily screamed at the bedroom Ricky and I had designed for her. It was a Disney Princess theme, which she loved, and in it we had the furniture of a princess; canopy bed with lace curtains included. “This is my room?” 
 
    “Yep,” Ricky appeared. 
 
    “Ricky!” Lily dropped her bag and rushed to him. He picked her up and she hugged his neck tightly. “I wish I could live here with you guys and the babies,” she said sadly. 
 
    “We’re working on that,” Ricky replied, and I gave him a look. He gave me one back that said he meant what the hell he’d said. 
 
    “Yay! Oh, Ricky, Draylah and I are doing masks tonight. Are you gonna do it?” 
 
    “I told you real niggas don’t do shit like that, Lil,” he explained as she rubbed his fade gently. She was so funny, and they were so cute together. 
 
    “Pleeeeaaasssse!”  
 
    “Aight, this one time, for you. But if you tell anybody, I’m gon’ post on the Internet that you still pee in the bed.” 
 
    “No I don’t!” She giggled. 
 
    “It don’t matter, that’s what I’m gon’ say.”  
 
    Lily began chortling heavily, and I just watched them both, wishing like hell my aunt had never done what’d she’d done.  
 
    After I let Lily meet Camellia and Frederick Jr., who were both soundly asleep, thankfully, I made us a quick meal, and then we got to doing the masks.  
 
    We decided to try these peel off ones, and the whole time Lily and I were putting it on Ricky, he was talking shit.  
 
    “I swear to God if this is that shit from Instagram, I’m dunking y’all fucking heads in the toilet bowl after I drop one,” he said with a serious face.  
 
    Lily and I just snickered, since I’d told her not to say anything. We waited the amount of time directed, and decided to take Ricky’s off first.  
 
    “What the fuck!” he shouted when I ripped a piece off of his cheek. Lily and I were laughing so hard we couldn’t talk. “Draylah!” he shouted again when I grabbed another piece. “Nah, fuck this shit.” He got up from the couch. 
 
    “Baby, you have to let me get it all off!” I yelled, laughing through the tears along with Lily. 
 
    “I knew I shouldn’t have fucked with this shit.” He yanked a piece off of his forehead and closed his eyes tightly as he winced. “On Crips, this shit is the worst pain in the fucking world. And I don’ been shot and fucking stabbed, bruh. This is the damn devil,” he spoke, while looking into the bust mirror on the wall of the den. 
 
    My side was hurting from chortling so hard. 
 
    “Ricky!” I screamed when he caught me off guard and snatched the whole left side of my mask off.  
 
    “Shut yo’ ass up then.” 
 
    “Baby, that hurt,” I whined. 
 
    He brought me into him and kissed down the side of my face gently, before our lips met.  
 
    “You always doing fucked up shit and then making a nigga feel bad when I do it back,” he talked against my lips, making me chuckle, before we kissed again. 
 
    After kissing for a little bit, we noticed Lily was watching while sitting on the couch.  
 
    “You guys should get married,” she beamed. 
 
    “We are, but first, I’m snatching yo’ shit off,” Ricky said. 
 
    “Noooo!” Lily screeched as he chased her out of the den. 
 
    I’d missed out on a good amount of Lily’s life, but that shit was gonna be over with. I’d give Antonia her time, but at the end of the day, Lily is my baby and I wanted her. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Eight: Virginia 
 
    Working for Wonder and Carla, as well as Frisk, was running me low. I didn’t think it would be this hard, but it really was. It seemed like during that time where I wasn’t working for them, Wonder and Carla had gotten busier. I was just praying for the contract I had with them to be up soon, because I was sure if I slipped up, Frisk would let me go. And with how much he was paying me, I couldn’t have that. 
 
    After I finished brushing, flossing, and rinsing my teeth, I sent out some emails and cooked me some breakfast. I hadn’t even finished washing my plate good before I heard someone beating on my door like they were trying to break a hole in it. 
 
    “Okay, damnit!” I yelled out, walking to the door to get it. When I looked through the peephole to see Wonder, I rolled my eyes. “What the hell are you beating on my door like you’re crazy for?” 
 
    “You dodging me?” Wonder seethed, stepping into my condo and looking around as if he’d find something. 
 
    “I’m not dodging you, but I explained to your wife that any work that needed to be done will be completed from afar. As you know, I have a new job.” 
 
    “How long is this shit gon’ go on, V? At the first sign of trouble, yo’ ass just runs off? I thought we were better than that!” 
 
    “Yeah, me too, until I found out your wife knew all about us like this is some kind of sick fantasy of y’all’s!” 
 
    “So what! You act like I cheated or something!” 
 
    “You probably did, and she told me she hasn’t stopped fucking you, so you were lying about that shit too!” 
 
    The look on his face said it all. His stupid ass expected to come over here and put me in my place, not knowing that I was well aware of the shit he’d been doing behind my back. 
 
    “What you expect, she’s my wife?” 
 
    “Pick a side, Savian. At first it was oh, she’s only your wife on paper, but now you have to fulfill your husbandly duties in the bedroom too?” I raised a brow. “You know what? None of this even really matters to me anymore, Savian.” 
 
    “Fuck you mean, it don’t matter to you anymore?” 
 
    “What I mean is that, I’m over the situation. I don’t really care whether you sleep with Carla or a whole new person. Do whatever you want because I have moved on from that.” 
 
    “Oh, you moved on.” He started towards me, and then towered over me with a scowl on his handsome face. Pushing his dreads back, he said, “You moved onto Frisk, huh?” 
 
    “I’d moved on mentally before I moved on physically, Savian. And I have things I need to have handled, so if you don’t mind, I’d like you to leave.” 
 
    I still had to call Vigo’s parents out in Connecticut to let them know of his demise. They’d cut him off long ago due to his drinking issues, but I was sure they’d still want to know that he’d passed. And hey, if not, then so be it, I had at least done my part. 
 
    “Nah, I’m not leaving. I’m about to sit right here.” Wonder sat down on the couch. “I got some shit to talk to you about anyways, concerning business.” 
 
    “Like?” I folded my arms, waiting.  
 
    “Like the fact that you double booked me yesterday!” he shouted after a few moments of silence. 
 
    “No I did not. You had one meeting. Double bookings is some amateur shit, so you’re gonna have to come better than that homie.” 
 
    “Nah, you did. I had a doctor’s appointment already set, and you fucked me up making the time frames clash.” 
 
    “Well maybe it would have helped had you let me know something was scheduled that day. The calendar you guys sent me said nothing of the sort, making that day appear free and clear.” Inhaling and exhaling heavily, I said, “Savian, I do not have the time nor the energy for these games. I told your wife that I did not want to be in either of you guys’ presence unless it was mandatory, and this right here does not make the cut.” I pointed back and forth between us. 
 
    “Baby, I can’t do this without you. I ain’t realize how much you meant to me until late.” 
 
    “And that’s unfortunate, but you’re going to have to go.” I opened my door, and almost shit myself seeing Frisk standing there about to knock. He had a box of Krispy Kreme donuts, which I told him I was obsessed with. “Uh—” 
 
    “Well, well, well.” Wonder stood up wearing a devious smirk. 
 
    “Oh, are you working right now? I thought you had the day off, baby.” Frisk frowned, looking back and forth between me and Wonder. 
 
    “Baby?” Wonder bellowed. “Wooooow! I knew you were fucking him too! You just can’t stay away from fucking ya bosses, huh?” 
 
    Oh. My. Fucking. Gosh.  
 
    The look on Frisk’s sexy face was full of confusion, as he cocked his head and stared at me for a little bit. He then turned back to Wonder, as he stepped into my condo slowly, placing the donuts down on the bar that separated the kitchen and the living room. 
 
    “You fucked him?” Frisk asked me. 
 
    “Yeah, she—” 
 
    “I wasn’t talking to you, bruh, I’m talking to her,” Frisk cut Wonder off quickly as hell. 
 
    “I ain’t ask you who the fuck you was talking to, little nigga! I just told you yeah she did! I was fucking her all the damn time too!” Wonder spat, smirking like the pig he was. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    Without warning, Frisk swung on Wonder, and they began fighting hard as hell. They fought so hard they ended up on my front lawn, and my neighbor Geraldine was right there like a damn sports announcer with her nosey ass. 
 
    “Oh my gosh! Jason! Savian!” I didn’t know who to call because these niggas were not letting up anytime soon. “Stop!!!” 
 
      
 
    No one was listening to me, but thankfully, two of my older male neighbors saw what was going on and rushed over to pull the two men apart. I was thanking God for them right now, even though I usually hated when any of these people knew my business. 
 
    “Y’all are Black men! Y’all can’t be fighting out here like this! Y’all will end up in jail!” the older man named Rex who lived across the way shouted angrily. He was a plumber, and was always helping people who lived on the street when they ran into plumbing problems. 
 
    “Y’all got to do better,” the other, Samson, added. Samson lived on the left side of me and Geraldine was to my right. 
 
    Wonder and Frisk stared at one another panting for a few moments, before they finally calmed down. When they did, Rex and Samson left them alone and went back to their homes.  
 
    “Jason, can we please talk,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Oh, so he the only one you care about?” Wonder questioned, and I could tell he was hurt and felt betrayed, but I really didn’t care. I told his ass I was over him, so his feelings honestly didn’t matter to me.  
 
    Ignoring him, I kept my eyes on Frisk who walked past me and went into my condo. I gave Wonder one more look, and he shook his head in a disappointed manner before walking off. 
 
    As soon as I stepped into my condo and closed the door, Frisk gritted, “Why the fuck you ain’t just tell me? When I asked you, we weren’t even together.” 
 
    “I just didn’t want everyone knowing what I was doing with him, Jason. It’s not like sleeping with a married man is exactly applauded.” 
 
    “Still, how the fuck you expect us to move forward when you keeping secrets like that? Do you know he could have said that shit to me in public somewhere, and I would have been looking dumb as fuck? Here I am, thinking that the shit between you and I is special, but you fucked with ya old boss too.” 
 
    “It is different, I promise.” I sat next to him. 
 
    “How?” He turned to look at me with a serious expression. “Because if you can’t tell me the difference, then I can’t do this.” 
 
    I was caught off guard by his question. 
 
    “The difference is that we decided to go into this mutually. With Savian or Wonder, he kind of pushed up on me, and since I was vulnerable, I fell into it. Also, he was married, you’re not, which is a big difference. I don’t really know what to say, but what I do know is that I enjoy being with you much more than I did him. And that if you fired me today, I would still want to be with you, unlike with him. I just really don’t want to stop dating.” I chuckled, and cupped his chin to turn his face to mine. 
 
    “You just like this dick.” He sat back and smiled. 
 
    “I mean, it’s okay, but—” 
 
    “Lying ass.” He pulled me over into his lap so that I was straddling him, before we began kissing.  
 
    Thank God Wonder hadn’t ruined something that I wasn’t ready to let go of anytime soon. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Eight: Qamar 
 
    I was sitting in the conference room at Bankroll headquarters, sweating bullets. Greezy told me he needed to meet with me, and I admit I was shook like a muthafucka.  
 
    Lacie had just given birth to our son, Lace. I missed the actual birth, but of course, I had him tested at the hospital, only to be proven wrong again; he was definitely mine.  
 
    Greezy had been eerily chill about the whole situation, and I just didn’t know what the hell to think. I did know that I didn’t need any more shit on my plate. Ricky and Bia being off me, my career circling the drain, and this new baby that I didn’t know how to feel about, was enough.  
 
    “Sorry about the wait, Qamar,” Joaquin spoke up as he, Greezy, and this dude named Jacob walked in. Around here, you rarely saw Jacob, so I wasn’t quite sure why the hell he was here, but it couldn’t have been good.  
 
    “Hey, how is everybody?” I tried to be as nice as possible, overlooking the elephant in the room; the fact that Greezy’s wife had just had my baby and was posted up at my spot like we were a family. 
 
    “Good, have a seat,” Greezy replied. “I’m not sure if you’re familiar with Jacob, but he’s Bankroll’s lawyer.”  
 
    “Umm, nah, I didn’t know that, but I have seen him around. How you doing, man?” I smiled, and he nodded with a smile; a sympathetic one. Fuck. 
 
    “So, Qamar, you are aware of how your overall career here at Bankroll is doing, correct?” Joaquin asked. 
 
    “I mean, it was good to go about a week ago, right?” I laughed, but none of them did, so mine ceased. 
 
    “Qamar, ever since these charges have been brought against you for the assault of Nadine Parrish, we haven’t been able to make a dime off of you. Every time we look up, there is a new cancellation. You had a tour coming up, and because of all the refunded tickets, the shows had to be cancelled. In turn, the venues—” 
 
    “Are suing. I already know that, Joaquin. I mean, but we gotta just let this shit pass. Just let it pass and we’ll be good.” 
 
    “We’re dropping you, Qamar,” Greezy spoke up, and waited for my response. 
 
    “Dropping me? Nah, come on, not right now. I don’t have the time to be out here looking for a damn label!” 
 
    “We tried to shop your contract around, Qamar, but no one wanted in. We tried every label from here to the East Coast, and nobody would take you on.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” I laughed, not wanting to face the fact. “Y’all can’t drop me, I’m Qamar!” I hit my chest. “I don’ made this label a lot of fucking money!” 
 
    “Not as of late.” Jacob pulled a folder out. “Here are the documents detailing the eight lawsuits filed by venues, totaling in 7 million dollars. We need you to handle this bill.” He slid me the documents.  
 
    “Why the fuck is it so damn much?” I panicked. I was legit about to cry my ass off right now as my eyes scanned the documents repeatedly. 
 
    “Well, they had to pay back all of the people who got refunds, which was 90% of your audience. The other 10% got refunded as well because there would be no show. Then, all the setups we had installed in these places, cost them money to have taken down. Then you have to pay for their time, basically, all the other performers they turned down because they were booked for your shows. They’re now losing money because there will be no show on those nights. Then of course, the little bit of promotion they paid for.” 
 
    “Aight, I get it. Fuck. Look, 7 million dollars is a lot of damn money.” I put my hand over my mouth because I was baffled. “I’m gon’ have to sell my party house and all but one of my cars. Damn. Fuck, still ain’t enough! I’d need one million more.” 
 
    The three of them sat there like it was nothing, as I had a damn panic attack right in front of them. And the fact that I was getting dropped meant my income wouldn’t be replenished anytime soon. Not to mention, the 6 million the hospital was suing me for.  
 
    “We’re really sorry about this, Qamar, and we hope that in the future, you can bounce back from this.” 
 
    “There is nothing y’all can do? I can’t maybe pay this shit back in installments or anything?” I pleaded, and my eyes landed on Greezy’s. 
 
    “Nah,” was all he said, and I could see a sliver of a smile on his face. I don’t know why I thought he’d help me. Shit, I wouldn’t help his ass if he got my wife pregnant either.  
 
    “Take that to your lawyer, and have him call me so we can arrange payment for the venues,” Jacob advised as the three of them rose to their feet. “I would suggest maybe trying to sell the rights to some of your music, Qamar.”  
 
    “I ain’t selling the rights to my fucking music!” I barked, and he just shrugged as he locked up his briefcase and followed Greezy and Joaquin out.  
 
    After weighing the options of robbing a bank or selling my house and cars, I got up and left the suite. I rode the elevator down, and when I stepped off, I dialed my lawyer, Theo. 
 
    “Oh, Mr. Hampton, I was just about to call you. What did you need?” 
 
    “I need to talk with you about something. I’m gon’ meet you at your office in about an hour, okay?” 
 
    “Actually, that’s perfect. I’ll be here.” 
 
    “Aight.” 
 
    I didn’t know what his ass had to talk to me about really, because I’d settled the shit with Nadine when I gave her damn daddy a hefty ass check. That shit pissed me off just thinking about it, but I guess her ass deserved it. Little bitch. 
 
    I got to Theo’s office about thirty minutes later, and when I made my way up, I had to sit in the waiting area for a little bit since he was on some call of his. I was hoping he was about to tell me that Nadine’s people had settled everything out of nowhere or something like that. I mean, what the fuck else could I be here for? 
 
    “Sorry about that, Mr. Hampton, busy day. Come on back.” Theo peeked out of his office and waved me to the back. “Go ahead and have a seat so we can talk.” He sat behind his desk and scooted closer to it. 
 
    “Nah, I have to talk first. Look, these venues I was to perform at are suing my record label for this amount.” I showed him the paper and put my finger where the 7 million was.  
 
    Theo bucked his eyes and lifted the paper to get a better look. 
 
    “Wow, okay, so yeah, you just tell me how you want to pay this I guess, and I will meet up with this Jacob guy to get it squared away.” 
 
    “Aight. I’m gon’ have to sell my second home and all of my cars to pay that. I only have a little bit of that shit in actual cash, and I don’t wanna use that because I’ll be flat broke.” 
 
    “Understood.” 
 
    “Aight, so what did you have to tell me?” 
 
    “Mr. Hampton, I wanted to give you some options to take on this Parrish case. Now—” 
 
    “Wait, what options? That shit is done with.” 
 
    Frowning in confusion, Theo replied, “No, it’s not done with. The case is moving forward and trial is in two weeks. I—” 
 
    “No! That muthafucka, her fucking daddy, broke into my house and had me write him a check for two million to settle out of court!” 
 
    “Mr. Hampton, please tell me you didn’t do that. And if you did, please tell me you have proof of the money going from you to the Parrish’s.” 
 
    “He took the duplicate, but the money was taken from my account, I saw it!” 
 
    “Okay, log into your bank here.” Theo typed on his computer, and then handed me the keyboard. I went to the site, logged in, then went to show him where the money had been taken. “Hmm, it looks like it was put into an untraceable account, so I would have your accountant look into that one, Mr. Hampton. But I can tell you now, that it doesn’t look good.” 
 
    “An untraceable account? How the fuck is that even possible?” 
 
    “I have no idea. Either Mr. Parrish was some kind of kingpin back in the day or a mobster of some sort, or he’s just really smart.” 
 
    Fuck. I remembered people saying that nigga Switch was the man, and I’m assuming they meant he was like Pablo Escobar or something. The shit made sense now. 
 
    “So now what? Huh?” 
 
    “As I said before, trial is in two weeks, however, it’s not looking good. I think we need to settle out of court, officially, and go on about our lives, Mr. Hampton.” 
 
    “Settle? For how much?” 
 
    “They want 5 million dollars.” 
 
    I started laughing hard as hell, making Theo squint his eyes.  
 
    “There is no fucking way I am paying 5 million dollars. I won’t even have enough when I’m done selling my shit to pay these venues.” 
 
     “It’s either that or go to trial. But I can promise you that if we go, you will lose, and you will go to prison for a minimum of twenty years, Mr. Hampton; a minimum.” 
 
    “How! I didn’t even do shit!” 
 
    Theo gave me a look that said, ‘are you joking?’ which made me suck my teeth. 
 
    “You physically assaulted Nadine, put her in a coma, and then caused her to have a heart attack when you knocked her breathing tube out of its machine. She has nurses who are willing to back her story, and so far, ten women have come forward saying you’ve abused them as well, before or after sexual encounters.” 
 
    “They’re just some fucking groupies!” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter, Mr. Hampton. The evidence against you is overwhelming at this point, and it is best to settle or you’ll go to jail. The judge is a woman too, so after hearing these statements of your pattern of abuse, she will not show mercy. You may have had a chance if this was a first offense, but it’s not. I also wished you had have told me that you’d abused women in the past, I could have maybe found some way to prevent this.” 
 
    “I don’t even know how they found this shit out.” 
 
    “Their really good lawyer went digging, and whenever you go digging, you find things. And they found these women, who then stated that you abused them, and most of them happened in hotels that had the camera footage of these women leaving with battered faces. They even canvassed your neighborhood, and two of your neighbors admitted to seeing you choke your child’s mother in the driveway, during the time she was pregnant.” 
 
    Had I known this shit would come back to bite me like this, I would have for sure kept my hands to my fucking self. It wasn’t like I liked to hit women, just when they pissed me off, I reacted.  
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Then Tick, your old bodyguard, was the nail in the coffin.” 
 
    “That muthafucka. Wait, can’t we plead not guilty by reason of insanity? I’m bipolar and I have the medication and doctor’s records to prove it!” 
 
    Exhaling heavily, Theo replied, “The problem with that, Mr. Hampton, is that you’re not insane. An insane person is someone who cannot detect the difference between right and wrong, someone who feels what they’ve done is no biggie, and a person who can honestly say that while they were committing a crime, they had no idea it was a bad thing.” He sighed and pushed his hair back. “An insane person would not be panicking the way you are now, because they’ve done nothing wrong in their eyes. Plus, to plead insanity, you’d have to convince a therapist you’re crazy, and I’m sure they’d just interview the therapist you have now, who would deny such.” 
 
    “I mean, we could make it seem like my sickness convinced me, can’t we?” 
 
    “How? By saying you were so depressed those days that you beat up a couple women? And mentioning your cocaine habit as a source is not smart either.” 
 
    “Fuck!” I shouted, knowing the shit sounded stupid as fuck. 
 
    “Mr. Hampton, your condition in particular makes you really, really sad some days, which the judge would know. The majority of people with bipolar II live pretty normal lives; the judge knows that as well.” He pushed his hair back again. “So what do you want to do? We can pay this money and you move on with your freedom. Or, you can fight this thing and hope for the best. It’s your choice. I will do my best to get you off if we go to trial, but we’d have a better chance at sailing in a boat with a hole in it.” 
 
    “Let’s just settle.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Later that night … 
 
    After I left Theo’s office, I hit up my assistant to let her know to start putting my houses and cars on the market. I wasn’t sure where the hell I was gonna live, but I was sure I could move back in with my mama or maybe MG. I then hit my accountant so we could see where I’d be financially after all this. 
 
    I’d been at the bar since 4 p.m. in the afternoon, just drinking as much as I wanted to. I almost snorted some cocaine, but one, I didn’t have any, and two, my dealer wasn’t fucking with me. I wasn’t fucking with him either after he came for Bia, but that was my fault for dodging him knowing I had the money. And lastly, my nose was still healing from my second nose job from Ricky snapping my nose, so snorting something sounded painful anyway. 
 
    I dragged my feet up my stairs, in disbelief that this house and my other house would no longer be mine soon.  
 
    When I got to the top, I looked at the bedroom door that belonged to my son’s room and just stared. I knew what I was supposed to feel and supposed to act like as a father, but I couldn’t. I didn’t want a kid, and that was the honest to God truth. It just wasn’t the right damn time for me, and the wrong woman.  
 
    You would think I had a horrible father, but I had a great one. I didn’t even know the nigga was ‘sick’ until I got ‘sick’ in my late teens. My pops was bipolar I with bouts of schizophrenia, so he was way worse off. But he kept his shit under control, at least in front of me. I didn’t see him wild out until my mom told him she wanted a divorce, and I guess he just let go after that. But I was thankful that I didn’t have what he had, because he definitely fit the insane bill when he was off his medication, unlike me, who just got sad randomly. 
 
    “Aye, Lacie, you up?” I walked into the bedroom. I wanted to talk to her ass, see if she could support us until I figured some shit out. “Lacie,” I slurred and rocked her body. “Aye, get yo’ ass up,” I said, turning the lamp on. 
 
    She was lying on her back, still as hell. Placing my fingers under her nose, I didn’t feel anything. I then checked her pulse, and it was at that point I realized her ass was dead. 
 
    I hurriedly pulled my phone out and dialed 911, to let them know I had a dead body in my fucking bed. After telling me they were on their way, I called my mama to come through because I was losing my shit. I was a little scared because I didn’t know how the fuck Lacie had ended up dead in my crib, and secondly, I was really assed out in the money department without her. 
 
    When I heard sirens, I rushed down the stairs and just as I opened the front door, the police and ambulance were pulling up. I let them in and directed them to where Lacie was, and they confirmed she was dead.  
 
    “Anyone else in the house?” the EMT asked as he put Lacie on the stretcher. Just as I was about to answer, my son’s cries poured through the baby monitor.  
 
    Now who the fuck was gon’ take care of his ass? 
 
    “Umm, nah, just me and my kid.” 
 
    “Okay. Do you have any idea of what happened to her?” They started rushing her out of the room so I followed. 
 
    I knew this was Greezy’s doing, and I was sure when it came down to it, the police would be pointing the finger at me. Not to mention, I was left to be a single damn father. It was like he waited for the perfect time. Shit seemed to only get worse for a nigga. 
 
    “Nah, I don’t know,” I lied. 
 
    “Hey, I just need to ask you some questions then. Detective Gio Grant.” A guy stopped me from following the EMTs and reached to shake my hand.  
 
    “Sure, no problem.” 
 
    “Quick question, have you been drinking?”  
 
    Fuck. I knew this was only the damn beginning. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Nine: Kattlyn 
 
    MG had been texting me a lot, and I can’t say I didn’t like it. Of course I only responded with short texts because I wanted him to know I was serious when I said to pick a damn side. He was not about to be dating me, while still letting Isla get to him. I understood she did things that pissed him off, but once he started fucking bitches to get back at her, I knew we had a problem. So until he could be a man and let me know what the deal was, I was not sending him any signals that said I was still loving on him, even though I was. 
 
    “Okay, Kattlyn, I just need you to sign quite a few documents for me so that we can go ahead and file this. After we’re done, you should be getting your Visa in about a week.” My lawyer Robert smiled and pushed a stack of papers towards me. 
 
    “Damn, all of this?” 
 
    “Yep. It’s just acknowledging a few things to make sure you’re eligible, which we know you are. Also, your signature states that you agree to abide by certain American laws.” 
 
    “Right. Okay.” 
 
    I began signing what felt like my life away, on every single page in the stack after scanning it. It wasn’t like I had a choice anyway. I either needed to sign or take my ass back to Cuba, and the latter wasn’t happening. I needed to be here; not only for myself, but for the baby I was growing in my belly. Plus, I had gotten this far, getting interviewed and a bunch of other shit, so this was nothing. I just wished my parents were here to see this. 
 
    I finished with the papers, and Robert gave me some more information before leaving. All I remembered was that I’d be getting my Visa soon unless something went wrong, which was unlikely at this stage. Knowing that I would no longer be looking over my shoulder, and that I would no longer be scared to drive because I didn’t want to get pulled over, had me at ease.  
 
    After leaving Robert’s office, I went to my school because I had to drop off some homework in my teacher’s mailbox. When done, I stopped by the small store on campus because like always, I needed a snack at random times. When I got onto the chip aisle, I saw Nolan, so I brushed my fingers across his fresh fade, and grinned when he looked my way. 
 
    “You always playing.” He smirked and pulled me into him. I felt his dick on my leg, and suddenly, the moment got serious. “My bad.” He let me go. 
 
    “It’s cool. What are you still doing here?” I asked.  
 
    “Had a meeting with my counselor, and this late slot was all she had left. Why you here?” 
 
    “Had to drop off that assignment to Professor Hater.” I rolled my eyes and Nolan chuckled. 
 
    “She’s nice as hell to me.” 
 
    “Yeah, because she wants to sleep with you. She doesn’t want to sleep with me, so I’m at a disadvantage.” 
 
    “Yeah, well she’s tripping for not wanting to smash yo’ fine ass.” He licked his lips and then placed the chips he wanted on the counter. He then snatched the ones I’d picked and placed them there too. 
 
    “Don’t think buying my chips will get you some pussy. I told you I still want my ex-boyfriend.” I smirked.  
 
    “I can’t be nice? And if I wanted some pussy, I know how to get it. And buying chips ain’t the way, at least not for a woman like you.” He peeled off cash and handed it to the cashier, before giving me my bag. 
 
    “Glad you know. Thank you, and see you Monday.” I grabbed my chips and started out the door. 
 
    “Aight, and stop bringing that nigga up, I get jealous!” Nolan yelled out with a smile, and I just gave him one back with the shake of my head. 
 
    The ride home was smooth because I was tearing them chips up and grooving to some Cuban tunes. Today had been a great day, and all I needed was some head and some dick, and I’d be set. 
 
    When I pulled into the driveway of Draylah’s old home, I noticed a car pulled up behind me. I slowly put the gearshift into park, and then turned the car off to see who the fuck would be pulling in. I knew all of MG’s cars, so this was not him. My heart dropped to my ankles when a big, bald, burly nigga climbed out of the driver’s side. He was the same dude that beat Flow’s ass that night, and I was 100% sure he was Bull. I’d been doing well dodging his ass, because I was always extra careful. But I guess I wasn’t tonight, and now he knew where I lived. 
 
    Deciding to try my luck, I hopped out the car quickly and darted towards the door, hoping to get inside before him. 
 
    “Come here, bitch!” he growled, snatching me up by my hair so roughly that I thought it would come out of my scalp. “Yeah, I let yo’ ass get comfortable.” He laughed loudly, sounding just like the man who talked on Michael Jackson’s Thriller song. 
 
    “Please! Please! I’ll do whatever you want!” I moved about, trying to pry his large rough hands from my scalp. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    He dropped me and backhanded me so crucially that my body slammed into the front door. 
 
    “You’ve done the unthinkable, bitch, and now it’s over for yo’ ass!” Bull gritted down at me, eyes dark like I assumed the devil’s were.  
 
    “Wait, wait—” 
 
    WHAM!  
 
    Bull yanked me up by my hair and delivered a powerful punch to my stomach. I tried to fight back, but his slap from earlier was more like a damn punch and I was dazed. I screamed and cried, but no one around gave a fuck obviously as this man fucked me up. 
 
    CRASH! 
 
    Suddenly the beating stopped, and Bull’s grip on my hair loosened as he stumbled. When he did, I saw MG behind him, wearing an angry expression after having hit Bull over the head with one of the potted plants.  
 
    CRASH! 
 
    MG dropped another on Bull, causing him to stumble and fall to the floor. When Bull fell, it was obvious he was dead. I guess he and his brother had weak heads or something. 
 
    “Umm,” I sniffled, dabbing blood from my lip. “I think he’s dead, Micah.” 
 
    “Fuck!” MG shouted. “Open the fucking door!” he ordered and after fumbling with my keys a bit, I got it open. “Shit, this nigga is heavy as fuck,” he grunted after trying to pull Bull inside to no avail. “What the fuck am I gon’ do?” MG panicked, staring down at Bull. “I just fucking killed somebody.” He turned to face me. “Who is this nigga?” 
 
    “My pimp’s brother,” I whispered. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “My old pimp, Kraze, that’s his brother, he … remember when I said I got away? Well he was back to … to avenge what I’d done.” I looked down as I spoke. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, Kattlyn.” MG stepped into the house, dialing. Whoever he called answered, and then he talked to them about needing help. It sounded like it was Ricky but I wasn’t too sure. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I cried when MG hung up. “I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. I was just so stuck on getting away from everything. And when I met you, you gave me a break from it all. And I knew if I told you what I’d been doing and what I’d done, you wouldn’t want anything to do with me. You’re a good guy, and guys like you don’t like girls like me.” I sobbed violently as MG just stood there staring at me. 
 
    “Listen.” He brought me into his chest. “You robbed me and I still fucked with you. Guess how many times I’ve been robbed by a female?” 
 
    “Well, if you count Isla—” 
 
    “Fuck you.” He chuckled and so did I. “But you know what I mean. Yeah, this shit is fucked up, super fucked up, but it’s something about you that I like a lot. You’re wild as hell and since I’m not I guess I like that shit.” 
 
    Sniffling, I replied, “So you chose me over Isla?” 
 
    “Haven’t I always? I never wanted her, but I’m glad you gave me that time to think because that shit made me realize that I love you.” 
 
    “You love me?” I was shocked.  
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “I love you too, and I’m sorry—” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry, Kattlyn. I should have been looking out for you, paying more attention to you. Just don’t keep shit else from me, aight? And I won’t make the same stupid mistakes I made with Isla, being a busy ass idiot.” 
 
    “Okay.” I smiled before he kissed me.  
 
    Just then, a black van pulled up, and some men rushed up to wrap Bull’s body in what looked like black trash bags. MG stepped out and conversed with them for a little bit, and then he came back inside and closed the door. 
 
    We kissed for a little bit longer, and suddenly, I felt a wetness in the seat of my panties. I quickly pushed MG back some, and saw blood trickling down the inner part of my legs. 
 
    “No! Oh my gosh!” I screeched in disbelief, and felt myself about to faint, but MG caught me before I hit the floor. I passed out in his arms.  
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Nine: Ricky AK 
 
    Bryen’s ass had been hiding out, and well, thanks to the police. But I had the homie keep his ear to the streets and he found out where the nigga was, and around what time he was left alone.  
 
    See, because I hadn’t done shit, naturally, the muthafuckas watching him would become lax. And tonight, as soon as I could, I was murking Bryen’s bitch ass. Tomorrow he was to give an official statement, telling whatever lies that damn detective told him to. But all them muthafuckas would be in for a fucking surprise when their star witness wound up dead.  
 
    I wasn’t worried about them suspecting that it was me, because without Bryen, they literally had nothing since they couldn’t find my prints on the weapon. So their suspicions of me after murdering him would be just that … suspicions. You couldn’t do much with that shit. And you damn right I was doing it the day before; I wanted them niggas on my head to know it was me, and know they couldn’t do shit to me about it. 
 
    I entered my garage where my brown Chevy Charger was, and after changing the license plate, I started loading what I needed, including my duffel bag. While I was handling that, someone knocked on the garage part, making me frown. Walking to the side door, I peeked out to see none other than stupid ass Qamar. 
 
    “Wait, wait, Ricky! Just let me talk to you!” he shouted when I was about to close the door. 
 
    “You know, if I actually gave a fuck, I would beat your ass, but I got more important shit to handle.” 
 
    “Thank God,” he joked, but I kept a stale expression.  
 
    “Look, nigga, I got some shit to do, so unless yo’ ass is about to help me handle it, get the fuck out of here.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll help, what is it?” He followed me into the garage. This muthafucka was so pathetic that I didn’t even wanna bother wasting my bullets or an ass whooping on him. He wasn’t worth it anymore. 
 
    “A murder.” I slammed a handgun into his chest and he coughed. When I raised my hand, I could tell he thought I was gon’ hit his ass so I chuckled, “Calm down I ain’t gon’ fuck up ya new nose.” 
 
    “Cool but, uh—” 
 
    “You coming or you getting the fuck out my face? Which one? I don’t have time to listen to whatever bullshit you came to spit at me.” I rounded the front of my car before opening the driver’s side. 
 
    “Ye—yeah, I’ll come,” he stammered, and then got in the passenger seat with me. 
 
    I backed out of my garage and let the door down with my remote, then sped out of my driveway on damn near two wheels. I let my windows down, and lit a blunt when I got to the first red light. I could feel Qamar’s hoe ass looking at the side of my face every now and again like he was about to shit on himself. I thought about killing him for a second. 
 
    “Stop staring at me,” I said, blowing smoke out. 
 
    “Ricky, I don’t know another way to say I’m sorry for the shit I said, but I am. Not only that, but I’m sorry for being a fucked up ass friend in the past and expecting you to forgive me just because. But I want you to know that I appreciate the friendship you’ve given me in the past, and I really don’t want to lose that. I know you ain’t got no reason to be cool with me again, because it wasn’t like I was homie of the year, but I just ask that you think about it. A lot of shit has been happening to me, but at the end of the day, what I really want is for us to be cool again.” 
 
    I chuckled before inhaling on the blunt. 
 
    “First off, don’t ever threaten my girl again or I will kill you.” I glanced his way and he nodded. “And I’m talking chop you up and deliver your body parts to ya mama weekly, kill you.” 
 
    “Uh, okay.” 
 
    “Secondly, don’t ever speak on my mother again. Like Draylah, she’s a queen, and a muthafucka like you should never come out of his mouth incorrect when speaking on either of them. You got that?” 
 
    “Yeah, I got it, and I agree.” 
 
    “Oh, and lastly, don’t ever buy my girl no fucking shoes, or I’m gon’ break ya arm again.” I grinned and he nodded. He knew that grin didn’t mean anything good.  
 
    I made it to the city of San Pedro where they had Bryen’s ass at. Qamar was quiet the whole time as I dipped through the dark streets, finally coming to a stop, one street over. 
 
    “I forgot to ask who we getting at?” 
 
    “This ain’t no we. It’s me doing a job and you just brought yo’ ass along. Get the fuck out.”  
 
    I climbed out of my whip, and put my gloves on before taking my gun and a few tools from my duffel bag. I checked my surroundings, and when I saw it was damn near a ghost town on this street, I booked it. Qamar followed after me, despite me not having said anything. 
 
    We got to the house across the street from where Bryen was being held up, and I started to climb until I was on the roof. Qamar stayed down on the ground for a minute, but then decided to climb the house as well. I took a seat behind the chimney on the roof, and began setting my gun up, and Qamar just took a seat next to me without a word. 
 
    “What about your grandmother—” 
 
    “Shut up.” I cut his ass off as I finished my setup.  
 
    We sat there in silence for about ten minutes, and finally, I saw a car pull up in front of the house Bryen was staying in. He got out of the back seat, and both Qamar I watched him walk up the driveway and onto the porch, as we sat across the street on the roof behind the thick chimney. 
 
    The car stayed for a minute, then finally it pulled off and hooked a right, as Bryen fumbled with the door, I guess trying to unlock it. 
 
    Aiming at the back of his head, I squinted one eye and looked through the viewfinder with the other, before pulling the trigger. 
 
    PHEW! PHEW! 
 
    Just two bullets quietly entered the back of Bryen’s head, causing it to explode damn near on the door. His body dropped, and for a moment, I just stared. I couldn’t believe that I had actually killed his ass. I’d been wanting to for the longest, and he definitely deserved it, but the shit was still unreal to me. He was like my fucking son at one point, and here I was having to take his life because he was trying to take mine.  
 
    I knew my mother would hate what was happening, her sons beefing and shit, but I hoped she would understand that I had to do what I had to do. I couldn’t go to jail, leaving my family behind. I had a girl that needed her man, and two kids, possibly three that needed a father. And unfortunately, my family was more important than my blood brother who continuously betrayed me. 
 
    “Damn … You aight?” Qamar quizzed, but I ignored him, too deep in my thoughts. I couldn’t care less about his damn question. 
 
    Qamar and I waited for about twenty minutes in complete silence except for the dogs barking and the sound of a few birds. Finally, I broke down my setup and got down off the roof discreetly, in which Qamar followed. We made it back to the car once I made sure no one was aware of Bryen’s murder yet, and then I started off.  
 
    I ended up in the parking lot of a bar because I needed a drink. The shit with Bryen hit me a little heavier than expected, but I’d be aight.  
 
    “I need a drink. You can come too or walk home.” 
 
    “Nah, I’ll come.” Qamar nodded. 
 
    Qamar followed me inside of the hole in the wall, primarily white bar. I came to this one purposely because I didn’t have to be worried about muthafuckas bothering me the whole time because they were too scared to fuck with me. 
 
     Once inside, Qamar and I sat at a booth table across from one another, and a waitress came over. 
 
    “How are you two tonight?” 
 
    “Good. Just bring a bottle of Hennessy, please,” I told her and she nodded. 
 
    “Be right back with that.” She pranced away, switching with that unbelievably flat ass.  
 
    “You know I meant what I said, Ricky,” Qamar commented. 
 
    “Nigga, would you shut the hell up? The least of my fucking worries is you and yo’ damn apology.” I frowned. “Thanks, I appreciate it, but I don’t give a fuck right now, honestly.” 
 
    The waitress set the bottle down along with two glasses, and after she explained some food choices, she left. 
 
    “Did you uh … you didn’t ever fuck Bia, did you?” this nigga had the nerve to ask me. 
 
    “Why?” I sipped the glass of Hennessy, as I pulled my hood over my head. 
 
    “I’m just curious. I mean, I know she was leaning on you when I was on my reckless tip, so I was just wondering if you ever hit.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “If I fucked, you would know. And I think you knew that already. For one, I’m not smashing Draylah’s friend. And two, Bia wouldn’t be fucking with some new cat had I hit, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    “She fucked another nigga, AK.” He stared into my eyes. “And when she told me, I went off, and she got mad because of what I said. I mean, yeah, I pretty much called her a hoe, but what she expect? She letting that nigga hit, and won’t let me.” 
 
    I looked at him for a moment, because he was the dumbest nigga in the world a lot of the times. 
 
    “And you thought the best way to get some pussy was to call her a hoe.” I chuckled again before refilling my cup. “Why you worried about another nigga on y’all date? That’s ya first mistake. I couldn’t care less about the next nigga when I’m in a female’s face.” 
 
    “I just had to know if she was giving his bitch ass some pussy and not me. That’s fucked up.” 
 
    “If all you’re worried about is getting some pussy, why you chasing her? Go get another bitch.” 
 
    “I mean, I want her to be my girl, but why he gotta get some and I can’t?” 
 
    “Probably because he’s nice to her, Qamar. He probably treats her like he likes her, fool.” 
 
    “So do I, but she be pissing me off, so I have to be an asshole. The shit is hard to not be one when she upsets me.” 
 
    “It shouldn’t be that difficult to be nice to a woman you claim to love. It takes no effort at all, and the fact that it’s difficult for you should tell you something; that you ain’t ready for an adult relationship.” 
 
    “Yeah I am, she just needs to stop pissing me the fuck off.” 
 
    “Draylah pisses me off occasionally too sometimes, Qamar, but that don’t give me the right to call her all types of bitches and hoes. And I don’t even wanna talk to her like that. That’s my baby; she deserves the utmost respect, especially from her nigga. And if I expect everyone else to respect her, I need to do the same.” 
 
    “But—” 
 
    “Ain’t no buts, nigga. If you love Bia, and you want her, you need to show it. And it can’t be forced. If you gotta force being nice to her, just let her go. Let her be with that other nigga, because if she don’ fucked him, that means she likes him. Women like Bia don’t give the pussy up just because; she feeling that nigga.” I gulped down my drink. “And I don’t know how you let shit get that far. You ain’t fighting for her, but you expect her to come back. That little bitch ass effort you putting in ain’t gon’ get results, trust me.” 
 
    “You right. I’m gon’ figure something out, watch. I just have to see how I’m gon’ do it.” He nodded. 
 
    “You talking a lot about Bia but I haven’t heard you mention ya son yet.” 
 
    Shrugging, Qamar just shook his head.  
 
    “I mean, he’s good.” 
 
    “You see him today? Where he at?” 
 
    “Nah, I haven’t seen him today. He’s with my moms at her crib. I’m in the process of moving out of mine, and I’m gon’ live with her, I think. Hopefully not though. I think my … son is enough company for her.” 
 
    When he said he hadn’t seen his son all day, I was baffled as fuck. I’d only been a father for two seconds, but I couldn’t imagine not seeing my kids for a whole damn day; not even once. And the fact that he planned to let his son stay with his mama while he lived elsewhere, was wild. 
 
    “When’s the last time you saw him, Qamar?” 
 
    “Couple days ago or some shit, I don’t know. I don’t want to be a father, Ricky, and it ain’t fair that this shit is forced on me.” 
 
    “Lacie raped you?” 
 
    “Nah, but you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Nah, I don’t. You gotta get ya shit together, Qamar. I’m happy for you that ya off that nose candy and shit, but you gotta pull yo’ shit together now that you got a kid. And his mama is gone, so he’s gon’ really need you. Pull it together.” 
 
    “My career is over though. And if Bia would just—” 
 
    “Bia ain’t gon’ want a man who can’t step up and be a father to his kid. Trust me. She’ll be right back with the nigga she’s fucking now, soon as she sees that you a deadbeat ass nigga. You want a bitch that don’t give a fuck, there are plenty, but it ain’t her.” I poured myself one more glass and downed it, before placing some cash down. “Come on.”  
 
    He trailed me out the bar, and then we headed back to my house so he could get his whip to drive home. 
 
    “Thanks for the talk I guess,” he said, opening the passenger door. 
 
    “Qamar, focus on ya kid man.” 
 
    Qamar exhaled and got out of the car, and I just shook my head. I knew my words went in one ear and out the other. At least his son had his grandma. 
 
    “Aye, but I’m happy we cool again.” He grinned, holding onto the door. 
 
    “We ain’t cool, I just don’t care enough to beat ya ass this go ‘round.” 
 
    He hesitantly nodded and then walked to his car. 
 
    Entering the house, I could hear one of my babies crying all the way down in the foyer. Going up into my daughter’s room, I saw she was sound asleep, so I kissed her small cheek and left to my son’s. When I entered, I saw an exhausted Draylah trying to get him to calm down. He was usually chill, so this was new. 
 
    “Aye, come here, man.” I took him from her carefully. “What you crying for? I told you G’s don’t cry, right?” He was still crying some, but it slowed down as I thumbed the tear away. “Look, I understand. I’d be crying too if I shit on myself, but you’re supposed to be a gangsta. You gotta suck it up so ya mama can get some rest.” Draylah chuckled as I tilted Frederick Jr.’s head a little bit so he could see her. “Look how beautiful ya mother is, and you’re giving her a hard time.”  
 
    By this time, he wasn’t crying at all anymore, as Draylah kissed his cheek.  
 
    “I can take him back,” Draylah offered. 
 
    “Nah, I got it. Go lie down.” I leaned down to kiss her, and when she left, I just paced the room holding my son and talking to him until I was sure he was asleep. 
 
    I went back to the bedroom, and since Draylah was still up, I convinced her to get in the shower with me. Once out, we laid down on the cold ass sheets and pillows, just the way I liked it. 
 
    “You’re such a good daddy,” she said, caressing the side of my face as we laid down facing one another. 
 
    “You’re an even better mother.” I kissed her. “You look so fucking pretty,” I whispered against her lips as I climbed on top of her. 
 
    “How? I look so plain.” She giggled just as I groped her thighs, which I was in between. “We can’t, Ricky, not for two more weeks.” 
 
    “I miss you.” I pinned her hands above her head. 
 
    “You see me every day,” she spoke lowly. 
 
    “You know what the fuck I mean.” I let her feel how hard my dick was against her panties. “Let me make you feel good.” 
 
    Before she could protest, I was kissing and sucking down her stomach, while pulling off her panties. I tossed them muthafuckas to the floor, and buried my face between her legs, sucking her clit passionately. 
 
    “Baby,” she cried as I attacked her pussy. I missed eating her, so I was going in, lapping up her juices when she came.  
 
    I continued feasting until Draylah was spent, and then I licked her clean, before kissing my way up her body slowly. When our lips met, we kissed nastily and hungrily. 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Nine: Frisk 
 
    A few days later … 
 
    I was in my bathroom, rinsing my mouth with Listerine when Charmaine came in. It’d been super fucking hard keeping her and Virginia away from one another. But after Virginia and I decided this shit between us was serious, I knew I had to finally sit Charmaine down and let her know that what we had was coming to an end. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” Charmaine walked into the bathroom and hugged me from behind.  
 
    “Aye, I gotta have a conversation with you, but let me get dressed first, aight?” I kissed the back of her hand, and she shook her head to say ‘okay’ in response. 
 
    I finished handling my shit in the bathroom, and then got dressed in my bedroom, while thinking about what the hell I was gon’ say exactly. Charmaine wasn’t exactly a soft butterfly, so I knew once I said some shit she didn’t like, it was gon’ be on and popping. My best bet was to make this shit come across a certain way so that she wouldn’t be mad, aka, not mention that I was moving on to something else. 
 
    I left my bedroom and went to the living room where I knew Charmaine was because that was her favorite spot: in front of the TV.  
 
    “Aight.” I plopped down on the couch next to her. “You know this whole time we’ve been kicking it, I’ve always been honest with you. From day one, I let you know that I wasn’t really looking for anything too serious, and you were cool with that.” 
 
    “Okay?” She raised her brow, giving me that look Black women always gave when they were waiting for you to say some foul shit so they could knock yo’ head off. 
 
    “Just making sure we’re on the same page.” I cleared my throat, stalling. “I want you to know that it’s been fun and shit, but now that I got this record deal and I’m about to be doing a lot of shit, I don’t really have time for what we got. Not to mention, I’m gon’ be on the road a lot, and shit happens on the road.” 
 
    “Jason, what the fuck are you trying to say?” 
 
    “What I’m trying to say is that, this between us has got to end.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I just told you why. I’m about to be busy as hell, and shit is gon’ happen, you know that. And even though you say you’re cool with our arrangement, you know if I fuck another girl, I’m gon’ hear ya mouth. And right now, I don’t have the time for all the shit that comes with a relationship.” 
 
    “Jason, you can’t do this. Where am I going to go?” 
 
    “Go to Colorado Springs where ya son is at. I told you I would front you some money until you figured shit out.” 
 
    “No! I like my life and job here, so I am not gonna do that. Look, what if we go on a break but you let me stay here still.” 
 
    “Uh … nah, Charmaine, because if I bring company home—” 
 
    “Why would you be bringing a groupie here?” 
 
    “Look, you gotta go.” I stood up. “I can help you with a spot for a little bit, or help you out in some way, but you can’t stay here with me.” 
 
    “Fuck you, Jason.” She pouted. 
 
    Shaking my head, I left out the house. I was just happy I’d gotten my point across, and let her ass know that it wasn’t gon’ be no more us. If only her ass would go to Colorado where she belonged. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Later that evening … 
 
    “Just try the cake, V.” I laughed. 
 
    Virginia and I were out at this restaurant named Houston’s in Manhattan Beach. It was a pretty good steakhouse, with the pretty high prices to match. But now that I was gon’ be making way more money, shit like this was nothing for me. 
 
    “I told you I’m stuffed. I may not be on the Hollywood scene, but I need to have somewhat of a shape.” She smiled. 
 
    “You got a shape, most definitely.” I put the last piece of chocolate cake into my mouth. “I wanna talk to you about something.” 
 
    “Go ahead.” She yawned since it was pretty late and we’d pigged the fuck out. 
 
    “So when you and I first started doing this, I had a little something named Charmaine who was staying with me.” I watched Virginia’s face change. “But that’s over with, I promise. And it was never anything serious or official. Me and Charmaine—” 
 
    “You rang?” I heard Charmaine’s voice, and turned slowly as fuck to see her standing next to our table. “Hi, you must be his new shiny toy.” 
 
    “Actually, my name is Virginia, and I’m his girlfriend, unlike you,” Virginia snapped. 
 
    “Charmaine, what the fuck you doing here?” 
 
    “I knew your ass was lying about all the bullshit you kicked to me earlier! I’ve been watching your stupid ass all damn day, and of course, I was right; you got a new bitch!” 
 
    The restaurant was pretty quiet, so everyone could hear what the hell Charmaine was saying right now. 
 
    Standing up, I said, “Charmaine, stop it. You knew from the get-go that we weren’t serious like that—” 
 
    “I let my son move to another state for you!” she roared loudly as fuck. 
 
    “Okay, if you guys don’t quiet down, you are going to have to leave the premises.” Some guy who I assumed was the manager stepped up. 
 
    “Sorry about that, she’s just an ex bothering me and my girlfriend here,” I replied. 
 
    “No, it’s fine, I will leave!” Charmaine barked at the manager. “You got me fucked up, Jason,” was all she said before turning around and walking out. 
 
    I sat back down across from Virginia who was staring at me. I couldn’t really read her expression though. 
 
    “Baby, I’m sorry about—” 
 
    “Let me tell you something, Jason. Do whatever you need to do to make sure that shit does not happen again.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I smirked as I got up and went to sit next to her. Putting my arm around her shoulders, I cupped her chin and brought her lips to mine. “That’s the last time, I swear.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Nine: Bia 
 
    I was in my office working on my proposal for a new account we were trying to obtain, when I heard Marjorie’s loud country laughter. Guinevere was in Paris with her husband this week, so everyone was a bit more lax than usual. I ignored her chortling until I realized she was conversing with Kito. I paused for a moment, pen to paper, and tried to listen in on what exactly they were discussing. They never worked together, at least thus far, so what the fuck did he need to converse with her about? 
 
    Finally deciding I would go see for myself, I got up and stormed over to his office, just waltzing in. I saw Marjorie was leaning on his desk across from him, and he was just relaxing a little bit in his office chair. Upon entering, I spotted his wide beautiful smile, as Marjorie ran off at the mouth about her home front stories. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I smiled, even though I was irritated. 
 
    “Oh nothing. Marjorie was just telling me about her crazy uncle, who hunts his food and won’t buy shit from the grocery store.” Kito and Marjorie chuckled, so I did the same, even though I didn’t find shit funny about this bitch Marjorie being all in Kito’s face. 
 
    “Well I better get back to work. I have a meeting later, and Guinevere will murder me in cold blood if I don’t get to it,” Marjorie sighed. “See y’all a little bit later. Maybe we can have drinks tonight.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I mocked her accent, and Kito bucked his eyes at me with a smile. “She likes you.” I closed his door and leaned up on it. 
 
    “She’s married, Bia, and even if she did want me, she’s not really my type. I like good girls, but she’s a bit too good for my taste.” He stood up, and my eyes cascaded all over his body under that white button up, and spiffy gray slacks. His cologne traveled through the air as he brushed his fade down some with a brush, giving me a glimpse of his gold-faced watch. 
 
    “Too good?” I raised a brow, snapping out of my trance. 
 
    “Yeah, like I wouldn’t be able to fuck her how I wanted to,” he replied, grabbing his matching gray suit jacket and throwing it on. “Did you need something, baby? I have to go.” 
 
    “Go? Where are you going?” 
 
    “To a lunch meeting really quickly.” He scratched his beard and then dropped his hands into his pockets. 
 
    “With a woman?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s a woman, but it’s strictly business. You can come if you’d like, but it’d be awkward unless you talk a little.” He stared down at me, as I stared up at him. “You seem a bit jealous for a girl who goes out on dates with her ex.” He laughed as he neared me, getting too close and making me horny. 
 
    “Yeah, well I told you about it before it even happened so that you’d know it wasn’t some big secret.” 
 
    “What you do that for?” He bit his lip and I shrugged. “Tell me what you want so we can make that happen. I already told you what I wanted, for you to be mine exclusively, now it’s your turn.” He leaned down and kissed me on my neck. 
 
    “You’re already mine exclusively.” 
 
    “Oh, I am?” He smiled and I nodded with a raised brow. “Aight then, so it’s set. And that means if I catch Qamar at ya crib, I’m gon’ beat his ass since I have the right.” He opened his office door for us so we could walk out. 
 
    “He won’t be around, but yes, do what you need to do.” 
 
    “Cool.” He kissed me a few times, placing his big hands on my waist. “I’ll see you in a little bit, unless you wanna roll.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” I shook my head and then watched him walk off, before placing his iPhone to his ear. “Oh my gosh,” I gasped lowly, and then gathered myself before going back to my office. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what took me so long to stake my claim, but I was glad I had done so. 
 
      
 
    ***` 
 
    I pulled up to my house because I needed to go inside and pack a bag. I was spending the night with Kito, and then we’d be getting on his boat and chilling tomorrow morning. He said my sister and mother could come and I knew they’d be excited for that. 
 
    “I hate you!” Taya yelled as I entered the house. “Why would you do this to me!” 
 
    “Taya, who the hell are you talking to like that!” my mother shouted back as I rushed to Taya’s room. 
 
    “What is going—” 
 
    “She told the police about Flow getting me pregnant!” Taya screamed. “And now they’ve arrested him! I told her I got the abortion already!”  
 
    “Okay, calm down, calm down. How did you get the abortion, Taya? No one gave you money.” 
 
    “He gave it to me. We both decided it was best, so I went out and got it! But now she fucked it all up!” Taya pointed to my mother. 
 
    “When the hell did you become so disrespectful? You will not talk that way to me in my house, Taya George!” 
 
    “Yeah, Taya, you need to stop all that. Flow had no right sleeping with you knowing you were sixteen at the time, so oh well. He’s clearly a pedophile.” I shrugged. 
 
    “No he’s not!” Taya yelled, just as my mom fell to the floor. “Mama?” 
 
    “Ma!” I yelled, dropping down and tapping her face. “Mama, get up, get up!” I chanted, tapping her face. “Call 911, Taya, she still has a pulse!” 
 
    “Okay, okay!” Taya grabbed up her iPhone and dialed. “Mama, I’m sorry,” she cried as the operator answered. 
 
    I prayed silently as I sat there on the floor next to my mom, hoping like hell that she would be okay.  
 
    The ambulance showed up pretty quickly, and as they placed my mom on the stretcher and wheeled her out, Taya and I rushed out after them. I know I hadn’t been the best, but I prayed that God came through for me tonight. 
 
  
 
  



 Chapter Ten: Micah 
 
    The next morning … 
 
    After Kattlyn went to the hospital, the doctor confirmed that she had in fact miscarried. And ever since that happened, she’d been pretty depressed about the shit. I’d never experienced something like this, so I really didn’t know what to say or do to make her feel better at all. I was used to her being upbeat and wild, but now, all she did was watch TV and give me short answers when I tried to talk to her. So for now, I guess we’d just be chilling in silence. 
 
    “Where you going?” I asked her when I saw she was dressed and walking down the stairs into the foyer. I was just about to bring her some damn food, plus, she hadn’t left the house in a few days. 
 
    “I have to go to class, Micah,” she replied, clicking across the foyer in her heels. 
 
    “I thought your professor said you could have the rest of the week off, and come back next Wednesday.” 
 
    “Yes, but I don’t like to miss Saturday morning labs. I need something to cheer me up and this would be best.” 
 
    “Umm, aight, don’t you wanna eat something first?” I offered. 
 
    She stared at the food blankly for a brief moment, and then she smiled softly before nodding. Taking her hand into mine, I led her to my large kitchen, and once she sat down, I placed the food in front of her. For a good five minutes, she stabbed at the food, shoving the pancakes, eggs, and sausage into her mouth. I knew she was hungry as hell because she’d skipped dinner last night. 
 
    After swallowing what was in her mouth, she gulped some orange juice down and then placed the glass on the table.  
 
    “Did you only love me because I was pregnant?” she inquired, dropping her fork onto the plate. 
 
    “What?” I frowned. “No. I don’t even operate like that. I love you because I just do, baby or not.” 
 
    “Oh … okay.” She cheesed. “I should be getting my Visa soon.” 
 
    “Damn.” I frowned. “You’ve been on it. How did you get into cooking school without it? I’d been meaning to ask that.” 
 
    I remembered Kattlyn hiring some lawyer while we were still together, and I was happy she kept up with the shit. The last thing I needed was for her to be getting shipped off back to Cuba. 
 
    “Funny enough, there is no law saying immigrants can’t attend college. It varies by school, however. My cooking college doesn’t require you to prove citizenship. Thank God for my lawyer because I didn’t know that.” She grinned happily before drinking her juice. 
 
    “Well I’m glad you’re getting that shit. I don’t like being worried about you.” I grabbed her hand and kissed it, making her smirk. “I love you.” 
 
    “You better.” She giggled before finishing her food. 
 
    We talked for a little bit about what she was learning in school and shit, and then she left. Hearing Kattlyn moved forward with her whole Visa shit had me thinking about my son, Michael. I didn’t give a fuck if he was that nigga Don’s biologically; I was the one who raised him. I took care of him and did all the fucking work, not that nigga. And even though I wanted nothing to do with Isla, I just couldn’t turn my back on Michael and act like the last four years didn’t happen. I wasn’t sure of what rights I had, but I was about to find out. 
 
    My phone buzzing hard against the kitchen table pulled me from my thoughts, and when I looked down, I saw it was Diana. She’d been texting me here and there, and I’d only reply sometimes because a nigga felt bad for using her. However, I needed to cease all contact before Kattlyn murdered the both of us with her Kung Fu Panda ass. 
 
    D: Hey did you forget about me? I hope not. 
 
    I didn’t need this shit right now. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Later that day … 
 
    I’d gotten an appointment with my lawyer because I wanted her to give me a little bit of advice on how I could get some parental rights with Michael. There had to be something. I mean, there is no way Isla could just ride off into the sunset with my kid like that. 
 
    “How are you today, Mr. Gaines?” my lawyer  Amanda, stood up to greet me when I entered her office. “I was surprised that you needed to speak with me today. You rarely have any legal troubles.” 
 
    Laughing, I replied, “Yeah, I know.” I sat down. “You know my son, Michael?” I asked, and she nodded. “Well, I found out that he’s not really my son biologically. And after finding that out, his mother took him and basically told me that she doesn’t want me in his life. Just recently, she gave me an hour with him, but me going from raising him to getting an hour out of a week, is killing me.” 
 
    “Wow, alright.” She grabbed a pen and pad. “I have some questions for you. Does she know where the actual father is?” 
 
    “Yeah, she does.” 
 
    “And is she sure?” Amanda giggled. “I don’t mean to laugh, but I’m honestly wondering if she knows that he’s actually the father.” 
 
    “Yeah, she brought the police to my house with a DNA test proving that this other guy was my son’s biological father.” 
 
    “Okay.” Amanda jotted something down. “And she’s currently in a relationship with him?” 
 
    “Truthfully, I have no idea. I thought she was, but then I found out she’s pregnant by this other cat that’s signed to the same label as me; or was. And was giving him my money, basically funding his lifestyle with my bread. So it’s all confusing. She could be with the both of them muthafuckas.” 
 
    Amanda and I laughed in unison. 
 
    “Hmm, okay.” She wrote some more things down. “So we need to figure out what’s going on with her personally because it doesn’t sound like she’s too stable. Also, we do need to see if the biological father is even in the child’s life and doing what he needs to do. I will be honest and let you know, this will be hard because she has proven you not to be the blood father, but I think we can actually pull something off.” 
 
    “Okay, all I need is hope.” 
 
    “Yes. Now, question, did you sign the birth certificate?” 
 
    “I did, and I raised him from birth.” 
 
    Grinning, Amanda replied, “I think we have something then.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Ten: Draylah 
 
    Ricky’s grandmother wanted to spend time with the twins today, so I took that opportunity to go into work. I’d booked a few appointments, but not too many because I knew I would be having some separation anxiety and I didn’t want that. Largely because Lily had ‘died’ when I wasn’t with her. 
 
    As hard as having twins was, I loved both of my babies so much and wouldn’t give them back for anything. They were so adorable, and usually well behaved. And thankfully, I had a baby daddy that did his part; well, fiancé. 
 
    “Okay, take a look,” I said to one of my clients, Maria, and pointed to the vanity mirror in my workstation. 
 
    “Draylah, oh my gosh, thank you. And thank you for filling them in and everything. My lashes are bomb too. I love it! When are you gonna sell your own shit, girl?” 
 
    “Soon. I’m working on that. I just gave birth, so I have to get my home life in order and everything else before adding more to my plate.” 
 
    “I forgot you just had your twins. Girl, you look good.” Maria got up. “But yes, please let me know when you come out with something because you have magic hands.” Maria grabbed her wallet from her purse as I led her to the front where my secondary receptionist, Channie, was. 
 
    “Well thanks, girl. Channie will go ahead and check you out. So I should see you in a few weeks?” 
 
    “Yes, and here you go.” She gave me a twenty-five-dollar tip. 
 
    “Thank you.” We hugged and then I went back to my office to place an order for supplies before my next appointment. 
 
    While I was in the back working, my office phone rang, so I answered it to find out that it was Channie on the other end. 
 
    “Hey, Draylah, there is a man here to see you.” 
 
    “A man? If it’s Qamar the rapper, tell him I died.” I rolled my eyes and shook my head. 
 
    “No it’s not,” she snickered. “He said his name is North.” 
 
    I froze for a minute, wondering if there was a way I could escape without him seeing me. I didn’t know what the hell he wanted to see me for anyway; we had absolutely nothing to talk about. Also, I didn’t want him to know Lily would be spending the weekend with Ricky and me. He might try to intrude, and then Ricky would beat him up. 
 
    “Draylah?” Channie called my name, reminding me that I was on the phone. 
 
    “Yes, umm, send him to the back please.” I quickly hung up and closed my eyes before taking a deep breath.  
 
    A loud knock on my office door startled me, but after gaining some composure, I got up to go open it. There North was, standing there looking exactly the same but only with more muscle. His brown skin was smooth, and like the last time I saw him, he had no facial hair and a low cut fade. He was still cute, but he was nowhere near as fine as Ricky. And I could tell he didn’t have his swag either.  
 
    “Damn,” North commented, licking his lips as he eyed me from head to toe. “Had I known you was gon’ be this fine, I would have stayed my ass in L.A.” He walked into the room. “Weren’t you just pregnant?” 
 
    “What do you want?” I sat on the edge of my desk, making North seemingly salivate.  
 
    I was just wearing jeans, a spaghetti strapped top, and my Sk8-Hi Old Skool Vans. My hair was straightened and hanging down, and I had a nice watch, my Hermes bracelets with Lily’s name, and my engagement ring on. The old ring Ricky gave me was hanging from my neck on a small chain. North didn’t miss anything as his eyes surveyed me and landed on my ring finger. 
 
    “I just wanna talk about what’s happened. Let’s go get something to eat right quick.” 
 
    “I’m not hungry.” 
 
    “Well I am. It’ll only take a minute of your time. And I promise I won’t disrespect whatever you got going on with that rapper nigga.” 
 
    After contemplating, I finally replied, “Fine, but once you finish talking, I’m leaving. I won’t stay to eat.” 
 
    “Good enough.” He smiled. 
 
    “Ugh,” I commented at the sight, making his grin fade immediately. 
 
    North and I left out and went to this small cafe around the corner. No one was really inside, so the hostess told us we could pick our seats. We sat down at a booth table, and North ordered something to eat and drink. We didn’t say anything as he waited, and finally they brought his food out. He took a few bites of his sandwich, and for a minute, he just stared at me smirking. 
 
    “We used to be so in love. Must be fate what happened. It brought us back together.” 
 
    “North, why did you want to talk to me? I’m about to leave.” 
 
    Suddenly, a tall figure appeared, and when I saw it was Ricky, I almost shit on myself.  
 
    “Why you do shit like this, Draylah, when you know I’m crazy? Now I’m gon’ have to beat this nigga’s ass.” Ricky looked to me with dipped brows. 
 
    “No, Ricky, it’s not even like that. He just asked me to come here and—” 
 
    “Nigga, don’t ever approach my girl trying to have some muthafuckin’ sit down time. Fuck you think this is? I’ll beat yo’ ass, bruh.” Ricky looked him up and down. “Got the nerve to be pulling up on my girl in a smedium shirt and tights, looking like a thot.” 
 
    “Nigga, what?” North got up. His jeans were pretty tight and so was his shirt, now that Ricky mentioned it.  
 
      
 
    “Hey, excuse me, is there a problem?” some ghetto light-skinned waitress came up, popping her gum. 
 
    Ricky looked her up and down and said, “Only problem is that rug sitting on yo’ fucking head. Back yo’ ass up and straighten that shit; ya edges is snitching on you.” 
 
    With bucked eyes, the girl immediately started shifting her wig as she backed away, while the few people in earshot snickered.  
 
    “Now what’s that shit you was talking?” North stated, and I guess he didn’t know Ricky was the wrong one. Trying to be tough for me was not smart. God, no. 
 
    WHAM! 
 
    Ricky turned back to face North and punched him right in the middle of his face, sending North flying onto his back on top of a table. He struggled to get up, looking exactly like a turtle that had been turned on its back.  
 
    “Nigga, I’m just her—” North squealed when Ricky mushed his head back and made it bounce on the table. I could tell he was dazed and confused. 
 
    “I don’t give a fuck if you was her daddy, muthafucka. I bet not catch yo’ bitch ass around my girl again, or it’s gon’ be a wrap.” 
 
    After he was done with North, that same girl with the wig wanted Ricky’s autograph, but he ignored her as we walked past her. Once outside, he hemmed me up against the wall. I shouldn’t have been turned on, but I was. 
 
    “Why you like fucking with me, Dray?” he spoke lowly to me. 
 
    “I was just hearing him out because he’s Lily’s father, but I’m sorry.” I hugged Ricky’s torso. “How did you know I was here?” 
 
    “Came to take you to lunch and Channie put me up on game.” 
 
    “Oh, well I’m sorry.” 
 
    He grabbed my hand in his and then led me back to my brow bar just as North walked out the cafe with an angry expression and a bloody nose.  
 
    Ricky and I went right back to my office and he closed the door behind us. 
 
    “Show me how sorry you are.” He bit down on his lip with his fine ass, as he gestured down to his dick with a serious expression.  
 
    I happily squatted down, removed him from his jeans, and took him into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    The next night … 
 
    “Damn, look at yo’ fine ass,” I heard Ricky say as we walked through this big hotel, headed to a restaurant. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I looked over my shoulder to see him recording me from behind, most likely for Snapchat or Instagram. 
 
    “Recording yo’ sexy ass. Show these bag of laundry built ass hoes how you have a baby and get right back,” he pumped me up, so I switched a little bit in my long, tight, black dress. It was a long-sleeved wrap style with a high split. “Shit. Do a spin for ya baby daddy.” 
 
    I chuckled as I spun a little bit for the camera. 
 
    “You’re crazy.” I laughed. 
 
    “Nah, just admiring what I got,” he replied as he posted the video. “You know I’m yo’ biggest fan.” We held hands as we neared the restaurant. 
 
    “Yes you are.” I tilted my head back so that we could kiss, just before he opened the door to the restaurant for me. “I love you, Ricky.” 
 
    “I love you more, baby girl.” 
 
      
 
   


 
  

 Chapter Ten: Ricky AK 
 
    “Where am I?” Charlie shouted once I snatched the sack off of her head. She frantically looked around the empty room with her eyes wide, before realizing that she was tied to a chair. 
 
    “You thought we forgot about you?” I pushed my hood off my head as Draylah stood next to me. We had clear hoodies over our black ones to prevent blood from staining our clothes. 
 
    We waited to get at this old dried up ass bitch for two reasons: one was for Draylah to give birth, and the other was because we wanted Charlie to think everything was gravy and to let her guard down. She was on high alert after telling Draylah what she’d done, so it would have been harder to kidnap her ass. But since we let time go by, she thought she was in the clear like a dumb ass, so getting at her was easy as fuck. 
 
    “Draylah, baby, whatever this is, do not do it! This boy is corrupting you! This isn’t like you!” 
 
    “This was my idea, Charlie,” Draylah replied dryly. “Nobody corrupted me but you; taking my daughter and selling her, then killing my mother because she didn’t agree with it.” 
 
    “No, baby. Just tell the police what I did, and let me go to jail. That’s so much better! I will really pay for what I did!” She attempted to use reverse psychology. “Jail is worse! Don’t kill me!” I could see the fear of death in this bitch’s eyes. 
 
    “I am not a child anymore; you can’t convince me to do what you want. I know you’d love to just sit behind bars and live, but no. You should have thought about how much you wanted to live when you had my mother ran over, you bitch.”  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Charlie screamed when Draylah rammed the knife repeatedly into her midsection, before stabbing both of her hands, then running the knife across her face. 
 
    “Relax, baby, calm down,” I told Draylah, and pulled her back some. She had my ass scared, like she was about to turn the damn knife on me. 
 
    “Right, okay.” Draylah nodded, closing her eyes as she breathed out some. “Yeah, no, I’m still furious. I wanna kill her.” 
 
    “Okay.” I nodded. 
 
    “Draylah, baby, please!” Charlie cried with blood seeping from her mouth, just before Draylah sliced across her face again. “Oh Lord Jesus. Th—think about Angie!” 
 
    “Oh, the way you thought of me when you sold my baby and killed my mother? Yes, you were extremely thoughtful.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but…” Charlie couldn’t finish as she cried. There was blood everywhere, making it obvious her ass was suffering. 
 
    “Just end her, please.” Draylah rolled her eyes. 
 
    I walked over to Charlie, lifted her head with my gloved hands and snapped her neck.  
 
    “Baby, I know this was hard for—” 
 
    “Nope, I’m good.” Draylah started removing the clear hoodie.  
 
    “Oh shit, aight then, killa. I’m trying to be a good boyfriend and console yo’ ass, but you don’t need it, huh, gangsta?” 
 
    “I lost all care for her when she admitted what she’d done to the two people I loved the most at that time.” 
 
    I nodded because I understood, then made my way over to her for a kiss. Seeing Draylah act gangsta always got my dick hard. She was my little rider fasho. 
 
    I called my people to come clean Charlie’s body out, and then Draylah and I left to head home.  
 
    “Ricky! Can we play the game? Your grandma doesn’t know how.” Lily ran to me as soon as Draylah and I walked in, pouting as my grandmother came from the den. 
 
    “Yep, just let me take a shower, help Draylah put the twins to sleep, and then I’ll kick yo’ little ass in the game, aight?” 
 
    “Okay!” she said excitedly, before hugging Draylah and rushing back to the den. 
 
    “How do you talk so roughly to her, and it’s like she doesn’t even care? I think she even likes it.” Draylah laughed along with my grandma. 
 
    “Like mother, like daughter,” my grandma commented. “I know you guys really want to have her permanently, and I hope you can make that happen.” 
 
    Draylah and I nodded. 
 
    “Well, I’m about to go shower real fast, you coming?” Draylah licked her lips at me with her freaky ass. 
 
    “See, Ma, it don’t even be me. Talk to her about always pouncing on me.” 
 
    “Right. I know you Frederick, and I’m sure it’s always you.” 
 
    “Yeah, you know I’m coming.” I hugged Draylah from behind, pressing my dick against her ass. We weren’t really able to do shit but oral, but I’d take it. Next week, I’d be busting that pussy open though. 
 
    “Wait, Ricky, let me talk to you for a second.” My grandma gripped my arm. 
 
    “Aight.” 
 
    She led me to the kitchen as Draylah went upstairs to get the shower ready. I didn’t know what the fuck my grandma wanted to talk about, but my mind was on eating some pussy, so she needed to hurry the fuck up. 
 
    I saw my phone was on the counter when I walked in, and when I hit the home button, I saw a text. I went inside to read it. 
 
    +1 (310) 555 - 8944: Hey I’m ready to hang out again whenever you are. Draylah won’t have to know. I miss you. 
 
    I didn’t know who the fuck was texting me from unstored numbers, but every time I blocked that number, they’d text me from a new one, so I knew it was some kind of burner app. I didn’t give my number out, especially to these hoes, and especially since I’d been with Draylah, so I was stumped like a muthafucka. I was gone find out though. 
 
    “Are you still investigating what happened to Rachel?” she inquired. 
 
    “You know I am. And if you gon’ try to convince me not to, then just stop talking right now because I’m not. If you won’t give me what the fuck I need, then I’m gon’ get it elsewhere.” 
 
    I’d been off my grandmother, but after she found out Bryen died and was all depressed and shit, I felt like I had to forgive her somewhat for not helping me. For some reason, she loved the hell out of that bitch ass nigga. 
 
    “Ricky, I’m gonna tell you this so you can stop before you get yourself killed. Detective Atticus Martín is after you because you’re sticking your nose into what happened to your mother.” 
 
    “So what! He was just the detective on the fucking case. What does me looking into it have to do with him, unless he didn’t do his fucking job right?” 
 
    “Because he killed her, Frederick, and is willing to kill anyone who tries to bring that truth to the forefront.” 
 
    My heart stopped for a few moments, I swear, as my eyes surveyed my grandmother’s. I could tell from the look on her face that she didn’t want to say what she’d said, and after hearing the shit, I kind of wished she hadn’t.  
 
    “For what? Why would he—” 
 
    “He’s your father, that’s why.” 
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