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      What One Won’t Do For Love…

      

      “Baby, open up!” I shouted, banging harder on my boyfriend, Elliot’s, door, excitedly. I’d just been chosen to participate in an art show, and he was the first person I wanted to share it with.

      “Damn. They need to hire you to work for the police department.” A pretty girl with a caramel complexion and hair down to her hips answered the door.

      “I’m sorry.” I stepped back some to look at the numbers on the door of the apartment beside this one. When I realized I had in fact knocked on the right door, I quizzed, “Wh-who are you?”

      “Leah. Is there something I can help you with?” She smiled brightly. She was a very pretty girl, and I had seen her somewhere.

      “I’m looking for Elliot.”

      “Elliot? Why?” She cocked her head just as he appeared behind her, before slipping around to be outside with me.

      “Baby, let me handle this. It’s some work shit.” He pecked her cheek, but I could’ve sworn he’d punched me in the stomach instead. Hesitantly, she moved back so he could close the door. “Kasslyn, you gotta go, and don’t come back over here.”

      “Why? Who is that? And what do you mean work stuff?”

      “Look, Leah is my girlfriend.”

      “I’m your girlfriend!” I shouted, feeling angrier than I’d ever felt in my life.

      “She was away at college, and I got caught up with you. But she’s back now, and you gotta go.”

      “Elliot, we’ve been together—”

      “For a few months, yeah, while she was over in New York. Maybe we can hook up when she goes back for her junior year in September.”

      “No, are you crazy!” I felt hot tears trail my cheeks. I’d stupidly given this boy my virginity, and our relationship meant nothing to him. I felt like I was about to have a heart attack. “You said you loved me,” I whimpered.

      “I did. I do. But Leah and I got history. Plus, you’re too young and ain’t got shit going on for you like her. She’s at an Ivy League college and gonna be a doctor. She even models on the side.” That was where I had seen her. “I would be a fool to give her up for you, and you know it.”

      Elliot didn’t give me a chance to respond before he slipped back into his place. Not like I had a rebuttal anyway. He was right. I was a broke seventeen-year-old who’d just graduated high school and did computer design in my free time for barely any compensation. Why would he choose me? Plus, she was a beautiful, intelligent model.

      I quickly left, not wanting to feel any more ashamed and foolish than I already had, going straight home on my bike.

      I hadn’t been home for twenty minutes before I heard keys jingling in the door. I’d been relaxing on the couch, watching Netflix, trying to make myself forget about what had happened earlier.

      The sound of my mother’s boyfriend, Allen, clearing his throat loudly told me it was him returning home after being gone for days. The entire time, my mama had been confined to her room, and the sound of her crying all day long had damn near broken my heart into tiny pieces. It made me hate Allen occasionally, because this wasn’t the first occasion where he’d disappeared for long periods of time.

      I wanted to call my mama stupid and pathetic, but I didn’t have it in me. Plus, I loved her too much to insult her in a time where she was in pain, even though this was nothing new.

      Every time Allen abandoned her, likely to be with another woman, she would sob until he returned. She wouldn’t go anywhere, and barely ate.

      My mother was a woman who needed to be in love and was co-dependent on relationships. If she was in one, she was all in, putting everything else second, including me.

      “Hey.” Allen entered, giving me a strange look. Usually he would be holding a bouquet of flowers for my mother, while trying to butter me up and make sure I wasn’t mad at him. I was still waiting on a fifty-dollar bill or something to be pressed into my palm.

      “Hi. Everything okay?” I inquired.

      I wanted to curse his ass out for treating my mother like she was nothing, but I didn’t have the balls and wanted my money. Also, Allen was the breadwinner, so my mama made sure to let me know I’d better show him respect or we might not have a place to live. I’d also lose my allowance that I used to take myself to the movies, get pedicures, pay for my Netflix subscription, or treat myself to a fancy smoothie here and there.

      “Yeah, uh.” He ran his hand over his balding head. Brother did not want to let his fade go. “You know I have love for you, right?”

      “Yeah, sure.” I frowned, sitting all the way up on the couch and muting the television. This was all the way different, and where was my damn cash?

      “Okay.” Allen gave me a closed-mouth smile and said nothing else as he went to the back where my mama was.

      I stared at his back for a second, until he went into the bedroom he and my mother shared, closing the door behind himself. I waited for a few moments before turning the TV’s volume back up.

      About fifteen minutes of me enjoying an extra funny episode of Young & Hungry had passed, before Allen came storming out of the bedroom with my mother on his heels.

      “Just tell me how I can fix this!” she screamed at his back, prompting me to cut the TV off completely.

      “Erica, stop it. Don’t do this in front of Kass.”

      “No, you don’t do this in front of her! You have no reason to leave! Just le… How about I make some dinner and—”

      “I don’t want dinner. I am leaving. Now I will pay the rent for two more months, and then after that, you’re going to have to handle it yourself or move out,” Allen explained to my mother as she cried hysterically and pleaded for him to change his tune.

      “What is going on?” I rose up, twiddling my thumbs.

      This had never happened. Usually, by now, I would be headed to the nail shop, giving them time to enjoy makeup sex. Then I’d most likely go hang out with my now ex-boyfriend Elliot. Today had been a strange turn of events.

      “Baby girl.” Allen turned to me, gripping my shoulders. “Ya mama and I are breaking up, but for good this time. I’ll be staying with a friend until I find my own place.”

      My jaw dropped a few times because I was confused as hell. I didn’t understand what was happening and didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t quite pinpoint my feelings either. I was upset yet relieved.

      “I thought you loved my mama.” I chuckled nervously. Maybe he was joking.

      “I do, but—”

      “Allen, don’t do this to her, please!” My mother interjected, dropping down and hugging his leg.

      Visibly frustrated, Allen exhaled, letting my shoulders go to peel my mama’s fingers from him.

      “Kasslyn, I have to go. Take care of your mother, okay?” He grabbed for the doorknob.

      I didn’t want him to leave, mainly because he put a roof over our heads and food in the fridge, but I was happy because of how badly he treated my mother. She deserved better, and maybe now our relationship would be like it used to be.

      My mother had always been obsessed with men, but only once she got into a relationship. When she was single, she was the greatest mom ever. It was like she couldn’t be both at once, so if Allen needed to leave her for me to have the mama I loved back, then good riddance. However, I was worried about our financial stability. I didn’t mind working, but whatever job I got wouldn’t be enough to keep us afloat.

      “Mama, it’s okay.” I got down onto the floor to pull her into me for a hug.

      She was balled up, with her face buried into her hands as her body shook and trembled. She felt frail and weak, making tears pool in my eyes as well. I’d seen my mother get sad over a breakup, but never like this. It wasn’t a good feeling seeing her so broken.

      We stayed on the floor hugging for about an hour until she passed out. She was too big for me to carry, so I grabbed a blanket from the linen closet and laid it over her, before placing one of the couch pillows under her head. I kissed her supple cheek, before smoothing her soft hair back as I watched her for a moment.

      I knew she loved homemade cupcakes, so I slipped my Air Forces on and then grabbed my coin purse and keys, before leaving out to the store. The only car we had was Allen’s, so I hopped onto my bike and pedaled as fast as I could to Ralphs. I wanted to have the cupcakes ready by the time my mama woke up. I knew she’d still be feeling sad, so the cupcakes would make her feel better.

      Once at the store, I quickly grabbed two different types of cake mixes because I planned to mix them together for my cupcakes. I smiled widely, carrying the boxes up to the registers to pay for them. I knew it was wrong, but I felt excited knowing it would be just me and my mama again. We could help one another heal from dealing with heartbreak.

      I didn’t hate Allen; in fact, if he didn’t break my mother’s heart constantly, I would say he was the best boyfriend she’d had. He was nice to me, bought me things, and seemed to genuinely care about me, even though I wasn’t his. He and my mom had been together three years, meeting when I was fourteen years old.

      “This it, Kasslyn?” the cashier Rob asked me as he placed the two boxes off to the side after scanning them. I came here a lot, always getting things my mom needed to cook dinner and such, so people knew me.

      “Yep. Thanks.” I nodded happily.

      “Have a good one.”

      I didn’t want to spend the extra money to get a bag, so I grabbed the boxes after Rob handed me my receipt, then rushed to my bike to head back home.

      When I walked in, I saw my mother was no longer on the living room floor, so I went to put the cake mix boxes in the kitchen before going toward her room.

      “Hey Ma—” My breath got caught in my throat seeing my mother laid across the bottom portion of her bed with a hole in her temple. The gun had fallen out of her hands and onto the floor, as blood soaked her comforter.

      I stood there, gripping the gold doorknob tightly as I stared in disbelief. I wanted to scream, but my voice box was gone. I could feel the tears drip down my face although my facial expression was stale. I was waiting to wake up from this nightmare because there was no way I could go on living without my mommy. The thought had never even crossed my mind.

      Yes, she had her moments of weakness and sometimes put a man before me, but she was mine, my only one, and I loved her.

      Finally getting the strength to move, I neared her body only to realize that this was too much for me. Running out of the apartment, I banged on the door belonging to our neighbors, until the wife answered, face scrunched up in confusion.

      “Kasslyn, what is going on?” Fern looked me up and down, tightening her robe around her thick frame.

      “My mom,” was all I could say as tears continued to stream my face. I was barely able to make out her husband, who’d walked up behind her, due to the tears clouding my vision.

      “Honey, what’s wrong with your mother?”

      It finally hit me that I was alone, my mama was dead, and she was never coming back, so I dropped down to the floor and sobbed loudly. I didn’t have the strength to give Fern nor her husband a response.

      I felt Fern squat down to hug me, while telling her husband to go into the apartment I shared with my mother.

      He did, but returned moments later to simply say, “Fern, call the police.”

      That was the last thing I remembered before I blacked out.
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        * * *

      

      Almost three months later…

      I snatched the eviction notice off the door of the apartment, before tossing it inside and closing the door behind me. I was tired of seeing it and didn’t know what I was going to do about putting a roof over my head. I had no one.

      When Allen found out about my mama killing herself, he paid for the funeral and two months’ rent, but I never saw him again. That was more than I expected from him, so I couldn’t be angry. Hell, he wasn’t my father, and he wasn’t my mama’s husband, so he wasn’t obligated to do either of the things he had.

      As for my neighbor Fern, she and her husband moved away a month ago. She told me she didn’t like living in this building because my mother’s suicide gave her an eerie feeling. Such kind and unselfish words coming from someone I thought somewhat cared about me.

      I’d invited Elliot to the funeral, just out of a moment of weakness and loneliness, but he didn’t even respond or show up. It was painfully obvious he never gave a damn about me.

      Tossing my hood onto my head, I rushed down the stairs and hopped onto my bike. I wanted to go see if I could get a job at this cafe because I heard the pay was competitive and the tips were great, especially if you worked on holidays like Thanksgiving and Christmas.

      I made it there in fifteen minutes due to my fast pedaling.

      Locking my bike up, I entered the shop and walked right to the counter.

      “Hi, my name is Kasslyn, and I was wondering if you were hiring?” I smiled, smoothing the edges of my hair down.

      “Uh…” The boy steaming milk looked over his shoulder briefly. “Give me a second, and I will get the manager.”

      “Okay, thanks!” I turned to go sit down, and as I waited, I noticed a woman across the room watching me.

      She was light skinned with a short haircut that stopped right under her chin. Judging by her arms, she appeared to be fairly skinny, reminding me of the actress Paula Patton. I looked away and out of the window, but just a few seconds later, she was at my table, sliding into the seat across from me, and setting her mug down.

      “Hi, Kasslyn.” She gave me a smirk. “You are a very pretty girl.”

      “Thanks. How do you know my name?”

      “I heard you tell Adrian over there that you needed a job, so I also heard you introduce yourself by name.”

      “Oh.” I nodded, eyeing her nice Chanel necklace. I could tell she had a lot of money; even her perfume was telling.

      “I’m Jane Carlisle.” She reached across to shake my hand, so I obliged. “I know you’re looking for a job, and I think I have the perfect one for someone like you.”

      “Oh, I don’t have any experience in anything. I can’t work in a—”

      “The only experience you need to work for me is being pretty, and you have that. How old are you?”

      “I will be eighteen next month.”

      She nodded, sipping her coffee. Her eyes cascaded down me, as she sat back, squinting as if she were thinking.

      “I want you to come work for me. I need pretty girls. You will have a place to live, pretty much free of charge since I will simply take a percentage of your pay. We’ll get you a new wardrobe as well. I think you could make about $10,000 a month minimum.” Her skinny fingers hugged the coffee mug tightly.

      I sat up, interest piqued like hell.

      “Is it drugs? I can’t do anything like that.”

      “Honey, no!” Jane threw her head back in laughter before setting her mug back down. The rim was stained with her rouge colored lipstick. “All you have to do is go places with rich men.”

      “Places like…?”

      “Events, balls, simple dates; just wherever they want company. In the end, you get paid a nice hefty fee.”

      “No, I don’t think so, but thanks.”

      “So you’d rather work here, making $10.50 an hour, and bringing home about $800 a month versus 10 grand? You seem like a smart girl, Kasslyn, so I know you wouldn’t prefer the former.” She drank more coffee. “And you’ll be staying in a mansion with a nice large room until you make enough money to move out if you want.”

      I sat there pondering. The rent for the apartment I stayed in was $1,000, despite being in the hood, and shabby as fuck.

      “Just going places with rich men?”

      “Just going places with rich men.” She grinned, showing off her extremely white smile.

      How bad could that be?
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      Three and a half years later…

      Cocking my head, I checked myself out to be sure everything was in place for my date tonight. I was going out with this man named Jamal, and he was a really sweet guy. He was one of the few I didn’t mind spending my time with, and I didn’t have to fake like I was enjoying his company or conversation. Plus, him being pretty well off helped too.

      Because his bank account was healthy, he took me out a lot, and didn’t flinch at having to pay a nice fee to do so, on top of the dinners or whatever we did.

      “Wow. It’s been almost four years, and you have yet to disappoint me, Kasslyn. You only get prettier.” Jane entered my bedroom, shutting the door behind herself.

      The day I met her in that cafe was the day that my life changed. She groomed me and didn’t send me out on any dates until my 18th birthday had arrived. As promised, all I had to do was go places with rich men, some old, and surprisingly some fairly young, like Jamal. If we wanted, we could have sex with them, but it wasn’t something I chose to do.

      After my situation with Elliot, sex wasn’t something I could see myself doing again. I’d saved it for years and only gave it up because I thought I was in love. Now, I guess you could say I was traumatized, so the last thing I wanted to do was experience having relations with random men.

      My fee was lower because of it, and I didn’t make as much as the girls who’d started with me. Most had moved out, living in beautifully furnished condos in the nicer areas.

      A lot of the men I dealt with, actually most of the ladies who worked for Jane dealt with, were simply lonely. Sex was a plus for them, but a lot of them just wanted some sort of companionship because either their wife wasn’t giving it to them, or they didn’t have a significant other. It was crazy to me that sometimes I got paid to simply cuddle.

      I wouldn’t lie and say a few hadn’t tried to fuck me, because they had, but I always put my foot down. I wasn’t the ballsiest type, but when it came to certain things like my body, I knew how to stand up for myself. It was either speak up or experience something I wasn’t ready for again.

      “Thank you.” I finally smiled gently at Jane as she came behind me in the mirror.

      “Jamal again, huh? I’m thinking of charging him more for you.”

      “No, don’t do that.” I turned to face her, and she fixed the stray hairs on my head.

      “I think I will. It’s obvious he would pay top dollar to see you and be with you.”

      “Yeah, I know, but he’s so nice. He’s one of the only ones I don’t mind hanging out with.”

      Jane stepped back, hugging her biceps as she looked me over. To be only thirty-seven years old, she’d done a lot for herself and was living pretty nicely. This mansion she had us in was only a small portion of what she possessed.

      “Kasslyn, one thing I always tell you ladies to remember is that this is a job. This is not a matchmaking service. You go out, you show these men a good time, and you collect your money. If they want sex, and you do too, then you give it to them. But there won’t be any matches made in heaven through this.”

      “No, I know. I just…” I glanced off, not having anything to say in defense of my comment moments ago.

      “You sound like you like Jamal, so maybe I should put him on to another girl.”

      “No, Jane, trust me. I do not like him like that. I simply think he’s a nice guy and didn’t want to charge him too much or scare him off.”

      Jane stayed silent for a little bit, eyes lowering like she was trying to read me. It was true; I didn’t like Jamal in that way. I was so green when it came to relationships that I didn’t know what type of men I liked. I thought I had this relationship stuff down and knew exactly the type of man I wanted when I met Elliot. But after he blindsided me, I’d been confused, afraid of meeting another wolf in sheep’s clothing.

      “Okay, good. I have someone else for you, but that’s not for a few days. He may want to take things further, however.”

      “Jane, you know I don’t do that.”

      “It’s time you start, Kasslyn. There are girls under me making three times what you do, all because they give it up.”

      “I know, but I can’t. I want it to be with a certain person and—”

      Jane burst into laughter, cutting me off.

      “Honey, no man will take you seriously knowing what you do for a living. Now I suggest you get with the program. Most cases, all you have to do is lie on your back and let them hump you for ninety seconds until they’re done. You’re telling me you can’t think about something else for ninety seconds and make thousands of dollars?”

      “I could.” I nodded. I would say anything for this conversation to be over.

      “Great. So I will put the newbie on your calendar.” Jane kissed my cheek and then switched out of the bedroom.

      I heard my ‘business phone’ chime, so I grabbed it from the dresser to see Jamal was texting to let me know he was approaching the front door of the home. I shoved the device back into my purse after replying with ‘okay’, and then left the room.

      “Wow, okay, girl. You must be about to ask him for some money on the side.” One of the girls named Leila saw me in the hallway.

      I giggled, shaking my head.

      “No. He’s cool, so I do a little extra for him in the looks department.”

      “Well damn, girl. Have fun.” Leila ate some of the fruit in the bowl she was holding. “Can’t wait to hear about him in the morning.”

      She and I had become pretty cool since I’d been here. I guess you could say she was the first real girlfriend I’d ever had.

      I started down the steps, and once I got near the bottom, I spotted Jamal standing with Jane, and they were both grinning up at me.

      “Well here is the lady of the hour.” Jane reached her arm out to welcome me down.

      “Hi.” I smiled bashfully up at Jamal. He looked so handsome. He was a nice height, six feet two maybe, with a low fade and a thin mustache. He was very soft spoken, but his voice still had a deepness to it. He was light skinned, with dark brown eyes and a perfect set of lips.

      I honestly didn’t understand why he needed to pay a woman for a date. I was sure there were plenty willing to court a good-looking man like him who was sweet and made a lot of money.

      “Wow. What did I do to deserve this?” Jamal grabbed my wrists and held them outward to allow his eyes to fully feast on me.

      “Well you two have a good time.” Jane waved the envelope containing the fee charged to have me.

      Jamal took my hand and led me out of the house, to his Mercedes. I waited as he opened the door for me, and then closed it once I was all the way inside. I inhaled his lingering cologne while I waited for him to join me in the car before pulling off.

      Per usual, we didn’t say much during the ride. I’d learned that Jamal liked to enjoy car rides by taking in the scenery and listening to whatever music he had playing. It was usually either jazz without any vocals, or low gospel. He was a very religious man, which I found odd since he was paying an escort. I would think such activities would be frowned upon by a man like him.

      We ended up at Ocean Prime, a steakhouse out in Beverly Hills near Rodeo Drive. And after giving his car to valet, Jamal and I went inside to be seated at our reserved table.

      “Do I bore you?” he inquired as I scoured the menu for something appeasing.

      “Bore me? No.” I grinned and reached across to touch his hand. “Why would you think that? I like you—”

      “Kasslyn, I want you to turn off the act you use for your job, just for a second.” He moved his hand from my touch. “I’m asking because I’m sure I’m your only client that doesn’t ask you for sex.”

      “Yeah, but I like that about you.” Wanting to make him feel better, I added, “Between you and I, I’ve only had sex once, and years ago.”

      He laughed heartily, but it stopped when he saw I hadn’t cracked a smile.

      “Then how do you do a job like this?”

      “Not every man demands sex. There are some, but Jane doesn’t set me up with those. I’m not like purposely attempting to not have sex; I just haven’t had the urge. I guess the right one must come along.”

      Jamal nodded, looking me over for a little bit, showing he was pondering.

      “So nothing? Not even a blow job?”

      “Well, I’ve pleasured myself before, so does that count?”

      “To me it does, but not in the liberal world of today.” He sipped the wine he’d ordered earlier. “We have something in common though. I mean, sort of. I’m an actual virgin, and you’re more like a born again.”

      “You’re a virgin?”

      “Don’t look so disgusted, but yes. My parents were very religious, so I stayed the course. I have no interest in sleeping with a woman until she’s my wife.”

      “Wow.” I laughed. “I didn’t know there were grown men virgins anymore.”

      “I could say the same about women. I’ve yet to meet a beautiful girl that hasn’t had a few too many partners.” He took another sip then spoke lowly. “Until now.”

      “Cheers to that then.” I lifted my glass, so he clinked his against it.

      I noticed the look in Jamal’s eyes was different for the rest of the night. He seemed to be extra interested in me, more than before, which said a lot. He was acting like he wanted to be my boyfriend versus just a good friend like usual.

      By midnight, he was taking me back home, and I couldn’t wait to get into a hot bubble bath to soak.

      “Hey, I want to see you again next week, but maybe you could stay out with me longer? I was thinking I could pick you up in the afternoon instead of night time.” Jamal grabbed my hand.

      “Uh, I’m sure Jane will want you to pay more.”

      “That’s fine. Money is no object.”

      “Okay, sure. I will ask about it.” I simpered before leaning over to kiss his cheek. He caught me off guard though by turning a little to kiss the corner of my mouth. He’d never done that. “Night, Jamal.”

      “Goodnight, beautiful.”

      I got out of the car, and like always, Jamal waited until I was safely inside of the house before he drove off. Walking through the foyer, I began to think about the night.

      It seemed like Jamal wanted to be with me or something, and even though I didn’t too much feel the same, he could be my way out of this lifestyle. He was a nice guy, so I had no problem dating or marrying without loving him. I would probably grow to love him anyway. I mean, hell, he was rich, cute, and cool, so I didn’t doubt that my heart would eventually open for him.

      Grinning at the thought, I rushed to the back to get approval from Jane for our next date.

      The door to her office was cracked, so I slipped in to speak but my words got caught in my chest.

      The lights were dim, and Jane was bent over her desk getting fucked by some tall, healthy sized, dark-skinned brother. He had tattoos coming up out of the collar of his business shirt, covering his neck. I watched his large hand grip Jane’s tiny shoulder as he hammered her doggy-style, while she let her mouth hang open in ecstasy with her eyes closed. The man bit down on his plump lip, showing his perfect teeth, as his free hand groped and spanked Jane effortlessly. He was like a well-oiled machine, interacting with her body seamlessly.

      I wanted to look away, but by the time I was about to, the man saw me. My clit responded to his eye contact immediately, so I slipped right out of the office, rushed up the stairs, and into the bathroom. Slamming the door behind myself, I pressed my back into it, panting while already experiencing flashbacks.

      I’d never in my life run across a man that made me want to spread my legs again… until tonight.
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      I smirked, watching my assistant Alexis bend over right by my desk to reach down into the drawer. She was thick as fuck, with a nice, round, plump ass that jiggled perfectly when you hit that shit from the back. I brought her down into my lap, making her giggle and blush as I ran my hand up her supple thighs. The skirt she had on was short as fuck, making me bite my lip at the thought of raising that shit up to knock the bottom out of her pussy.

      “You’re trying to have a redo of last night, huh?” She whispered as I massaged her pussy through her panties.

      “If I do, yo’ ass won’t be able to do ya damn job.”

      “I know. You be having me so weak, daddy.” Alexis whimpered, tossing her hair from one side to the other.

      Just as I was about to lift her skirt, I heard a knock on my office door, so I tapped her ass to tell her to get up. I waited until Alexis fixed her bottoms and collected the papers she’d dropped.

      “Come in!” I hollered out, then nodded for Alexis to dip and get back to whatever the fuck I’d assigned her for the week.

      “Afternoon, Miss Jones.” Alexis smiled at Everly, the head of marketing.

      I owned a bourbon liquor company named Opulence, one of the most expensive and sought-after liquors in the US at the moment. Soon, my shit would be global, but for now, just being popular here in the states had a nigga rich as fuck. And coming from where I did, being the CEO and creator of some shit as successful as Opulence was more than a fucking milestone.

      “I do not like that bitch.” Everly shut my office door behind Alexis, almost clipping her damn heels.

      “Why?” I chuckled, already knowing the answer.

      “Because I know she likes you and wants to sleep with you.” Everly started toward me, setting the file in her hand down onto my desk. “And I don’t take kindly to people interested in my man, Seem.”

      “I feel you, but you know I’m yours and would never fuck with a bitch like Alexis.” I brought Everly closer to me so that she was standing between my legs.

      I met Everly’s fine, smart, brown-skinned ass when I was hiring muthafuckas for my company. She rolled through here, feeling herself, knowing that she was perfect for my marketing department. Her intelligence, and how beautiful her ass was, turned me on, not to mention how she shut a nigga down when he tried to get at her. Like most niggas when presented with a challenge, I hired her ass and kept pressing her until I had her in my crib with my dick in her guts.

      I was used to hood ass females, but Everly was different as fuck from that. I wasn’t tripping off of it, because sometimes a nigga needed a bitch that carried herself a certain way. When I needed to go to events or anything where I had to have a woman on my arm, Everly was perfect for the job. I ain’t have to worry about her wearing some inappropriate shit or beating a bitch’s ass for simply looking at me at the wrong place and wrong time.

      “Oh, I already know. Alexis is not even close to being your type.” Everly fixed my tie before backing away since I was about to grab on her ass. “No, Mr. Banks. We have business to discuss. We can do that off the clock.” She walked to the other side of my desk and took a seat before grabbing the folder she’d placed down moments ago.

      “Aight.” I smirked at her pretty ass and sat back. “What you got for me?”

      Blushing and pushing her dark hair behind her shoulder, Everly opened the folder before displaying the contents.

      “These are a few of the men I’ve chosen to be possible brand ambassadors. They’re all really hot right now and would bring even more attention to Opulence.”

      I picked up a few of the pictures to inspect them, then placed them back down.

      “Schedule some interviews and shit; see who would do the best work.”

      “Yes, sir.” She happily shut the folder and rose up. “So should I come over tonight?”

      “Not tonight, baby. I got some shit to handle.”

      “Shit like what?” Everly cocked her head, blinking repeatedly, which was some shit she always did when bothered by something that was said.

      “Business.”

      “Does it have to do with you driving around late at night and doing something you no longer need to do?”

      And there was the fucking downside to dealing with Everly. Yes, I made plenty of money running Opulence, but no money was as good as illegal money. Everly didn’t understand that shit, so she turned her nose up at anything dealing with my background. That was one of the reasons I could never fully be with her ass the way she wanted me to. Any bitch I fucked with, honestly, needed to accept me in all muthafuckin forms.

      Everly wanted the businessman version of Kaseem and also wanted to make up in her fucking head what the rest of me was. The thought of taking a hood nigga home to her parents made her damn skin crawl.

      The only thing Everly and I had in common was growing up in a two-parent household, except her people were balling out of fucking control, and mine were living check to fucking check.

      “What I tell you about trying to run me and what the fuck I got going on, E?”

      Looking off, she sighed and then switched her ass out of my office. That was the best thing for her ass to do. She knew better than to keep trying to push the fucking issue.

      Shaking my head, I buzzed for Alexis to bring her ass back in here so I could let some frustration out on her fucking throat.
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        * * *

      

      Later that night…

      I’d just finished doing a few exchanges and dropping some shit off at the warehouse. Exhaling heavily as I pulled up into my driveway, all I could think about was a hot ass shower and my California king bed.

      As soon as I pulled my whip into the garage, my phone began ringing, and I saw it was Everly’s ass.

      “What’s up?” I climbed out of the car.

      “Are you still angry?”

      “Why would I be angry?”

      “Because I told you, you shouldn’t be running the streets at night. I’m only—”

      “Nah. I’m not angry, because at the end of the day, I’m gon’ do whatever the fuck I wanna do.” I entered the house, going to the kitchen to make myself a drink.

      “I know.” She got quiet. “Do you forgive me?”

      “Always.”

      Giggling, she replied, “Okay. Well I can’t wait to see you at work tomorrow, and then after.”

      “Yep. I’ll holla at you later, baby. I’m tired.”

      “Okay. Goodnight. I love you.”

      “You too.” I hung up and set my iPhone down, just as my little brother Jamal walked into the kitchen.

      “Which one was that?” Jamal shook his head, walking to my fridge to open it up.

      “Everly.”

      “Are you ever gon’ choose one to settle down with? I couldn’t imagine sleeping with all these different women.” He shook his head, downing the contents of the water bottle he’d grabbed.

      “I strap up, and it ain’t all these different women. I got a select few. Ain’t my fucking fault I ain’t found the right one.”

      “What’s wrong with Everly?”

      “Too damn bougie sometimes. You know how her ass is, so don’t even question me like I’m doing wrong.”

      Jamal nodded, finishing the water before tossing it into the recycling can.

      “Well me,” he palmed his chest, “I’ve met somebody, and I think she’s the one.”

      Frowning, I chuckled because this muthafucka had to be joking.

      “You found a bitch that you’re willing to marry and actually fuck? Is it Catharine?”

      “No. It ain’t Catharine! And aye, man, she ain’t no bitch, and we’d be making love in marital bliss, not fucking.” Jamal laughed when he saw my face. “Anyway, I’m thinking of proposing to her.”

      “Wait, how long you known her?”

      “Few months, and things have always been good, but our latest outing was what really got the wheels turning in my head. You know Mama always said when you meet the right woman, you’ll know.”

      “Nah, I gotta meet her ass before you ask her to be ya fucking wife.” I shook my head, wondering what hood rat ass female had my younger brother’s nose wide open.

      This nigga, for years, acted like he couldn’t find a bitch that hit every mark he wanted, so for him to out of the blue walk through here talking about marriage, was fishy as a muthafucka. If it wasn’t Catharine, then whomever it was, was a fucking scam artist.

      Yeah, Jamal was a grown ass man, but he was green as shit when it came to a lot of things. Even though we were raised together in the same household, we had totally different personalities; him following the lifestyle my parents wanted, and me doing the opposite. That resulted in him being their favorite and me being seen as the problem child for most of our life.

      When Jamal was in law school, I was distributing cocaine, so as you see, we couldn’t be any more fucking different. Only once I opened Opulence and it started to take off did my parents warm up to me. Me hiring Jamal as head of legal improved shit with them too.

      “You will meet her because after I ask her to marry me, I want her to come live with us.”

      I snickered before saying, “Nah.”

      “Come on, man. Look, I know this is yo’ crib, and as soon as she and I get married, I will move out. But look, I need her to come live with us until then.”

      “What happened to not shacking the fuck up? Ain’t that in the bible?”

      “It is, umm.” He scratched his mustache. “But the circumstances are different, so she needs to come here.”

      This shit was beyond suspicious, but I knew if I told this nigga no, he would do some more shit I ain’t like. And shit, it may be a good idea to let the bitch live here so I could keep my eye on her ass. No way she was legit. Plus, my house was big as fuck, so if I ain’t want to, I didn’t have to see her.

      “Aight.” I rounded the counter and patted his shoulder as I walked past him and out of the kitchen.

      “And don’t bother her when she comes here, Seem!” Jamal shouted after me, but I ignored his ass.

      This was my spot, and I was gon’ do whatever the fuck I wanted to.
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      “So wait, you caught her bent the fuck over?” Leila bucked her eyes as she sat at the foot of my bed.

      “Yes! She didn’t see me though because she was too busy enjoying it.” I nibbled on my lip, thinking back to what I’d seen.

      Whoever was giving Jane the business had me hot and bothered. I’d never cared about sex, but now I was beyond curious to know what had Jane so damn lost in translation that she didn’t even see me standing in her doorway.

      “Got damn. That sounds like a fucking dream; tall, chocolate nigga giving it to a bitch doggy-style.”

      Leila and I roared with laughter at her comment; it was true.

      “Girl, chocolate, tattoos, facial hair, strong arms, and chest. He had to be tall too; I could tell by the length of his torso and arms.”

      “Shit, a bitch like me would’ve tried to join.”

      “I think I was too shocked. Plus, I’m not really into that type of stuff,” I half lied. I wasn’t into sex like most women my age, but maybe now I was. Only for him though.

      “I cannot wait until you get some new dick so you can know what it’s like. Your little ex didn’t do you right.”

      “Is it always as good as Jane made it look?” I frowned.

      Sex with Elliot was… not memorable at all. I only enjoyed the closeness, but I learned nothing from sexing him.

      “Definitely not. I’ve run across a few that had me thinking about what I was gonna eat for breakfast during, especially while working for Jane. But I’ve also had some that made me want to climb the walls and propose to the nigga.”

      Again, Leila and I cackled.

      I loved talking with her. I think because she was nothing like me. I lived through her, and I liked that she wasn’t malicious and didn’t come off as jealous. Growing up, it seemed like every girl I came in contact with, outside of my own mama and Ms. Fern, my old neighbor, was jealous of me.

      I couldn’t help that I was pretty as hell. My dark skin was flawless due to me never having an issue with acne or texture. My hair was a medium length, sweeping my shoulders when I didn’t have a weave in, and my body was shapely and natural. I inherited 100% of my physical from my mama.

      Even though I was what some saw as near perfect on the outside, I couldn’t help the fact that I had low self-esteem sometimes, especially when it came to dealing with men. I guess it was due to my inexperience, and Elliot admitting that there were better choices in life than me. His comments had stuck with me over the years.

      Leila and I continued talking for a little longer before another one of our co-workers named Shelby joined us. She was cool too; a pretty, skinny white girl with wealthy parents. I didn’t understand why she was here, but she claimed it was to rebel against her overbearing father.

      “I have a date with my favorite tonight.” Shelby grinned, tossing her long hair over her shoulder.

      Just as I was about to speak, I heard a knock at the door, and moments later, Jane entered.

      “Ladies, can I have a moment with Kasslyn.”

      Leila and Shelby got up promptly to leave the room, and I waited for Jane to shut the door behind them. I watched as she walked over to the bed, unsure of what she was about to say to me. She rarely asked to speak with us alone and usually spoke freely, no matter who was in the room. Maybe she did see me that night and came to reprimand me for standing there as long as I did. But if so, why did she wait so long?

      “Is everything okay?” I quizzed as she descended onto my bed in the same spot Leila had been sitting.

      “Yes and no. Jamal did contact me about you staying with him all day tomorrow instead of just at night. I told him it was fine for triple the fee, and he agreed.”

      “Great.” I smirked, but then it faded when her smile did.

      “Yes, it is. Kasslyn, you make a nice amount of money, but you definitely are not one of my top earners.”

      “Right, but—”

      “No buts. You need to start doing more than being company. Leila, Shelby, Tammy, I could go on, all make way more than you and don’t have to go out as much. Do you know why?”

      “Yes, I do, Jane, but I told you I’m not comfortable with it. I want someone I’m really into or in love with.”

      “You like Jamal. Why not let him get you back into sex, and then I can start booking you with men who will pay you way more than you get now.”

      “No. I can’t with Jamal. He doesn’t do those types of things.”

      “He doesn’t have sex?”

      “No. He’s waiting until marriage.”

      “Well, Kasslyn, either you start lying on your back, or I will be forced to remove you. I can’t afford to have you holding back my business.”

      “Jane, wait, you—”

      “No. I will give you a few days to think on it, and if you can’t upgrade your services, you will be let go. Goodnight.” Jane floated to my door and slipped out as smoothly as she’d come in.
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        * * *

      

      The next day… a little after 12 p.m.…

      “Which shoe?” I asked Leila.

      “The sandal heel.” She watched me as I sat down to put it on. “So maybe if you don’t want to comply with Jane’s rules, you should try to get some money from Jamal.”

      “Money for what?” I frowned.

      I was playing dumb. Ever since Jamal had shown extra interest in me, I’d been looking at him as my get out of jail free card. He could give me the lifestyle I needed; something that would allow me to pursue my dreams of being a graphic designer.

      “For design school.” Leila broke me from my thoughts.

      “Hmm, you may be right. He’s the perfect candidate to get me out of here. He won’t require sex and he’s rich.”

      “Exactly, bitch, so handle ya business.” Leila cocked her head with her eyes bucked, making me laugh.

      I finished getting myself together, and twenty minutes later, Jamal was downstairs waiting like usual. Jane connected us once I got to the bottom of the stairs; same shit every time.

      Our car ride was no different, despite it being daytime. So we didn’t say much, only enjoyed the music and the beautiful palm trees that decorated each side of the street.

      Finally, we pulled up to a park, which was pretty deserted since the kiddies were in school around this time. After grabbing a basket from the trunk, Jamal came to my side to open the door, and hand in hand, we made our way to a bench table.

      “This is different.” I chuckled, watching him spread the food across the tabletop.

      “Well, you’re special, and this is a special occasion.”

      “It is?” I giggled, but I was a bit confused.

      Jamal didn’t answer me as he made our plates and set out a bottle of juice along with some cups.

      “How do you feel about me?” he inquired after we blessed our food. “Like outside of all of this arrangement via Jane stuff?”

      Thinking back to what Leila said earlier, and what I knew I needed, I replied, “I like you a lot. I wish I could be with you like for real, but I know you don’t see me that way because of what I do and what you’re looking for.”

      “Cool.” He grinned widely but said nothing else, so I wasn’t sure if I’d sold him.

      We finished our lunch at the park, having a smooth conversation, and then we went to the mall, surprisingly, to do a little shopping. I’d been out with Jamal countless times, and he’d never taken me on a damn shopping spree, but I wasn’t complaining. By the time we’d finished at the mall and got some frozen yogurt, it was the evening time.

      We checked into the Westin hotel where we were going to change into something more fancy and then have dinner.

      “For you.” Jamal handed me a white bag as soon as we got into the room.

      I grabbed it before placing it on the table nearby, reaching inside. The first thing I pulled out was a large iPad, and the second was a big ass laptop. I’d never had either; the only Apple product I’d ever purchased was an iPhone. I wanted to give this shit back because I knew it was expensive, but I needed these. If I wanted to get anywhere with my graphic design, I had to have these essentials. Yeah, I could get something cheaper, but what for when I had this right here and for free?

      “You know you didn’t have to buy me a laptop and an iPad, Jamal.” I gaped down at the perfectly packaged Apple boxes.

      “I know you love to design and stuff, so I thought I’d get you a thoughtful gift. Now you can do all the things you said you haven’t been able to.”

      I’d long ago planted in Jamal’s head that I was without the tools needed to take care of my career. He wasn’t the only one. Whenever I felt a man I was escorting was feeling me a little more than normal, I told my sob story. Yes, it was a lie since Jane had computers in the house, but the time we spent on it was restricted; plus, there were eight other girls, so I couldn’t sit and work for hours like I wanted.

      “Thank you!” I hugged Jamal’s neck tightly, and he held my torso lightly.

      If he was doing all of this, I knew it would be nothing to convince him to pay the fee for admission to my school of choice.

      “You’re welcome, beautiful.” Jamal stepped back, staring down into my eyes.

      He quickly let me go, I guess not wanting to get aroused, and we proceeded to get dressed. We left to have dinner, and the experience was nicer than usual, maybe because I was excited about my new things.

      “Today was nice, Jamal. I really like spending time with you.”

      “Same.” He dabbed his mouth with the cloth napkin then reached into his pocket. “Which is why I wanted to know if you would do me the honor of marrying me?” He slid the burgundy ring box across the table with the top of it lifted open. I spotted the big diamond ring, and my jaw fell.

      I was not expecting this at all. I thought he’d ask me to be his girlfriend or something and that I could convince him to allow me to move in. But this… this was too much.

      “Jamal, we haven’t even dated seriously yet, and you want to get married?” I attempted to stall.

      “I know it’s crazy, but I’ve never met a woman like you, Kasslyn. You don’t know how hard it is for me to find a woman that not only isn’t run through, but that understands the fact that I want to wait until I’m married. It’s like other women see me as less of a man because I’m not sticking my penis in everything with hips, but not you.” He shook his head before licking his full lips. “I haven’t felt this connected to a woman since high school.”

      “Wow,” I whispered before looking back down at the ring. “Jamal, maybe we should try—”

      “You know what, you’re right. This is too fast.” He reached for the ring. “I should take you home.”

      I watched him wave the waiter to our table, and I knew if I wanted him to keep giving me everything I needed, I would have to give something to him in return. What could be so bad about being married to Jamal?

      “No, Jamal, I want to.”

      Handing his card inside of the bill book to the waiter slowly, Jamal stared at me. He waited until she walked away to speak.

      “Kasslyn, you don’t—”

      “No, I want to. I feel the same. I haven’t had a connection with someone in a very long time. I know it’s probably because I haven’t been on too many real dates in the past couple of years, but you’re different for me. You’ve never felt like a client.”

      Grinning widely, Jamal got up to sit next to me, before removing the ring from the box and sliding it down onto my finger.

      Lord, what the hell was I getting into?
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      A few days later…

      After Jamal proposed to me, he let me know that he wanted me out of business with Jane. He explained that now that I was to be his wife, I could no longer escort, and to be sure I didn’t, I couldn’t live in Jane’s home.

      My damn head was spinning because this was all happening so quickly. I didn’t really have any time to think shit through, but I didn’t want to run Jamal off by seeming unsure, so I was just going with it.

      I told Jane that Jamal had asked me to go away with him for the weekend, because I didn’t know how to explain that I’d gone on one more damn date and was now engaged, plus moving in with my new fiancé. I was hoping that once the weekend was up, I’d know exactly what I wanted to say to Jane and how. For now, I let Jamal know that I would just bring a few things, and we could get the rest come Tuesday. I also told him there was a charge to break my contract with Jane, so he wouldn’t question why he needed to pay her for our weekend getaway.

      “Why aren’t you excited?” Leila asked as I zipped up my duffel. “He’s rich, and you ain’t gotta do this shit no more.”

      “No, I know. I just wished we could be boyfriend and girlfriend first before all of this. But oh well.” I tossed my bag onto my shoulder just as Leila got up to hug me.

      She walked me down since Jamal had texted me to let me know he was outside, and as soon as I saw him, I plastered a fake smile on my face.

      “I’m excited, baby.” Jamal took my bag to put in the back seat before opening the passenger side door for me to get in.

      “I am too. I can’t wait to see the house.” I smiled after he got in on the driver’s side.

      “Yeah.” Jamal pulled out of the large driveway. “It’s not my house, because I refuse to buy one until I get married. It’s my brother’s spot, but it’s big as hell, and he’s cool about you living with us until the wedding.”

      “Oh, umm, okay. Your brother, the one who owns the company you work for?”

      Jamal nodded when we made eye contact before focusing back on the road.

      I didn’t know how to feel about that, because living with one man was enough. And the fact that Jamal didn’t have his own house bothered me. To be honest, I was only agreeing to all of this because of his wealth, and I didn’t know if I bought the reason why he didn’t have a house. Why couldn’t he get an apartment then?

      “When you meet him, don’t tell him that you’ve had sex before. Let’s keep that between us.”

      “You want me to say I’m a virgin?”

      “Exactly. Please, Kasslyn. If you want this to work, you have to. It’s a lie, but it won’t hurt anyone.”

      “Right. Okay.”

      We made it to some big ass mansion in Bel Air, and I swear my jaw was sitting in my lap. After typing in some code, Jamal pulled through the huge gates and then parked behind a Rolls Royce. He hopped out to get my bag from the back seat as I exited the car, taking in the mansion up close.

      “My brother is here right now, so this is perfect.”

      “Yep, perfect.”

      I rolled my eyes once Jamal wasn’t looking, and then followed him into the house. We headed to the back, ending up at some room that was made of glass walls pretty much. On the inside, I could see a tall nigga with deep chocolate skin and the build of a healthy war soldier, running on the treadmill. He was shirtless and in workout pants and tennis shoes, going as fast as lightning. My heart rate sped up as Jamal and I entered the room, nearing him.

      “Kaseem, here she is.” Jamal brought me from behind him just as his brother slowed down and hit the red stop button on the treadmill.

      When we made eye contact, I got that same tingle between my legs that I did when I saw him fucking Jane. This was the guy! The man I couldn’t stop thinking about fucking for a week straight, and now I would be living in his home.

      “You a mute or some shit?” Kaseem inquired, catching me off guard because of how rude he was.
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      “N-no, I’m not a mute. I’m Kasslyn. Nice to meet you.” The pretty ass chocolate girl stuck her hand out to me.

      I admit when my brother told me he was bringing a bitch home, I assumed she would be some nerdy ass church girl, or a buck-toothed hood rat. However, what stood before me was one of the prettiest females I’d ever seen, and a nigga like me don’ seen more than a few.

      “Where you meet my brother?” I stepped down off the treadmill, and she backed away, pushing her hair behind her ears. Her lips were nice and full, and even up close, I could see that her dark skin was flawless, free of marks of any kind, like butter.

      “We—”

      “Out.” Jamal cut in. “I met her out at the mall one day while buying some shoes, and we’ve been close ever since.”

      I nodded, already knowing this shit was a lie. Looking at baby girl, I recognized her; she worked for that bitch Jane. She was the one watching us fuck one night, looking like a damn deer in headlights.

      “What shoe store?” I quizzed further.

      “Man, we can talk about all this later over dinner or something. Let my woman get settled before you give her the third degree.” Jamal turned Kasslyn around and started walking her out. My eyes gravitated toward her plump ass in them tights as I drank down some of my water.

      “Jamal, let me holla at you for a second.”

      He paused, said something to his sexy ass girl, and then walked back into my gym room.

      “I don’t wanna hear it, Kaseem.”

      “Tell me where you met her, for real. Don’t come at me with that stupid ass shoe store story, because I know yo’ ass is lying.”

      Jamal glanced off for a moment before scratching his eyebrow.

      “Aight. She works as an escort, but she’s not like you think. She’s cool, and—”

      “You’re about to marry a bitch that fucks niggas for money?”

      “She ain’t a bitch, Seem. And she don’t do that.” He inhaled then added, “She’s never done that, if you know what I mean.”

      I stared down at this nigga before cracking the fuck up. My brother had always been green but never a muthafuckin fool, so I was puzzled as fuck at the moment.

      “You let that hoe convince you that she ain’t ever been fucked?”

      “Lower ya voice; she can hear you.”

      I chuckled, shaking my head in disbelief as I finished off my water. As I tossed it in the trashcan, I looked past my brother to see baby girl watching me. I couldn’t lie, if she wasn’t fucking with Jamal, I would for sure break her ass off one good time. When I smirked, she promptly looked away.

      “I need to get to know her before I’m cool with this shit. This is my fucking crib, and I can’t just have anybody up in here.” I peered down at Jamal.

      “Just trust me when I say she ain’t like what you think.”

      “I’m not trusting shit when you couldn’t even be honest about how you met her, nigga. How the fuck you gon’ make her yo’ wife and you too embarrassed to let niggas know the real?”

      “Aight, fine, but don’t be rude or nothing like that.”

      “I won’t. I’m gon’ test her though. If she falls for a nigga’s charm, then we know the bitch ain’t no good.” I smirked.

      “No.” Jamal glanced over his shoulder to see if Kasslyn was watching or paying attention. But ever since I caught her ass looking my way a minute ago, she’d been busying herself with the aesthetics of my hallway. “Don’t do that. Just act normal. Act like a normal brother and make conversation.”

      “Yeah, aight.”

      “And stop calling her a bitch, Kaseem, for real.” Jamal backed away before turning to meet Kasslyn out in the hallway.

      I didn’t give a fuck what Jamal wanted me to do. If that hoe loved him like she claimed to, at least enough to marry him, she wouldn’t go for my advances. Last time I was turned down by a female, I was swinging on the fucking monkey bars in second grade. So this shit would be a true test of how bona fide Kasslyn’s ass was.

      But before I got to any of that shit, I was gon’ holla at Jane’s hoe ass. She knew Jamal was my brother and never mentioned once that he’d been coming through paying bitches for fucking dates.

      Jane ran her business, if you could call it that, out of a communal-like building I owned. I let her do her shit on my property as long as she paid a hefty rent amount, and I got a cut of some of the profits. Shit, what the bitch was doing was illegal, so I needed to reap the benefits of the shit for risking my own damn freedom. In addition to that, I sometimes got some pussy.

      Jane was a basic light-skinned bitch, nothing special, but her pussy was pretty good. Occasionally, when I didn’t feel like sliding up in the females I usually fucked with, I pulled up on Jane. She was always ready and willing, but she knew what the deal was, so that made shit all the better.

      After running up the stairs to the bathroom in my bedroom, I made a couple phone calls and then hopped in the shower since I was still dripping in sweat. Once out, I slipped into a Nike tracksuit, some Forces, then left to Jane’s spot.

      I got there about half an hour later because of the midday traffic, and after parking a little ways down, I tread right up to the door and used my key to get in.

      The place was quiet, which I didn’t expect. I usually only came over at night when I knew the bitches were out on dates, because I didn’t wanna be seen by them. I hurried through the foyer and to the back where Jane’s office was, then barged in without knocking.

      “Kaseem, is something wrong?” She stood up after clicking something off of her computer.

      “How the fuck did Jamal using your services slip ya fucking mind?”

      I usually would never let a bitch like Jane meet my brother, but when she and I made a deal over this property, he oversaw the contract. I didn’t trust these other lawyer niggas, so it had to be Jamal.

      “He… um, I didn’t know that I was supposed to tell you.” She watched me fearfully as I rounded her wooden desk.

      “You didn’t think that you should mention to me that my fucking little brother was smashing one of yo’ bitches?” I hissed. I wanted to knock fire from this bitch.

      “Wait, he’s not fucking her though!”

      “It’s all the same shit! Now this nigga is talking about marrying her hoe ass! Moving her into my fucking crib and shit!”

      “What?” Jane frowned. “She told me it was a weekend getaway.”

      “Well the hoe lied. Now do whatever the fuck you gotta do and call her ass back here. Because ain’t no fucking way she about to be my brother’s wife.”

      “I can’t really make her do anything, Kas—”

      “Well you better buy a damn gun and use force, or kidnap her ass, but I don’t want her in my shit longer than a week. That should give you some time to figure this shit out. You got me?”

      “Yes, yes, of course.”

      “And you should have ya bitches in check anyway.”

      “I thought I did.” She plopped down into her chair.

      “She really don’t be fucking?” I had to inquire.

      “Not to my knowledge. All the men I’ve set her up with claim the dates were platonic.”

      I nodded, still skeptical about the shit. She probably had a train ran on her ass in high school. No way a bitch that fine hadn’t given up the pussy yet. Nah, I knew niggas were checking for her all her life, so it was impossible.

      “Anyway, do what the fuck I said.” I started backing away, but Jane reached for the waist of my track pants.

      “Let me make it up to you.”

      I said nothing as I watched her pull my dick out, before sliding it into her mouth. She sucked slowly until I got hard, and then I grabbed the back of her head to fuck her throat mercilessly. I released, and Jane took it down like medicine, then I went to her side bathroom to clean my dick off and wash my hands.

      “Aight.” I chucked the deuces on my way out of her office.

      “Wait, what about me? And don’t you want the full service?” She smiled widely, lifting her skirt.

      “I’m busy.”

      Without another word, I left Jane’s spot and headed to my car. On the way, I saw I had a text from Jamal.

      Jamal: Hey, since Kasslyn and I aren’t married, I think it’s best she stay in the back guest house that I’m usually in, and I’ll take one of the bedrooms in your home.

      Me: There was no other option. That bitch wasn’t staying in my crib.

      Jamal: Kaseem! Stop calling her a bitch! Dang!

      I chuckled, about to slip my phone into my pocket until it started ringing. I saw it was Rhea, this female I’d been fucking on and off since I was in tenth grade. Most niggas in the hood I grew up in saw Rhea as my girlfriend. I never said shit to change or sway their views, because honestly, I didn’t really give a fuck.

      “Sup?” I slid into the driver’s side of my Maserati.

      “Hey baby, you still coming over for dinner?”

      “I don’t know. What you cook?”

      Giggling, Rhea replied, “Fried chicken, macaroni and cheese, greens, and cornbread.”

      “Yeah. I’ll pull up on you. What you got on?”

      “I can just have on a robe when you get here.”

      “Or just be ass naked. I’ll be to you soon.”

      “Okay, baby,” Rhea replied excitedly.

      We hung up, and I started my shit before pulling off toward Rhea’s place.

      I fucked with Rhea’s pretty, thick ass. She understood the side of me that Everly didn’t. She had her own money, working as a hairstylist for some popping ass salon off Crenshaw, and the sex was crazy.

      Only reason I didn’t wife Rhea actually was because sometimes she didn’t know how to turn that hood shit off. I would never in my fucking life take Rhea to anything dealing with Opulence, or anywhere I had to make a damn impression. Yeah, that hood shit was sexy occasionally, but there were moments where I was close as fuck to popping Rhea in her smart-ass mouth. If I could merge Everly with Rhea, now that would be a bitch I might try to do right by. I had yet to run across her ass, however.

      I whipped my car into Rhea’s driveway, and before I was even out all the way, she brought her stupid ass out onto the porch in her robe.

      “Get yo’ ass back inside. Fuck you coming out here half dressed for?” I pulled her front screen door open so she could walk back in.

      “Sorry, baby. I just wanted to greet you.” She turned to face me as I shut the door, before moving closer to me.

      “Stop coming out the fucking house like that, Rhea. You be doing that dumb shit on purpose.”

      “No I don’t, baby.” She locked her arms around my torso. “You love me?” She leaned her head back to look up into my face.

      “Where my plate?” I dodged her question. I didn’t love her ass in that way, and I didn’t feel like explaining why I didn’t. So it was best I avoid the shit.

      Rolling her eyes, Rhea grabbed my hand and led me to the kitchen so I could feast.
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      Later that night…

      Every time Rhea got on that love shit, I never spent the night, so after blowing her back out, I dipped. When I got home, I noticed the TV wasn’t blasting from the den, so Jamal’s ass must’ve retired to his room.

      Feeling like this would be my only chance to get at old girl without him breathing down my neck, I trucked it through my mansion and then out the back door to the guesthouse.

      I saw the light was on in the side bedroom, which didn’t surprise me because baby girl was a hoe. She probably wasn’t used to going to sleep until 3 a.m.

      This was my fucking house, so I slipped the key into the door and entered. She wasn’t on the couch, but the TV was on, lighting up the dark living room. Right when I was about to walk further to the back, she emerged from the bathroom in a robe.

      “Oh my gosh!” She jumped back, clutching her robe closed. “You scared me.”

      “Come to the living room.”

      “I need to put some clothes on first.” She pointed to the bedroom.

      “Hurry up.”

      I went to sit down on the couch, squinting my eyes at the flat screen. She was watching some shit on Netflix that looked boring as hell. It was about computer design or something.

      “Sorry. I had to dig through my things.” She returned a few minutes later, looking fine as hell.

      She had on some thermal pants that were reminiscent of tights, hugging her thighs and hips. Up top was a short t-shirt that her nipples poked through. She had some of them gay ass fuzzy socks on her feet, and her dark hair was sweeping her shoulders.
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      “You good. Come sit down.” Kaseem patted the couch. His voice was so stern. And even though he was fine as hell, he was intimidating for more reasons than one.

      He seemed like he killed people all the time and didn’t think twice about it. Plus, I found him sexy, way too sexy to be marrying his brother.

      “Your home is nice. Thank you for letting me stay.” I nodded, looking over at him as he eyed me. He said nothing, before running his tongue across his thick lips. His deep chocolate skin was so beautiful, seemingly gleaming under the light of the television.

      “What you really fucking with my brother for?”

      I was still taken aback by how brash he was.

      “What do you mean?”

      He laughed, and damn, like everything else on him, it was alluring. The way his facial hair perfectly surrounded his lips and how white and straight his teeth were, should’ve been a crime.

      Kaseem sat up, pressing his elbows into the area where his thighs met his knees, and looked over to me, still slightly smiling before it instantly faded.

      “You know what the fuck I mean. You out here sucking niggas up for cash but now you got my brother trying to marry you. Whatever the fuck plan you got, I want you to know I ain’t about to let that shit happen.”

      The evilness in his eyes was terrifying, but I had to speak up about him claiming I sucked niggas off.

      “For your information, I have never in my life sucked anyone off.”

      That was true. I’d never given Elliot head. We had missionary sex a few times and nothing more.

      “Right. You a virgin.” Kaseem nodded, half smiling and shaking his head, showing he didn’t believe me. I mean, I wasn’t, but for Jamal’s sake, I had to keep up appearances.

      “I am!”

      “So you go out and these niggas simply pay for yo’ company?”

      “Yes, they do. Is something wrong with that? Not every man wants sex.”

      “Yeah, every man does. You fine, but you ain’t fine enough for me to spend bread on you without fucking.”

      My jaw dropped because I was so shocked. I’d never encountered a man who spoke to me this way. I didn’t know if this was his personality or if he felt like he could disrespect me because of my occupation.

      “You’re very rude; has anyone told you that?”

      He scratched his fresh fade. Every time he moved, I could smell his cologne.

      “All the time.” He looked off toward the kitchen then back to me. “So if you a virgin, I wanna know why?”

      “Just never met the right man.”

      “You ain’t never in yo’ life ran across a muthafucka that made you wanna spread ya legs?” He moved a little closer to me, but it didn’t seem like it was on purpose. I got hot on the inside anyway.

      “No.”

      “Short answers are usually lies.”

      “It’s not a lie.”

      “So not even my brother that you’re about to marry? He don’t make you wet?” His tongue ran across his bottom lip in slow motion, or maybe that’s just how I saw it.

      “He… I don’t know. I don’t think like that, okay?”

      “So the thought of a nigga stripping you down, sucking ya inner thighs right up to ya pussy, and making you cum with his tongue, don’t do nothing for you? Not even him flipping you over, putting yo’ face in the pillow, then gripping ya ass while he digs you out?”

      That same throb I felt down below when I saw him with Jane, had returned, making me cross my legs. Unfortunately, he caught it, and a sexy smile spread across his face.

      “Why are you over here? Shouldn’t you be in the main house with your brother?”

      “I go wherever the fuck I want because my name is on the deed.” That shut my ass up. “Does me being over here bother you?”

      “No, I guess not.” I hit the button on the remote to resume the show I was watching about computer design. I tried to relax, but Kaseem’s presence was making me nervous as hell. There was also some dampness in the seat of my panties, so I stood up. “Excuse me. I have to use the restroom.”

      Kaseem said nothing as I hurried to the back and shut the bathroom door as if my life depended on it. I took a few deep breaths before plopping down onto the toilet to use the bathroom. After cleaning myself, I flushed then washed my hands. I paced the bathroom twice more before inhaling sharply and tugging the door open. Right as I hit the light to cut it off, Kaseem was dead smack in the hallway.

      “Why you act so weird?” He hemmed me up against the open door of the bathroom.

      It was somewhat dark, but since the TV had illuminated the living room, I could see a little bit. I stared up into Kaseem’s overly handsome face for what seemed like an hour straight.

      “I-I’m not weird.”

      “Relax.” He placed his big hands atop my shoulders and gently pushed them downward. I was embarrassed by how tense I was and at the fact that he could tell. “You pretty as fuck.” His voice was soft, but still raspy and deep, as he pushed my hair back.

      “Ah.” I gasped lowly when he gripped my hips, pulling me closer to him as if we weren’t already chest-to-chest.

      He leaned down super close to my face, and I swear I could hear my heart beating like a bongo in my ears. My eyes damn near crossed as they focused on his lips coming toward mine. And the feeling of his hands very slowly caressing my hips and lower back repeatedly, had me ruining my underwear again.

      Right when he got about a half an inch away from my mouth, he paused. “How you love my brother but ready as hell to let me fuck you, virgin?”

      “I—”

      “Whatever the fuck yo’ plan is, end the shit. I want you up out of my spot and my brother’s life in the next forty-eight hours. I don’t give a fuck what you tell him, but make something up and get the fuck on.”

      And like that, Kaseem let me go, then tread out of the guesthouse as I stayed planted where I was, panting.

      I was scared as hell of Kaseem, but Jamal was a big fish that I wasn’t ready to throw back. I didn’t know what the fuck to do.
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      The next evening…

      Unfortunately, Jamal wanted us to have dinner with Kaseem so I could get to know his brother better. But after last night, I had no interest. Not only was I afraid, but I just didn’t like his ass. He was rude, disrespectful, and just an all-around horrible person. I truly felt bad for any woman that dealt with him.

      I would like to think he was lonely with a personality like that, but I knew a man that looked that good and had all that money definitely wasn’t going to be alone unless it were a choice.

      “Baby, maybe he isn’t coming.” I looked to Jamal who was seated next to me.

      We’d decided to meet at this Italian restaurant. It was pretty quiet in here, which made this upcoming encounter with Kaseem feel even worse. I was hoping he’d stood us up, since he was already ten minutes late.

      “Nah, he’s gonna come. If he wasn’t, he would’ve let me know.” Jamal assured me, pressing his lips to my cheek.

      “Great.” I gave Jamal a fake smile before taking a sip of my water. “Baby, I don’t think your brother likes me.”

      “He doesn’t know you. Don’t be offended by how callous he is. He’s like that with people he’s not familiar with. But once y’all get tight, you’ll love him like I do.” Jamal grinned, so I gave him the same in return, despite my disbelief.

      Just as I put the straw to my lips again, a figure appeared at the table. When I looked up, I saw it was one of my regular clients, this older man named Theo.

      “Wow, Kasslyn. I’ve been missing you. I’m not used to being without you for so long,” Theo expressed. He was a good-looking, black man, successful, and fifty-five years old. He was one of my rare clients who didn’t have a wife and kids at home.

      “Theo, hi. I’m kind of busy right now.” I rocked my head in Jamal’s direction before glancing at Jamal.

      “My apologies.” Theo palmed his chest before taking a seat. “Would you mind if I take her? I really need to talk. I will pay you whatever you’re paying her, times two.”

      “Theo—”

      “What? No, this is not a job for her. Kasslyn no longer does that. I need you to go.” Jamal frowned.

      “Kasslyn, please,” Theo begged.

      “Theo, go, really. This is not—”

      “I’m about to get the manager.” Jamal interjected before pushing his chair out abruptly and hopping up to rush off.

      I dropped my head into my hands, feeling ashamed and irritated as hell.

      “Who the fuck is you?” I heard that familiar voice, making my head pop up. There he was, dressed up like a true businessman and looking even sexier than usual.

      “Sir, if you don’t mind, I’m just having a moment with Kasslyn.” Theo chuckled up at Kaseem who looked confused.

      Kaseem leaned down, pressing his balled fists onto the table to prop himself up and hissed, “I’m only gon’ ask you once to get the fuck up ’fore I fuck you up.”

      Like an obedient servant, Theo got up and damn near ran out, glancing over his shoulder at Kaseem as if he’d seen a ghost.

      “Th—”

      “Got yo’ peoples following you everywhere, huh?” Kaseem smirked sexily as he sat down. His cologne was ridiculously intoxicating. “Yet you expect me to believe niggas is popping up like that and ain’t get no pussy.”

      Just when I was about to thank him, he had to ruin it with his mouth.

      “I don’t have to lie. People already assume I’m a whore, so I don’t need to make anything up to impress anyone.” I shook my head, feeling enraged. I wanted to jump across the table, but I knew he wasn’t the one.

      “Mhm.” He nodded, just as Jamal returned.

      “Where did the guy go?” Jamal inquired, as who I guess was the manager stood behind him.

      “Got his ass up out of here,” Kaseem answered as Jamal sat down, obviously confused. “Aye, I need a drink. Where is the damn waiter?” Kaseem looked to the manager.

      “She will be back to you shortly. I just wanted to make sure everything was okay.” The manager nodded and then pranced off.

      “Thanks, man.” Jamal shook his head before picking the menu back up to read it.

      Kaseem and I made eye contact before I promptly looked away. Why was I even more attracted to him now? And even worse, I was less attracted to Jamal because of how poorly he’d handled Theo.

      The dinner went as expected with Kaseem being disrespectful every chance he got, and Jamal making a pathetic attempt to defend me against his big brother. I was so over it that I didn’t even order dessert, and I always got some damn dessert.

      Thankfully we came in separate cars, because as soon as Kaseem and I parted ways, it was like a breath of fresh air.

      “That went pretty okay, right?” Jamal surprised me with his question as he walked me to the guesthouse.

      “It did?”

      “I mean, yeah. That’s just how my brother is. He don’t mean no harm.”

      “He called me a hoe at least twenty times.”

      Jamal sucked his teeth before running his hand down his face.

      “See, hoe means something a little different where we come from. It’s not literally a hoe.”

      “He asked me how many men I had to sleep with before I trapped you with my lies.”

      “You right. I’m gon’ talk to him.” Jamal pushed the front door inward after I’d unlocked it with the key he’d made me.

      We walked inside, and after I removed my jacket, I said, “I don’t think talking is gonna work. Maybe you need to try something a little more… rough.”

      “Like what?” Jamal frowned after closing the door. “You mean fight my own brother?”

      “Maybe not fight him, but a punch to the face. Kaseem doesn’t seem like the type that cares too much about being talked to, Jamal.”

      “You don’t even know my brother. I know him, aight?”

      “Yeah.” I removed my shoes. Wanting to smooth things over, I added, “You should sleep here tonight.”

      “You know we can’t be in the same house, Kass.”

      I rose up and made my way over to him, taking a seat on the arm of the couch.

      “Come on, just one night. I get lonely here.” I pulled him closer to me, and he looked down into my face before we began kissing.

      I was so hot and bothered from being around Kaseem for the past couple of days that I rose up and began unbuckling Jamal’s pants.

      “Kasslyn.” He snatched my wrists and held them up, staring down into my face with his brows dipped. “I thought you were okay with us being celibate until our nuptials take place.”

      “I am.” I was still panting from kissing him.

      “Then act like it. You know we can’t do anything until we say our vows. Don’t pull that again.”

      Before I could say a word, Jamal yanked the front door open and left. It took a minute for me to compose myself and lock the door, but once I did, I went to get my computer to do some designing. It was the only time I felt any calmness lately.
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      I was in my office surveying some of the new logos that had been presented for me to look over. I didn’t really like none of this shit, but I didn’t know why just yet, so it was hard for me to make muthafuckas change it.

      Just as I sat back and closed my eyes to think for a minute, I heard a knock on my office door.

      Sitting up slowly, I felt the frown that covered my face as I wondered who the fuck was up this late. Jamal’s ass always went to bed by 10 p.m., like a little bitch, so I knew it wasn’t him.

      “Who is it?” I called out, pulling the handle of my drawer that held my gun. It was unlikely that someone had broken into my shit, but still.

      “Kasslyn.”

      I quickly shut the drawer back without even reaching for my gun before yelling, “Come in!”

      Kasslyn entered wearing some tights and one of them tops with no straps. Her hair was down, pushed back behind her ears and showing her pretty ass face off. That deep mocha complexion was crazy and a turn on in itself. Her body and sexy facial features only added to the shit.

      “What the fuck you want?” I quizzed roughly, not wanting her to know I’d been low-key lusting over her ass.

      She looked at me for a second, and I could see the anger flowing through her beautiful ass face, but she kept it chill.

      “I baked some cookies, and I thought I would bring some to you. Jamal let me know you love cookies, and since you defended me yesterday with that man, I wanted to use these as a thank you.” She lifted the tray before coming closer to my desk.

      Eyeing her full lips, I laughed.

      “I ain’t defend you. I just didn’t know why the nigga was at the table,” I half lied. It was true; I didn’t know the nigga, so seeing him there annoyed the fuck out of me. But when I realized he was an old ‘friend’ of Kasslyn’s and it was obvious she ain’t want him there, I threatened him.

      “Well, whatever the reason.”

      I watched her set the tray down before peeling the foil back to grab one of the warm cookies. The way she ate that shit made my dick perk up.

      “If you think you can poison me, think again. I eat a little poison with my food occasionally, so my system is immune to it,” I fibbed.

      Chuckling for a millisecond, Kasslyn replied, “Umm, okay. I wouldn’t even know what poison to put in cookies.” Ignoring her, I bit into one. It was good as fuck, but I wouldn’t tell her that. “What are you looking at?”

      “Some weak ass logos.”

      “For Opulence?”

      “No, the Shell gas station up the street. What else would I be looking at logos for?”

      She rolled her eyes and then came to the side of my desk for a better look.

      “Why don’t you like them?”

      “Trying to figure that out. I guess they just look boring to me. The logo I got now looks better than this. I ain’t about to downgrade.” I looked over at Kasslyn, watching her take in the designs as if she were studying them. Damn she was perfect. “What you think?”

      “Maybe I can draw something for you.”

      “You,” I stated skeptically.

      “Yes, me. I’m actually very good.” She grabbed a pencil from my utensil holder and then a sheet of paper from the printer behind us.

      After she placed the paper to the desk, she began doodling shapes, lines, and other shit, until finally, she stood up straight to allow me to look.

      “Let me see.” I picked the paper up to act as if I needed a closer look. I admit, a nigga was surprised she could draw something up so well and so quickly.

      “If I had a couple hours, I could really bring it out, but that’s just a little something to give you an idea.”

      “Damn.” I placed the paper down. “Baking… drawing. Does Jane force all of her hoes to pick up talents or just you?”

      Kasslyn stared down into my eyes for a long ass time, before placing the pencil back into the utensil cup.

      “Goodnight, Kaseem.”

      I watched her leave, and even though the sight was one to remember, I for some reason felt bad as fuck. She was a hoe though, so how the fuck was she gon’ get mad at me?

      After sitting there for a few minutes, I got up to leave my office and head out to the back guesthouse. I made sure to bring Kasslyn’s picture with me, looking at it the whole way there. My keys were in my bedroom, so I was forced to ring the doorbell, and moments later, Kasslyn answered. She’d already changed into some short nightgown, exposing her sexy legs.

      “This is nice.” I held the paper up, showing her the drawing she’d done. “I apologize for being rude.”

      “Why? Because you want me to do something for you?”

      “No, because I ain’t mean to be disrespectful at that time, and I do like your work, even as rough as it is.”

      “Thanks.”

      “So how about you take a couple hours like you suggested and give me something. If I like it, you’ll get paid.”

      “How much?”

      I chuckled, shaking my head as I looked down at her.

      “A lot. If you ain’t know, my company ain’t no small shit.”

      “Great. I will work on it tomorrow. I mean, unless you still want me out of here.”

      “I can extend the time, but only for this. After that, you gotta get up out of my shit, and let my brother go. He’s a good dude.”

      “And I’m bad?”

      “You fuck for—” I stopped myself and exhaled heavily. “You just ain’t the type of female he needs.”

      Kasslyn looked off then down at her pretty feet before regaining eye contact with me.

      “Like I said, I will work on it tomorrow, or today, depends how you look at it.”

      I nodded, but because I couldn’t help myself, I moved closer to her. She backed away slightly, but I stopped her, bringing her into me before I kissed her lips. She was frozen, but I kept kissing her, tossing her drawing to the side and shutting the door behind me with my foot.

      She finally gave in, and once our tongues came in contact, I lifted her up, wrapping her legs around my waist as I carried her to the bedroom.

      Throwing her down onto the bed, I climbed between her legs, still sucking her lips and letting our tongues dance around one another.

      “You so fine,” I whispered, grabbing onto her panties and tugging them downward.

      “Wait, Kaseem.” Kasslyn put her hands on top of mine. “I can’t lose my virginity like this.”

      For the first time since I’d seen her, she actually looked as innocent as she’d portrayed herself. The look in her eyes definitely told a different fucking story than the escort one I’d drummed up in my head.

      Without saying a word, I kissed her again and then continued pulling on her panties. Once off, I lifted her nightgown and dipped down to put her thighs on my shoulders.

      “Mmm,” I groaned, sucking the inner parts of her thighs while eyeing her perfect pussy with my peripheral.

      Once I had enough of teasing her, I latched my mouth onto her clit and began sucking gently. I could tell by her moans that she was surprised and a whole bunch of other shit, as I fucked her with my tongue a little bit before coming back up to attack her bud.

      “Kaseem,” she whimpered as I groped and caressed her thick chocolate thighs. “Wait!” she called out as her body tensed up, but I kept switching in between flicking my tongue over her swollen clit and sucking it until her nectar seeped out.

      Her body began trembling as I kept feasting on her, running my hands up her body as I did so. Lifting her thighs a little bit, I slurped, sucked, and licked until she was damn near screeching and shivering. After she experienced another orgasm, I came up for air, gently pulling the top of her gown over to attack her nipples. I wanted to fuck her badly as hell, but just from eating her pussy, I knew she wasn’t lying about being a virgin. Either that or she’d never gotten her pussy ate.

      Once I finished sucking her nipples, she’d finally calmed down some, so I kissed her lips. I then went to her jaw line before sucking her neck, while grabbing on her hips and thighs. It was taking more willpower than a little bit not to pop her fucking cherry.

      “I still want my shit tomorrow, aight?”

      Kasslyn nodded, so I pecked her once more and then climbed off the bed.

      I left the guesthouse, and on the way back to my shit, I felt conflicted as fuck.

      I just knew deep down Kasslyn was a scheming ass hoe, but now it ain’t seem like it. And if she was who the fuck she said she was, then I’d just fucked around with my brother’s legit fiancée. I’d figured her ass was a thot, so it wouldn’t matter if I hit because once her true colors showed, Jamal would drop her. But if she in fact was this innocent little bitch she came off as, then I’d severely fucked up. Not to mention, I was high key feeling her fine ass.
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      After Kaseem came over and did something I never even thought he would, I wasn’t able to go to sleep. So instead, I worked on the logo that he’d asked me to create until I was literally nodding off at the computer.

      What happened would not stop circling my mind. The whole time, I just knew this man hated me, but last night proved otherwise, and I didn’t know how to feel, especially because I liked it.

      I’d just finished slipping into some jeans and a t-shirt, before I headed to the kitchen to have some breakfast. Kaseem called the house phone back here to let me know he wanted me to deliver my final logo to Opulence headquarters.

      I was praying like hell that there would be an office full of people in the room with us because I felt like I couldn’t control myself around him. I still felt his mouth down there, doing whatever he was doing with his tongue. I’d never gotten head in my life, but now I saw why women loved it.

      “Oh my gosh!” I jumped when I felt a presence behind me at the stove. “Jamal, don’t do that.” I covered my heart.

      “I’m sorry. I said good morning, but I guess you were too deep into your cooking.” He kissed my lips.

      Actually, I was too busy thinking about the fact that your brother gave me head last night.

      “It’s fine. What are you doing here? Don’t you have work?”

      “I do, but I wanted to visit my fiancée first. Also,” he reached into his pocket, “I heard you’ll need some car keys today.” He dangled the keys to a Lexus before dropping them into my open hand.

      “I was gonna take an Uber, baby.”

      “Why, when I have two cars? Plus, it seems you and my brother got along quite well last night, to the point where he’s asked you to design a logo.” Jamal grinned.

      “Last night?”

      Did he know? If so, what kind of freaky ass brothers were they? What if this was the plan all along? To get me here and keep me as some sex slave between the two of them. What the fuck?

      “Yeah. He told me you brought him cookies, you guys started talking logos, and you agreed to draw one up.”

      “Right, yeah. I wanted to thank him for getting rid of Theo.”

      There was an awkward silence before Jamal took my hands into his, “I’m not that type of guy. I don’t beat people up or threaten them when I don’t get my way. My brother and I are totally different people. I don’t know how it happened because we have the exact same parents, but we’re like night and day. I don’t even like the clothes he wears on off days.”

      I giggled softly, taking in what Jamal said. I liked Jamal’s sweetness, but I couldn’t deny the fact that Kaseem was so attractive, physically, and the way he handled himself. I could do without him being an asshole, but I was starting to see he had a slightly different side to him. The Kaseem I’d been getting to know would’ve never come over to apologize, let alone make me cum.

      “I know how you are, and I like it.”

      “You sure?”

      “I am.” I nodded.

      “Good, because I want you to meet my parents. Don’t be nervous about it. They’re dope people.”

      I would much rather sever my own foot than meet Jamal’s parents. This shit we were in was going way too fast, and after what happened between Kaseem and me, I felt guilty. I didn’t deserve Jamal, and I didn’t deserve to be the woman he brought home to his parents.

      “Am I the first to meet them?” I poured the over easy eggs onto my plate after turning the burner off.

      “Yeah, you are. So they already know you’re special.” He kissed me. “I have to go though, so see you later tonight.”

      “Yep.”

      I watched Jamal leave before sitting down with my breakfast to eat. My appetite was barely there, but I force fed myself because I knew I’d be starving later if I didn’t. Additionally, I didn’t know how long I was gonna be at the Opulence headquarters, and I was sure Kaseem had no plans of feeding me. I just prayed he liked this damn logo so I could get some money. It would be the first time I got paid a nice amount for my work.

      Just as I cleaned up my plates and glass of water, my phone started ringing. I got nervous at the sight of Jane’s name up on the screen, waiting for me to answer it. I knew I couldn’t dodge her, so I took a breath then scooped up my iPhone to answer it.

      “Hey, Jane, how—”

      “Where are you, Kasslyn? You were supposed to be back already.”

      “Yes, I know, but Jamal and I got caught up with—”

      “What did I explain to you recently, Kasslyn?”

      “Uh—”

      “That this is not a matchmaking service. You do not get caught up with clients. You’re not on a honeymoon; you are working. Now, he needs to pay an overage fee.” Jane was pissed, and even though she had reason to be, her attitude was a bit overboard.

      “Jane.” I chuckled nervously. “I’m sorry, but you’re acting like I’m the first girl to do something like this.”

      “I know you’re not the first to overstay, but you’re the first I’ve had to worry about falling for a client in almost five years. It never ends well. These men are playing a role just like you are, and you may believe they want you, but they don’t. As soon as you leave their side, they don’t even think about you. You’re setting yourself up to get your little heart broken. No man will take an escort seriously.”

      I closed my eyes as I sat back down at the table, listening to Jane rant. She made it clear and embedded in our heads on the daily how no man in their right minds would think of marrying or even pursuing a woman with our occupation. I didn’t know if she was trying to protect us from heartbreak as she claimed, or if she wanted to keep us working for her by making us believe we were less than.

      “Jane, I get that, but I have something to tell you. Jamal has asked me to marry him. Not only that, I agreed, and me being away with him is not temporary. I’ve moved in. Well, not all the way because I still have stuff at your building, but I’ll be picking that up in the next couple of days. So you see, this is not some one-sided thing here.” Nothing was said for longer than usual, so I asked, “Hello?”

      “Yes, I’m here.” Jane inhaled and exhaled heavily. “So what you’re saying is you’re quitting?”

      “Well yeah. Being married and working as an escort is kind of like trying to mix oil and water.” I giggled, but as expected, Jane gave me nothing.

      “Kasslyn, how will you make money?”

      “Uh, well, right now, Jamal will take care of me. His support will give me the opportunity to enroll in design school.”

      “You’re leaving behind your own money to depend on a man? You kind of sound like your mother.”

      The mention of my mother almost caused me to stop breathing because it was so out of left field.

      “I am not like my mother. Do not speak on my mother.” I gritted my teeth as I glared at the refrigerator like it was Jane.

      I wasn’t too much of the fighting type whether it be verbally or physically, but all of that went out the window when it came to my mama. She was the only person I had ever loved, truly, because Elliot was a facade.

      “Honey, I didn’t mean to upset you or be offensive. I just don’t want you to depend on a man. That’s how they gain control over you. Do you really want to have to contact Mr. Banks every time you need money? Like a child?”

      “No, I don’t.” I was still pissed off about her bringing my mama up, so I was breathing slowly, trying to keep calm.

      “I didn’t think so. You’re a hustler. Now, I know you’re engaged and blah blah, but I have a client for you that you can’t turn down.”

      “Ja—”

      “He’s a basketball player: Larry Humphrey.”

      “Larry Humphrey?”

      “Yes. I said the same thing when his assistant contacted me. Now this is very discreet. They want someone with class, but who is also fun, and you were the first person I thought of.”

      I was conflicted as hell right now. I knew a client like Larry would be paying top dollar; however, how could I work while being the fiancée of Jamal? And Kaseem was already suspicious of me, so this would only heighten that.

      “I don’t know, Jane. I am going to need to think.”

      “Alright. You have a couple days. He’s still out of town.”

      “Okay. I will be over here until then.”

      “Fine.” Jane scoffed before quickly hanging up.

      I collected my thoughts then went to get my purse and put on my shoes before leaving.

      The ride to Opulence felt good, mainly because I was pushing this smooth Lexus. I had a license, from when Allen paid for my driving school, and even let me take the test in his car. I myself had always ridden my bike because it was all I had. And the clients I serviced always either sent a car or drove me around themselves.

      By saying that, I felt so free taking myself somewhere in a vehicle.

      I made it to Opulence and let the lady in the ticket box know who I was here to see. She confirmed my name was on the list and then gave me a sticker to put in my windshield to keep my car from being towed after parking.

      The lot was huge, and so was the tall building with Opulence in gold, written along the top portion. After parking near the entrance, the lady from earlier told me to go through. I collected my purse and laptop before heading inside. The security up front directed me to the 15th floor, and I was in awe, admiring the hallways.

      “Hello, my name is Kasslyn, and I am here to see Mr. Banks.”

      “Which one?” the secretary inquired, eyeing me. I saw her nameplate on the desk read Alexis.

      “Sorry. Kaseem Banks.” I smiled, but she was still cold, typing away.

      After staring at the computer screen for way too damn long, she said, “Yes, I see you here. Have a seat, and someone will come get you in a moment.”

      “Sure thing.”

      As soon as I sat down, crossing my legs, I noticed the secretary watching me as she picked up the phone. She was speaking lowly, obviously trying to keep me from hearing what she was saying.

      “Hi, do you have an appointment?” A pretty brown-skinned woman walked out. She wore a blue skirt suit, with a Chanel pin on one of the lapels. Her hair was in a slick, long ponytail, and she reminded me a lot of Gabrielle Union in Two Can Play That Game.

      “Yeah. Actually, I’ve already checked in.” I pointed to Alexis who gave the woman an insincere smile.

      “I see.” The Gabrielle Union replica turned away from Alexis. “What is it that you’re here for?”

      “To see Mr. Banks; Kaseem. I’m designing a logo for him.”

      With her perfect eyebrow raised, she asked, “You are?”

      “Yes. He asked me to, so I’m just here to show him the finished product.” I lowered my lids because she was just staring down at me, not saying anything.

      “I’m sorry. I’m Everly Jones.” She reached her hand down to shake mine. “I’m in charge of marketing, so I usually get wind of these types of things. Why don’t you walk with me?”

      “Sure.”

      I stood up, gathering my things, and then trailed Everly to the back.

      “So you design logos a lot?” Everly briefly looked over her shoulder at me as we walked. She was a nice height, maybe five ten. She could surely be a model with her pretty face and tiny frame. Her butt wasn’t flat, however.

      “Well, I do computer design. I usually draw up pictures on the computer, but never any logos.”

      “So this is your first? You have no experience?”

      “I guess I don’t. But I’m great at drawing on the computer and on paper.” I quickly defended my credentials.

      “Uh huh.” Everly eyed me suspiciously once we reached a big brown door with Kaseem’s name on it. Gripping the knob tightly, Everly put her finger up and said, “Give me one moment…”

      “Kasslyn Collins.”

      “Kasslyn Collins. I just want to let him know you’re here.”

      “Okay.” I watched as Everly kept one hand on the knob and used the other to knock on the door.
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      “Who is it?” I called out when I heard someone knocking on my office door.

      I checked the time on my watch and noticed Kasslyn’s ass was supposed to be here al-fucking-ready. I was slightly irritated that she wasn’t because my time was valuable as fuck, but also because for some odd muthafuckin reason, I wanted to see her.

      “Everly.”

      “Come on.”

      I stared down at the documents on my desk as I listened to Everly enter my office, before closing the door behind herself. Once she neared me, I looked up, smiling at how sexy her ass looked.

      “There is a Kasslyn Collins out there to meet you about a logo.” Everly cocked her head, folding her arms across her chest.

      “Oh cool. Bring her back here to me.”

      Chuckling, Everly replied, “I’m sorry. I just thought that any meetings with designers would be booked by me.”

      “I own this shit though, so I can do whatever the fuck I feel is necessary.”

      “I know. I know that. It’s just we have a system, Kaseem. And where did you even find her? She said she’s never designed a logo before.”

      “She’s my brother’s fiancée.”

      Everly paused, letting her brows dip between her eyes momentarily.

      “Jamal? Jamal is getting married?”

      “Yeah.”

      “I hope so. She’s a very pretty girl, and I just find it odd that you found her all of a sudden. You know… I could just go ask Jamal if he has a fiancée named Kasslyn Collins.”

      “Do whatever the fuck you gotta do, but first, bring Kasslyn back here so she can show me her work.”

      Everly rolled her eyes and made an about face before going to open my office door. She did a waving motion seconds before Kasslyn entered, looking as pretty as always. Her hair hung down messily, framing her perfect ass chocolate face. She was hugging her computer while smiling at me, with her weird ass.

      “Good morning. Sorry I’m a little late. Actually, I’ve been here. I just had to wait.”

      “You good. Let’s go sit over there.” I stood up and gestured toward the area of my office with couches and a coffee table. Kasslyn and I sat down, and I noticed Everly joining us. “Nah, we good.”

      “You don’t think I should be here, Mr. Banks? I mean, I should have some input. I specialize in what catches the customer’s eye. That’s why you hired me.”

      “If I thought yo’ ass should be here, I wouldn’t have told you to bounce.”

      “I just think—”

      “Miss Jones, go.” I stared deeply into Everly’s eyes, making her shoot up from the couch angrily and stare at Kasslyn for a second. She then stormed her extra ass out of my office, slamming the door.

      I would handle her ass later. Everly usually never acted out, so that little show she just performed had me hot low-key.

      “Is that your girlfriend or something?” Kasslyn asked, opening her laptop and signing in.

      “Nah, I’m single. She just works for me, ain’t you hear her say that?”

      “I did hear her say that, but she’s been giving me the evil eye ever since she found out I was here to see you.”

      “She just ain’t like the fact that she didn’t know about this meeting. This is kind of her thing. But shit, I run this muthafucka. I do what I want when needed.” I sat back, admiring Kasslyn’s cute ass as she moved around on the computer, before pulling up the files she was looking for.

      “Okay, here is what I have. I gave you two color variations because I didn’t know which color from your company’s theme you wanted to be the main.”

      Sitting up, I looked deeply at the screen in awe. I was low-key hoping her ass came through here with some bullshit so I could rip her the fuck apart, but it was nice as fuck. I was never a hater ass nigga, so I had to be honest. Plus, I wanted this shit.

      “I want them both. We can use them for different things. Sometimes the lighter shit may work better than the darker one.”

      “Wow, okay. So you’re going to use them?” she asked excitedly, making me chuckle and nod.

      “Yeah. What’s yo’ fee?”

      “Uh, I’m not really sure because I’ve never had a job this big. The most I’ve ever gotten was like $100 to design a YouTube banner.”

      “Aight. Well the last nigga that did this shit for me, I paid them $10,000, simply because the logo will be used everywhere and seen on billboards and shit. But since we got two, I will double it.” I got up to get my business checkbook, waiting for Kasslyn’s response, but it was quiet.

      “No, no, that’s too much.”

      “It’s not too much. It’s standard. You gotta learn to charge for your hard ass work, Kasslyn.” I sat down, opening the checkbook. “Can’t go through life trying to be nice and letting muthafuckas have shit for free. The money I’m gon’ make using the logo is gonna surpass the amount I’m paying, so take it, aight?” I ripped it off and slid it across the desk.

      “Yes, thank you. I’m sorry. I just don’t know much about business. I’ve never really had time to figure that out.” She folded the check after staring at it for a minute, and then shoved it down into her jean pocket.

      “Well if you gon’ be doing shit like this, then you have to be mindful. Use this price I paid as a model for whatever other job you do.”

      “I will.” She grinned before looking around my big ass office. “Why do you need so much building space for this company?”

      “We only use the 15th to the 20th floor. The rest of the floors I lease out to other companies and shit. Nice way to make money.” I got up, removing my suit jacket. Sitting down on the edge of my desk, I added, “The way to get rich is by having multiple streams of income.”

      Kasslyn nodded, walking to one of the large windows that overlooked the city.

      “You have Opulence, this building… and something with Jane.” She turned to look at me over her shoulder. The sun beaming through the window made her look like a fucking angel or some shit.

      “What I got with Jane?” I smirked.

      Kasslyn shrugged. “Not sure, but I know it’s something. Or is she your girlfriend?”

      “The fuck?” I jerked my neck back, and Kasslyn burst into laughter. “Hell nah she ain’t my damn girlfriend. I fuck her when I can’t find nothing else.”

      “Do you ever filter your thoughts?”

      “Nah, not really.” I got up, moving her way, and I could tell she was getting nervous as fuck.

      “What other streams of income do you have?” She slipped around me.

      I chuckled at her skittish behavior as I shoved my hands down into my pockets.

      “A lot of things.”

      “Are you a drug dealer?”

      “Damn, you all in my fucking business. Fuck make you think I’m a drug dealer?”

      “I don’t know. You seem like you’d be a good one. Like you got some hood in you. I can tell this is all a reformed version of Kaseem Banks.”

      I ran my tongue across my lips, watching Kasslyn as she smiled brightly.

      “If I was, would you have let me eat yo’ pussy?”

      Her pretty smile dissipated that quickly at the sound of my question.

      “I think maybe we should tell Jamal what happened between us. He’s so sweet to me, and I feel horrible for what I did. Don’t you?”

      “Horrible? Nah.”

      “He’s your brother, and I’m his fiancée. You should feel bad!”

      I walked closer to her, backing her into the nearby wall.

      “I would feel bad if I knew that y’alls relationship was the real deal, but it ain’t. It’s some fraud shit, and you know it. You don’t love my fucking brother; you’re using his gullible ass as a way to come up.”

      “No.” Kasslyn shook her head as she glared up at me. “No, I am not.”

      “If you loved Jamal, trust when I say you wouldn’t be so willing to tell him some shit like this, knowing he could possibly leave yo’ ass. But it’s up to you.” I stepped away from her.

      I didn’t really give a fuck if she told Jamal what happened, simply because their shit was fake as a muthafucka. Plus, Jamal wouldn’t be mad at me; I’m his brother. It was her ass that would get kicked to the fucking curb.

      “I do love Jamal. You’re just mad I don’t love you.”

      I laughed.

      “Baby girl, the last thing on my mind is trying to make a bitch love me, especially one I know I can still fuck on if I want to.”

      “You’re one of the worst people I have ever met. Keep your fucking money!” She removed the check from her pocket and tossed it at me.

      “You better take that damn money, woman. I don’t give a fuck how mad you are, I don’t want no bullshit from me using ya work, because it’s definitely getting used.”

      Kasslyn stood there with her small fists balled and her chest heaving. She was cute as fuck, and I wanted to snatch her the fuck up and do more than I did the last time. I knew the pussy was good.

      “Fuck you!” she barked, snatching up the check and then storming to get her computer. “Just know that what happened between us will never happen again. Also, I’m staying at your house, nigga. You can try to make me leave if you want to, but if I stab your trash ass, don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

      And with that, Kasslyn stormed out, not realizing how hard she had my dick. Unable to let that nut go inside of her, I phoned Everly for a quickie in the office.
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      One week later…

      “Alright, any questions?” I looked over the Bible study class I’d been teaching this evening. Everyone shook their heads, so I said, “Great. See you all next Wednesday.”

      I packed up my Bible along with some other files, into my briefcase, as everybody cleared out of the room. I was ready to go home so I could take a hot shower and then spend some time with Kasslyn.

      I’d been busy, so lately, I’d just been going straight to sleep without even checking on her until the morning. And since she seemed bothered this a.m., I wanted to make an effort to see her.

      “Hey, that was a great class.” Catharine stopped by the table I’d been sitting at.

      “Thank you.” I tossed the strap of my bag onto my shoulder. “Look, I know I’ve been pretty MIA, but I have good reason. I—”

      “It’s okay. I know you work a lot.” Catharine moved closer to me and rubbed her hands down my chest. Thankfully, it was just her and I in the room at this point.

      “Catharine, stop.” I moved her hands from my body.

      “Nobody is here, Jamal. We can stop pretending like we’re not dat—”

      “It’s not about pretending.” I took a deep breath. “I’m in another relationship now. We can’t be a thing. Aight?”

      “Relationship? When? And with who?” Catharine’s eyes bounced around my face as her nice lips stayed parted open.

      I met Catharine in the church, obviously. My parents introduced us, hoping that she would end up being my wife, but I refused. Catharine was actually perfect. She was beautiful, smart, made her own money, was a God-fearing woman, we got along great, and was a virgin. But most importantly, I loved her.

      However, my parents picked her, just like they’d picked everything else in my life, from my clothes to the damn law school I’d attended. I couldn’t fathom choosing to marry a woman that my parents had picked out for me, so Catharine wouldn’t be the one.

      Kasslyn was something I’d chosen for once. And yes, she wasn’t exactly what I’d pictured my wife to be, but she would do. She was something I’d gone out into the world and scooped up myself. That was one of the biggest things about Kaseem that I’d envied; his life was his. The last thing my parents probably decided for him was the type of diapers he shit in.

      He was blessed to not be the golden child because they expected very little from him. Any little thing he did, even small, my parents were surprised and proud. But me, I had to do a lot more for their praise because I’d set the bar so high.

      “She and I have been dating on the low for a little while now.” I finally answered Catharine.

      “A while now? How has it been a while now? We’ve been… together this whole time.”

      “No, we’re not together. I told you long ago that you and I could never be together in that way. You told me you understood.”

      “Yes, because I assumed you would get over that! So what your parents met me before you did. Don’t we have a connection?”

      “Yes, yes. But you wouldn’t want to be married to me knowing I was unhappy, right?” I grabbed her hands and looked down into her eyes, sadly.

      Catharine’s caramel skin looked smooth under the conference room lights, and her brown eyes seemed to sparkle every time I looked into them. The dress she wore hugged her meaty body, as her reddish-brown hair swept her delicate shoulders.

      “I could promise you wouldn’t be.”

      “But I would. I know myself. I was unhappy when my parents made me go to Harvard Law. I was unhappy with the car they chose to buy me for graduation. I was even unhappy with the cake they purchased for my last birthday. Anything that I know they had a hand in, I naturally despise for some reason. Not to say I despise you, baby, because I don’t, but if I do what they expect of me, I will be unfulfilled.”

      “I won’t let you marry her. You will regret it anyway.”

      Before I could say my rebuttal, Catharine was out of the room, leaving me to ponder. I sat doing that for a little while after Catharine left, before deciding to go.

      On my way home, I had a slight urge, so I took a detour to the hood. Pulling up in front of my destination twenty-five minutes later, I parked and then got out, making sure no one was outside to see me. Sending a quick text, I tread up the walkway, smiling at her opening the door as soon as I got to it.

      “You always come through so late.” Rhea rolled her eyes playfully as she allowed me inside of her place.

      “I know. I shouldn’t even be over here.” I stepped inside, closing the door behind myself. As she stood there, I admired her shapely frame in the too small silk pajama set she was in.

      “Well I was just about to go to sleep.”

      “Not yet.” I walked up closer to her before pressing my lips against hers.

      Rhea quickly tossed me onto the couch, and I unbuckled my pants as she dropped her shorts. She didn’t have on any underwear, which I appreciated. I welcomed her into my lap, and before I could even process it, I was pushing my way inside of her wet walls.

      “Shit.” Rhea grumbled as she rocked on me. We always did it this way, because I wasn’t well versed in the bedroom.

      I knew it was wrong for me to be sleeping with Rhea for more reasons than one, but ever since she took my virginity that one Thanksgiving I came home from school, I hadn’t been able to leave her alone.

      I wanted nothing to do with her outside of sex, however. She just wasn’t my type, for the same reasons Kaseem wouldn’t take her seriously. Yeah, she was my brother’s woman, but he didn’t love her, so it shouldn’t have been a problem, what I was doing.

      I knew I should be just having sex with Kasslyn, but despite the sinning I was doing, I wanted my marriage to be right. I wanted the first time my wife and I had sex to be the night of our wedding. So Kasslyn and I would have to wait.

      “Oh my gosh.” I let my head fall back as Rhea bounced in my lap, her juices trickling down my penis.

      I gripped her hips tightly as she rocked faster, while we kissed heavily. Moments later, I was releasing, and so was she.

      “Remember not to mention this.” Rhea fell to the side of me on the couch, breathing hard.

      Even if I did want Rhea, she didn’t want me. She was in love with Kaseem, and only did what she did that Thanksgiving break because he’d dissed her. Now, whenever he was neglectful, she blew me up and let me know I could have some anytime I wanted.

      “Why would I do that?”

      Rhea shrugged as I got up to hit the bathroom. As I cleaned myself, I felt the same guilt I always did, knowing I’d just fornicated, and with a woman like Rhea.

      Once done, I washed my hands and left out, just as Rhea was coming in to cut the shower on.

      “Until next time?” She smirked.

      I simply nodded and hurried out of the door.

      I begged God for forgiveness once I got into the car, and then took myself home.

      As soon as I got there, I went right to the back house to see Kasslyn. Using my key, I entered to see her on the living room floor, using that small laptop table to work. She had some large headphones on, so I crept over and peeled one off, making her jump.

      “I told you to stop that, Jamal!” She frowned. With every face she made, she was beautiful.

      “I know. I couldn’t help it. Scaring you is kind of funny.”

      Kasslyn rolled her eyes, before saving her project and removing the headphones completely.

      “You need to grow up,” she spat, standing and storming to the kitchen area.

      I followed after a few seconds because I was surprised by her reaction. I didn’t think I’d ever seen Kasslyn get upset or have an attitude.

      “Are you good? You’ve been a little touchy ever since you went to present the project to my brother.”

      “Maybe because I don’t like his ass. He continues to be disrespectful to me, and you don’t do or say anything about it.” She leaned against the counter, obviously furious.

      “I told you I would handle it. And he told me things were fine, that he even decided to use your logo and paid you handsomely for it.”

      Kasslyn turned away from me to stare down at the kitchen tile. She opened her mouth like she wanted to speak but changed her mind on what she was about to say at that moment.

      “That’s true, but I still do not like him, and I hate… maybe I should go back to Jane’s. You should probably get someone who won’t expect what I do from you. I can’t be a part of a family with someone who doesn’t like me and where my fiancé says nothing about it.”

      “Relax.” I moved closer to Kasslyn, bringing her into a hug. “I will get him straight. He does like you; he’s just skeptical because this is all moving so fast.”

      “Maybe he is right. This was kind of fast. I mean, we don’t know each other.”

      “We know each other enough.” I tilted her head back to look down into her face. There was no way I could allow Kasslyn to back out of this engagement. This was finally something I’d done on my own. “Plus, overtime, we will learn more.”

      “I guess I’m just not used to having family.”

      “Well you will now.”

      “Right.”

      I pecked Kasslyn on the lips and then went to the main house so I could shower and go to bed. Catharine’s words swirled my mind until I drifted off to sleep.
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      Now that I’d agreed to give the logo I designed, to Kaseem, I’d been coming down to Opulence headquarters to work with the marketing department. Not to mention, I had to tweak the logo to fit certain things, and then design a personal font.

      This was a lot of damn work, and I was ecstatic that Kaseem forced me to take that $20,000. It seemed like I was gypping him, but now that I was knee deep in this, the price was just right. Not to mention, I couldn’t stand his rude ass, so I would take him for all he had.

      I’d never been in the presence of this much money at once, so after depositing it into my bank account, I hadn’t touched it. I didn’t know what to do with it, aside from paying for design school.

      “How is everything going?” Everly walked into the conference room I’d been working in.

      Of course, there was no office here for me, so every time I came, this was my designated workspace. It was spacious, of course, with a coffee machine, tea maker, and even a fully stocked fridge, so I didn’t mind one bit.

      “It’s going well. Thank you for asking.” I smiled up at her, taking a sip of my apple juice.

      Everly seemed to never run out of skirt suits or Chanel pins. I could only imagine how much money she made. And lately, she’d been warming up to me, or at least I thought she was.

      “Of course.” She poured herself a cup of coffee before going into the fridge for some of the non-dairy creamer. “Kasslyn, how well do you know Kaseem?” She put the creamer back and then turned to lean up against the counter to sip her coffee.

      “Not well at all, actually.”

      Everly nodded as she walked over to sit at the table with me. She was kind of far, at the head of the long table, and I was on the side. But we were close enough to speak lowly to one another if needed.

      “So you just showed up on Jamal’s arm as his fiancée, and Kaseem offered you a job? I mean, he can be sweet at times, but he’s not that nice to people he doesn’t know… unless…”

      “Unless what?” I frowned.

      “Unless it’s a woman he’s fucking.” She sat up, letting her forearms rest on the clean wooden table, as her hand cupped her coffee tightly. I could tell she was trying to remain calm, but she was angry.

      “I can assure you that I am not fucking Kaseem. I simply walked in on him one night while he was looking over some potential designs and offered to assist.”

      “Walked in? One night?”

      “Yes, in his office.”

      “Wait, please tell me you do not live in the house with him?” Everly’s shoulders began to subtly rise and fall, showing the switch in her breathing pattern.

      I wanted to ease her mind, but she was pissing me off, so I was gonna do everything but.

      “Yes, I live with him. We’re both night owls, so occasionally, we bump into one another after dark, but it’s not like what you think, Everly.”

      She laughed, sitting back and taking down some of her drink.

      “Well, Kasslyn Collins, just in case you start to want it to become more than it is, remember that Kaseem is my man.”

      “He is? I asked, and he told me that wasn’t the case. Maybe he misunderstood my question.” I blinked repeatedly, playing shocked and innocent, but I knew this was the last thing she wanted to hear.

      Before she could say anything, there was a light knock before the man of the hour entered. Kaseem looked good enough to eat, and the fact that my clit tingled every time I saw him, pissed me off. How could I be so turned on by someone I couldn’t stand?

      He was dressed in a navy-blue suit, and the shirt under it was a powder blue. On his feet were some pretty expensive looking dress shoes in brown, and his Rolex watch sparkled so much that I couldn’t stare too long. I loved the way the blue suit looked against his deep, dark skin, and how he stayed with a fresh lineup and beard. He was the most handsome man I’d ever seen.

      He and Jamal favored, but it was as if God used most of the good features for Kaseem and took whatever was left to put on Jamal.

      “Hello, ladies. Everly, can I have the room.” Kaseem moved further into the room, assaulting my nostrils with his cologne.

      Standing, Everly replied, “She lives with you?”

      “I need the room, Everly,” he repeated.

      “You told her I wasn’t your girlfriend? Since when, Kaseem!” Everly roared, and I felt bad when I saw her eyes began to water. I was just having a little petty fun with the bitch; I didn’t mean to make her cry.

      Kaseem walked even closer to Everly, towering over her and making her rather tall frame look short. He was so built it didn’t make any sense. Leaning down some, he spoke so softly into her ear that I only heard mumbles and nothing I could make out. Once he pulled away, he patted her shoulder, and without another word, she left the room.

      My heart began pounding because I was scared as hell of what Kaseem was about to do now that crybaby had tattled on me.

      Turning to face me as he descended into one of the chairs, he smirked sexily before licking his thick lips.

      “You think you funny or some shit?”

      “No.” I looked him over with my eyes, trying not to drool. “We got to talking, and it slipped out.”

      Kaseem laughed. This man was beautiful.

      “Did the fact that I ate yo’ pussy slip out too?” He leaned in.

      “Do you always have to bring that up? We’re in a professional setting yet you constantly speak vulgarly.”

      “I was gon’ call you a hoe, but I’m trying to show that I got some sense. However, you ain’t got room to talk about any fucking body being vulgar.”

      “Hey! Stop!” I shouted when he snatched my laptop.

      “I need to see what the fuck you got. I paid good money for this shit.” He eyed the screen, thick brows dipped between his sexy brown eyes.

      I tried to stay mad, so when I realized that my face had relaxed while admiring him, I quickly frowned.

      “Well I can assure you that you’re getting what you’ve paid for.”

      “I see.” He put the laptop back in front of me and stared.

      “What?” I snapped.

      “You need to fucking relax. I’m surprised ya blood pressure ain’t through the roof.” Again, he stared at me, but I said nothing as I tried to concentrate. “I told you, you could go home by 3 p.m.; what you doing here?”

      “It’s boring at home, and I like feeling like I have an actual job.”

      “You hungry?”

      “Why? I’m not eating anything you cook because it’s probably poisoned.”

      Chuckling, Kaseem responded, “I can’t cook, and even if I could, I wouldn’t make shit for yo’ ass.”

      “Good to know.”

      “I’m gonna order some food. Did you want something or not?”

      “Yes, please.” I wanted to keep being mean, but my stomach was churning.

      And I didn’t feel like being at home alone. Jamal barely paid me any mind. He only stopped by every morning and then sometimes after work for no more than twenty minutes. He treated me like I was his sick mother in a home that only deserved pity visits so he wouldn’t look bad.

      Even though I knew Jamal and I weren’t some Romeo and Juliet of the 21st century, I figured he would be attentive and caring. The Jamal I’d gone out on dates with over the past few months, was prince charming. This new Jamal was more like my owner, and I was his pet that he cooed at here and there, then fed before going on about his way. He claimed to love me and be smitten, yet I couldn’t help but feel like he was marrying me for another reason. Who was I to complain though? It wasn’t like I loved him either.

      Kaseem left the conference room but returned with something that smelled heavenly just half an hour later. I’d noticed the lights in the hallway were dimmer, which usually happened when most went home. Just as I smiled at Kaseem, happy about the food, I spotted Everly cruising by, toting her large Hermés bag, and giving me a look that I couldn’t quite read. She eventually turned away, carrying on until I couldn’t see her anymore.

      “Aight. Just take whatever you want,” Kaseem let me know after removing all the food from the bags. He took off his suit jacket then went to wash his hands at the sink. Everything he did was sexy.

      “What is this? Just looks like chicken and rice,” I inquired once he sat down.

      “It’s Persian food.” He picked up two small containers filled with some green sauce. “And this shit right here is bomb as fuck, but just as hot, so be careful.”

      I nodded, before closing down my laptop and then washing my hands. Paper plates were already on the table, so once I sat down, I prayed then fixed my plate.

      Kaseem’s phone began ringing as he started eating, and I saw Everly’s name on it. To be so put together and seemingly intelligent, she was beyond thirsty.

      “She sure acts like your girlfriend. Why did you lie to me?” I shoved rice into my mouth just as he hit the red ignore button.

      “About?”

      “You told me she wasn’t your girlfriend.”

      “She’s not. You think because she got mad that I said the shit, means she’s my girl?”

      “No. But clearly there is some miscommunication.”

      “No, there isn’t any miscommunication, nosy. Everly is a woman who believes she deserves everything she wants and can force those wants on anybody. When I want a female to be my girl, I’ll do that, but on my own time.”

      His stare was intense, so I looked away and back down at my plate.

      “Well I hope she gets what she wants. She’s persistent.”

      “You do?”

      “Yes.” I rolled my eyes at his cocky ass.

      We ate in silence for a little while before he wiped his hands on a napkin and asked, “So how the fuck did you end up in the escorting business? And as a virgin so to speak.”

      “Not so to speak; I am a virgin.” I lied with pride. “And, it’s a long story; a long boring story.” I shrugged.

      “You got somewhere to be?”

      “No.” I giggled. “I guess I don’t get why you would care. No one cares about stuff like that.”

      “I do, that’s why I asked you.”

      “Why?”

      “Because you’re a pretty ass girl and can get a lot in life just based off that shit. But to add to it, you clearly got some fucking talent, so I just don’t understand how escorting came into play.”

      Him saying I was pretty made me feel warm inside, especially because he was usually so insulting.
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      “When I was 17, well 17 going on 18, my mother committed suicide,” Kasslyn blurted out, surprising the fuck out of me. I expected some shit much simpler.

      “Why?”

      “Over a man. Isn’t everything always because of a man? Anyway, he broke up with her, and she couldn’t take it.” Kasslyn played with her food, moving the fork through it as she watched. “After that, I was on my own, and I met Jane a couple months later in a coffee shop while I was trying to get a job.”

      “So you escort, but you wanna do design.” I sat back, folding my arms as I watched her. I could tell the trip down memory lane had bothered her.

      “Yep, exactly. I promised myself I would use the money I made to fund my career, but working for Jane became too demanding. Next thing I knew, I was twenty-two years old and making no progress professionally.”

      “Well now you have.”

      “Yeah, thanks to Jamal and then you.”

      “Nah, thanks to yo’ talent. You think I would’ve paid yo’ ass twenty racks for nothing? I mean, you fine as shit, but business is business. I would’ve turned yo’ ass right around had you delivered some bullshit.”

      “I know.” She nodded. “I know. And even though you irk my nerves, this experience has been very encouraging.”

      “I irk you?” I reached under the table to caress her thigh, and she smacked my hand.

      I could see her blushing through her pretty ass dark skin as her full lips twisted up in irritation. I admit I got a kick out of fucking with her. To be in the field she was in, I was surprised by how uptight she was when it came to sexual matters and shit.

      “Yes you do, and stop flirting with me. You have at least two women that I know of, and then I have Jamal.”

      “Told you Everly wasn’t my girl, and Jane is just some pussy.”

      There was no need to mention Rhea because it would only make shit worse. I ain’t really know what my endgame was with Kasslyn, but I liked her ass. She was feisty as fuck, but she had sense, that perfect middle ground.

      “Wow.”

      “How is the engagement? You like it?” I laughed, and then even harder when she sucked her teeth. “I swear to you I’m genuinely asking.”

      “It’s fine. I just don’t think your brother is used to being in a relationship. I’m pretty sure he forgets about me until he comes home, and even then, he doesn’t always remember.”

      “What you mean?” I felt my brows dip.

      Her comments had intrigued a nigga, and I guess it was because for the first time in my life, I wanted something my brother had. I felt like a fucked-up ass individual for even thinking that shit, but it was true. It was some shit I hadn’t quite figured out how to help yet.

      “We don’t talk at all. I mean, he stops by in the morning for a few minutes before he comes here. When I come here, I don’t see him or talk to him. And then when he comes home, he may come see me for twenty minutes. I try visiting his room, but a couple times I came to the main house a little after his usual arrival time, and he wasn’t there.”

      “Jamal? Jamal goes straight home from work. I mean, unless it’s Wednesday because he has Bible class.”

      “No, I know about Bible class, and even on those days, sometimes it’s way later.”

      I was puzzled at the moment because for as long as I’d known Jamal, he was a straight home kind of muthafucka. And because I worked twenty-four hours damn near, whether it be here or in the streets, I guess I hadn’t noticed the little nigga was making pit stops.

      Jamal ain’t even have friends like that, and if it wasn’t about church, his muthafuckin’ ass wasn’t going, so I was confused. And the fact that he’d dated Kasslyn under the radar had me wondering what else this nigga was doing in the dark.

      “You ain’t thinking of leaving, right?”

      Kasslyn looked up from her plate and smirked. “No, no, not yet.” After a moment of silence, she added, “You and Jamal are so different.”

      “I take that as a compliment.”

      Grinning widely, Kasslyn shook her head before getting back to eating her food.

      “Why do you always try to be close?” Kasslyn spoke lowly when she saw me switch to the seat closer to her.

      “’Cause you look good, and I like to be up close.”

      “Some brother you are.”

      “You said yourself that Jamal ain’t feeling you.” I smirked before licking my lips at the thought of licking her supple mocha complexion.

      “I did not say that.” She smiled.

      As soon as it faded, I pressed my lips against hers, and when she froze up, I gripped her torso to bring her over into my lap. Quickly, she relaxed, straddling me and allowing my hands to rub and grope on whatever the fuck I wanted. As I caressed her, she subtly moved, making sure I could feel her pussy through her tights.

      “If you wasn’t a virgin, I would fuck the shit out of you right on this table.” I started sucking her neck while groping her thighs. My hard dick was pressing against her pussy, telepathically begging me to pull him out.

      “Kaseem, stop. Let me go.” Kasslyn pulled away, and when I saw she was serious, I let go of her so she could climb out of my lap. “I have to get home. Thank you for the food.” She snatched her shit up in a hurry and damn near sprinted out

      I wasn’t even this type of nigga, but if my brother kept neglecting his fiancée, it was not gon’ be a fucking problem at all.
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      I’d made all my stops for the night, so at the moment, the homie Warren and I were at the warehouse out in Ontario, counting up the cash. Ontario was far as fuck away from where our pick-up spots were at, but shit was safer out here, and we ain’t have to worry about muthafuckas robbing it or one-time getting suspicious.

      “Wait, it’s been too damn long.” Warren laughed. We’d just finished locking the shit up in the safe, and like always, we were having a beer to chill for a second before we separated.

      “That’s ’cause yo’ ass been pussy whipped for years.”

      “Man, wait until you find the one, and you gon’ understand. But Jamal is getting married? To the little weird church bitch?”

      “Nah, nigga; a fucking escort.” I sipped my beer. “What the fuck! You better be glad that shit didn’t get on me, bruh!” I frowned, looking down at my clothes since Warren had spit his beer out everywhere at the mention of Jamal marrying an escort.

      “My bad.” He roared with laughter, wiping his mouth. “Nerdy ass Jamal who don’t even like females that wear short dresses, is marrying an escort?” Warren drank some more of his beer as I finally relaxed again.

      “Yeah, man, but I been fucking with her a little bit.”

      “You? You already got two fine bitches. Shit, three if you count Alexis.”

      “Yeah me, and I don’t know… She’s different from them. I can’t put my finger on it, but from the first time I saw her ass, I been on her fucking bumper a little bit.”

      “How she look? Gotta be fine for you to do that to Jamal.”

      I shook my head at myself as I took another sip of the beer.

      “Beyond fine. Dark-skinned girl with a nice ass body, pretty brown eyes, and full lips. But I fuck with her personality too.”

      “Well I ain’t surprised that she’s giving in to yo’ advances. That’s what she does.”

      “Nah, muthafucka, she ain’t like that.”

      “Pussy good?”

      “Taste good.” I grinned, and Warren threw his head back in laughter.

      “You ain’t hit?”

      “Not yet, but there’s a reason for that; more than one, actually. I will though.”

      “Damn, old girl sound like she gon’ have you out here like me.” Warren smirked.

      “Nah, never. I don’t give a fuck how good a bitch’s pussy is. I’ll never be wrapped around her fucking finger like Marie got you.”

      “Man, fuck you.”

      “Aye, why the fuck y’all ain’t call me?” This other nigga we worked with named Roderick walked in.

      “Nigga, you know what time we come through and do this shit. Ain’t nobody gotta call yo’ bitch ass.” I rose up, irritated as fuck. Nigga was always ruining the mood. Roderick was cool, but Warren and I grew up together, so we were more like brothers.

      “Exactly. And as usual, if you don’t help the count, a percentage of yo’ shit gets snatched!” Warren got up as well, trashing his beer bottle.

      “Man, fuck both you niggas. Felipe is gon’ promote me anyway.”

      Felipe was the muthafucka who supplied us with the purest cocaine a nigga could ask for. Once he gave us the shit, we distributed out to the little niggas working under us.

      Roderick had it in his head that Felipe was gon’ bring him into some top dog shit, but that was never gon’ happen. I ran everything, with Warren being right under me. And shit, I was fine where I was because I had Opulence, and that was my main shit as well as a few properties. Warren owned a few car washes and fast food spots, so he was solid. Roderick was the only dummy living solely off drug money.

      Foolish ass was riding around in Lamborghinis and Bentleys, with no way to clean his damn money. It wouldn’t be long before muthafuckas caught onto his ass, and he wouldn’t be able to explain his damn income.

      “Promote yo’ ass to what?” I frowned.

      Shrugging, Roderick replied, “Shit, I don’t know. Maybe to one of them niggas he’s always with.”

      “They get paid peanuts, idiot.” Warren shook his head as he and I filed out, scoffing at Roderick’s stupid ass.

      The three of us parted ways after about ten minutes, and the whole drive home, I couldn’t help but to think about Kasslyn’s pretty ass. I wasn’t sure what it was about this girl, but I needed to get over the shit ASAP.
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      I smiled as I stared in the mirror, feeling good about today. Kasslyn was about to meet my parents, and I couldn’t wait to see the looks on their faces once they found out I’d chosen a wife on my own. I was slightly leery of their response, but the most they’d do was give me a talking to; at least I hoped so.

      I snapped my watch on and then grabbed my keys before leaving the bedroom. On my way down the stairs, I saw Kaseem in the foyer on the phone.

      As soon as he hung up, I asked, “Aye, you wanna come?”

      “I definitely don’t. What they say when you mentioned being engaged?”

      “They don’t know yet. They don’t even know who they’re meeting. I just said I was coming over.”

      Kaseem frowned, letting his eyes move all around my face for a second. He always did that when he was trying to process something he didn’t like.

      “You about to pop up over there with Kasslyn and expect them to be okay with all this shit you dropping on ’em?”

      “Yes, that’s exactly it. If I mention it beforehand, they’re going to try to talk me out of it. But they won’t if she’s right there.” Kaseem said nothing, so I asked, “What?”

      “Just sounds like some coward shit. This supposed to be ya girl, a female you in love with, and you about to toss her into the fucking fire.”

      “It ain’t no fire. And this is my business. Kasslyn is mine, not yours; remember that.”

      “Noted.” Kaseem nodded, giving me an expression I couldn’t read and didn’t like either.

      Walking away from him, I left the main house and went to the back house to get Kasslyn. Using my key, I entered and went straight to the bedroom to see her looking in the full-length mirror at her outfit.

      Although my love for Kasslyn wasn’t real, I couldn’t deny the fact that she was beautiful as hell. She was in fact the prettiest woman I’d ever been with. Rhea couldn’t compare to Kasslyn physically, even on her worst day, and Catharine just didn’t have the same sex appeal.

      “You look fine, don’t sweat it.” I smirked, finally making my presence known.

      “I’ve just never met anyone’s parents before, so this is pretty scary.”

      “Mine are harmless. But come on; we don’t want to be late, because that’s a bad first impression.”

      “Right.”

      I led Kasslyn to the car, and once she was inside, I joined her and then headed to my parents’ place.

      We got there about twenty minutes later since we had to take the freeway for a hot second.

      As we neared the cozy home that Kaseem and I were raised in, I began to get a little nervous. I wasn’t sure why, but it could’ve been because this was the very first time I’d done something my parents didn’t want me to or didn’t advise me to; well, to their knowledge. It was the fear of the unknown because I didn’t know how they’d react.

      “This is it.” I smiled as I shut the engine off once I was in the driveway behind my mother’s car.

      “Okay, and they know I’m coming over, right?”

      “Come on, Kasslyn. It’s 6:29 p.m., and we said we’d be over at 6:30 p.m.”

      I hurriedly got out of the car and went around to help Kasslyn out. We went to the door hand in hand, and I used my free one to ring the doorbell.

      “Jamal, honey, hi!” My mom rushed out to hug me but jumped back at the sight of Kasslyn.

      When I looked to Kasslyn, she was grinning, but it quickly dissipated at the sight of my mother’s horrified face.

      “Hello, I’m Kasslyn.”

      “Ma, can we come in?” I chuckled nervously.

      Without a word, my mom shook Kasslyn’s extended hand and then turned around to lead us inside.

      “I’m sorry, honey. I just didn’t know that Jamal was bringing company with him. Are you from the church? I’ve never seen you before.” My mother finally spoke as I shut and locked the door, searching the living room for my father.

      “Uh.” Kasslyn turned to look up at me briefly before saying, “No, I’m not from the church. I’m… Jamal’s fiancée.”

      Laughing, my mother asked, “How? I’ve never even heard of you. Is this some kind of prank?” When neither Kasslyn nor I confirmed that this was a joke, my mother’s laugh ceased.

      “Let’s sit down,” I suggested, and the three of us did, just before my father entered.

      “Hey, son, and who do we have here?” My father grinned as he took a seat next to my mother.

      “This is Jamal’s fiancée, Harold.” My mom put her hand out to point at Kasslyn.

      “I’m Kasslyn. Nice to meet you. I’m sorry. I thought Jamal mentioned me and that we would be meeting today.”

      “No… no, he didn’t. He just said he was coming over to have dinner with us,” my father replied.

      “So how did you two meet since it wasn’t in the church?” My mom’s eyes bounced between us.

      “We met at the mall. After that, we’d been dating for a while, and things got pretty serious, so I proposed.”

      I noticed as I spoke, Kasslyn had a weird look on her face, but I wasn’t sure why.

      “Excuse me. Where is the bathroom?” Kasslyn stood up.

      “Go straight back, and it’s to the right. The door will be open,” my mom let her know. As soon as Kasslyn left the living room area, my mother added, “Jamal, what happened to Catharine?”

      “I already told you Catharine and I weren’t a match. Kasslyn and I have a connection.”

      “And you didn’t feel the need to bring her up prior to today? This is not how we do things in this family.” My father frowned.

      “Why am I always the one that’s supposed to follow the rules? Y’all don’t ever say anything to Kaseem about what he do and how he’s sleeping with a hundred women. I bring one girl to you, who I plan to marry, and I’m the bad son.”

      “Relax, sweetheart. We just hold you up to a higher standard. Kaseem is a lost cause in that department. We just expect better from you because you’ve always been the perfect son.” My mama half smiled, reaching across the small coffee table to rub my knee.

      “Yeah, well you guys are gonna have to get used to me making my own decisions, and sometimes, it’s not gonna be what you want. Now, I love Kasslyn, and I’m going to marry her.”

      I spoke so convincingly I almost believed it as well.

      “I hope so, son, because marriage is serious. You become joined in more ways than one, and despite the normalcy that has been placed on divorce in this generation, it is still frowned upon. So I hope Kasslyn is someone you’re willing to work through issues with and be with for decades to come.” My pops gave me a stern look, making me swallow a big ass lump at the sound of his words.

      Before I could say anything in response, Kasslyn returned and came to sit next to me.

      For the next hour, my parents grilled her, but I saved her, answering anything I felt she wouldn’t be able to, before the food was finally ready. We ate, talked some more, and finally, she and I were able to leave.

      “Who is Catharine, Jamal?” Kasslyn asked as I drove down the street.

      That question caught me off guard, so all I could say was, “Huh?”

      “Your mother asked about Catharine, so I want to know who she is.”

      “Just a girl from the church that they expect me to be with. She’s not really anybody to be worrying about.”

      “You don’t like her?”

      “What? No, I like you!”

      “I don’t know. The way they asked was if you’d once entertained the idea of being with her.”

      “Well I haven’t. You just took things the wrong way.”

      It got quiet for a few blocks then Kasslyn added, “How are we supposed to have a real marriage if you can’t even be honest with your family about how we met and my sexual history?”

      “Things of that nature are our business, Kass. So what if they think we met at the mall. I’m only saying it to protect you.”

      “To protect me or to protect your reputation? Sounds like you’re embarrassed, and I don’t want to marry someone who is embarrassed of me.”

      “I’m not embarrassed of you, and watch your tone. I’m to be your husband, and as your husband, you’ll talk to me with a certain level of respect. Now that you are about to be my wife, you’re not the same Kasslyn as before, so there is no need to bring up your past. You got it?” I finally turned to look her in the eyes since I’d come to a red light. She was staring me down with a slightly puzzled expression.

      “Then maybe we shouldn’t get married.”

      “Too late for that.” I pulled off.

      “Actually, it’s not. I can pack my things and go right back to Jane’s. In fact, I will.”

      I laughed. Kasslyn really thought she was running something here, and that couldn’t be further from the case.

      “Actually, you won’t.”

      “You can’t control what I do, Jamal.” She chuckled.

      “Yeah I can. Because see, if you go back to Jane’s or call yourself leaving me, I will report that whole operation to the authorities. I’ve studied law for more years than you could fathom, and I know just how to take Jane, all the ladies, and especially you, down. So either you marry me, or you go to jail for prostitution. Now that is something a man in your future might be embarrassed of.”
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      I listened to Jamal talk to me like I was some whore he picked up, and I guess that was exactly what I was. I’d only agreed to marry this man because I thought he was a sweet guy who, although I didn’t love, I would learn and grow to eventually.

      But hearing him speak to me like I was nothing and beneath him had changed things for me drastically. I didn’t know what I’d gotten myself into, and even though I wanted out, I didn’t know how to escape. I didn’t know if Jamal was bluffing, because I didn’t know him as well as I thought I did, so I wasn’t going to chance it and end up in jail.

      I stayed silent the rest of the ride, just trying to swallow such a hard pill. Here I was thinking I was about to improve on my life, but I was realizing this situation was worse. Only upside was now I didn’t feel so bad about letting Kaseem eat my pussy. My body tingled at the thought.

      “I don’t need you to walk me, Jamal.” I stopped him when I saw he was following me around the side of the main house.

      “Suit yourself.”

      He quickly turned right around, and I watched, seeing he went back to his car instead of into the house. It was after 7 p.m., so I had no idea where he was headed. I was slightly suspicious before, but after seeing this other side of him, my distrust had heightened.

      Going into the back house, I went to have a bubble bath then spread some body oil on before slipping on my robe. Just as I slid some fuzzy socks onto my feet, I heard someone using a key to get in. Quickly hopping up, I tightened my white robe to go tell Jamal I wasn’t in the mood to talk, but when I saw fine ass Kaseem, I stopped in my tracks. His back was slightly turned as he closed the front door, locking it.

      Per usual, he was in some sweats with the matching hoodie, socks, and slides.

      “Hey…” I couldn’t think of anything else to say. When he turned to look at me with those pretty brown eyes, I felt like I could barely stand.

      “What’s good?” He licked his lips as he sat down on my couch, letting his cologne permeate the air.

      “Nothing. I’m just about to go to bed.”

      “Nah, you not. Come sit down.”

      I paused for a moment but then went to sit down next to him. I had no panties on and no bra either.

      “What?”

      Reaching over, he gripped my shoulders and pressed them downward, which was embarrassing yet again because it showed how tense I was. Why did this keep happening?

      “Just came to holla at you for a minute… see how you was doing after meeting my peoples.”

      The way he stared into my eyes made me nervous, but I did my best to not seem so jumpy.

      “I’m doing okay. I don’t think they like me. I couldn’t really be myself around them, and I barely talked.”

      “Why? You that damn afraid of my fucking parents?” Kaseem raised a brow. Every facial expression he made was alluring.

      “No. Your brother doesn’t want them to know where he met me, and every question they asked seemed to divert back to how we met. So, I, of course, had to keep quiet and let Jamal do most of the talking.”

      I didn’t want to mention that the virgin part was a lie, because that was one Jamal made me tell to Kaseem too. I didn’t know how he’d react if I told him such a thing, and he wasn’t exactly the warmest person.

      “Y’all gon’ be married and can’t even keep it real, huh?” Kaseem smirked, shaking his head as he looked off momentarily.

      “You think your brother loves me?”

      “I don’t fucking know. I ain’t him. You said yes to his marriage proposal, so clearly you believe the shit, right? Fuck you asking me for?”

      “You know what? I don’t know why I thought I could have a civilized conversation with you.” I quickly shot up, but before I could storm off, Kaseem gripped my wrist and yanked me into his lap.

      Here I was, straddling him in this tiny robe that was falling open, and with no panties on. His hands grabbed my ass and gave it a hard squeeze as he looked up into my eyes, allowing his teeth to sink down into his plump bottom lip.

      I was so worried I would ruin his sweats, because I was already wet and leaking that quickly. However, instead of hopping up from his lap, I pressed my lips against his and didn’t even flinch when his tongue entered my mouth.

      “Relax,” Kaseem demanded when I tried to stop him from loosening my robe completely.

      I complied, not saying a word as he pushed it down my arms. His lips were slightly parted as he ogled my breasts and then let his eyes cascade down the rest of my frame as I sat in his lap, frozen.

      He started to kiss my collarbone gently, while caressing my body, before latching his mouth onto my nipples.

      “Mmm.” I tossed my head back, enjoying the feeling of his large hands assaulting me and his warm mouth against my skin.

      He swirled his tongue around my left nipple, before gently biting it then sucking. He kept doing that to both nipples, and before I knew it, juices were pouring from my body and onto his lap. I was waiting for him to blow up, but instead, he rose, locking my body against his and wrapping my legs around his built frame.

      We kissed hungrily as he carried my naked body to the back where the bedroom was. Throwing me down onto the bed, he shut the door then began removing his hoodie. I saw the stain I left on his sweats, before he took those off too. Moments later, he was naked, looking like a chiseled statute dipped in pure cacao. His skin was so beautiful and dark, covered in artwork.

      I swallowed hard at the sight of his dick as he approached the bed, allowing it to swing. Although I was no virgin, I was beyond afraid of what was about to take place. This was my fiancé’s brother, and I hadn’t had sex in years.

      “You so damn bad.” Kaseem spoke against my neck before sucking it. I was hot as hell and ready like the hoe that I was being right now.

      “I think… I think I should go to sleep.” I whimpered, feeling him roughly spread my legs to allow himself in between them.

      I didn’t know what the fuck I was saying. I wanted this, but the coward in me didn’t. I was just beyond attracted to Kaseem, physically and sexually, and now it was out of my control.

      “You can go to sleep later. Right now, I wanna fuck you,” he replied lowly in his deep, raspy, and sexy voice. As he talked, he slipped his fingers inside of me, carefully gliding in and out.

      My nails dug deeply into his muscular arms, as I bit down on my lip, feeling another orgasm on the horizon. I could feel that the sheets under me were wet from me spilling everywhere already.

      “Kaseem…” I sniveled, closing my eyes as he suckled my bottom lip while using his fingers to fuck me. I knew his whole hand was soaked, even though only two fingers were inside.

      He took the condom that he’d placed on the nightstand by my head, and then ripped it open to slide down on himself. He got back into position, placing my legs over his forearms. We made eye contact as he pressed the head of his dick at my opening, before forcing the tip inside.

      I whimpered and cried softly as he lowered his body down onto me to kiss me slowly while he eased the rest of himself inside. This felt nothing like the sex I’d had with Elliot. For one, Kaseem was very well endowed, and he also seemed to know his way around a pussy more.

      His slow strokes soon moved to faster ones, making me press the back of my head into the pillow and dig my nails into his strong back. I could hear him going inside of me loud and clear because of how sopping wet my middle was.

      “Shit,” he groaned, fucking me harder until I came, body trembling under his hard one.

      Smoothly and swiftly, he turned me over as I attempted to catch my breath. I felt his lips trail from my shoulders and down my back, before he kissed my ass cheeks. Spreading them, he began sucking my clit, while massaging and groping my ass, which made me explode fairly quickly. He didn’t stop until I was scraping the sheets and crying out loudly from experiencing two more orgasms. What the fuck was all of this? No wonder Everly acted the way she had.

      I thought we were done, but Kaseem gripped my hips, putting my ass in the air, before slipping his dick back inside of me. His hands snaked through my hair, before he held my strands tightly and began fucking me so hard I couldn’t even moan.

      I stayed there paralyzed, as he beat it up doggy-style while groaning and yanking on my hair. If someone described this to me, it would sound horrible, but it felt amazing. So amazing that I was cumming down his shaft nonstop. He didn’t slow up once though, until he reached his peak, giving me four very hard humps.

      Moments later, he pulled out of me, leaving the room, and the next thing I knew, I had dozed off.
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      As I ate the last of my waffles, I looked over some emails that had been sent to me from my team at Opulence. Responding to a few, I noticed my brother walk in, giving me a faint ass smile before going into the fridge.

      “How was yesterday?” I asked purposely.

      “It went great, just like I knew it would. Ma and Pops loved Kasslyn.” Jamal filled a white bowl with cereal before adding milk.

      “Damn, so I guess I was wrong.” I eyed his lying ass as he came to sit across from me.

      “You were.”

      “So where was yo’ ass at last night? I went by ya room to chop it up with you, and you weren’t there.”

      I wanted to hear what the fuck he had to say. This nigga had always been home and sleep by 10 p.m. since I’d known his ass, so for him to be out in the streets and not with Kasslyn had me wondering. I purposely checked his room since Kasslyn had mentioned before that he’d been staying out late occasionally.

      “Went to see a client.”

      “At night? Fuck kind of client is this?”

      “Damn, Seem, I’m grown. Why I can’t leave the house late at night without being questioned?”

      “Because it ain’t like you, nigga. Even yo’ fiancée is worried about yo’ ass.”

      “My fiancée? She complained?” Jamal’s lids lowered.

      “Not complained but mentioned the shit in passing. If I’m being honest, it don’t seem like you give a fuck about her.”

      “What? How you know?”

      “Tell me something about her, Jamal. Something about her background, what you like about her, why you love her ass so much that you had to propose.”

      Jamal glared at me for a moment before looking off briefly.

      “I just do.”

      “See, you don’t know shit about the girl. You probably ain’t never even fucking asked.”

      “What, you want her or something?”

      “She may be better off.”

      “Kaseem, no.” Jamal shook his head, tightening his lips. “Don’t even think about it. Plus, I’m sure you’re not her type.”

      “Want me to find out?” I smirked, seeing how pissed he was. “Calm the fuck down. I ain’t gon’ touch ya fucking girl. But you keep moving the way you do, leaving her lonely and acting like she don’t mean shit to you and another muthafucka will.”

      A part of me wanted to tell Jamal to let Kasslyn go so I could move in on her ass, even more than I already had. But I knew deep down I wasn’t ready for no real shit, so it was no point in me going that extra mile.

      Kasslyn was dope, pretty as fuck, and her pussy was perfect, but at the end of the day, I enjoyed being a bachelor. Now, maybe if she, Everly, and Rhea could work some shit out, then I could possibly fuck with that. But as far as it just being the two of us… never.

      So for now, I would continue to let my brother put on this charade, and hopefully, Kasslyn would still let me hit when I wanted to. And nah, I didn’t feel guilty, because a blind man could see that Jamal didn’t love Kasslyn, and vice versa.

      “Yeah, true. It’s just, I don’t know what to do.” Jamal sighed.

      “Start with not staying out all night. She may not live up here with us, but she can see, Jamal. And learn some more shit about her. You can’t even spit facts to me about her, but you love her? You don’t even know what the fuck you love.”

      Jamal nodded and then drank the milk in his cereal bowl before hopping up.

      “Thanks for the advice.” He placed the bowl in the sink. “But despite what you think, big bro, I do love Kasslyn, and I meant what I said about staying away from her. Keep the distance between y’all.”

      “You don’t want me close to my possible sister-in-law?”

      “No.”

      I nodded in response, and Jamal just stared me down skeptically. Moments later, he left the kitchen, so I got back to handling some computer work. My phone rang seemingly seconds later, and I saw it was Rhea.

      “What?” I answered, frowning as I read the email pulled up on my laptop.

      “Damn, why you have to answer so rudely?”

      “Rhea, what the fuck you want? You been blowing me up for twenty-four fucking hours straight. Get to the fucking point ’fore I hang up on yo’ ass.”

      Sighing, she replied, “I just miss you. You haven’t been to see me in two weeks.”

      “Busy.” I spoke dryly as I watched Kasslyn enter the kitchen. Her perfume floated through the air, which was pleasant as hell. She had on tights, per usual, and a little ass top, showing off her next to perfect ass body. Her dark chocolate skin looked like she’d dipped herself in silk, and her dark hair was pulled into a ball at the nape of her neck.

      “Hello!” Rhea barked, pulling me from my intense ass gaze on Kasslyn. I thought she was beautiful as fuck before, but now that I’d hit, I was on her ass even tougher.

      “Quit yelling in my muthafuckin ear. I’ll see yo’ ass when I see you. But the more you hit my line, the less likely the shit is gon’ happen. I told you I need my fucking space occasionally.”

      “Okay. Just don’t forget about me.”

      “I won’t, baby.”

      “I love you, Seem.”

      “I know.” I nodded before quickly hanging up.

      “Sorry. I just ran out of some things, so I came here to make breakfast. Hope it’s okay.” Kasslyn avoided eye contact as she began preparing her meal.

      Standing, I slipped my phone into my pocket and made my way closer to her. Snaking my arms around her body from behind, I kissed on her neck, but she used her shoulder to nudge me.

      “You mad or some shit?” I still had my arms wrapped around her shapely frame.

      “Not mad.”

      “Yeah you are.” I turned her to face me, hemming her up against the counter she was cooking on.

      “Where did you go… last night?”

      “Came back over here. You wanted me to spend the night?” I smiled as she rolled her eyes.

      “No, forget it.” She turned her face, but I went with her, pecking her soft ass lips deeply. She let me, and also let my hands grope her ass while doing so. “Stop. Isn’t Jamal still here?”

      “Yeah, but you ain’t think about his ass last night when I was inside yo’ fine ass.”

      “Kaseem, stop.” She pushed me away lightly and then added, “I think I’m going to go back to Jane’s. I came here to be Jamal’s wife, and shit just isn’t going the way I intended.”

      “You not going back.” I took her hands into mine and intertwined our fingers. I ain’t know why I didn’t want her ass to go back, but she wasn’t, and that shit was final.

      “Yes I am. It’s best. Jamal deserves better and—”

      “What about me?” I let my teeth sink down into my bottom lip as I admired her face, which appeared to be free of makeup.

      “You have a girlfriend—”

      “Nah, I don’t.”

      “Who did you just call ‘baby’ on the phone?”

      “My sister.”

      “You don’t have a fucking sister, Kaseem.” She laughed, flashing her wide smile.

      I kissed her lips then backed away some to free her from being up against the counter.

      “You can’t leave, because we need you down at Opulence. Be ready in an hour so we can go.”

      I didn’t give Kasslyn a chance to respond before I left the kitchen and walked through the foyer before jogging up the stairs.

      As I walked down the hall to my bedroom, I passed Jamal on his way out and gave him a head nod.

      “Gonna go talk to her now,” he let me know.

      “Don’t take long. She has to come down to Opulence, and I’m driving her.”

      Pausing, Jamal turned to me. “Well I’m on my way now, so I can just drive her.”

      “Nah, she’s not ready yet.”

      Again, Jamal stared at me suspiciously.

      “I can wait.”

      “No, you can’t. You start work in thirty minutes, and I expect you to be on time. Alexis will let me know if you’re late.”

      Jamal swallowed hard before nodding his head and briskly walking off down the stairs.

      I proceeded to my room to get dressed, and about forty-five minutes later, I was ready to go. I went straight to the back house to look for Kasslyn, and as soon as I rang the doorbell, she opened the door, ready to go as I instructed. She was more dressed up than the last time she came down to Opulence, wearing a tight skirt, some top that went around her neck, and heels that showed her pretty ass toes. Her hair was hanging down messily, but her edges weren’t crunchy like a lot of these females.

      “You trying to impress me?”

      “No.” She half smiled, walking out and locking the door. “I just want to look the part. I hope this top is appropriate. I don’t really have professional shirts.”

      “Long as I like it, you good.” I licked my lips at the sight. It was unintentional.

      Kasslyn rolled her eyes and walked past me, hitting me with her perfume yet again. I eyed her ass the whole way to the car, adjusting myself because I was sure as fuck getting hard as a brick.
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      When Kaseem and I reached his loud yellow Lamborghini, he opened the weird door for me, and I slipped inside. I’d dated a lot of rich clients, but they kept their vehicles simple—Mercedes, BMW, Lexus, and a few Rolls-Royces here and there. This shit was dope though and only one of Kaseem’s many cars.

      “I’m guessing you like this.” He got in on the driver’s side and started the car.

      “Yeah, I do.”

      “I might let you push it one day. It depends.” He sped off.

      “Depends on…?”

      “How good you suck my dick.”

      “Excuse me? I don’t do that.”

      “Yeah you do.”

      He glanced away from the road to look me over for a second. He was so fucking handsome that it made me not like him because of how much I enjoyed staring at him. Additionally, the more I spent time with him, the more I was feeling him, which wasn’t a good thing.

      I knew Kaseem would never even entertain the idea of being with me, for more reasons than one. I was his brother’s fiancée, and he also wasn’t the type to lock himself down, clearly. Somehow, even though I knew that, I slept with him, and now I found myself with another version of Elliot.

      “No, I don’t. I’ve never in my life had a dick in my mouth.”

      “But you about to start. Tonight.”

      “No, I’m not fucking you again. That was a mistake. I was in the moment, and Jamal had me upset.”

      “Right. Well like I said,” he made a left turn, “tonight you getting fucked, and you gon’ be sucking dick too.”

      His words brought on a tingle below the waist, and I didn’t know why, because I didn’t approve of how he was talking to me.

      “Sure, negro.”

      For the rest of the ride, Kaseem played his music, singing along as if he sounded good. He was nobody’s Miguel, but it did make for a good comedy, especially when he called himself trying to sing to me.

      We made it to Opulence, and coming into the building with its CEO was a totally different experience than coming alone. Everyone here treated Kaseem like he was royalty. I was a bit surprised by how nice he was to everyone, even the old man cleaning the hallways.

      “Good morning, Mr. Banks.” Alexis the secretary smiled up at him, completely ignoring me.

      “Morning. Handle this list.” He pulled a piece of paper from his suit jacket.

      “Yes, sir. Would you like me to bring some lunch and stuff to you later?” Alexis batted her eyelashes. She was pretty, but I could tell she was ghetto, mainly because of how unprofessional she was being right now and back when I first met her.

      “No. Just handle the list, and make sure any phone calls that come in for the next hour leave a detailed message, and legible ones.”

      Alexis’s mouth hung open slightly, I guess because that wasn’t the answer she was expecting.

      “Ri-right, of course, Mr. Banks.” She stammered then darted her eyes to me as if this were my fault. To fuck with her, I gave her a grin and finger wave, before following behind Kaseem.

      I felt her eyes on my back, but I neglected to turn around and acknowledge it.

      “Is there a woman that works here who you aren’t sleeping with?” I asked as soon as we entered his office.

      I admit I was bothered. I hadn’t been jealous since I’d dated Elliot, so I didn’t like this feeling. And a friendly dick having nigga like Kaseem was the wrong type of man to have a jealousy issues over because it would never be put at ease.

      “Plenty.” He flipped through a folder at his desk as I set my things down. Just then, a knock could be heard. “Come in!” Kaseem shouted, still looking over the papers in the beige folder.

      “Oh… good morning. Nice to see you again, Keisha.” Everly fake smiled, holding the doorknob as she shut the door.

      “It’s Kasslyn,” I corrected her, sitting down on the comfy leather couch.

      “Right. I’m sorry. I can’t remember every little person.”

      “Everly, what?” Kaseem interjected, sitting behind his desk, bearing a sexy frown.

      “I was just, umm… I wanted to know when you wanted to do the commercial?” Everly fidgeted like she was nervous or something.

      “What? I told yo’ ass next month. Focus on getting the billboards in the cities I told you to.” Kaseem’s brows were still dipped between his eyes.

      “Okay. I just wanted to be sure next month was still the plan.” Exhaling heavily, she asked, “Did you two ride here together?”

      “Everly, we’ll have a talk later, aight?”

      “Kaseem, it was just a question.”

      “And mine was just a statement. Tomorrow morning, be in my office so we can chat.”

      Even though Kaseem was calm, his words still seemed to scare Everly. He kept his eyes on her as she nodded before hurrying out.

      “Is this gonna happen every time?” I leaned back against the couch, enjoying how soft it was.

      “Nah.” He grabbed a few more files then came to sit next to me. “I’ll get her ass straight.”

      I nodded before he and I began going over what he needed from me as far as the final logos.

      A few hours later, we decided to take a break, and like last time, he offered food. He had Alexis order it for us, which she wasn’t too pleased about, and by the time we were finished, it was a little after 6 p.m.

      “So when do you find time for your other business?” I asked, watching him loosen the top buttons to his business shirt. Just the sight had me hot.

      “At night.”

      “Like tonight?”

      “Why? You wanna put in some work?”

      “Sure.” I shrugged. I was actually intrigued. “I wouldn’t mind going with you.”

      Kaseem stared at me for a little bit before a cute ass smile spread across his face. He licked his lips, shaking his head and drinking some of his Hennessy.

      “I thought you’d be more into niggas like my brother.”

      “I am into your brother; I’m marrying him.” I waved my ring and giggled. I had a glass of Hennessy and was already a little lit.

      “You’re marrying him, but you fucking me.” Kaseem yanked me over into his lap so that I was straddling him, and we began kissing hungrily.

      “Wait, tell me something about you.”

      “I wanna fuck you.”

      “Kaseem, seriously. I told you about my mother, now you have to tell me something.”

      He glanced off, with his hands still rubbing up and down my sides.

      “I don’t have no interesting ass backstory like you.”

      “Why are you and Jamal worlds apart? Didn’t you grow up together?” I played with his facial hair.

      “We did. And I don’t know. We may be brothers, but we’re two different people. Shit, I’m even dark skinned like my mama, and he’s a light bright like my pops.

      My parents were strict, but I hate being controlled and told what to do, so growing up, I purposely did the opposite of what they wanted. Jamal, I guess didn’t mind, so he let them run his life.

      I got into selling drugs because I knew it was something they’d wanna kill me for. Then when I saw how good the money was, I kept the shit going, moved up the ladder. The bread I make from Opulence is heavenly, but nothing is like illegal money. It’s quicker.”

      I nodded. I liked listening to him talk.

      “See, you are interesting.” I smirked, making him do the same.

      Our eyes moved around one another’s faces for a bit before we resumed kissing. We were so into it, that we didn’t hear anyone knock or enter Kaseem’s office.

      “I knew it.” Everly’s voice boomed. “Jamal’s fiancée my ass!” She darted toward us, so I quickly hopped up.

      Before she could swing on me, Kaseem shot up then gripped her tiny wrists in his hands.

      “Take yo’ ignorant ass home. You going on leave for the next two days.”

      “How could you do this!” Everly cried loudly, dropping down to the floor while Kaseem still held her wrists. I didn’t like her ass, but I did feel bad seeing her so broken up.

      “Pull it together, Everly.” Kaseem walked away from her and to his desk phone, before calling security.

      Moments later, a big man showed up to escort a sobbing Everly out of the office and building.

      “You watch your back, bitch!” Everly growled through tears as she glared at me.

      “You think she’s gonna tell?” I quizzed Kaseem as soon as he shut the door behind his security and angry ass Everly.

      “Nah.” He shook his head before roughly picking his phone back up to make another phone call.

      All that had been happening made me want to return to Jane's more and more. Also, the fact that she constantly called and texted, trying to convince me didn’t help either. My old life seemed so much more appealing than this new fraud one I was building with Jamal. The only plus I’d experienced was messing around with Kaseem, but it was just my luck that it was something I shouldn’t have been doing.

      “I—”

      “I apologize for that shit, Kass.” Kaseem interrupted and surprised me.

      “Really?”

      “Yes, really.” He chuckled very subtly before plopping down onto the couch and rubbing his large hands down his beautiful mug. “You a cool ass girl and don’t deserve to be in the middle of all this shit.” For a moment, Kaseem looked off, his strong jaw twitching and turning me on. “Including fucking around with me.” He finally made eye contact with me.

      I came back to sit next to him, inhaling his cologne yet again.

      “Even though being around you hasn’t been the best choice, it’s the only time I feel okay.” I spoke honestly.

      He snickered, but not as if he were actually laughing.

      “You belong to my fucking brother.” Again, he ran his hands down his face. His statement seemed like it was directed more toward himself than me.

      Without saying anything, I moved closer to him, kissing the corner of his mouth. That was all it took for Kaseem to turn and kiss me, reaching up my skirt to yank on my panties. Once off, he brought me into his lap, where I assisted him in unbuckling his slacks. Lifting me slightly, he forced his way inside of me, bringing me down slowly as we let out throaty moans.

      “Mmm.” I whined, hugging his neck tightly as we kissed hungrily.

      He used his hands to guide my hips, moving them up and down his shaft. It felt so good that I rained down on him in under two minutes.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, cupping my ass roughly and pounding upward in my middle.

      “Ahh!” I tossed my head back, enjoying the feeling of him being so deeply inside of me.

      I was completely drenched down below, and it seemed like I was cumming constantly as he hammered me, holding my ass with more grip than a little bit.

      “This shit is mine, Kass, you understand?” Kaseem sucked on my neck as he continued fucking me mercilessly.

      “Ye-yes,” I stuttered, releasing on him just as his strong arms circled my body, bear hugging me into his chest as he came not too long after.

      We sat there panting, kissing, rubbing, and everything else right there in his office.

      “Ain’t nobody ever been in this but me, right?” he inquired, broad chest heaving as he stared up into my eyes.

      My lie had gone too far to admit the truth now, so I simply nodded before pressing my lips against his.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Jamal

          

          Three days later…

        

      

    

    
      I was in my office studying a few contracts that Kaseem wanted me to read through, when I heard someone knocking at my door. No one really came to my office unannounced unless it was my brother, and he wasn’t here at the moment.

      Minimizing the screen and closing my laptop, I yelled, “Yes?”

      Everly entered, carrying a case of donuts. She frequently brought treats to the building, so this was nothing new.

      “Thanks.” I smiled, looking over the array of donuts before picking one up.

      “You’re welcome.” She closed the box but was still standing there.

      “I hope you’re feeling better. I heard about you having to be escorted from the building.”

      “Yeah, I am. Kaseem just makes me a little crazy sometimes is all. So when I saw him and your fiancée in his office, I jumped to conclusions.”

      I nodded, wondering why she put emphasis on the word fiancée.

      “So they work together a lot?” I queried.

      “Yeah. They’re usually attached at the hip when they come in. I mean, I thought she would be working more closely with me since I’m in marketing, but you know Kaseem is a damn control freak, so I guess he wants to take over this.”

      As I listened to Everly talk about this as if it were nothing, I felt myself getting angry. The past few days, Kaseem had been giving me a vibe, almost like he was interested in Kasslyn. Not to mention, I’d been working for the company for years, and Kaseem never wasted his time working closely with people who held Kasslyn’s job title. He’d walk them through what he wanted, and after that, it was everyone else’s job to make sure it happened.

      “Yeah, I guess so.”

      “Kasslyn seems sweet, so good pick. I would keep my eye on her though, because we all know my man makes the ladies act out.”

      Everly and I laughed together, even though I didn’t find her joke funny in the slightest.

      After she left, I sat thinking for a little bit before getting back to work. About five hours and some change later, I was off, so I went straight home, in the mood to see my soon-to-be wife. Everly’s comments had me afraid that my brother was possibly pushing up on Kasslyn.

      Kaseem had always been the nigga to get any and every girl he wanted. I didn’t recall a time where a woman didn’t fall for him or respond well to his advances. Even though I knew Kasslyn was a good and loyal girl, my brother’s charm was strong. I prayed he wouldn’t betray me in such a way, but then again, I’d been sleeping with Rhea behind his back for years. He had Everly though, so in my eyes, him doing me dirty would be way worse.

      I parked my car in the garage along with Kaseem’s five others, and then went into the house to quickly change into something more comfortable. Once done, I rushed down the stairs of the house but heard voices in the den that sounded like Kaseem and Kasslyn. I followed the sound, and when I peered in, I saw them watching a movie or something, laughing and talking.

      “Damn, did my invite get lost in the mail?” I chuckled, despite being peeved by this.

      “Nah, nigga. You was at work. You handle that shit?” Kaseem looked to me, putting the glass of dark liquor to his mouth. I felt like he knew why I was here and was laughing at me on the inside.

      “I did, and I should be completely finished with a report of feedback in a couple days,” I replied. “But umm, Kasslyn, baby, let’s go so we can spend some quality time together.”

      “We’re right in the middle of this movie. Why don’t you join us, and then once it’s off—”

      “No, I don’t want to do that. Let’s go.” I cut her off. I’d already explained to Kasslyn that I would run things and she would have no say-so; that was the way God wanted things.

      “Uh…” She glanced at Kaseem as if he was supposed to step in, which pissed me off.

      “The movie has like twenty minutes left, Mal. Let us finish. Chill out.”

      “I don’t care, Seem. I want to go right now.” I started over, and right when I was about to grab Kasslyn’s arm, Kaseem stood up to block me from her.

      “The movie is over in twenty minutes. Either sit yo’ ass down and enjoy it, or come back when it’s done.” Kaseem spoke sternly, looking down at me a little bit since he was a few inches taller than me.

      For an hour it seemed, I just glared at him, before taking a seat on the couch next to the one they were on. I’d be damned if I left my woman alone with Kaseem with the way he was acting.

      About half an hour later, the shit was off, and I felt Kasslyn looking at me.

      “I’ll meet you at the back house, baby. I wanna talk to my brother,” I told her, and she promptly rose up to leave. I caught the eye contact she and Kaseem made before she left. “Aye, bro, you gotta chill.”

      “Chill? I ain’t doing shit.” His demeanor was nonchalant, pissing me off. He glanced my way momentarily, giving me a smug look, or what looked like one.

      “You’re getting all cozy with my fiancée.”

      “Ain’t nobody getting cozy, muthafucka. Wasn’t you the one begging me to get to know her? Telling me how she was gon’ be my sister and I needed to be nice? So now when I’m being nice, it’s a fucking problem.”

      “It’s a problem because you ain’t being nice in the right way! I said a brother, and you acting like her boyfriend!”

      “What have I done that comes off as being like a boyfriend?” Kaseem turned his body toward me a bit, tossing his arm across the back of the couch he was on.

      “Standing up when I came over here to grab her, and then spending hours upon hours with her at the office.”

      Kaseem chuckled, scooting to the edge of the couch before refilling his glass with more of Jack Daniel’s whiskey.

      “If me standing up to block a whole ass man from putting his hands on her, and spending time with her at work because she works for me, is acting like a boyfriend, it’s a no fucking brainer as to why yo’ ass is so worried that somebody is gon’ steal her. You ain’t even got the slightest clue on how to be a boyfriend, let alone a muthafuckin fiancé.”

      I rose up because I was done with the conversation. I was tired of Kaseem always acting like he knew every fucking thing just because he was my older brother and just because he had more experience. Shit, I was the one who went to fucking college, twice, and got a damn law degree. He didn’t have shit.

      On my way out, I paused at the archway of the den and said, “You know, Kaseem, you may be a couple years older than me and may have more experience with women, but remember, none of that really means anything at the end of the day. I’m the one with papers. I can walk out to any place right now and get any job I want to, because I busted my ass and walked across that stage. You ain’t never done shit but go about life the illegal and easy way.”

      Giving me a closed mouth smile, Kaseem nodded and responded, “Yet you still work for me, you still stay up in my house, and you still think I have the ability to fuck yo’ fiancée.” Setting his glass back down onto the coffee table, he added, “Sounds like you went about life the wrong way, little brother.”

      Over the conversation, I turned to leave and headed to the back house where I knew Kasslyn was. By the time I got there and she answered the door, she was in her silk robe, smelling like brown sugar and flowers. A towel was on her head, and some blue stuff was daubed all over her pretty face.

      “Sorry about earlier, Kass. I don’t want you to think I was going to hit you.” I stepped in, looking down into her eyes as she shut the door.

      “I know.” The way she closed her robe by the chest area let me know she was uncomfortable. That look was nowhere to be found when she was chilling with Kaseem moments ago.

      We both sat down, an awkward silence taking over the somewhat dark living room. The TV was on, but the sound was too low to assist with the weird environment. This was going to be my wife soon, yet I felt like we were so damn distant.

      I knew I had to do something, so against my better judgment, I moved closer to her and pressed my lips to hers. She moved back very subtly, but not enough for our lips to separate completely, so I got more into her space. Her mask had hardened, so thankfully it wasn’t transferring to my face.

      “It’s okay.” I mumbled, pulling on the belt to her robe, but she put her hand on mine. “Kasslyn, we don’t have to wait.” I kept trying to move her hands while kissing her.

      “Jamal, stop. Really, move.” She shoved my face rather roughly, making me halt my movements and stare her down. Again, she bore that uncomfortable expression while fixing her robe.

      “Oh, so now you don’t want to have sex.”

      “We agreed to wait until marriage, so I’m just holding up my end of the bargain.”

      “I just said it’s okay and that we can do it!”

      “So what! Everything isn’t always on your time! And why do you all of a sudden want to fuck me? You barely spend time with me, and now you randomly want to throw your morals out of the window to fuck?”

      “You know what?” I tittered, rising to my feet. “I know why you don’t want to, because of Kaseem.”

      “Are you serious? Did you not hear anything I just said to you?”

      “Don’t worry. I’m gonna fix it though.” I made an about face and headed for the door.

      “Jamal!” Kasslyn called after me.

      Turning to get in her face, I clenched my teeth and said, “I better not find out anything has happened between you two, or I swear upon the Lord up in heaven that you will regret the day you agreed to be my wife, Kasslyn Collins.”

      The fearful look in her eyes told me my suspicions were right, but I couldn’t be too sure. For now, I would keep an eye on them both.
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      It was a little after midnight, and I was still up. That was nothing new considering a nigga never went to sleep before 2 a.m., but the fact that I was sitting up here thinking about Kasslyn, threw me.

      Usually, I couldn’t wait to get some peace away from these females, but Kasslyn was different. She didn’t nag me the whole time I was with her, forcing me to stick my dick in her mouth just to shut her the fuck up. Shit was always smooth, natural, and her pussy was great too. I wouldn’t go as far as to say I wanted to be with her, but I was surely feeling her more than my other bitches.

      Peeling the covers off, I climbed from the bed and snatched some sweats from the chair. Slipping them on, I pulled a t-shirt and hoodie over my head, before putting my feet into some socks then Givenchy slides. I pocketed my keys and only my personal iPhone, before leaving my bedroom, jogging downstairs, and heading out to the back guesthouse.

      I was sure Kasslyn was asleep, so I used my key to enter the home instead of waking her up by using the doorbell.

      As expected, the house was dark and quiet. I found Kasslyn in the master bedroom, knocked the fuck out. She was on her side, looking peaceful as ever as her body slowly rose and fell, signaling that she was breathing. I got onto the bed behind her and began kissing all over her neck, while assaulting her frame with my hands until she began to squirm.

      Looking over her shoulder, she asked, “Kaseem, what are you doing?”

      “Kissing you.” I pecked her lips a couple times before sliding my tongue into her mouth.

      Her body was so fucking warm, and her skin was so damn soft. She was looking and feeling like a chocolate pound cake at the moment.

      “Kaseem, I’m not really in the mood,” Kasslyn stated in a serious tone as I got in between her legs.

      Pausing, I hovered over her to study her eyes for a second then quizzed, “What you in the mood for?”

      Shrugging, she replied, “Sleep, I guess.” She turned to look off, pressing the side of her face into the pillow.

      “What’s wrong?”

      I made her face me, using her chin to make her head turn to look up at me.

      “Jamal knows. I don’t care what you say, and he’s going to handle me if he catches us. So you shouldn’t be here at the moment.”

      “You think I’m gon’ let him handle you?”

      A half smile appeared on Kasslyn’s face, before she shook her head ‘no’.

      “You two seemed close until I came, and I don’t want to ruin that. I promise I’m not worth it.”

      I fell to the side of her, and she turned to face me, resting her head on her hands.

      “You ain’t ruining shit. We brothers, and we gon’ get over whatever the fuck is happening. And you’re worth a lot of shit.” I kissed her quickly, making her blush. “You hungry?”

      “I could eat. I shouldn’t though because it’s late.”

      “What that got to do with anything?”

      “When you eat late at night, you gain weight.”

      “A myth, baby girl. Get dressed so we can go get some food. You need to get out this fucking house.”

      “Okay.” Kasslyn climbed from the bed slowly.

      She was dressed in about fifteen minutes, skipping the makeup shit. I did notice that she put on a little perfume or something, but the scent was soft and nice as fuck, so I wasn’t tripping. Everly stayed wearing strong ass unisex shit, and Rhea drowned herself in them mists from them female stores in the mall like Victoria’s Secret. I loved a woman that smelled good, but I ain’t wanna get light headed off the shit.

      “What kind of food you want?” I quizzed Kasslyn once we were both in my Mercedes truck.

      “Doesn’t matter. Why does one person need so many cars?” She ran her small hand across the glove compartment.

      “I love cars, and since I got the bread to buy ’em, I do so.”

      “I guess it’s a part of being rich. Rich folk buy shit when they’re bored.”

      Laughing, I shook my head.

      “Nah, I don’t do all that, but I do know people who do. Making too much muthafuckin money and can’t stand to just watch it sit in the bank, so they spend it.”

      I pondered on my statement as I dipped through the streets. I’d decided I would take Kasslyn to this one spot about twenty minutes away that had the bombest damn pizza. The chef and owner were from Chicago, where the best pizza was in my opinion, so I was grateful that he’d brought that shit here.

      “True.”

      Her phone rang before I could say anything else, making me glance over. She quickly hit the red end button before turning it faced down.

      “Who was that?” I questioned. I was never the type of nigga to not say how I felt or ask some shit I wanted to know.

      “Nobody.”

      “Who was that, Kasslyn? I don’t like liars. The question is real fucking simple.” I exited the freeway.

      “Just Jane. I’ll call her back soon.”

      “Fuck she want? And this late.”

      “Just to talk.” I was quiet, and I guess Kasslyn had caught onto my personality that fast because she added, “She wants me to come back. She called a while back saying she had someone who really wanted to take me out, and I told her I’d get back to her but never did.”

      “Why you ain’t just tell her to fuck off?” I parked in the back of the pizza parlor.

      “Because I didn’t know if I wanted to go back or not. What she told me sounded really good, and as I explained to you prior, my life with Jamal is not like I thought it would be.”

      The whole time Kasslyn spoke, she was staring out of the window. When done, she turned to make eye contact with me.

      “So you wanna go back to working for Jane instead of staying here with me?” I squinted my eyes, observing her demeanor.

      “No, but the problem is that I’m not here for you. If I could freely be around you, that would be fine, but I am supposed to marry Jamal, and I’m supposed to be with Jamal. I don’t want to get married to your brother and be fucking you behind closed doors. And I don’t want to leave Jamal for his brother.” Shaking her head, she said, “I’m not even this type of girl.”

      “Well you don’ already left Jamal for his brother.” I pushed my door open.

      I went around to let her out, and when I opened the door, I saw she bore that sad ass look she’d always sported. Running my hands up her thighs, I groped them while turning her to face me. We were eye level since she was still seated inside of my truck.

      “What?” She smirked at me lusting over her with my eyes.

      “You ain’t going back to Jane, because I like yo’ ass.” I kissed her supple jawline. Wrapping my arms around her body, I pulled her into me. She locked hers around my neck, before we pecked. “If anybody knows my brother, it’s me, and once all this shit is over and done with, he’ll be aight.”

      I knew Jamal, and I knew he was using Kasslyn as a way to show my parents he could do shit on his own. I didn’t realize it until his stupid ass stunt of bringing her to meet them in surprise. He did the shit for shock factor; this whole engagement was for shock factor.

      I fucked with Kasslyn, and I loved fucking her, so I wasn’t about to let her dip out to protect Jamal, when I knew for a fact, he ain’t give a fuck about her. But I was sure if I came right out and said that shit, it would hurt her fucking feelings.

      “He seemed mad the other night though.”

      “Has nothing to do with his feelings for you. You trust me?” I raised a brow, and she nodded before we kissed again.

      “Are you seriously about to walk in there holding me like this?” Kasslyn laughed at me, carrying her with her legs wrapped around my waist.

      “Yep.” I used one hand to shut the door, then headed toward the entrance of the pizza place. It was nice seeing her grin and shit, being actually happy.

      I finally placed her down so I could show her all the good types of pizza, and eventually, she settled on the Chicago style like me. I paid, and then we took our slices and water bottles to one of the booths toward the back. It wasn’t a soul in this muthafucka due to the time, but the back of the place still seemed more appealing.

      “This is bomb!” Kasslyn’s eyes bucked as she covered her mouth.

      “Fuck you so surprised for? I told you this shit was good as fuck.”

      “I know, but it’s so thick I didn’t think I’d be into it.”

      I chuckled subtly, watching her take another bite while her expression still showed amazement.

      “You so damn pretty, even with sauce all around yo’ mouth and shit.” I handed her a napkin.

      “Thank you.” She giggled, wiping it. “When do you find time for your second job?”

      “I figure it out. I schedule it all.” I sat back since I was now done with my two pieces, and she was still in the middle of her one.

      “You don’t want to quit?”

      “I will eventually. I want my savings to look a certain way, and then I will. If I do have a family, I want shit to be sweet.”

      Nodding, she replied, “I see. But Opulence surely makes enough cash.”

      “It does, just not as much nor as quickly as my side hustle.”

      “You should let me come with you one night.” She bit down into her pizza.

      “Fuck out of here.” I laughed.

      “What? I just wanna see.”

      “This shit is serious. It ain’t no muthafuckin museum or something.”

      “I know that, and I know how to act around those types of people.”

      “Let me guess, because you’ve seen a few seasons of Power, you got it all down, huh?”

      “Fuck you.” She grinned, so I knew I had her ass.

      “Exactly.” My eyes bounced around her for a moment. “So you don’t think it’s stupid for me to have two jobs in a sense?”

      “No. It’s kind of scary, the second one, but I get the reason why. Money makes the world go ’round.”

      As Kasslyn dug back into her pizza, my mind went into overdrive a little bit. I was used to having Everly, who disapproved of my other hustle, or Rhea, who didn’t give a fuck either way, as long as her name was mentioned in the same sentence as mine. Kasslyn was right there in the middle though; that sweet spot.

      The more time I spent with her ass, the more I was into her, so I wanted to nip this outing in the bud. I had too much going on to be thinking about a fucking relationship.

      “You almost finished?” I inquired, and she nodded, shoving the last piece into her mouth with a smile.

      We went back to the crib, and before going to the guesthouse, I grabbed something to smoke.

      “I’ve never done this.” Kasslyn frowned as I put the lighter to it. We were in her bed with the TV on and the lights off.

      “Just inhale.” I blew out smoke. “And hold it in for a tiny bit before blowing it out.”

      I snickered at the face she was making, as she stuck her neck out to allow her lips to meet the blunt. She did as I’d instructed and two seconds later, was coughing her lungs up.
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      “Okay, I’m done.” I held my chest since it was in pain from all that damn coughing.

      I rolled my eyes at a laughing Kaseem. Even though he was annoying, he looked so damn fine and hood, smoking.

      “You sure?” He attempted to put it to my mouth, and when I slapped his hand, he began cackling. “You too pretty for this shit anyway.”

      “You don’t like women who smoke?”

      “I don’t give a fuck either way, as long as she don’t come ’round me smelling like a dime sack 24/7.”

      “Well you don’t have to worry about that with me.”

      Kaseem turned to look up at me. I was sitting upright, with my back against the headboard, and he was lying on his side, with his feet hanging off since he was so tall.

      “I don’t have to worry about a lot of shit when it comes to you.” He took a few more hits, sexily of course, before ashing the small stick in the tray on the nightstand closer to him.

      “You still sleep with Everly and Alexis?”

      “Not lately. Just you.” He sat up to take off my top, then laid me down to remove my tights and panties. “Why? You like me or some shit?” He yanked off his hoodie and shirt, exposing his deep chocolate chest, tattoos, and muscles.

      “No.”

      “You want me to be your nigga or some shit?” He gave me a crooked smile, giving a glimpse of his perfect white teeth as he climbed off the bed to push down his bottoms.

      “No,” I lied. Being Kaseem’s girlfriend sounded like a dream no woman would be able to make possible, so I knew better.

      “You don’t?”

      He got back between my legs, after we both got under the covers, and began kissing me. I loved the way his lips felt on mine, and on my neck and body.

      “No.”

      The head of his dick was positioned at my opening, and he pushed inside as his big hand wrapped around my neck while he sucked my lips.

      “You mine anyway,” he spoke against my ear, sucking on it.

      That sounded so good, so I simply nodded as he continued to fuck me.
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      One week later…

      The past week had been pretty nice, despite the circumstances. Kaseem and I had been spending a lot of time together whether at the office or at home. Occasionally, I wouldn’t see him for hours, but that was when Jamal didn’t have to work and would act like he wanted to be around me. Even though he threatened me and seemed to care, I just didn’t feel like he cared for me as much as Kaseem did. And because of that, I didn’t feel any remorse for letting Kaseem fuck me damn near every night.

      It was so bad that I looked forward to Kaseem climbing into my bed in the middle of the night. I remember some months back, not even sweating getting some dick, and now I was addicted. And no matter how many times I toyed with the idea of going back to Jane’s, I knew I was too attached to Kaseem in more ways than one.

      Speaking of him, last night after one of our many sex sessions and food runs, he broke me off with a nice wad of money. I still had the cash he paid me for the logo job, but he didn’t care. He told me to go shopping or something; just get out of the house, instead of sitting there waiting for Jamal.

      Jamal had explained that if I wasn’t at work, he expected me to be home, but I knew Kaseem would protect me against him if it came down to it.

      “Welcome. Do you have an appointment?” The pretty, light-skinned girl behind the desk smiled up at me.

      I was here at the salon because I’d decided to get my hair done. I saw a style I wanted while on Instagram, and it was done here at this shop by a stylist named Rhea.

      “Yes, I do, at 10:30 a.m. for Kasslyn Collins.”

      “Perfect. Have a seat, and I will let Rhea know you’re here.” The girl smiled before writing something down and then going to the back to, I guess let the stylist know.

      A couple minutes later, the woman returned and waved for me to follow her through the pretty, nice shop. It wasn’t packed, but there were a nice amount of ladies getting their hair done and talking, some yelling across the shop at each other.

      “Hi, Kasslyn?” Another light-skinned woman with hair down her back grinned widely as she stood behind the styling chair.

      “Yes, are you Rhea?”

      “I am. Nice to meet you. You are so bomb.” She looked me up and down.

      “Me? Thank you.”

      “Yes you. Have a seat.” She patted the chair then nodded for the front desk girl to leave. “You got some nice ass hair too. I can tell you take care of it. So you want a short haircut but for it to be a weave, right?”

      “Yes. I don’t want to cut my real hair, but I think the short look would be nice on me.” I nodded as she tossed the cape around my neck and fastened it.

      “Girl, you can wear any style. Your face shape is perfect for hair shows. There are a lot of beautiful women, but that doesn’t mean they can wear any style. You, on the other hand,” she spun me to face the mirror, “have that luxury.”

      “Wow, thank you.” I giggled.

      For the next hour or so, Rhea and I talked about general things as she combed out my hair then washed and conditioned it. We even talked as I sat under the dryer, allowing the product to penetrate my hair; at least that’s what she said it was doing. Just twenty-five minutes later, my conditioner was rinsed, my hair was dry, and she was putting braids in the middle to sew on.

      “Are you going on a date or something tonight?” Rhea inquired as she put the last braid in.

      “No… not a date really. I do have someone I want to look good for.” I smiled at the thought of Kaseem.

      “Ooh, girl, don’t we all.” The lady doing hair next to Rhea chimed in.

      “Well I will make sure you look extra special for him then.” Rhea winked.

      An hour later, I was done, and it looked so good. I was happy I’d chosen to do my makeup before coming here because I immediately began taking selfies. I even had Rhea take some for me.

      I booked another appointment with Rhea because she said in three weeks, she knew another style that I would love and wondered if she could do it for free on me. I liked free, and since I trusted her wonderful hands, I agreed.

      Walking out of the shop, I sent one of the pictures Rhea had taken for me to Kaseem.

      Seem: Damn

      Seem: You can pull off anything.

      Feeling myself blush, I locked my phone and then slipped it into my purse so I could go meet Leila for lunch.

      I told Leila I couldn’t get her from Jane’s, for obvious reasons, so she agreed to meet me at this clothing boutique around the way. When I pulled up, she was standing outside, and I laughed, seeing her stare suspiciously at the nice car with tinted windows.

      Rolling the passenger side window down, I yelled, “Are you coming or not?”

      “Oh shit, bitch!” She rushed toward the car, so I hit the locks, allowing her to slide inside. “Where you get this?”

      “It’s not mine.” I pulled off, hitting the button so her window would roll up. I felt her staring at the side of my face, so I laughed. “A friend let me borrow it.”

      “A friend? What kind of friends do you have? Is this Jamal’s?”

      “Nope.”

      I turned the music up so that Leila couldn’t ask any more questions. We got to the restaurant fifteen minutes later, and since I had a reservation, we were seated immediately.

      “Okay, you need to tell me where you got that car. You haven’t worked in forever, and that little money you got for your logo definitely didn’t pay for that nice piece of machinery.”

      “No, it didn’t.” I took a deep breath, allowing the waitress to sit down our glasses of water and basket of bread. “It’s Jamal’s brother’s car. He let me drive it.”

      “Damn, his family is nice.”

      “Yep. But I haven’t really told you everything.”

      “You said you and Jamal weren’t clicking like you thought you would. I knew it.”

      “What? You were the main one rooting for me to be with him.”

      “Yes, to get those coins and enroll in school, but I knew he wasn’t about to be the love of your life.” She bit into the bread.

      “Right, but I left something out. I—”

      “Are you ladies ready to order?”

      “Umm, yes.” Leila nodded after looking at me to be sure.

      We placed our orders, and I chuckled when Leila rolled her eyes, happy the waitress had gone on about her way. Someone else came to drop off our alcoholic drinks, however.

      “Anyway, Jamal’s brother and I have gotten pretty close.”

      “The fine ass nigga you caught fucking on Jane?” Her mouth hung open.

      “Yep, him.”

      “The nigga you said you couldn’t stand and hated you?”

      “Yes, Leila!” I laughed.

      “How close?” She was chewing the bread fast like a rabbit did a carrot.

      “Close enough to cause an orgasm.”

      I burst into laughter at the shock that spread across Leila’s face.

      Closing her eyes, she replied, “Wait, so you ain’t getting along with Jamal, and you’re fucking his fine brother?”

      “Yes. He paid for my hair today, gave me spending money, and let me use the Range Rover, but—”

      “So what’s the problem?” She drank her cocktail.

      “The problem is that I’m engaged,” I flashed her my ring, “to his damn brother. His brother who is not as nice and harmless as I thought he was.”

      “I say, fuck Jamal. He ain’t as rich, fine, or strong.”

      “I know this, but I feel like they’ll fight, then realize it wasn’t worth it, and both of them will kick me back to where I started.”

      “Which is why you need to enroll in design school.”

      I nodded, taking in Leila’s words.

      After lunch, we went to the nail shop, my treat… or Kaseem’s treat, and then I headed home.

      I had a craving for some Drumstick ice cream, so I decided to stop by the grocery store in the neighborhood.

      As I surveyed the flavor options, I heard the sound of heels nearing me. I paid it no mind since there were others in the store, but the person knocked on the freezer door that I had ajar, as if it were my home.

      “Hey, did you need to get right here?” I quizzed the woman with a round chubby face and caramel skin. She was dressed up very nicely, and her perfume let me know she was well off.

      “No, what you think, because I’m fat I want ice cream?” she spat.

      “What? No, because you knocked on the damn door to the section of food I’m looking at.” I frowned, realizing she had a problem with me when I didn’t even know her ass.

      Rolling her eyes, she asked, “Are you Kasslyn?”

      “Who are you?”

      “I’m Catharine. I’m sure you’ve heard of me since you’re Jamal’s supposed fiancée.”

      I had heard of her, but I wasn’t about to admit it.

      “No, actually, I’ve never heard your name in his mouth. Who are you to him, and how do you know we’re engaged?” I played dumb.

      Seething, she answered, “Because he is mine. I don’t know what he has going on with you, but know that it is temporary, and you two will not make it down the aisle.”

      “Okay, great.”

      “You think you’re going to get married in the house of God when your union is based on false pretenses?”

      “Girl, bye. You need a life and to realize that Jamal has moved on.” I waved her off, grabbed my box of ice cream, and switched away.

      “I will show you, watch!” she barked at my back, but I continued to the register and checked out.
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      “You coming in tomorrow?” one of the ladies who rented a booth at my shop, Ashley, quizzed me.

      “No. Tonight is probably gonna be a long one, so I made sure not to schedule anyone tomorrow.”

      “Oh, okay, damn. My friend wanted you to do a ponytail on her.”

      “Sorry. Tell her if she can come day after tomorrow, early in the a.m., I can work it out.” I swept the last little bit of hair into the dustpan.

      “Damn, Rhea skipping out on money? What’s happening tonight? Bet not be the club.” Ashley continued cleaning the mirrors at the stations.

      “Umm, no. I love the damn club, but not enough to miss out on some cash.” I paused, smiling to myself at the thought of seeing Kaseem tonight. “My man and I are gonna have a little date night.”

      “Oh, you still fucking with Kaseem?”

      “Yes, for eleven years now. Nothing has changed, and you know that.” I looked up after putting the broom to the side. “What?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Why did you ask me that, Ashley? You know better than anybody that Kaseem is my man and has been my man for over a decade. So you asking me if I’m still fucking with him is suspicious.”

      My heart beat rapidly as I watched Ashley wipe the last mirror before placing the rag and spray down on the vanity. The deep breath she took scared me even more.

      “I’ve just been hearing that he’s got a couple friends.”

      “A couple friends?”

      “Yeah. Word on the street is that he got a girlfriend, not you, and then something on the side he’s been messing with.”

      “Well tell whomever told you that, that it’s a lie. Everybody who knows Kaseem, knows Rhea is his woman.”

      “I know I do.”

      “Thank you.”

      Ashley and I finished closing up the shop, and the whole time I thought about that news she’d dropped. It was true. I’d been with Kaseem for most of my life, and everyone knew me as his woman. However, there were plenty of times when I couldn’t reach him and when he would act like he was too busy to see me. If I was being honest with myself, there was plenty of room for Kaseem to cheat.

      Yes, I did my dirt too, but it was because I felt lonely a lot of the time. If Kaseem paid me the attention that he used to, during the first six and a half years, I wouldn’t even be doing what I was with Jamal. I didn’t even want Jamal, not even in the slightest, but the dick and time was always available when I wanted. If only his brother was the same.

      After locking up, I hopped into my BMW and let the heated seats calm me down a bit. I continued my thoughts all the way to my house, and as soon as I got there, I showered.

      Since Kaseem and I were going out to dinner, I chose a burgundy dress that hugged my voluptuous frame, and some matching Aquazzura stilettos that Kaseem bought me. I switched my essentials to my YSL bag, and by the time I had on my jewelry, Kaseem was outside. I’d done my hair yesterday night, so all I had to do was smooth down my edges.

      “Damn.” Kaseem stood outside my door once I opened it.

      “You like?” I cocked my head, letting my fresh hair fall perfectly.

      “I do.” He stepped in, grabbing my ass and kissing on my neck. “Come on before we don’t even make it there.”

      I felt myself grinning widely as I placed my hand into Kaseem’s, allowing him to lead me out. He helped me into his Maserati, and then peeled off.

      We ended up at my favorite steakhouse, and it felt good to know he remembered that I loved it here. That quickly, Ashley’s comments were gone with the wind.

      We were seated fairly quickly, and once we had our drinks and appetizer, we started up normal conversation.

      “How’s the shop and shit?” Kaseem looked at me from across the table.

      “It’s going great. I’m getting so many clients daily that it’s ridiculous. But at least I can afford to take two days off a week now.”

      “Making money. That shit is sexy.” He smirked with his fine ass.

      “Yea—”

      His ringing phone cut me off, and when I looked at the screen, it read Baby Girl. Before I could say anything, he pointed to what he wanted off the menu and then got up to take the call.

      Kaseem had no sisters or female cousins, so the only person Baby Girl could be was some bitch he was fucking.

      I placed both of our orders once the waiter came, and moments after he left, I saw Kaseem headed my way. He looked so debonair in the suit he was rocking. His Burberry cologne got to the table before he did, and although I was upset, I enjoyed it like always.

      “My bad.” He sat down.

      “Who was that?”

      “Why?”

      “Because you have her stored as Baby Girl. I know she’s not family, so who the fuck is she, Seem?”

      “Did you order my food?”

      “Nigga, tell me who was on your fucking phone!” I roared over the upscale restaurant, banging my fist down onto the table.

      Kaseem sniffled, keeping his composure like he always did when I got irate. I suddenly remembered he always told me he hated how I couldn’t keep myself together and always chose the wrong time and place to act out. But I didn’t give a fuck! I wanted to know who the fuck this bitch was!

      “Yell like that again and watch what the fuck I do to yo’ ignorant ass.” He spoke lowly and through his perfect teeth.

      “Are you fucking her?” I whimpered.

      Typical Kaseem ignored me, munching on the appetizer even as I sat there crying softly. I put it on pause when our food came, and we ate in silence. Every time I peered up at him, he seemed unbothered by the fact that I was bothered, and it hurt me.

      Being the asshole that he was, he ordered dessert, even though it was obvious that I wanted to go home. I watched him finish the pie, and then we left out once he paid the bill.

      “Kaseem, please tell me if you’re fucking her?”

      “Fucking who?” He finally snapped as he sped down the dark streets, only illuminated by the streetlights.

      “Baby Girl!”

      “You hear how dumb you fucking sound? You ain’t even got a damn name! Just because you saw a muthafuckin nickname, you on some bullshit!”

      “Are you cheating on me!”

      “Leave me the fuck alone, Rhea.” He shook his head. “Can’t even do something nice for yo’ ass, because you gotta act a fucking fool all the time.”

      “Fuck you, nigga! You just want me to sit around and accept whatever the fuck you do!”

      “Nah, I want you to choose the right time to address shit. You could’ve waited until we got in the fucking car. But nah, Rhea can’t act like she got sense. She gotta act like a fucking hood rat no matter where we at.” He shook his head again as he pulled up to my house.

      “Then don’t fuck with me.”

      “Cool. Get out.”

      “Kaseem, seriously?” I whimpered.

      “Get out my damn car ’fore I end up putting my fucking hands on you.”

      It took me a minute to figure out the Maserati door, but once I did, I climbed out. I shut it, and Kaseem wasted no time pulling off and leaving me there.

      I didn’t care what he said; he and I weren’t broken up. And I would surely find out who the fuck Baby Girl was.
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      “Oh my gosh,” Jamal called out as I rode him. In no time, he let loose.

      I didn’t get mine this time, but it was because my mind was elsewhere, and my pussy was in the mood for some dick from Kaseem, not his baby brother.

      Although related, the two men definitely fucked differently. Jamal was more submissive in bed, allowing me to take control, whereas his brother was the opposite. Kaseem was also a guaranteed orgasm.

      I fell to the side, pretending to be satisfied, and allowing Jamal to catch his breath.

      “Do you care about me, Jamal?” I inquired, turning onto my side.

      “Yeah, of course.” He turned his head only, to look at me since he was lying on his back.

      I pecked him and flashed a closed mouth smile.

      “So you’d tell me if Kaseem was seeing someone else?”

      “Uh, yeah. If he was, I would say so.”

      “So there is no one that he’s brought up or talked about to you? It’s okay to tell me. I won’t get upset.”

      “You? Not get upset? Sure.” Jamal laughed, sitting up to grab his boxers from the floor.

      “I won’t! I just want to know. Someone called his phone in the middle of our date, and he felt it was important enough to answer right then.” As I talked, I noticed Jamal freeze, almost like something I’d said had piqued his interest. That made me sit up and wait for him to say something.

      “Did you see the name?” He peered over his shoulder at me.

      “Not a real name. It just said Baby Girl. Do you have any idea who it could be? I mean anyone you’ve seen him even just… smile at or mention more than once?”

      Standing up, Jamal slipped up his pants and smirked. “Look up an Everly Jones.”
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      It was a little after 9 p.m., and I’d just gotten home from work after a long day. I could barely focus because the conversation between Rhea and I had been heavy on my mind. I had a feeling that Baby Girl was my fiancée, Kasslyn. Even though I had virtually no proof that she and my brother were messing around, the feeling in my stomach was very strong. And if Kasslyn was sleeping with my brother or even dreaming of doing so, I planned to ruin her.

      Stuffing what I’d need for the night into a duffel bag, I zipped it up and then quickly left the house to head to the back where the guesthouse was. Knocking, I waited impatiently for Kasslyn to answer the door. She took a whole three minutes, and when she did open the door, she had the nerve to be frowning.

      “Hey, baby.” I smirked, slipping inside. She was in a nightshirt that was very short, showing off her nice, dark legs.

      “Hey, Jamal. Is everything okay?” She shut the door behind me.

      “Perfect. And since it’s Friday night, I thought I’d come spend the night with my soon to be wife.” I dropped my duffel and pulled her into me. I couldn’t ignore the fact that there was no trace of excitement in her face.

      “Umm, tonight isn’t a good night. I’m putting together my portfolio for my design school submission.”

      “Let me help.”

      Moving away from and around me, she replied, “It’s not really something you can help with.”

      I followed her to the bedroom, where I saw she had a bunch of paper and stuff spread across the large bed.

      “Alright. Well I can make us some dinner while you work. Then when it’s done, you can take a break and eat with me.”

      “Yeah, okay.”

      I watched as Kasslyn climbed onto the bed, pushing her hair behind her ears. She paid me no mind as she got back to work, so I took myself to the kitchen to see what I could prepare. I decided on tuna casserole since that was pretty much the only thing I knew how to cook.

      The whole time I prepared the meal, I was annoyed by Kasslyn’s cold demeanor. She used to be so excited and happy to be around me, but I guess that’s because she was getting paid to act that way. She’d better shape up fast, or she was gonna pay a hefty price for her behavior.

      I finished the food in about an hour and fifteen, so I set up the table nicely before going to fetch Kasslyn. She tried to ask for a couple more minutes, but I cut that off.

      “This looks good. Thank you.” She observed her plate of food.

      “You’re welcome. When we’re married, there will be plenty meals like this all the time,” I half lied. Like I said, this was the only thing I could make, and I didn’t plan on learning any more recipes. Kasslyn would do all the cooking, cleaning, and childcare, just like my mother had.

      “Can’t wait.”

      We ate in silence for a few before I said, “I love you a lot, Kasslyn, and because of that, I find myself tempted by you.”

      “Oh.” Her brows dipped temporarily before she resumed stuffing her face. She was eating like it was her last supper.

      “And to keep myself from sleeping with you, I’ve decided that you should no longer live here with my brother and me.”

      “Where would I live? All of my stuff is here.”

      “Yeah, but that can be easily moved. I found you an apartment about thirty minutes from here. You can move in, in the next week once everything is processed.” I picked her hand up to kiss the back of it. “Trust me, this is for the best. God is against premarital sex, so we need to take all precautions to be sure that we don’t engage in it. Don’t you agree?”

      Kasslyn was silent, staring down into her plate. I shook her hand, prompting her to look up at me.

      “Yeah, whatever we need to do. Even though I believe I’m strong enough to keep you at bay.”

      “Yeah, it’s what we need to do. Finish your dinner.”

      She did as she was told, and I polished off my dish as well. Once done, I took a shower and then went to her bedroom.

      “Should you really be sleeping here when you just suggested we live far apart?” Kasslyn inquired when she saw me peel the covers back.

      “I mean, we’re about to go to sleep. It’s fine.”

      Really, I didn’t want to leave because I heard footsteps during the night inside of the main house, and I wanted to be sure Kaseem wasn’t leaving to come see her.

      “Jamal, you said we need to do whatever it is. You should go sleep in your own bed.”

      I paused, glaring down at her, but something sparkling on her neck grabbed my attention. I saw it was a necklace from Tiffany’s, and I knew I hadn’t given it to her.

      “Where you get this?” I got onto the bed to touch it.

      “I bought it.”

      “How much you pay for this?”

      The way she looked up into my eyes, as I hovered over her, told me the truth; she hadn’t paid for anything, and someone had given it to her.

      “I don’t really remember, Jamal.”

      “You bought a necklace from Tiffany’s, with diamonds in it, and don’t remember the cost? How much doggone money do you have to where you can drop that kind of cash and not remember?”

      “Jamal—”

      “You ain’t buy it. So who did, Kass?”

      “Nobody, Jamal. I bought it myself!”

      I laughed, climbing off the bed.

      “I told you if I found out you were sleeping around, I would ruin you.” I began dressing. “And I wasn’t joking.”

      “I am not sleeping around! I bought this with the money I got from your brother—”

      WHAM!

      Before she could finish, I slapped the hell out of her, making her fall out of the bed and onto the floor.

      “Why are you getting money from my brother!” I barked.

      Kasslyn was still on the floor, holding her face as she stared at the carpet.

      “When he paid me for the logo,” she whimpered lowly, reminding me. I felt slightly stupid, but I knew she got the jewelry from him, so I didn’t feel too bad.

      “Take it off.”

      “No. You need to leave, Jamal.” She turned to look up at me with tears pooled in her eyes and blood in her nostrils. “Jamal, stop!” she screeched when I reached down and ripped the necklace from her. I let it drop once it was fully in my hands. “Why did you do that! I hate you!”

      “You hate me? Me? That’s how I know another man gave you this! Bitch, you should be thanking me for changing your life!” I’d never in my life called a woman a bitch, but Kasslyn brought it out of me.

      Watching her scoop up the necklace while crying, pissed me off.

      “Just go home, Jamal, please.” She sobbed, getting back into the bed, still clutching the broken necklace. “Ah!” She gasped when I wrapped my hand around her neck.

      “If you think you’re gonna be with whoever gave you this necklace, think again. You’re going to that new apartment, and in a few months, we will be married. You understand?”

      She wouldn’t answer me, so to make her even madder, I undressed back down to my boxers and then climbed in the bed on the empty side. I used the sound of Kasslyn crying to help myself drift off to sleep.
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      The next morning…

      Kasslyn was still asleep when I woke up, so I quickly showered then brushed my teeth, before warming up the casserole for breakfast. I made her a plate and then brought it to the bedroom for her.

      “Hey, baby, wake up.” I shook her gently until her eyes fluttered open. Per usual, she looked depressed as ever.

      “I’m not hungry.”

      “You should be. Come on.” I made her sit up. She prayed over the plate then began eating like a mouse. “Kasslyn, I’m sorry for last night. I just saw the necklace, and then when you mentioned Kaseem, I assumed.” Kasslyn continued eating and didn’t say a word to me. “Be honest with me; is there anything happening between you and my brother? I love you, and you’re the only woman for me, so I need to know that I’m not in this alone.”

      “Who is Catharine?”

      Her question made me swallow hard.

      “Kasslyn, answer my question—”

      “I will when you answer mine.”

      “I told you she was nobody and a girl my parents wanted me with. I barely know the woman.” I chuckled nervously.

      “Well maybe you should let her know that because she pressed me at the store about you, saying our engagement was a fluke.” Kasslyn’s brow raised.

      “She’s just jealous… I swear.” Kasslyn nodded so I added, “Can you answer my question now?”

      “No one is sleeping with your brother, Jamal. Now can I please have some privacy?”

      Satisfied, I rose up and left the guesthouse altogether. As soon as I stepped outside, I dialed up Catharine, checking over my shoulder in case Kasslyn had peeked out the front door.

      “Hey, honey—”

      “Cat, why the hell did you approach my fiancée?”

      “Because this isn’t fair! You don’t love her! You love me!”

      “I do love her, and I’m going to marry her! I’ve already explained that you and I can’t be together. Now let it go!”

      “Nope, I won’t. So you’d better protect your little fiancée because the only way you will marry her is if I’m buried six feet deep.”

      Click.

      Damnit!
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      Last night, Kasslyn texted me to let me know my brother was over at the guesthouse with her since usually I came through there every night. I couldn’t even lie, that shit had me hot, and it shouldn’t have.

      I had plenty of bitches waiting up to spend time with a nigga, but the only one I wanted to share my fucking night with was Kasslyn.

      Now that it was morning and I was sure Jamal’s ass had gone to work, I’d woken up to get ready to go see my girl. She was mine at the end of the day because I was the nigga fucking her, feeding her, making sure she was straight, and lacing her in shit. And nah, a nigga wasn’t scared of Jamal in the slightest, but I didn’t want to have to beat his ass if we ran into one another at Kasslyn’s. I would feel like a muthafuckin bully, and I didn’t wanna hear my parents’ mouths either.

      Once I was dressed, I grabbed my keys and wallet then headed out to the back. I planned to take Kasslyn out for breakfast.

      I rang the doorbell, but after I got tired of waiting, I used my key to enter. I called her name a couple times but got no answer, so I went straight to her bedroom. Walking in, I spotted her cute ass seated at the vanity in her usual silk robe.

      Walking up behind her, I hugged her shapely frame and inhaled the scent on her neck, noticing the necklace I’d gotten for her was nowhere to be found on it.

      “Where yo— fuck happened to yo’ face?” I stared deeply into the mirror at her ass. She had all kinds of makeup spread across it.

      “Nothing. It was an accident.” Kasslyn dropped her head to dig through one of the small makeup bags.

      I swiftly spun her around to face me and squatted down so I could look up into her face.

      “Kass.”

      “He saw it, and he got upset when he thought I admitted to you buying it for me.”

      “Who the fuck is he?” I had an idea, but I knew damn well my brother didn’t bust her fucking nose like this. Not soft ass Jamal.

      “Jamal.” She refused to make eye contact with me, so I forced her to.

      Rising to my feet, I simply said, “Finish getting dressed. I’ll be back in a little bit.”

      “Kaseem, it’s okay! We can get the necklace fixed, and I’m fine!” She got up.

      Pausing in my tracks, I turned to face her ass before coming back to get in her space.

      “Don’t ever let me hear you say it’s okay for a grown ass man to put his hands on you, understand?” I stared intently down into her eyes, wanting to slap her ass up myself for that comment. “And it’s especially not okay for a muthafucka to hit you when you mine.”

      She wrapped her arms around my torso, staring up at me with that perfect ass chocolate face, which prompted me to kiss her pillow soft lips a few times.

      “Hurry back.” She whispered against my mouth as we shared a couple more kisses.

      Kasslyn low-key had me on one, and I didn’t know if I liked it. But for now, all I could think about was getting at my brother.

      I left the guesthouse and hopped in my Range since it was already out of the garage. I drove straight to Opulence headquarters, where Jamal was by this point. After parking in my designated spot, I headed inside and went to the floor that he worked on along with a few other legal employees. Not bothering to knock, I barged right into his office.

      “Kaseem, you—aye!” He hollered when I yoked his ass up by his collar and slammed him into the wall.

      “Fuck you put yo’ hands on that girl for?” I spoke through clenched teeth, staring him dead in the fucking eyes.

      “It was a misunderstanding and—”

      WHAM!

      As soon as I let him go, I sent my fist right into his fucking face. I felt blood gush from his nose and drench my hand, before his head bounced off the wall.

      WHAM!

      I punched his muthafuckin ass again when he looked at me, making him run a little ways from me as if that would keep me from kicking his ass.

      “For one, you know better than to be putting ya fucking hands on a female. And secondly, she ain’t the one you wanna use as yo’ fucking punching bag.” I followed him slowly around the room, knowing I could catch him if I wanted.

      “I’m sorry. I said I was sorry.” His voice trembled as blood trickled from his nose and mouth.

      I wanted to rock his shit, but at the end of the day, Jamal was my kid brother, and I loved his stupid ass. No matter how angry I was, I couldn’t treat his ass the same way that I would a muthafucka on the street.

      I swiftly got ahold to him, tightening my grip on his collar.

      “Do anything else to her, including threatening her or putting ya fucking hands on her, and I swear to God I’ll murk yo’ ass.”

      Jamal’s eyes bounced around mine, as a look of confusion took over his face.

      “Why you care about her so much, Seem?”

      “Use yo’ fucking head and figure it out.” I dropped him, leaving the office before he could say anything else to me.

      Ignoring the fact that I had Jamal’s blood speckles on my shirt, I exited the building and then took my ass back to the crib so I could get my girl and take her to breakfast as intended.
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      Two nights later…

      Warren, punk ass Roderick, and I, were sitting down, smoking at Warren’s spot. We’d just done tonight’s pick-ups and shit, so per usual, we decided to kick it for a little bit.

      Roderick’s ass was in a good ass mood because he’d made it on time. And thankfully, he wasn’t talking that dumb shit about moving up in ranks.

      He really had no idea how this shit went, which was why I would never see him as my equal. He was always more of Warren’s homie than mine. Warren stayed finding stray muthafuckas to put on. I wasn’t tripping though, because a few more years of me stashing this bread, and I was gon’ be done with it. Warren could have my spot, and Roderick could have his like he wanted.

      “You got that good pussy glow, nigga.” Warren inhaled on the blunt, chuckling along with me as he blew the smoke out.

      “I ain’t saying shit.”

      “Jamal know?”

      “I think his ass does now.” I shrugged.

      After I roughed my brother’s ass up in the Opulence building, we hadn’t really said shit to one another, and he hadn’t been to see Kasslyn; at least that’s what she told me. Eventually, he and I would have to sort this shit out like men, but for now, I was enjoying fucking Kasslyn and nothing else.

      “I think I saw her before. Her and yo’ brother was at the mall a couple months ago.” Roderick nodded, taking down some of the Gin straight from the bottle. “She’s bad as hell.” He laughed loudly, looking to Warren to join him.

      “Yeah, she is. She mine though, so make sure you remember that. I would hate to have to fuck yo’ rock head ass up over a female you’ll never get the chance to fuck with.”

      It was pure silence in the living room, before Warren quickly changed the subject. He hated for me and bitch made ass Roderick to get into it, because he knew it was nothing for me to throw these fucking hands and then possibly pop his ass.

      I wasn’t like these new aged ass thug muthafuckas that were all bark and no bite, only doing shit for social media, but wouldn’t throw a biscuit in a food fight behind closed doors. Beating the brakes off a nigga was normal for me.

      We shot the shit for another hour or so, before I took my ass home. I quickly showered then brushed my teeth, before going to the guesthouse to see Kasslyn.

      “It’s so late.” She giggled as I crawled into her bed, kissing her supple mocha thighs. She had on these little silk shorts, probably on purpose.

      “You missed me?” I got under the covers with her, wedging myself between her warm thighs as we kissed.

      “I did.”

      “I wanna take you out tomorrow. On some fly shit. You gotta get a dress or something though; whatever the fuck you wanna wear.”

      “You sure it’s okay? Jamal—”

      “You mine now. He knows that shit, and it ain’t no issue. Just make sure you’re ready tomorrow, aight?”

      “Okay.” Kasslyn’s perfect smile made me return the gesture before we started kissing hungrily again. “Wait, I’ll be right back.” She nudged me off, hopping from the bed, so I took that time to undress.

      As I did so, my phone rang, and I saw it was Rhea. I hit ignore, but her foolish ass called right back. I decided to answer because I knew she’d blow me the fuck up all night if I didn’t.

      “Fuck you want? And make the shit quick, Rhea.”

      “Damn, that’s how you answer? You should be begging me to forgive you by now, but instead, you’ve been ignoring me.”

      “You got ten seconds before you hear the dial tone.”

      “Can you come over so we can talk?”

      “Nope.”

      “Fine. I guess I will say it over the phone. I’m pregnant, nigga, and I’m keeping it.”

      Click.

      “I’m back.” Kasslyn returned to the bedroom, completely stripped down, before I could process what the fuck Rhea had just told me.

      Not saying a word, I welcomed Kasslyn into my lap and fucked her ass to clear the news from my mind.
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      Today, I was going back to see that stylist Rhea so she could fix me up. I couldn’t wait to get my hair done again, because I knew whatever style she had in mind would make me look perfect.

      Life had been going quite well now that Jamal pretty much knew about Kaseem and I. He even paid to have my necklace fixed, according to Kassem.

      We didn’t make out on Kaseem’s kitchen table in front of him or anything, but we could actually spend time together without me worrying that Jamal would pop up and say something.

      Although it felt nice to be so free with my feelings for Kaseem, I couldn’t help but feel badly for how things went down between Jamal and me. When I was still working for Jane, I remembered looking forward to seeing him and how sweet I thought he was. It was just crazy to me how fast things between us collapsed.

      As soon as I parked Kaseem’s Range Rover, my phone buzzed, so I looked down to see it was him.

      Seem: Got a surprise for you when you get back.

      Smiling to myself, I replied.

      Me: Can’t wait.

      I locked my phone and then headed inside to get my hair done. No one was there but the front desk girl, so she greeted me like last time and then took me to Rhea’s station. I noticed Rhea didn’t look as full of life as she did the last time I saw her, but maybe she always looked as down as she did today, and the day I saw her was a rarity.

      “Hey.” I smiled at her, and she gave me a weak one back before gesturing that I sit down. It was quiet since we didn’t have the other ladies in the shop to give us some background noise, making things extremely awkward. “So, are you okay?”

      “I’m as okay as I can be.” She began putting something that felt like a serum on my scalp. It was nice.

      “If you’re not in the mood to do hair today, I can come back later.”

      I wasn’t one of those women who were a lost cause if they couldn’t get into a salon chair. I knew how to work my own shit. Hell, I rarely came to get it professionally done. This was probably the fifth time in all my adult years.

      “No, boo. Doing hair is the only thing that keeps my mind off of things. Am I bringing you down? If so, I’m sorry.”

      “No, no, not at all.” I ran my palms down my thighs. I felt so bad for her because she looked like a homeless puppy or something. “Did you want to talk about it? If not, it’s okay. I just find it helpful to get things out to people you don’t know sometimes.”

      Rhea was silent, so I assumed she didn’t agree with my statement.

      “I’m pregnant, and this just isn’t a good time for that.”

      “Oh, why not? You have a great business.”

      “Yeah, money is not the issue; it’s my personal life. I’m pretty sure my boyfriend isn’t happy about it. He won’t think it’s his either.”

      “What kind of asshole is he?”

      We both laughed.

      “A big one sometimes, but I love him. He’s a great guy, hardworking, handsome, and he takes care of the people he loves.”

      “So then he’ll take care of you and you guys’ baby.”

      Again, Rhea was silent.

      “I can only hope so. For now, I’m just wondering if I should get an abortion or not.”

      “Don’t kill your baby over him.” I shook my head. “Sorry, didn’t mean to move.”

      “It’s okay, girl.” She chuckled. “You’re right though. Thank you.”

      For the next few hours, Rhea did my hair, and I changed the subject so she wouldn’t have to talk about her trash ass man.

      As she fixed my edges, I admired my hair in the mirror, more impressed than the last time she’d fixed me up.

      “Hey, so my friend Leila and I are going out tonight. Did you maybe want to come and get your mind off of things?” I rose up, paying Rhea in cash, including her tip.

      “I think I’d like that. I haven’t hit the club in over a month.”

      “Great. Put your number in my phone, and I will text you in a little bit.”

      Rhea did as I asked, then I called her so she’d have my information. We hugged and then I left her shop to head back home to my man… I guess he was my man. We hadn’t really discussed it, but it surely felt like he was mine. Plus, I saw no sign of other women anymore.

      Hell, he was always with me, even at work. He did his shit alone at night, but I knew he was working his other job and not dabbling in anything suspicious.

      That was something I loved—liked about Kaseem. He was transparent in the good way. I never felt like he was acting one way but feeling like or thinking another.

      I pulled into the driveway of Kaseem’s mansion, and when I got out, I spotted a beautiful Range Rover with a bow on the hood. I swear I drooled at how beautiful it was. Before I could even say anything, Kaseem emerged from the side of the house, looking as gorgeous as ever, wearing a big smile on his face.

      “Who is that for?” I pointed to the pristine vehicle.

      “Who you think?”

      “No, no. I told you I was gonna buy a Honda.”

      “And you still can. Honda got some nice shit, but I wanted to get you something too.” He neared me, slipping his strong arms around my body.

      We kissed a few times, then he backed away and gestured toward the truck. As badly as I wanted to get my own first car, I’d be a fool to give this back.

      I rushed over to it and began inspecting the inside and all around it. Everything was pretty and expensive looking, right down to the super shiny rims.

      “Thank you so much, Kaseem.” I felt my tear ducts activate. I reached for his hand, and then made him hug my body as I tilted my head back for a peck.

      After kissing hungrily for a few, he pulled the keys from his pocket and put them into my hand. He pecked me once more then went back into the house as I stayed outside, rubbing my hands across the white paint of my car. I snapped a few photos then sent them to Leila so she could see, before turning to walk inside of the house. I ran right into Jamal, making me jump back slightly.

      “Hey, Jamal.”

      He said nothing, just stared down at me with his hands in his pockets.

      “Enjoying your new life, Kass?”

      “Jamal, it’s not like that. Kaseem and I just happened, and if we’re being honest, you don’t love me.”

      “You know nothing about me. You don’t know who I love, and furthermore, you’re very unaware of what I’m capable of.” Inhaling sharply, he added, “Nice car.”

      I watched him walk off, thinking about what he said.

      Pulling myself together, I went inside the main house to thank my man again, before going to the guesthouse to get ready for tonight.
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        * * *

      

      Spending every dollar, it ain't no problem, I don't give a fuck…

      “Type of Way” by Eric Bellinger had everyone in the club dancing and grinding on one another. Leila and I had had a couple drinks, while Rhea sipped on her juice. She seemed to be in much better spirits here, which I was thankful for.

      “See, ain’t nothing a little clubbing can’t fix, even when it’s about an ain’t shit nigga!” Leila raised her glass, swaying to Chris Brown’s verse as Rhea and I laughed.

      We both got up to join her, even allowing a few other people to flood our area. Once Rhea and Leila started dancing with two guys, I excused myself to go to the bathroom. I could usually hold my liquor well, but I guess tonight, my bladder wasn’t having it.

      After letting the girls know where I was going, I went down and to the back where the bathroom was. Thankfully, there wasn’t that usual long line you found at the clubs, so I was able to relieve myself fairly quickly. I gussied up in the mirror, then tread out so I could get back to my section.

      “Damn, baby.” A male voice called out over the Meek Mill track, gripping my wrist in his hand.

      “Excuse me!” I turned to bark just as he yanked me into him. “Elliot?” I frowned, staring up at the knucklehead ass nigga who played me the day my mama killed herself.

      “Yep. And damn have you grown.”

      “Let me go.”

      “I’ve missed you. Had I known you’d turn out like this, I would’ve come back to you sooner.”

      “Well it’s too late. I’ve been over you for years.” I was still trying to pry his fingers from my body.

      “I don’t believe it. We were soul mates.”

      “You need to let me go before I knee the fuck out of your balls and turn you into the same sex as me.” I was dead serious, even tapping his nuts with my kneecap to let him know I wasn’t joking and had easy access.

      “Everything good?” Rhea’s voice called out, just as Elliot loosened his grip on me. I threw his hands off because he wasn’t moving fast enough.

      “Yep, fine. Did you have to pee?” I grinned at Rhea, trying not to be weird since Elliot hadn’t moved. I felt his eyes on me as I faced Rhea.

      “Yeah, I do.”

      “Okay, come on.” I reached for her hand, and she slipped it into mine before we switched off to the bathroom, leaving Elliot where he was.

      “So who was that?” Rhea yelled since she was behind the stall.

      “Just an ex from very long ago.”

      “He looked like he was still in love with you. Y’all were standing pretty closely.” She came from the stall. “Are the feelings mutual?”

      “Girl, hell no! He dogged me out on the worst day ever, and I haven’t looked back since.”

      “Why the worst day?” She dried her hands after washing them.

      “Just had some family issues. But Elliot is old news. I have a new man now, and he couldn’t even begin to compare to him.”

      “I hear that!”

      We slapped hands.

      “Well let’s go back because I don’t want Leila going home with some loser ass nigga.”

      We burst into laughter before heading back up to our area, and thankfully, Elliot was nowhere to be found along the way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Everly Jones

          

        

      

    

    
      Today was the first day in a while that that bitch Kasslyn wasn’t here at the office. I wanted to click my damn heels when I saw Kaseem walk in alone.

      He’d been ignoring me ever since I made a fool of myself in his office when I caught him with Kasslyn. The sight still haunted me ’til this day. Kaseem had never cheated on me, and the fact that he chose to with the likes of Kasslyn baffled me.

      Yes, she was a pretty girl, but I was prettier. Not to mention, I had a degree and made my own money. Kassem didn’t have to adopt me from off the street and throw me a bone like he’d done Kasslyn, yet somehow, he favored her over me. That shit was about to be over, however.

      I’d put a lot of time into being with Kaseem, and at the end of this all, I would be meeting him at the end of the aisle. I’d met his family, gone to family events, and the whole nine. Kaseem was my man, and Kasslyn was simply something distracting him at the moment.

      Making sure I looked good in the mirror, I made my way to Kaseem’s office, knocking lightly. I was sure to wear the perfume he loved to smell on me, Daisy Dream by Marc Jacobs, and my cutest skirt suit. It was a beautiful pink color that went well with my supple brown skin.

      Whipping my fresh press, I placed one hand on my hip since I heard his footsteps. He usually yelled for the person to come in, but I guess today, he was on a different tip.

      I wanted to smile seeing his eyes drift down my frame once he answered the door.

      “Good morning, Mr. Banks. May I come in?” I inquired politely.

      He nodded for me to enter, saying, “Feeling better?”

      “I am, thank you. I want you to know that the new commercial is performing well. I have the charts here to prove that an hour after its showing, sales spiked in nearing stores.”

      “Damn.” Kaseem took the paper I’d handed him to review it. “I guess you were right about the fucking color change.”

      “Yep. I do know what’s best. That’s why we’ve been such a great team.”

      He said nothing as he handed me the paper back, then rounded his desk to sit down. His Burberry cologne was prevalent, and he looked like a sexy ass Greek god in his button up and slacks. I watched as he stroked his perfectly lined facial hair that only brought out his sexy features embedded in his deep chocolate face.

      “Anything else?”

      “Well,” I sat down, “I think we should maybe talk. Our relationship has been in a weird space.”

      “Yeah, because you were acting a fucking fool in my office.”

      “Kaseem, I caught you kissing your brother’s fiancée. What did you expect me to do? What if you caught me kissing another man?”

      “I think maybe we should leave shit how it is at the moment.”

      “Meaning?”

      “We go our separate ways, and if we want to pick shit up down the line, then that’ll happen. But for now, I need to focus.”

      I stood up, coming around to his side because I didn’t like what I was hearing.

      “Kaseem, when have you not been able to focus while with me? Don’t I make you better?”

      He was silent, leaning back in his chair sexily.

      Knowing I was gonna have to do more than pleading my case, I dropped down to my knees and unbuckled his slacks. He was still quiet as I began to massage it, getting it hard enough to take into my mouth. I started sucking his dick with all of my might, letting my saliva overflow as I did. He stayed quiet the whole time until we got toward the end, where he grabbed my hair roughly before exploding into my mouth. I took it down with ease, and then looked up at him with a half-smile.

      “So—”

      BRNNGGG!

      His phone rang, cutting me off, and I was baffled when he answered it, putting his dick away. Like I wasn’t even there, he began talking before shooing me out. I did as I was non-verbally told, feeling worse than when I initially came in.

      I speed walked down the hall, head down because I was still in a bit of shock.

      “Oh, sorry!” I exclaimed when I bumped into someone. When I saw it was Kasslyn, I wished I hadn’t said anything.

      “It’s fine.” She floated past me, carrying bags that appeared to have food in them.

      “Did you bring Kaseem lunch?” I had to ask. She paused and turned to look at me.

      “Why?”

      “Because if you work for the company, it’s a bit inappropriate for you to be bringing the boss lunch.”

      “I don’t work for the company any longer, Everly. I provided a service that I have now been paid for. You, on the other hand, do work for Mr. Banks, and surely should not be this worried about who brings him lunch.”

      I didn’t know who this little bitch thought she was, but she was fucking with the wrong one!

      Walking closer to her, I replied, “Bitch, I don’t know what you think this is, but quit the games. You know damn well Kaseem is my man and that I’m fucking him. So yes, I worry about sluts that I catch in his lap bringing him lunch.”

      “I don’t think he’s your man anymore.”

      “You can believe whatever he is telling you to get between your legs, but honey, trust and believe you’re not the first pretty girl to pull his attention away temporarily,” I lied. I didn’t want her thinking she was special. And hell, she wasn’t! Adding more to my fib, I said, “Kaseem does this all the time. He finds a pretty airhead to fuck on when we’re on the outs, but then as soon as we make up, she’s history. So enjoy him while you can, but don’t invest too much.” I winked and then turned around to switch off to my office so I could brush my teeth.

      Hopefully, she was as dumb as she looked, because I needed her to believe everything I’d just told her.
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        * * *

      

      Three days later…

      I hadn’t heard from or seen Kaseem since it was the weekend and I was off from work. He too usually took weekends off, so I couldn’t just drop by the Opulence building to see him.

      I was stuck, until I remembered his friend Warren. He was always hanging out with him, so I figured if I went by there, I could catch Kaseem or at least find out where he was since he wasn’t replying to my texts or returning my calls.

      I wasn’t even the type of woman to chase a man, ever, but I knew I had a needle in a haystack with Kaseem, and I refused to release him. Not to mention, I knew he loved me and didn’t want Kasslyn in the same way that he wanted me. It just wouldn’t make sense for him to. I was damn near perfect, and she was a gutter rat.

      I parked near the curb once I got to Warren’s place, and climbed out. Since it was the weekend, I was in a cute yellow dress that hugged my thin body and showed my even more perfect legs.

      “Damn,” I heard the man in Warren’s yard mumble. I’d never seen him before. “You lost?”

      “Why would I be lost?”

      “Because you don’t belong over here. You belong in one of them uppity ass neighborhoods.” The ruffian smirked.

      “Oh yeah? Well you’re right about that. But I’m looking for Warren.”

      Jerking his neck back, he asked, “For what? You his side?”

      “I’m sure he wishes, but no. I’m Kaseem’s girlfriend. You know Kaseem?”

      With his tongue against his molars, he nodded, eyeing me even more.

      “Kaseem got all the fine ones.”

      “All?”

      “I mean like… from his past. Every girl I’ve seen him claim is as beautiful as you.”

      “I doubt that very seriously.” I adjusted my Chanel. “Everly.” I reached my hand out.

      “Roderick.” He licked his lips. “Well uh, Warren ain’t here. He went to get some shit.”

      “Hmph.” I was frustrated. “Is he with Seem?”

      “Nah, he’s not. Honestly, I think Kaseem is with his other woman.”

      “His other woman? He has no other woman.” Wait, this nigga had better be talking about Kasslyn. Yes, that would piss me off, but at least it would mean that Kaseem didn’t have more bitches.

      “I mean, I’m sure you’re his main, but he got another girl.”

      “Kasslyn.”

      “Yeah.” Roderick nodded, again lustfully taking me in. “I’m only telling you because I think you fine as fuck and deserve better.”

      “I appreciate the compliments, but I love Kaseem and have no interest in what people think I deserve.” I turned my back to him, folding my arms and shaking my head at my personal life.

      “Then in that case, maybe I can help you, but only if you help me.”

      “Explain.” I turned back to face him.

      “Let’s just say Kaseem has something I want, work wise, and I need help getting it. And in return, I can be sure that Kasslyn loses whatever spot she has in his life.”

      “You deal drugs too?”

      “Not a dealer, but I’m in the game.” Roderick had one hand palming his fist as he towered over me.

      I wanted Kaseem out of the drug game, so this deal would kill two birds with one stone for me.

      “You’ve got yourself a deal, Roderick.”

      “Cool.” He shook my hand, smiling smugly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Jamal

          

          One week later…

        

      

    

    
      Yeah, it was true, my feelings for Kasslyn ran about as deep as a puddle, but the fact that she’d left me for Kaseem bruised my ego to no end. The fact that he’d been messing around with her this whole time and I had no real proof, pissed me off. So as much as I tried to just get over it, I couldn’t.

      I was angry with my brother, and I was even more furious with Kasslyn. Every night, I dreamt of wrapping my hands around her neck and squeezing until she took her last breath. No matter how much I prayed for God to rid my mind and heart of such wrath-filled thoughts, it hadn’t worked.

      Not only had Kasslyn ruined my plan to show my parents that I wasn’t the same little boy that they could make life decisions for, but she’d made me feel like less of a man. She made me feel like the same young ass kid in high school who would sit in the shadows of his better looking, stronger, and more suave older brother.

      Growing up, I remembered not even wanting the girls I liked to simply meet Kaseem, because I feared they’d be more interested in him. It wasn’t until I graduated law school and began to come into my own did I start to shed that anxiety and inferiority complex.

      It was part of the reason I even slept with Rhea. The euphoric feeling I got knowing a woman that belonged to Kaseem wanted me in that way, was hard to pass up. Yes, Rhea was beautiful, but I’d seen a lot of beautiful women that I didn’t sleep with. My faith and abstaining from sex until marriage, was important to me. However, Rhea found my weak spot, so I succumbed to her advances.

      Sending off the last contract to a restaurant that planned to add Opulence to the menu, I shut my computer off. I’d been drawing up these damn contracts all day long. I’d even gone an hour over the end of my workday, so it was now 6:30 p.m.

      Just as I grabbed my phone from my desk, it began ringing. I saw Rhea’s name on it. We hadn’t talked in two weeks, which was abnormal. She usually would’ve called me for sex by now, but I guess we’d both been too busy.

      “Hey!” I answered, happy that I was about to get some tonight.

      “Hey, can you stop by?” She spoke softly. Usually, Rhea was boisterous, almost too loud.

      “Sure. I’m actually leaving work now, so I’m gonna go home and change then—”

      “No, can you come straight here?”

      “Uh… yeah, sure, I guess so. Everything okay, Rhea?”

      “See you soon.”

      She hung up before she even finished the last word damn near, making me pull the phone away and stare at it momentarily. Figuring it was nothing, I pocketed my device and packed up the rest of my things so I could head out.

      As requested, I went straight to Rhea’s place, parking in her driveway. I usually parked down the street, in fear of Kaseem dropping by randomly and seeing my car. But he was so up Kasslyn’s hiney that I felt confident he wouldn’t leave from being up under her to make a trip to see Rhea.

      “Wow, we doing role play or something?” I chuckled when Rhea answered the door, wearing tights and a big sweatshirt. She was usually in lingerie or something inappropriate.

      “No. Have a seat, Jamal.” Her tone was dry like on the phone.

      “You sure everything is good?” I sat down like she’d told me to, and she joined me.

      “Jamal, I’m just gonna come right out and say it; I’m pregnant.”

      I jumped back out of reflex, so now I was sitting on the arm of the couch, staring down at Rhea like she’d been dipped in poop.

      “Pregnant? What are you telling me for?”

      “Because it’s very likely that it’s yours. Why do you think I’m telling you!”

      “You have a boyfriend! My brother is your boyfriend!” I was panicking like crazy right now.

      “Yeah, but you’ve been fucking me this whole time and with no protection!”

      “You told me you were on the pill or whatever it is. And this baby is most likely Kaseem’s; you’ve had sex with him more.”

      “I got off the pill as suggested by my doctor, to prepare my body for childbirth in the future.” Taking a deep breath, she added, “And yes, I fucked Kaseem more, but last time he did it to me raw, I was still on the pill. Since I’ve been off, he’s been strapping up for some reason.”

      “No, no, no, Rhea.” I finally sat down on the regular part of the couch and dropped my head into my hands. “So what are you saying?”

      “I’m saying that I am pretty sure this baby is yours. The only other option would be Kaseem, and like I said, unless a condom broke without my knowledge, it’s unlikely.”

      “You lied about that damn pill!” I roared, picking my face up from my hands.

      “I did not lie! You aren’t my man, so I didn’t feel the need to disclose that! Hell, I didn’t tell Seem either!”

      I shot up off the couch, pacing the living room. This was not how my life was supposed to go. I’d already let Kasslyn ruin part of it, and I wasn’t going to allow Rhea to shake things up any further.

      “Look, Rhea. I cannot have a baby with you.”

      “Well you’re about to.”

      “I can’t. So either you get an abortion, or… maybe pin it on my brother, but us being in any type of co-parenting relationship is not going to work.”

      “Wow.” She peered up at me, eyes glazed over as she shook her head. “So it means nothing to you that this child is yours?”

      “It does bother me, but this doesn’t go with my life’s plan, and I don’t love you. Just tell Kaseem it’s his, and I will back you up in any way that you need me to.”

      “No.”

      “I don’t want a child with you!” I stomped my foot like a child.

      “I don’t want one with you either, nigga! Trust me. I wish this was your brother’s baby and not yours! You think I want to be pregnant by some man-child who I have to ride to even achieve an orgasm? Sometimes I can’t even believe you’re Kaseem’s brother because you’re such a fucking loser!” Rhea ranted, and the next thing I knew, my hand was around her neck.

      “You take back what you just said.” I felt my teeth digging into the skin under my lip as I glared into Rhea’s fearful eyes. “You love Kaseem so much, but you’ve been sleeping with me for years. I don’t want you, and neither does he, but you better make him believe this child is his, or I promise to God I will get rid of you. Is that violent enough? Do I sound like Kaseem now?”

      I dropped Rhea from my hold, and she just sniffled and cried.

      “Kaseem is smart, Jamal. He’s not gonna believe it.”

      “Yes he—”

      “He won’t! I already told him I was pregnant, and he hasn’t even come by! If Kaseem thought his baby was inside of me, he would’ve been by here at least once to talk!”

      She was right. My brother was a foolish thug, but he wasn’t the type to abandon a woman pregnant with his child. He was very family oriented, even giving my parents money knowing they didn’t like him as much as they did me.

      “We’ll figure something out. Okay?”

      Rhea nodded, so I brought her into a hug, kissing the top of her head.

      We had to figure this out, because I was not having a child out of wedlock. I would make sure of it by any means necessary.
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        * * *

      

      The very next morning…

      “Jamal!” My mama happily greeted me, yanking me into a hug. The scent of fresh cornbread and fried chicken hit my nose as I backed her into the house.

      “Hey, Ma. I need to talk to you about something serious.”

      “Is everything alright?” She pulled away, looking up into my eyes with a worried expression.

      “Not quite. Is Dad here?”

      “No. He’s out running his errands per usual.”

      We both sat down but across from one another in the living room. As my mama crossed her legs, I allowed my elbows to rest on my knees.

      “You remember my fiancée, Kasslyn?”

      “I do.”

      “Well, she and I aren’t together anymore.”

      “You’re not? Why, honey? I thought we were going to do some cake tastings next week.”

      “That’s been canceled.” I sighed, trying to appear more bothered than I actually was. “She left me for Kaseem.”

      My mother’s jaw dropped, picked back up, and then dropped again.

      “Kaseem who?”

      “Kaseem, your first-born child.”

      Silence.

      Laughing after a moment of quiet, my mama said, “You’re joking. Is this one of those pranks you young folks do on the VuTube?”

      “It’s YouTube, and no. Ma, she’s really with him. He even threatened me about her, saying if I tried to get her back, he was going to harm me,” I lied.

      I knew she’d believe it because my parents felt like Kaseem was the most violent person on the streets.

      “How did this even happen?”

      “His ego, Mama. Kasslyn was the first woman I had that didn’t want him… well, initially. I guess he couldn’t take it, and he made a move on her.” I pretended to sniffle.

      “Oh, honey.” She came and sat next to me, rubbing my back.

      “Ma, I love this girl, and he just took her. He doesn’t even love her like I do. He has Everly, Rhea, and even this jezebel that works the front desk named Alexis.”

      “Don’t worry, baby boy. I will handle this.” She kissed my temple, making me smile as my face rested in my palms.
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      “Hello?” I answered my office phone.

      “Hey, boo.”

      “Alexis, what have I told you about being unprofessional?” I asked sternly.

      “I’m sorry, b—I’m sorry.”

      “And stop using the damn work phone for personal calls. Do either one of those again and I’m firing you.”

      “Wait, but this isn’t personal. Someone is here to see you. She’s an older lady.”

      “What’s her name?” I began looking at my calendar.

      “I don’t know.”

      “Well ask her, what the fuck?” I barked, closing my eyes and pinching the bridge of my nose to calm down. I swear females like Alexis were only good for slurping nut.

      “Okay.” Alexis pulled the phone from her ear for a moment and then picked it back up. “She says she’s your mother.”

      “My what?” I finally sat up. “Send her back here.”

      “Okay.”

      I hung up, wondering why the fuck my mama had come all the way downtown to see me here. I felt like I never even crossed her fucking mind unless I showed up at her and my pops’ crib to give them some bread. So the fact that she drove all the way down here was alarming. I was hoping some shit hadn’t happened to my father.

      “Ma.” I rose up when she entered my office, looking around the room in disdain. Her deep complexion was identical to mine. “You good?”

      “I should be asking you the same thing.” She shut the door, so I gestured for her to have a seat on the leather couch in here.

      “What you here for?”

      “I’m here to find out if you’ve lost your mind, or if you’re doing drugs.”

      “What?” I frowned, making myself a drink at my bar before walking over to her. She was seated, but I stayed standing over her.

      “Jamal let me know that you preyed on his fiancée and took her.”

      “Preyed?” I laughed. “I know you know as well as anybody else that Kaseem Banks doesn’t have to prey on a woman, Ma.” I snickered because the shit was funny, before taking another sip of my drink.

      “You think it’s cute and attractive to be some womanizer? You don’t even care that you took your brother’s woman, do you? You’re like a possessed animal, and all these women are pieces of meat to you.”

      “Cut the dramatic shit, Ma. Jamal don’t give a fuck about that girl. Can’t you see right through the bullshit? You ain’t never heard him mention Kasslyn, now all of sudden he’s in love and about to marry her ass?”

      “He kept her a secret until he was sure.” She shrugged. She’d tell herself anything to protect her image of her precious Jamal.

      “Did you know he met her while she was working as an escort.” The shock on my mother’s face was satisfying like a muthafucka. “Or did he tell you that same shoe store story he told me.”

      “An escort? That sweet young girl is not an escort.”

      “No, not anymore. She’s mine.”

      Taking a deep breath, my mom got up from the couch and moved closer to me.

      “Kaseem, you can have any woman you want, that’s been proven. Let your brother have her back. Be with Everly, or even Rhea who I don’t care too much for, but leave Kasslyn alone. At this point, you’re just being a greedy showoff.”

      “I don’t want Everly, and I don’t want Rhea’s ass either. But what I do want is for you to get out my office with this bullshit. Kasslyn is mine, and it’s gon’ stay that way whether you and Jamal want it to or not.” I walked to the door and opened it.

      The only thing my mama could do was look me over and shake her head in disappointment. I didn’t really give a fuck, because she’d been giving me that look my entire life.

      Closing the door behind her, I gave it a few minutes before leaving myself to go holla at Jamal’s ass.

      Like always, I walked right into his office, seeing that he was on a phone call. Only because I knew he was handling business for my company, I didn’t snatch the shit and hang it up. The whole time he talked, he kept looking at me suspiciously via his peripheral, since he was turned sideways behind his desk.

      “Yes, exactly. So I will have my assistant set up an appointment as soon as possible, okay? Great. Thank you, Mr. Kire.” Jamal slowly hung up the phone as I took a seat across from his desk.

      “So you running to ya fucking mammy now?” I smirked, shaking my head at his pathetic ass.

      “I didn’t run anywhere. I went to our parents’ house for dinner like I do here and there.” He leaned back in his chair, clasping his hands together. “I was visibly upset, and Mama wanted to know what was bothering me.”

      Standing, I laughed.

      “Jamal, I been around since the day yo’ ass came into this fucking world. Who you think you fooling? What you thought, Mama was gon’ scare me into not fucking with Kasslyn no more?” I cocked my head, towering over him at his desk. I could see the terror in his eyes.

      “Kaseem, man, I don’t want things to be like this. We’ve always been close, and now it feels like we’re enemies, all over Kasslyn.”

      “So don’t let the shit get there. You ain’t a qualified enemy any fucking way.”

      Exhaling heavily, he responded, “I don’t want to be. I just don’t get how you could do this to me. She was my girl. So now every time I bring a woman around, I have to be worried that my own brother will take her?”

      “Jamal, quit acting like you were in love with Kasslyn. She was a fucking chess piece in yo’ stupid ass game, and she deserves better than that. You know damn well if you brought a bitch around that you were really fucking with, I wouldn’t even look her fucking way.”

      “How do I know!” He hopped up.

      “Because I just fucking told you! I ain’t never in my life pressed up on a female you was interested in! But with Kasslyn, I know you, and I knew you wasn’t feeling her like you claimed. Shit happened, and I started to give a fuck about her ass, so I wasn’t gon’ let you do her dirty!”

      Jamal began pacing, lips tight and hands at his waistline. Little nigga was angry. Shit was comical because he wasn’t about to move nothing.

      “Bro, you say I don’t know her, neither do you.”

      “I know more than you do. You couldn’t tell me shit about her background.”

      “That was then.”

      “Okay, where are her parents?” I frowned, crossing my hands at my waist.

      “Gone.” He waved off nonchalantly. “Dead. Her mama died of cancer or something.”

      I chuckled.

      “Exactly. Let this shit go, and we’ll have peace. Otherwise, shit is gon’ get worse, and Jamal, you already know you’ll come out losing. That’s how it’s always been, right, bruh?” I gave him a half smile, enjoying the sight of him seething.

      “You’re right. I’ll let it go.” He sat back down behind his desk. “Our relationship as brothers is more important to me than a woman I have no real connection with.”

      “Smart man.” I turned to leave.

      “And since I’m your brother, and I love you… and since you do have genuine feelings for Miss Collins, I guess it’s right I tell you that it was my idea she lie about her sexual status.”

      Whipping back around to face him, I frowned. “What?”

      “About her being a virgin. Yeah, see, I knew if we told the truth, which is that she’s not virginal at all, you, Mom, Dad, and everyone else would shame me. So… we lied.”

      “You’ll say anything, won’t you?” I shook my head at his lying ass.

      “Fine. You don’t believe your own blood, why don’t you ask her?”

      Declining to say anything, I left Jamal’s office before I hauled off and beat his ass. No way he was telling the fucking truth. I’d been all up in that pussy, and if it wasn’t some virgin shit, then baby girl hadn’t been touched in shit… years. I knew not every girl bled everywhere and all that shit, so there was no real way for me to tell. I just believed her, and the fact that Jane told me to her knowledge Kasslyn hadn’t fucked her clients. Jane’s ass had no reason to lie.

      I’d fucked plenty of bitches, virgins included, and Kasslyn seemed no different from them, even her mannerisms in bed from when I first smashed her.

      “Nah.” I shook my head as I entered my office, closing the door behind myself.

      I wasn’t about to let Jamal fuck with my head.
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      Just three nights later…

      Tonight, Kasslyn and I were out to dinner. Even though we’d been fucking around for a nice while now, this was only the second time we’d actually been somewhere nice. I’d even given her my card so she could hit the nail shop, salon, and shop a little bit. Shit was crazy how I had no issue spoiling Kasslyn, giving her whatever the fuck she wanted.

      Don’t get it twisted; I was never the type of nigga to be selfish with my bitches. I’d given both Everly and Rhea gifts here and there, since a lot of shit was simply chump change to me. But with Kasslyn, I was much more generous because a nigga wanted to be. Everly and Rhea usually asked me for shit, or hinted at a bag or a pair of shoes that had caught their eye.

      “You did all this for me?” I smirked before sipping my drink.

      Batting her eyelashes as the restaurant’s dim lights illuminated her mocha complexion, Kasslyn replied, “Of course, who else?”

      “That’s the right answer.” I took her hand to kiss the back of it. “I think it’s time you switch places with Jamal.”

      “Meaning?”

      “You come live with me in the main house, and he can go back to the guest house.”

      “Is he gonna be okay with that?”

      “Don’t matter; that’s my house, and you mine. Right?”

      “Yes.” She gave me that shy smile before eating more of her food. “When I first met you, I thought we’d end up in a knife fight, not this.”

      “Nah. You knew you wanted to sit on this dick.”

      “Nigga, please. The last thing I wanted was some dick.”

      Her comment made me think about what Jamal had said earlier. That was a statement a virgin would make… right?

      I had to close my eyes briefly to rid my mind of its current thoughts. I was doing just what my brother wanted me to; doubting Kasslyn and looking at her ass sideways on the low.

      “Yeah, but now yo’ ass is addicted.”

      “I plead the fifth.”

      We laughed in unison, just as a figure approached our table. Kasslyn and I both looked up to see Rhea standing there, angry as hell. She was glaring down at Kasslyn, shaking her head as if she’d betrayed her in some damn way.

      “Rhea,” Kasslyn and I said at the same time.

      “How the fuck you know her?” I pointed to Rhea, talking to Kasslyn.

      “How do you know her?” Kasslyn retorted, cocking her head, wearing a confused look.

      “He knows me because I am his girlfriend!” Rhea hissed. “And she’s one of my clients! I thought we were friends! How dare you fuck with my man!” Rhea snatched Kasslyn up by her hair, and the two women began to tussle.

      I knew Kasslyn wasn’t the fighting type, so I quickly got up to break them apart but was surprised to see Rhea on the losing end.

      “Oh my gosh!” Another patron hollered as Kasslyn and Rhea crashed down onto her muthafuckin table.

      Kasslyn was wearing Rhea’s face out, until I grabbed her ass and yanked her away.

      “You stupid bitch! I am pregnant with his baby and you try to fight me!” Rhea shouted, teeth covered in her blood.

      “Rhea, get yo’ ignorant ass up!” I barked, placing Kasslyn to her feet. I felt her looking at me, I guess wanting answers to what Rhea had just revealed, but this wasn’t the time. “Go to the car, Kasslyn.”

      “Go to the car? Oh, so you pick her over the mother of your child?” Rhea was acting a fucking plum fool in the middle of this restaurant. Every fucking day she reminded me why I would never wife her stupid ass.

      “You ain’t the mother of my fucking child bitch, and stay yo’ ass away from me from now on.” I started escorting Kasslyn out who’d been quiet, so I guess she was in shock.

      “I hope she leaves you for the nigga she was hugged up in the club with! Elliot! That’s her real man!” Rhea shouted at my back as we left.

      The fuck?
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      After hearing what Rhea shouted, I noticed a shift in Kaseem’s demeanor as he continued walking me to the car. I wanted to say something, but honestly, I was still in a bit of shock that the man Rhea had been venting about all this time was Kaseem.

      Here I was, damn near head over heels for him, and she was carrying his child. I should’ve taken my ass back to Jane when I initially wanted to.

      I wasn’t a fighter; however, I did know how to fight and well. But I felt bad for fucking Rhea up the way I had. I liked her, and she was pregnant, but she forced me to knock her ass upside the head when she grabbed my hair.

      Growing up, I was always the one to try and walk away, no matter how disrespectful the person was, but once you touched me, I was going to beat your ass.

      “Is it true?” I asked once we were in the car and Kaseem was pulling off.

      He didn’t say anything; he just turned his music up and sped through the streets. For a moment, I thought he was going to kill us, but somehow, he made every stoplight and didn’t mow over any cars or pedestrians in this Maserati.

      He seemed incredibly angry, to the point where I was now terrified to say anything to him, even though I was pissed too.

      We got home thirty minutes and some change later, and once out of the car, I tried to head back to the guesthouse.

      “Come here,” Kaseem stated seriously, so I followed him into the main house, and up to his large bedroom.

      I’d only been in here twice, and I was amazed by its size and decor every single time like it was the first visit. This man was balling.

      “Kaseem, is what she said true?”

      “What?” He frowned deeply. “Hell nah she ain’t having my fucking baby!”

      “So you haven’t been sleeping with her? It’s not possible?”

      “It’s not possible because I haven’t fucked her raw in a minute.” His jaw twitched as he stared down at me. His handsome face was beyond perfect.

      “So that’s the only reason it’s not possible? You’ve fucked her since you’ve been heavily dealing with me?”

      “I don’t see the problem, Kasslyn. I deal with you, but we ain’t exclusive. I can fuck whomever I want when I want to.”

      My neck jerked subtly because I was genuinely puzzled. I had the complete wrong idea this whole time, and I was a bit embarrassed about it.

      “So you’ve been having sex with Everly, Alexis, Rhea, and me… this whole time?” I did my best to keep my voice from trembling as my eyes began to drip. I immediately wiped the lone tear, not wanting to appear weak.

      “Kasslyn—”

      “Answer the question.” I stepped back when he neared me.

      “Yeah, fuck you want me to say? I just told yo’ ass we ain’t exclusive! Plus, I’ve only been with you lately.”

      “Okay, that’s good to know.” I whipped my body around to exit the bedroom.

      “So you mad?” He got in front of me, blocking the door. “Who the fuck is Elliot?”

      “An ex!”

      “Did you fuck him?”

      “Why?” I was still trying to get around him. I didn’t know why I was trying when his solid ass was hard to move.

      “Because you told me you was a muthafuckin virgin, but now I’m thinking otherwise.”

      Twiddling my thumbs, I stared down at my fresh acrylic nails before peering back up into Kaseem’s hooded eyes. He was upset, and so was I, but I was also afraid to admit the truth.

      “Yes.” I spoke so lowly that I was sure he didn’t hear me.

      “Speak up.”

      “Yes. I had sex with him, but I was seventeen years old, and it was years ago. I haven’t been with anybody since.”

      “So you ain’t think to mention that you lied.” He nodded, laughing a tiny bit as he finally moved away from the door.

      “I thought you knew,” I lied… again.

      “How!” he roared, making me jump. “How the fuck would I know! I’m going off what the fuck yo’ ass is telling me!”

      “So now you don’t like me because I’m not a virgin? You’re the one hoeing around fucking town!”

      “I don’t give a fuck if a bitch is a virgin or not! I’m pissed that yo’ ass lied about the shit because now I don’t trust yo’ ass!” His glare was so intense that it rendered me speechless.

      “You lied too!”

      “About what, Kasslyn? Huh? I never once said that you were my girl and that I was only fucking you. Nah. But you told me multiple fucking times that I was the only nigga to ever fuck you.”

      “I didn’t want you to be mad… I’m sorry! It was Jamal’s idea to lie.”

      “Yeah, and it was yours to keep the shit going. You can go back to the guesthouse, Kasslyn. Fuck what I said earlier.”

      My feet were stuck as tears trailed my cheeks.

      “Kaseem, it doesn’t matter really. What matters is that it’s only been you lately. And like you said, it’s only been me lately.”

      “Kasslyn, even if I did want to be exclusive, you’re a fucking liar, and I can’t be with a female I don’t trust. So get up out of here.” With that said, he walked off to the bathroom within his room and shut the door.

      For ten minutes straight it seemed, I stood there not knowing what to do. Finally, I left the bedroom and went back to the guesthouse to cry myself to sleep.
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      After submitting my portfolio, a little bit ago, I was accepted into design school. I was so happy about it and thankful that I would have something to keep my mind off of the drama that surrounded me. I’d just finished picking the classes I would be taking, so to celebrate, Leila and I were going to go have a fancy lunch.

      “Okay, so how long before you get rich off of this shit?” Leila quizzed as she twirled her fettuccine onto her fork. I had the same thing but with chicken and shrimp. I was starving and willing to spend the extra cash.

      “Not sure.” I giggled. “But ever since I did the design for Opulence, I made a website for myself and added that to my portfolio. I’ve been getting quite a few email inquiries about work.”

      “Okay then, Kasslyn Collins. Don’t forget me on your way up.” Leila tossed her new strawberry blonde wig.

      “I know you don’t plan on working for Jane forever.”

      “Actually, I do, at least until I meet a paid sucker like Jamal who is willing to marry me without even knowing me.”

      “No, Leila, you can get your own money.”

      “How, Kasslyn? I’m not smart, and I don’t have a talent like you do. You’re a phenomenal designer, and that’s something you can make plenty of money off of. Me on the other hand, my only talent is riding dick and talking shit.”

      We both burst into laughter, but it ceased as I began to think about what Leila was saying. I loved her, and I didn’t want her continuing this lifestyle forever. She was always cheering me on, but never herself.

      “Well, maybe you can be like my assistant or something, until you figure things out. We all have a talent, we just have to figure out what it is.”

      “Will this assistant job pay me $8,000 a week?”

      “Damn, bitch. That’s how much you make working for Jane? I only made half that, before giving her, her cut.”

      “That’s because you weren’t giving up the pussy.”

      “Shit. Well then yeah, stay your ass over there until I get rich.”

      We doubled over in laughter before continuing to eat our food.

      Once we had dessert, we paid and then did a little bit of shopping, both buying one another gifts from Louis Vuitton. We always did stuff like that, and the stores always differed.

      When our feet began to hurt from being out, I invited Leila back to Kaseem’s place so we could relax in the guesthouse. She agreed to spend the night, which I was excited about.

      “Ooh, so many wine choices.” Leila took a bottle out, examining it. “Can we open this one?”

      “Yep, of course.” I nodded. I didn’t know if we could since it belonged to Kaseem, but fuck him. We hadn’t talked in days.

      I grabbed some wine glasses from the cabinet as Leila worked the cork and then popped it. Once we filled our glasses, we returned to the living room, cut the fake fireplace on, and relaxed.

      “You okay?” Leila quizzed, because after I took a gulp of the wine, I felt like it was going to come up.

      I was about to respond, but I knew I was about to vomit, so I jumped to my feet and raced to the side bathroom since it was closest.

      Dropping to my knees, I hugged the toilet and puked my guts out right into it. When done, I noticed Leila nearby, pulling my hair into a ponytail.

      “Was that wine spoiled?” I groaned, wiping my mouth with some of the tissue from the roll.

      “Honey, wine doesn’t spoil; it actually tastes better the longer you don’t open it.” Leila caressing my head felt so good. “Are you sure it’s not anything else?”

      “Anything else like what?” I whined, eyes closed, and enjoying the soothing feel of her rubbing my head.

      “Like a baby.”

      “What?” I quickly snapped out of my illness so I could stand up. “No, what the fuck?” I cut the water on to rinse my mouth, before storming out so I could go to the main bathroom where my mouth utensils were.

      Leila followed me, standing in the doorway as I began to brush my teeth.

      “I mean, you told me you had sex with Kaseem.”

      “And? I had sex with Elliot back in the day too. Doesn’t mean I was pregnant when I threw up.”

      “True, but you didn’t have unprotected sex. Let’s just check to be sure.”

      I rinsed with mouthwash then spit it out before saying, “Okay. I’ll do it so I can shut your ass up.”

      She chuckled as we returned to the living room to put back on our shoes.

      We went straight to CVS Pharmacy, got the tests, and then came back where I took them. I already had to pee since I hadn’t done so for a minute.

      “Okay, time’s up. Let’s go look.”

      “Happily.” I pranced to the bathroom to check the tests, and what I saw made my mouth dry up and my stomach cramp.

      “Oh shit.” Leila came and stood next to me. “Well at least he’s rich.”

      “Leila, money doesn’t mean anything.” I scooped one of the tests up for a better look as if the result on it would change.

      “You told me you loved him, and you think he feels the same way.”

      Leila’s statement made me remember how out of the loop and stupid I was to think Kaseem loved me. How foolish was I to think he and I were some Romeo and Juliet when I was nothing but an addition to his long list of bitches.

      “He doesn’t love me.” I sat down on the closed toilet top, staring at the hamper across from me.

      “He said so?”

      “Basically. He has other women that he’s seeing as well, and one of them claims to be pregnant by him.”

      “Claims? What the fuck he say?” Leila folded her arms.

      “Yeah, claims. He says it’s not the case, but it’s Rhea.”

      “The bitch from the club? What kind of soap opera shit is this, Kasslyn?”

      “I had no idea she even knew Kaseem, Leila. And when I tried to discuss this possible baby, we somehow moved to the topic of me lying about being a virgin.”

      “Wait, you told him you were a virgin? Why, Kasslyn? That’s not even like you.”

      “Jamal made me tell him that because of his religion, and I just never… corrected it. So now, he and I aren’t even doing what we were doing before.” Placing the test on top of the hamper, I said, “I knew this would end with both he and Jamal hating me.”

      “Well you still have to tell him.”

      Shaking my head, I felt so incredibly stupid.
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      I hadn’t heard anything from Kaseem, but I was happy that Jamal had given me his location the night of the dinner with Kasslyn. I was honestly shocked when I saw her sitting across from him.

      All Jamal told me was that Kaseem was out to dinner with another woman and shot me the address so I could make a scene, breaking them up. I expected it to be this Everly Jones he mentioned, but it was someone who I thought was becoming my friend. Then for her to beat on me, knowing I was carrying his child, let me know she was a shitty person.

      I sat back on the couch after finishing my plate of homemade nachos, but the sound of my doorbell going off made me sit back up. Promptly, I checked my phone to see if Jamal had called or something, but nothing was on my screen. I was hoping this wasn’t Ashley, because I’d told her ass about popping up over my house unannounced.

      “Kaseem.”

      I felt like I was losing my breath seeing his fine ass standing there in gray sweats, a white tee, socks, and slides. His butter smooth dark skin was lickable, even while being covered in a bunch of tattoos. His hair was freshly cut into a fade, and his facial hair was lined up perfectly.

      As he slipped into my place, his Burberry cologne assaulted my nostrils. I loved this man and hated that, in actuality, I was carrying his nephew and not his son.

      “Shut the fucking door.”

      Like he told me to, I closed the door while watching him sit down on my couch, throwing his arm along the back. Eyeing his icy watch, I took a seat next to him.

      “Kaseem, I—”

      “Let’s be for real right now.” He stroked his facial hair. “Who you pregnant by?”

      “You. I—”

      “I’m gon’ ask you again, Rhea, and I want you to tell me the fucking truth. You know damn fucking well that ain’t my kid in ya stomach. I haven’t hit you raw in almost a year, so how the fuck is that my kid? Every condom I used on yo’ ass was intact and bought by me.”

      I couldn’t help it, so the tears filled my eyes before dripping down my cheeks. I didn’t even have the strength to wipe them away. As badly as Jamal didn’t want this baby to be his, neither did I. However, I wasn’t going to kill my child simply because it didn’t have the father I preferred. It was still a part of me at the end of the day.

      “Kaseem, I love you so much. I love being with you, but sometimes you neglect me, and overtime, the loneliness drove me to do things I regret.”

      I was sobbing, but his face was stale. He didn’t even give a fuck about what I was saying to him.

      “Who. Are. You. Pregnant. By?”

      Nibbling on my lip, I contemplated on whether or not I should tell him the truth. But I knew if I lied and he found out later, it would be worse for me. I was sure I’d gone too far for us to ever be together again, but maybe if I were honest, it would work in my favor.

      “Jamal.”

      “Jamal Banks?”

      “Yes. He came over one night and comforted me when you weren’t answering my calls, and it just happened.” I couldn’t say we’d been sexing for years.

      “So Jamal just randomly came through to comfort you, of all fucking people, and you ended up pregnant.” Kaseem burst into laughter, shaking his head and standing up. I wanted him to be more upset, to show me this bothered him, but it seemed like he didn’t give a damn.

      “Well I mean, we know each other and—”

      Leaning down in my face, one hand gripping the couch arm, Kaseem clenched his teeth and said, “You telling me that my brother just happened to know I was ignoring you, came over, fucked, and then that was the end of it?”

      “Yes.”

      “And that’s why I never took yo’ ass serious, Rhea. Who the fuck you think you running a muthafuckin game on? You been fucking his ass and slipped up.” He stood up straight and started for the door. “Then trying to pin that shit on me.”

      “No! That is a lie!” I hollered, standing. “It was one time and never happened again! It was his idea to say it was yours!”

      “Good luck to you and yo’ kid.”

      “Wait, Kaseem!” I grabbed his shirt, but he threw my hand off of him. “Baby, I’m sorry! I don’t want to be with him. I wish this was your baby! He doesn’t even want it! He told me he’s basically gonna be an absentee father!

      We can keep this between the three of us and raise this baby as ours! He won’t care. And technically, it has some of your blood.”

      “You must have no idea what type of nigga I am if you thought that weak ass plea was gon’ convince me to build a home with yo’ hoe ass. If my brother don’t want it, you better find a nigga who does. He’s my nephew, so I’ll do shit occasionally, but you and I are a done deal.”

      “What if I got an abortion!” I didn’t want one, but right now, I would say anything to keep Kaseem.

      Before I found out about Kasslyn, and whomever Everly was, I was so confident, that I would allow Kaseem to talk his shit and leave. But now that I knew he had options, I was afraid he’d never come back to me, especially now that I had done the unthinkable.

      “Rhea, even if you’d never fucked my brother and/or got pregnant, I wouldn’t want you. It’s over with, and if you pull anything else, I have no problem getting rid of yo’ ass.”

      I couldn’t help but cry as I looked up into his eyes. There was no love there. All this time, I assumed he loved me, despite him never saying it, but I was seeing that he never said it because he didn’t. I wasn’t used to life without Kaseem, so I didn’t know if I could just take what he was telling me.

      “Can you maybe think about it!” I yelled as he treaded sexily to his car. The thought of my name no longer being associated with his made me feel sick to my stomach. This was a decade plus old relationship! I wasn’t Rhea if I had no Kaseem.

      Kaseem ignored me, continuing to his car, before hopping in and pulling off. I watched him drive until I couldn’t see his car anymore, then turned around to rush into the house. Shutting and locking the door, I ran to the bedroom to grab my phone, dialing up Jamal.

      I paced my bedroom as the line trilled, and when his voicemail picked up, I ended the call then tried again.

      “Rhea, whatever it is, I am not in the mood. I have a lot of work to do today, and—”

      “He knows,” I whimpered. “Kaseem knows.”

      “Knows what?”

      “What do you think? I guess me breaking up his date made him curious. Maybe he thought I was lying the first time, I don’t know! But he came over and pressed me about who I was actually pregnant by.”

      “And why didn’t you stand your fucking ground and say him!”

      I’d never heard Jamal use the F bomb, so this nigga was afraid. The most his holy ass had ever said was damn or hell, and even that was rare.

      “I tried, but he knew. He’s not an idiot, Jamal. I told you from jump he wasn’t going to fall for it!”

      “Fuck!” Jamal hollered the F word again. “You are gonna regret this, woman. I promise you.”

      Click.
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      I was panicking like crazy, wondering how I was gonna get out of having to face Kaseem. I’d never technically full on fought my brother, but I’d seen him fight on plenty of occasions, and it was never pretty. Plus, the punches he drove into my face recently, didn’t exactly feel the greatest.

      I wasn’t the fighting type, even a little bit, which is why I steered away from the lifestyle he led as much as I could. No way I could run drugs or do whatever the hell it was that he did. I didn’t tote a gun, and I didn’t brawl.

      And I had no problems not being a thug. I liked my life and how simple it was. I worked my job and took myself home at the end of the day. Weeks later, I collected a check for my hours. That was how I liked things. I didn’t enjoy spontaneity or living on the edge, and I wasn’t the type of man to exude that macho man bravado. I was simply Jamal Banks, a lawyer who loved the Lord.

      Over the past months I’d become someone else entirely, and now my world had spun out of control, all because I tried to help the needy. Kasslyn Collins had ruined everything.

      “Yes, Mr. Banks?” My assistant Laurel answered the phone.

      “Hey, cancel any appointments I have for the day. I am not feeling well and am about to go to the ER.”

      “Certainly. Is everything alright, Mr. Banks?”

      “No, everything isn’t alright, Laurel! If it were, I wouldn’t be going to the damn ER!”

      I didn’t mean to blow a fuse, but I was on edge, and she was asking dumb questions.

      “Of course, sir.”

      Inhaling and exhaling deeply, I pressed the button again. “My apologies, Laurel. I am just feeling really ill.”

      “It’s fine, Mr. Banks. I will handle the appointments.”

      I shoved most of the things I needed into my Louis Vuitton briefcase and hurried out, barely speaking to Laurel on the way. I’d realized as I was packing up, that Kaseem could’ve been on his way here to approach me. After all, he obviously knew where I worked and during what time frame.

      Throwing my briefcase into the passenger seat through the driver’s side, I slipped in and floored it out of there. I was driving like a bat out of hell, even though I had no clear idea of where I was going.

      When my father popped up on my GPS screen, attempting to reach me, it hit me that I could go over there. He and my mom had been calling me for the past three days, and I’d been declining to answer because I wasn’t in the mood. Plus, after Kaseem threatened me, it didn’t feel as nice to have them bash him over stealing Kasslyn. Stupid whore.

      “Damnit!” I hissed, after knocking over one of my mother’s garden gnomes because I’d pulled into the driveway too quickly. I damn near tripped out of the car, and rushed to the door, fumbling with my keys. “Jamal, relax,” I told myself before taking a deep breath.

      I got my hands to stop shaking long enough to slip the key into the door and let myself in. As I shut and locked it, I heard someone move on the couch, and almost shit on myself seeing Kaseem there staring at me.

      “Sit down,” he directed me, and after a moment of hesitation, I dropped my belongings and did as he’d asked.

      “Where are Mom and Dad?”

      “Went on a cruise. That’s why they’ve been calling, to let you know.” Kaseem lit a blunt, knowing our parents didn’t allow such activity in here.

      “So a few of the contracts that came in today—”

      “You fucked Rhea?” He cut me off, blowing smoke out and almost killing me.

      I didn’t know what came over me, but instead of responding, I decided to try and make a run for it.

      “Ah!” I groaned in pain when Kaseem cut off my path, gut punching me with so much force that I crouched before falling to the floor.

      “Get the fuck up, dummy.” He snatched me up by my collar and shoved me into the wall after ashing the blunt in the nearby ashtray.

      “Bro, please.” I panted, stomach feeling like it had gone through my back. “I didn’t mean to. It just happened and…” I licked my extremely dry lips as Kaseem just glared into my eyes, holding my shirt collar in his fist. “I mean, come on… like you told me, you don’t even love, Rhea. Don’t let her come between us.”

      “You think I got you hemmed up over the fact that you fucked Rhea?” Kaseem grinned, confusing yet scaring the hell out of me. “I been over that bitch, and I never trusted her funky ass anyway. But she told me yo’ mark ass is talking about not claiming the kid.”

      “I don’t want it. It’s out of wedlock!”

      “Yeah, well you fucked out of wedlock, Jamal, so guess what? If she brings that muthafuckin baby into this world, you gon’ be father of the fucking year, or I swear to God, I’ll break my foot off in yo’ ass every time I lay eyes on you.”

      My chest rose and fell out of anger. Kaseem was supposed to be on my side, not Rhea’s.

      “She needs to just get an abortion.”

      “Well if she don’t, you gon’ do what the fuck I told yo’ ass to. You got it?”

      I nodded, so he let my collar go and backed away.

      “This is all Kasslyn’s fault, Seem. She—”

      “It’s Kasslyn’s fault you fucked one of my hoes and knocked her up?” His brows raised. I simply looked away. “Yeah, thought so.”

      “I just—”

      WHAM!

      Kaseem went across my face with a closed fist, making blood splatter around and outside of my mouth. I couldn’t even talk because I felt like all of my back teeth were loose.

      “That’s for trying to convince Rhea to pin yo’ fucking kid on me like I’m stupid. Keep yo’ muthafuckin distance from now on unless it’s work related or got some shit to do with our parents. And I’m gon’ have eyes on you, making sure you ain’t no deadbeat, even before the baby gets here.” He smirked, and I knew it was because through the pain, he could see how disgruntled I was.

      Kaseem left me right there, and after realizing the blood wouldn’t stop and that I couldn’t talk, I drove myself to the damn ER for real.
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        * * *

      

      My jaw was all messed up and swollen, so I definitely had been taking some time off of work. At the moment, I’d been staying at my parents’ house since they were still away on that damn cruise. I couldn’t call them either, because my dad left a voicemail the last time, saying their phones wouldn’t have service.

      I was depressed as ever, thinking about having to take care of Rhea and that baby. I was a grown man and should’ve been able to make my own decisions, but I ain’t wanna suffer several broken jaws and whatever else Kaseem decided to hit if I didn’t listen to him. I swear, 90 percent of the time, I was wishing that I were an only child.

      My phone rang, pulling me from my sad thoughts, and I saw Catharine’s name. Usually I wouldn’t answer, but I missed her and missed being around somebody that truly cared for me.

      “Hey.” I answered dryly, due to my jaw.

      “Hi, love. I really miss you, Jamal. I know you think you love—”

      “Hey, can you come see me? I’m at my parents’ home.”

      “Yes, of course! I’m just leaving a prayer meeting, but I will come straight to you. Want any food?”

      I smiled as much as I could before replying, “Yes, please.”

      A half an hour later, Catharine was at the door, so I got up to let her in. Whatever she had in them containers smelled good.

      “I’m happy you invited me over, Jamal. I feel like I haven’t been able to see you, well, spend time with you in a while.”

      Closing the door, I responded, “I know, and I’m sorry for that.” I gestured for her to sit down. She did, placing the containers on the coffee table.

      “What happened to your jaw?” She reached to caress it gently, making me close my eyes.

      “Got into an altercation. But look, I want to apologize for how I’ve been acting and how I basically discarded our whole relationship for a woman I had no feelings for.”

      “Why did you do it? I thought you loved me.”

      “I do, a lot. But…” I glanced down for a moment. “I just got tired of my parents choosing my path, so even though I wanted you, I hated that they chose you. You know this already.”

      “Yeah.” She twiddled her thumbs. “So what now?”

      “Now I want to be with you. I want us to get married next spring like we used to say.”

      “Oh my gosh! This is like a dream right now! I thought I’d lost you forever.” She hugged my neck tightly, making me wince since she’d bumped my jaw. “Sorry, baby.” She pecked it lightly.

      “It’s cool. Listen though, during these past few months, I wasn’t on the Lord’s path.”

      “I know.”

      “So I did something. I did something really bad.”

      “Whatever it is, we can pray for God’s forgiveness.”

      “Yeah, we can, but the problem will persist and be a poison to our union. Now I don’t know about you, but I don’t want anything threatening our bond as husband and wife.”

      “You know I don’t either.” Her eyes darted around my face. “What did you do?”

      “I engaged in premarital sex, and the woman I did that foul act with is now pregnant.”

      Catharine gasped, her eyes already glossed over.

      “Jamal—”

      “I don’t want the baby, Cat, at all. Only kids I want are with you. Now I’ve told this woman this, and she won’t accept it.”

      “She’s in love with you or something?”

      “Yeah, I think so,” I lied. “Anyway, I need you to help me figure something out because I can’t have any illegitimate children. You deserve a better husband than that.” I moved her hair from her face.

      Catharine was perfect, with her deep caramel skin, dimples, golden straight hair, and extra thick body. I enjoyed how the weight looked in the somewhat tight clothes she wore.

      “Don’t worry, honey; this will be fixed.”

      Smiling widely, I leaned over to kiss her, before we prayed then feasted on the food she’d brought.
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      Can't wait 'til I'm inside… Beat, beat 'til the sunrise… All up in her hair like a hair tie…

      Usher’s “Peace Sign” played over my bedroom as Alexis rode my dick with her fine ass. I gripped her hips, watching how she wound them while going up and down as sweat dripped between her breasts. She was sexy as hell but just had tumbleweed between her fucking ears.

      “Oh shit!” she called out, body trembling as she came down on me for the third time.

      Flipping her over, I pressed her face into the pillow and beat her shit down until I was filling the condom up and she was leaking yet again.

      Just as I slid my dick out, I heard a knock at my bedroom door, which caught a nigga off guard. I knew Jamal’s punk ass was staying over at our parents’ spot, so I doubted he was the one there.

      I removed the condom and walked to flush it down the toilet before washing my hands and then returning out to my bedroom to slip my boxers back on. Opening my bedroom door, I saw Kasslyn there, in a red dress. It was casual though, nothing fancy, and hugged her body in all the right places.

      “You need something?” I quizzed, hearing Alexis move in the bed.

      “I was wondering if I could talk to you.”

      “About what?”

      “It’s very important, so I’d like to sit down. Maybe I can come inside or we can meet down in the den area.”

      “Baby, I’m hungry!” Alexis called out, making Kasslyn’s facial expression shift.

      “Oh, I didn’t realize you had company. I can come back later.” Kasslyn quickly turned around and walked off.

      I closed the door behind her dramatic ass and then headed over to the bed where Alexis was.

      “Who was that bitch?” Thankfully, Alexis didn’t see who I was talking to.

      “Get dressed and take yo’ ass home.” I snatched up her jean shorts and top from my floor, then tossed them at her.

      “I thought we were gonna have some food fir—”

      “You got three minutes to get the fuck up out of here, Alexis.” I was talking to her but already headed toward the bathroom within my bedroom.

      I hopped into the shower to clean up, and then brushed, rinsed, and flossed. I put on some sweats, a t-shirt, then hoodie, before slipping on some socks and sneakers near my door. Making my way out, I went straight to the guesthouse in the back to see what it was Kasslyn had to talk to me about.

      I had no interest in dealing with her, because I viewed her differently now. I thought her ass was being honest this whole time, and to find out she lied about something as stupid as fuck as being a virgin pissed me off. All the times I’d slid up in her raw, I was jeopardizing my fucking health without knowing. Just the thought of that shit had me hot.

      I knocked on the door, wanting to give her ass some privacy, and about fifteen seconds later, she answered. She was still in her dress but had on a zip up hoodie that she wore open.

      “Come in.” She stepped back.

      “Thanks.” I waltzed right in and took a seat on the couch. “Aye, so I think that you should definitely look into moving out. Either that or you gon’ have to start paying me $1,000 a month for this spot. I usually rent it out every summer, and Jamal stays in the main house, but I can’t if you gon’ be in here; therefore, you gotta pay up. Let me know what you wanna do.”

      Kasslyn stared down at me since she was still standing, and then moments later, she nodded before pushing her hair behind her ears. Just like always, she looked beautiful. Dark skin was flawless as ever, body was on point, and she smelled like some type of soft ass flowers. Virgin or not, I missed fucking her, even though I had plenty of hoes I could slide up in.

      “Yeah, I will start looking at some places because I can’t afford that much a month right now.” She sat next to me.

      “What happened to the bread I paid you for the damn logo?”

      “I still have some of it, but it will eventually run out, Kaseem. I don’t have a revolving income as of yet.”

      I nodded, agreeing with her explanation.

      “Well yeah, just let me know. Jamal won’t be staying here no more either, so in case y’all plan on rekindling, being here isn’t an option.”

      “I don’t plan on rekindling with anyone. Now if you’re done giving me the rundown and regulations, I’d like to say something.” She peered up at me, and I sucked my teeth.

      Why was I so damn angry with her lying ass? I wasn’t even this mad with Rhea, and that bitch had done some way worse shit. As for Everly, I barely thought about her ass. Kasslyn stayed on my fucking mind, and I hated the shit.

      “Go ahead.” I folded my arms and sat back, waiting.

      “Thanks.” She took a deep breath. “So I don’t really know how to say this, but we haven’t been as careful in the bedroom as I’m sure either of us would have liked. And because of that, I’m umm…” She glanced off momentarily. “Because of that I’m going to have a— we’re going to have a baby.”

      “We’re?”

      “Yes. That’s usually how people word it, I think.”

      “Yeah, when they know who the father is.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “How the fuck I know I’m the daddy? Shit, how do you know? One minute you a damn virgin and the next you got exes who you don’ fucked before, just mysteriously popping up on you.”

      “I haven’t seen or talked to my ex in years, let alone had sex with him!”

      “How the fuck I know that? Yo’ track record shows that you a fucking liar. And how is it that you ain’t seen or talked to the nigga but he just happened to know where the fuck you was?”

      “Kaseem, I don’t know. It’s not like he moved away—”

      “Oh, he told you he ain’t move away when y’all talked?”

      I’d never been this jealous in my life, but right now, I was heated at the thought of her fucking that nigga and having his baby.

      “I haven’t talked to him! That night at the club was the first time in years, like I just told you, nigga! The only person I have been fucking lately is you! Now I am pregnant, and it belongs to you.”

      “Yeah, well like I said, I don’t know that, so I’m gon’ need some sort of proof that it belongs to me.”

      Tears welled up in Kasslyn’s eyes as she shook her head. She wiped the one that fell and looked away for a second before regaining eye contact with me.

      “I just really had the wrong idea about you.”

      “About me? Fuck out of here. I had the wrong idea about yo’ ass.”

      “Yeah, I guess you did. But at least I only made you believe that I was a virgin. You made me believe that you cared about me, that you were a real nigga who handled his responsibilities, and that what you and I were doing was something genuine. I just wish I saw that you were a fraud from the beginning.” Rising before I could say anything, she added, “You can let yourself out, and I will be gone in the next two days.”

      I watched Kasslyn walk to the back bedroom and decided to leave it alone. She called me a fraud, and I was liable to choke her ass out, so it was best I go home.

      She’d better be gone in two days. No way was she about to be on my property carrying another muthafucka’s baby.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Kasslyn

          

          Just four days later…

        

      

    

    
      As promised, I moved out of the guesthouse connected to Kaseem’s home. I had nowhere to go, so I didn’t know why I chose such a quick time for me to move.

      Long story short, I ended up on Jane’s doorstep, asking if I could come back. To my surprise, despite me dodging her and her calls, she allowed me in. I was sure it was for the money, but I really didn’t care.

      Jane agreed that I could attend classes on their designated days, and that she wouldn’t schedule me for any daytime escorting. I was happy about that because design school was very important to me, even though I’d designed for a company as big as Opulence already and had a few new orders in the queue for smaller companies.

      “I’m so happy you’re back.” Leila sat down on my bed as I finished getting dressed. I had class today, and like always, I was excited.

      “I thought I would be miserable, and granted it’s only been forty-eight hours, but I’m happy too.” I went to join her on my bed for a second. “I missed you and being comfortable.”

      “Are you ever gonna tell me what Kaseem said about the baby, or did you not tell him?” Leila rolled her eyes.

      I was ashamed of his response, which was why I’d been putting off telling her anything that had to do with that dreadful conversation. I honestly didn’t expect Kaseem to react the way he did. I knew he wouldn’t be delighted, considering our current relationship status, but to claim I was pregnant by someone else, let alone Elliot of all people, was absurd.

      Rhea knew what she was doing by mentioning him, and now that she’d done so, it was causing unnecessary issues. For that reason alone, I no longer felt bad about beating her ass.

      “He said it’s not his.”

      “What? Does he know how sex works?”

      Chuckling, I replied, “Yes, Leila, but that bitch Rhea made it sound like I’d been dealing with Elliot, so that coupled with the virgin lie has him suspicious and in denial.”

      “Oh hell no. We’re gonna go over the—”

      “No, we’re not gonna do whatever it is you were about to say.” I gripped her forearm and brought her back down onto the bed. “I know you’re tough, but Kaseem is no puppy dog. Also, I won’t beg him to do anything. When the baby gets here, he will find out the truth then.” I got back up to pack my purse.

      “Humph.” Leila folded her arms. “You’re better than me. I would be over there beating his ass.”

      “And what would that do?” I turned to look at her, throwing my bag on.

      “Probably nothing, but still.”

      We cackled in unison before we both left my bedroom. I locked up the door, hugged Leila, and then met my Uber outside to head to school since I left the car Kaseem got me at his mansion.

      I only had two classes, with each running for a total of three hours. We did a lot of written work, lectures, and tests in the first three, and the second was more hands on stuff. This was only my fifth time coming, and I was really enjoying it. Some lectures were boring as hell though, I will admit.

      It was break time for my first class, and since we had thirty minutes, I decided to go to the cafe so I could get a decaf iced macchiato, a sandwich, water, and some almonds. I wanted a honey bun, but I felt like all of that would give my secret away.

      Every time I thought about my baby, a bittersweet feeling came over me. I was excited to be a mom, even though this wasn’t the best time, but on the flipside, I hated that the relationship with its father was in the state that it was.

      “Okay, that comes to $13.44,” the cashier let me know after ringing me up.

      “It’s cool. Just add it to mine.” A tall light-skinned guy walked up. He looked a little thuggish, not the design college type at all, but hey, people from all walks of life went here. “Give me a scone please.” He peeled off some cash for the girl behind the register.

      “Oh no, I don’t need you to do that. I have my own money.”

      “I hope so.” He smirked. Hmm, very handsome.

      “Thank you.” I gave him a closed mouth smile and then went to wait for my things. Once I had them, I went to sit at one of the tables outside to enjoy the sun while I feasted.

      “Since I treated you, do you mind if I sit?” The same man approached the table.

      “Uh no, it’s the least I can do. I’m Kasslyn.”

      “Rod.” He nodded. “I’ve never seen you here; how long you been enrolled?”

      “Not long. This is only my fifth time on campus. I attend class twice a week.” I ate some of my sandwich. “No offense, but you don’t give me design vibes.”

      “Oh no? What do I give?”

      “Construction, maybe?”

      He laughed and shook his head.

      “I guess that means I look strong, so thank you. But no, I draw. I know it’s not the most manly thing, but I enjoy it.”

      “No, no, I think it’s great.”

      Again, we smiled at one another, before I changed the subject. Rod sat with me, just chatting my entire break, and we decided to exchange school emails. He wanted my number, but I wasn’t comfortable with that. Plus, I just wanted a school friend, nothing more.

      A few hours later, I was done with both classes, so I went straight home so I could make myself a meal then take a nap.

      As I placed the perfectly made tacos onto my plate, Jane entered the kitchen, smiling at me.

      “Evening, schoolgirl.” She came closer, inhaling the scent of my food. “Only five tacos? Why not more?”

      “Yeah, it’s a lot, I know, but school makes me ravenous.” Jane was the last person I wanted to know that I was pregnant.

      “I see. Well I have a date for you tonight.”

      “Oh?” Fuck! I was banking on laying up, doing a little design work, and watching TV.

      “Yes. He’s an older gentleman, so I don’t think he’s going to want sex, but I didn’t inquire.”

      “Jane, you know that’s one of the requirements to take me out.”

      “No, it was a requirement. Now that you’re back, you must know that the rules have changed. You give the client what they want, no matter what it is. So if he wants to stick his dick in your ear, then you let him.”

      “No, Jane, I—”

      “Yes, you will, Kasslyn, or you will be packing up your things and leaving immediately. And where will you go? Back to Mr. Banks’ place? According to you, he made you move out.”

      “Jane, are you jealous that Kaseem and I—”

      “Jealous? Honey, please. This is about business.” She moved closer to me. “I have a business to run, and part of that business is making sure my clients are satisfied. So if you cannot get with the program, I will be forced to put you out.”

      “Of course.”

      She made an about face and started out of the kitchen but stopped.

      “Oh, and I will be interviewing him after to check on your performance. If he gives me anything but kudos, you will pack your things tonight. Understood?”

      “Understood.”

      I knew by the look she was giving me that she hated me. She hated me because of Kaseem. Little did she know, he wanted me about as much as he wanted her frail ass.

      I didn’t know how I was going to wing tonight without giving it up, but I had to figure something out.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Date night…

      After putting my earrings in, I stared in the mirror, in disbelief that I was back where I’d started, only in worse condition.

      Tonight, I had on a tight red dress with matching red stilettos from YSL. I had a red clutch to go with it, and wore all gold jewelry, including my watch. My hair was in beach waves, sweeping my shoulder blades every time I moved.

      I waited until Jane came up to let me know my date was here, before I spritzed on some of my Miu Miu perfume. It was one Kaseem had gifted me, and I loved the smell too much to leave it behind. I checked the price when deciding and knew I didn’t want to repurchase myself.

      Cutting my light off, I locked up my bedroom and then started down the mezzanine until I reached the top of the stairs. I saw Jane next to my date in the distance, so I descended with a smile on my face like I was taught to. I wore my red lip by Fenty to be sure I made a good impression. As soon as I got close enough to see my date’s face clearly, my stomach dropped to my ankles.

      “Kasslyn, this is—”

      “Allen.” I finished her sentence, baffled at the fact that I was face to face with the man who caused my mother to take her own life.

      “Uh, yes.” Jane looked confused by the fact that I already knew his name.

      “Wow, Kasslyn. You look beautiful.” He grinned.

      I was thinking maybe he didn’t remember me, but that was impossible. I was a whole grown teenager when he was in my life, and the brother wasn’t that old. Not to mention, it hadn’t even been ten years since I’d last seen him. He surely remembered me unless he’d been in some sort of accident.

      And to make matters worse, Jane always tells your date your name, and even allows them to see a picture of you before agreeing to choose you. By saying that, he knew well before right now that he was going on a date with his dead ex-girlfriend’s daughter.

      “Kasslyn.” Jane interrupted my thoughts.

      “Yes, thank you so much. Allen, could you give me a quick second while I have a word with Jane? I promise it won’t be long.”

      “Sure.” He nodded, giving his approval.

      Jane’s face expressed the opposite though as she stepped off to the side and I followed. Once I felt like we were out of earshot, I spoke up.

      “Jane, I can’t go on this date with him.”

      “Kasslyn, I told you—”

      “He’s the one. The man that drove my mother to commit suicide, remember I told you?” I pleaded for her to understand with my eyes.

      When her face softened, I felt a sense of relief.

      “Kasslyn, it has been four years, and you’ve had plenty of time to mourn the loss of your mother.”

      “It’s not about that. It’s just weird. He was like a father to me for so long.”

      “And what am I supposed to do with that? He is paying a lot of money to take you out, so either you walk out of the door with him or walk out of the door alone and do not come back. Quit acting like he’s your father. You’ve gone out with men seven or eight years his senior before.”

      “Ja—”

      “Either you go or get the hell out. Grow up and quit acting like a damn child who has to get what she wants by using her dead mother as an excuse.”

      I felt the heat rising inside of my body and urging me to go across Jane’s face. But I had to remember that I had no job outside of this one, and even if I found one, it wouldn’t pay enough for me to start from scratch all the while having a baby. So, I would go on this date, but I would surely be getting the fuck out of here as soon as possible.

      “Yes ma’am,” was all I said as I treaded back over to Allen with a smile.

      He put his arm out, and I hooked mine around it, allowing him to lead me outside and to his nice BMW. He opened the door for me, and I slid in, then waited for him to join me.

      “Would you like the heat on?” he inquired, buckling up after starting the nice smelling car.

      “No, actually, I’m fine.”

      It was strange to me that he was acting like he didn’t know me, but maybe it was for the best.

      Allen talked about why he felt the need to hire an escort the whole way to the restaurant. He claimed it was because he worked so much and hadn’t had time to meet someone that he wanted to take out. He was way too busy to court anyone and felt an escort fit his lifestyle since he could drop in and out of her life with no issue. That made me feel sick, thinking about him possibly coming back to take me out again.

      Finally, we were at the restaurant, some seafood place along the beach that was very upscale and beautiful. As soon as I sat down, my phone rang loudly, and I looked down to see it was Kaseem. Jane had a strict rule about our phones staying on vibrate, so I quickly declined his call and adjusted my phone’s ring setting.

      “Important?” Allen quizzed, lying his cloth napkin across his lap.

      “No, not at all.”

      He was dressed in a brown tweed suit jacket, a deep burgundy button up, and his slacks were a navy color. His shoes were a two-tone brown. His cologne was woodsy, and very… father smelling. I’m not sure if that was just the scent or if it was in my head.

      “They have some great options here. I usually get the feast, which comes with lobster, shrimp, red potatoes, scallops, corn, and some spicy sausage.”

      Nodding, I replied, “I will have that as well.” Closing the menu, I asked, “Do you remember me, Allen?”

      “Of course. How could I forget a name like Kasslyn?” He filled his glass using the carafe of ice water on our table, then took a drink.

      “Oh.” I was bummed. I didn’t know why. “Did Jane send you pictures and things?”

      “Yeah, and because of my membership level, she sent me a few pictures of you and two other girls to choose from.”

      He chose me? Yuck!

      “I don’t mean to be offensive in any way, so forgive me if I am, but why would you choose to take me out?”

      “Why wouldn’t I? You’re a beautiful girl, and I already know you.”

      My clutch was vibrating against my thigh, and when I checked on the sly, I saw it was Kaseem calling again. I hit ignore.

      “Well you used to know me. I’m not the same person anymore. And this isn’t weird for you to be taking me out? You were my mother’s boyfriend and for a very long time.”

      “I was, but she and I were never really that in tune. I liked her, she was beautiful, and we had a good run, but it wasn’t as deep as you’re making it out to be.”

      Squinting my eyes, I stared at him, trying to make sense of his words. My mama took her own life because he left her, and he felt their relationship was superficial?

      “Allen, you know why she killed herself and—”

      “Kasslyn.” He shook his head. “I brought you out tonight to have a nice time with a beautiful woman. This is not a 20/20 interview. Let’s eat and have some nice conversation. You don’t want me giving Jane a bad report, do you?”

      “My apologies.” I sipped my water.

      The rest of the dinner was okay since I let him do all the talking and just nodded and smiled or acted impressed. Thankfully, when it was over, he drove me right back to Jane’s, and I couldn’t get inside of that house fast enough.

      Even though he didn’t touch me, I showered well, and then brushed, rinsed, and flossed my teeth. I used mouthwash then slipped into my silk nightgown before crawling into my bed.

      My head hadn’t been on the pillow for two seconds before I heard someone using a key to enter. It couldn’t be anyone but Jane because she was the only one with keys to everyone’s room.

      “Kasslyn.” She called my name, and I looked over my shoulder at her. “Nice job tonight.”

      “Thanks,” I whispered before watching her retreat and close the door.

      My life would forever be a shit show.
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          Two evenings later…

        

      

    

    
      “Miss Jones, I am all finished with the chart.” One of the girls who worked under me, Asia, entered my office.

      “Thank you. Go ahead and leave it on the table, please.”

      Asia walked the files over and set them down as directed, while I continued working. I could barely focus because all I kept thinking about was if Roderick’s plan was going to work. He agreed to run it down for me tonight, because I was tired of him saying to just let him handle things and he’d let me know when I needed to intervene. Fuck that.

      Currently, I was looking at an email from a PI I’d hired, showing me cold hard evidence that Miss Kasslyn Collins had been an escort all the way up until this year. I wondered if Kaseem knew that about his little wounded orphan animal that he was so protective of.

      “Miss Jones, are you alright?” Asia’s voice bombarded my thoughts.

      “Yes, Asia, why wouldn’t I be?”

      “Not sure. You just seem a little down, and I’ve noticed you and Mr. Banks haven’t really interacted with one another.”

      “Oh, well I’m fine. I’ve just been a little bit under the weather.”

      “Oh, okay, good. Well not good that you’re sick but good that you’re okay.” I simply gave her a smile before tending back to my work. “Are you and Mr. Banks still together? People are saying it’s over between you two.”

      “What is this, high school? And who is saying such things?”

      “Just people who work on the floor.”

      “Well Asia, you let them know, since they care so much, that Mr. Banks and I are very much together. We’ve just decided to cool things off while in the office because it’s not appropriate, being that he’s the CEO and I’m the head of marketing.”

      “Oh, makes sense. Okay, nice talking to you, Miss Jones.”

      “Shut the door behind you.”

      When Asia left, I sat there seething at the fact that people up here had noticed the shift in the relationship between Kaseem and I. I did not deserve his behavior, and I wanted him to realize that he had a good woman in me before it was too late.

      Did he realize how many men wanted to date me? Yet, here I was pining for him, just for his ass to pay me dust. This fling with Kasslyn was going on way too damn long, and even though Roderick claimed his ‘plan’ was fail proof, I needed to do some groundwork of my own. This PI was only the beginning.

      I dialed up my assistant and let her know that I was going on my lunch early, and that until I returned, Asia was in charge. I fixed my lipstick, fluffed out my hair, and then grabbed my Louis bag before leaving my office and eventually the building. I floored my Porsche out of the parking lot, and seemingly didn’t slow up until I was parking in front of Kaseem’s parents’ home.

      I checked my appearance in the mirror, and then got out of the car to tread up the walkway then ring the doorbell.

      “Everly, is Kaseem okay?” Mr. Banks answered the door with a worried expression.

      “Well I will let you decide that.” I entered the home.

      Kaseem’s father allowed me in and gestured for me to have a seat.

      “Everly, wow, honey, you look beautiful.” His mother beamed at the sight of me, dusting her hands off on her apron. “Will you be having lunch with us?”

      “Sure, why not?” I set my purse to the side of me. “Did you all know that Kasslyn, the young lady bouncing between your sons, is an escort?” I got right to it, making his father’s jaw drop, and his mama stop walking to the kitchen. She didn’t look as astonished as her husband for some reason. It was like she already knew.

      “An escort? Like a hooker?” Mr. Banks frowned.

      “My point exactly, but just a high class one.” I pulled my phone from my purse and showed them the photos from my email. “Those are a few of the dates she’s been on. And the last photo is a whorehouse, for a lack of a better word.”

      “What the hell is wrong with our boys?” Mrs. Banks’ brows dipped as she peered over her seated husband’s shoulder at my phone. “I’d heard things about her… but I guess I needed proof.” She furrowed her brows.

      “Not sure what’s wrong with them, but I love Kaseem, and I am willing to help reel him back in so he won’t be caught up in her mess. You know escorting is illegal.”

      I smiled with glee on the inside, watching Kaseem’s parents look up from my phone with a worried expression. They already felt like Kaseem was a bad apple, so this would really make them say something to his ass. Maybe him hearing that I was the one for him from his parents would plant the seed that I needed in his stupid ass mind.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Later that night…

      “Fuck you wear that for?” Roderick answered the door to his plush condo, wearing his signature black wife beater and baggy jeans.

      “You said to wear black.” I stepped inside, looking around as if I’d never been here before.

      We’d met up a couple times, just for him to update me on his process of fucking Kasslyn. I wanted to know more though and how him sleeping with that bitch was going to help me. I also wanted to know exactly how he expected me to help him in getting Kaseem out of his way professionally.

      “Yeah. I meant tights and a sweater or something, not no damn ball gown.”

      “Excuse me, hoodlum. This is far from a ball gown. It’s called a peplum dress.” I dusted his couch off and sat down. “Can we get some more lights in here? I need to see better.”

      “You can see fine. Want a drink?”

      “No.” I shook my head. Roderick locked the door and then came to sit next to me. “So explain the shit with Kasslyn.”

      “I told you. I’m gonna get her where I want and fuck. Right now, we email back and forth.”

      “Email? When do you plan on sleeping with her? Next year? You couldn’t even get her damn number?”

      “Relax, I know what I’m doing. Kasslyn is the type of girl who needs a friend first, and then she’ll be putty in my fucking hands at that point.”

      “Okay, so then what?” I rolled my eyes.

      “Then I invite her over, smash, and make sure it’s on video tape. Get that shit in Kaseem’s hands easy, and it’s a wrap for her.”

      I smirked, liking the sound of that.

      “Well, when? And it shouldn’t be that hard because I found out she used to be an escort. Maybe offer her some money and see how she responds.”

      Roderick nodded, like he was taking in what I’d just told him.

      “That’s good to know.”

      “Yeah. And now with Kaseem?”

      “All I need you to do is distract him. I know the route he and Warren take to get the money from the houses and shit. At one of the stops, we gon’ rob him.”

      “Umm, no.”

      “Umm, yes. If you want me to go along with the Kasslyn plan, then you gon’ do what I asked. Kaseem really likes her; thinking about proposing… he told me.”

      “Are you fucking serious?”

      “As a heart attack.”

      “I can just show him that she’s an escort.”

      “He’s in love, baby girl. Niggas like Kaseem don’t fall in love, and when they do, nothing can keep them from their woman. You think some old ass pictures gon’ make him leave her, when he’s talking about proposing?”

      This thug had a point.

      “Okay, so what all do I have to do?”

      “Literally nothing. All I need you to do is be my second gunman. Hold the gun on Kaseem while I rob him. Once I get one of the cash bags, we gon’ dip.”

      “Oh, that’s it?”

      “Yep.”

      “How will that get him out of the game?”

      “Once the boss finds out he got robbed, Kaseem won’t be getting no more work, and his reputation will precede him; meaning, ain’t no muthafucka gon’ wanna put him on.”

      “Ah, okay. And we won’t hurt him, right?”

      “Nah.” Roderick sucked his teeth. “We ain’t gon’ hurt yo’ precious nigga.” He shook his head, removing a blunt from his pocket.

      “Okay then, I’m in.”

      Soon enough, I would be back with Kaseem, and not only that, he’d be out of the game.
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      “Hey, so when do you think you’re gonna move out?” Catharine asked as we laid up in my bed at my parents’ house.

      “Soon. Why, you don’t like being here?”

      “No, no.” She turned on her side to face me. “I love being anywhere you are. I just figured that you’d want your own place soon. You’ve always lived with someone.”

      “Yeah, because I don’t see the point in buying a home before I’m married. You know this.”

      “Understandable.” Sighing, she added, “But we know we’re going to be married, so maybe we should start looking into some places. That way we can have it ready by the time we say ‘I do’ in the spring.”

      “That’s not for a while, Cat, but when it gets closer to the time, we can start.”

      “Jamal, finding and purchasing a house can take months. Then if there are renovations—”

      “I said we can look when it gets closer to the time.”

      Catharine nodded and shut up just like a woman was supposed to. That was why I loved her. She understood God’s plan and how a woman in the Christian community was supposed to behave. Kasslyn never understood that.

      “Well I can’t wait until we have our own home and are married. It’s gonna be great.” Catharine grinned.

      “Yeah.” I eyed her thick thighs. She was wearing a dress, not a short one, but it had risen up a bit. I ran my hand along it, making her tense up slightly. “Hey, since we know that we’re going to be married, why don’t we get into the act. That way by the time everything is signed, sealed, and delivered, we’ll have it all figured out.”

      “What do you mean?”

      I leaned over to kiss Catharine, slipping my tongue into her mouth. She stayed in position, kissing me back, and that continued for about five minutes straight.

      I wasn’t used to a woman who was a virgin. I’d been sleeping with Rhea, who had experience, so right now, I didn’t know what to touch, say, or do next. If I wasn’t upset with Kaseem, I’d text and ask.

      We pulled away from the kiss, which was awkward, because now it was silent. Catharine turned onto her back, lacing her fingers under her large breasts.

      “Can we have sex?” I questioned. I was horny, and right now the feeling of having sex overpowered my want to follow in the path of righteousness. I knew I’d be overcome with guilt once I released, but right now I didn’t care.

      “What!” she exclaimed.

      “I mean, we know we’re going to be together, so why not, baby?”

      “Because it’s a sin, Jamal.” She sat up, frowning. “We cannot engage in premarital sex.”

      “But see, that’s for people who ain’t getting married. That’s for people like Kaseem who have sex with no intention of marrying that person,” I explained, sitting up like her.

      “Jamal, I don’t know what happened to you, but I don’t like it.” Catharine got out of the bed. Grabbing her boots to put on, she added, “When you make your way back to God, come find me, but this new you is not it.”

      “Catharine!” I shouted when she stormed to my door. “Catharine, bring yo’— ah!” I threw my pillow at the door, angry and horny.

      I felt like I had no other option, so I hopped off the bed and grabbed some sneakers to put on.

      “Is everything alright?” My mama burst in.

      “Yes, everything is alright! I told you to knock before you come in here, Ma!”

      “Sorry.” She was still standing in the doorway as I tied my shoes. “Did you meet Kasslyn via an escort service?”

      “A what?” I acted surprised.

      “An escort service.”

      “No, of course not. Ask Seem that. That’s his woman now, not mine.” I rose up and then slipped around her before she could reply.

      “I wanted to ask you since technically she was your woman.” My mother followed me to the living room.

      “Not anymore.” I grabbed my coat from the rack, along with my keys. “I’ll be back a little later.”

      “Where are you going at—”

      I slammed the door behind me so I wouldn’t have to answer her question, then hopped into my car. I drove right over to Rhea’s and was happy to see her car was in the driveway. Spraying my breath with some mint spray, I exited the car and jogged to her front door before knocking.

      “Jamal, I—”

      “Can I come in? I wanna apologize for the comments I made about our child,” I faked.

      “Okay.”

      Rhea pushed the screen door open, so I walked in, inhaling the scent of some type of buttered bread.

      “You made bread or something?”

      “No, it’s a candle.” She pointed to it. My stomach grumbled anyway. “So what do you have to say?”

      “That I’m sorry and that I want to be in my kid’s life. I mean, I’m going to be in its life.”

      Rhea simpered.

      “Okay. Well I’m glad to hear that. When do you think it will be a good time to tell your parents?”

      “Give me a week or two.”

      “Sure.” It was quiet but then I moved closer to kiss Rhea. My hands went right under her shirt so that I could pull it up, but she stopped me. “What are you doing?”

      “Come on. We already got a kid so—”

      “Wow, that’s why you just apologized and gave me that little line about our kid? You wanna fuck?” She laughed angrily.

      “What? No. I could have any woman I want!”

      “Yeah right! Your only other option is that pulpit bitch Catharine, and I know her rotund ass ain’t giving you no pussy! Get out!”

      Again, I understood why Kaseem never saw Rhea as more than a girlfriend; she surely wasn’t wifeable.

      “Do not speak to me that way.” I put my finger up.

      “Nigga, get that damn finger out of my face before I bite it off!” she barked.

      Seemingly, I lost control of my hands, and they were wrapped around her neck… again. We tussled until we fell to the ground, and I squeezed tighter, hoping the life in her body left and right along with that damn baby.

      “Ah!” I growled when Rhea clawed my face.

      I immediately let go as she lay there on the floor, panting like she was having an asthma attack.

      “Get out before I call the police!” she screamed, crying hysterically and still breathing hard.

      I scrambled to my feet, and then ran out of the house, praying she didn’t tell Kaseem.

      Driving down her street, I felt like I was going crazy. Catharine was right about me changing, and I didn’t like it either. I hadn’t been the same since I first slept with Rhea years ago, but things seemed to only worsen once I proposed to Kasslyn. I didn’t care what Kaseem said; my life was in shambles because of her. And if I didn’t think he’d kill me, I would surely strangle her.

      I ended up at Catharine’s condo, so I parked and went right to her door. I had a key, so I used it.

      “Jamal?” Catharine came from the kitchen. She could cook like crazy, and it was one of the reasons I wanted to marry her.

      “Hey.” I locked the door. “You were right about me not being close to God anymore.” I shook my head. “But I need you to help me.”

      “What happened to your face?”

      “I went to see Rhea, tried to maybe get back with her because I was angry with you. And when I didn’t say what she liked, she scratched me up,” I replied somberly.

      “She is horrible!”

      “Which is how I know she will ruin our marriage, Cat.” I stared down into her eyes as she caressed my cheek gently. “I need your help; our marriage needs your help.”

      “Okay. Just promise me you will quit backsliding once all of this is over.”

      “I promise.” I pecked her. “Now what did you cook, woman?”

      Giggling, Catharine led me to the kitchen to show me.

      I loved this woman, and I did want to marry her, but I needed her to handle Rhea for me since Kaseem was keeping me from doing so.
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      A few days later…

      I’d tried calling Kasslyn for the hundredth time, but her ass would never answer. I even texted, but of course got no response. My next move would be to pop up on her, but I didn’t wanna seem too damn thirsty, so I had yet to do that. However, desperate times called for desperate measures.

      After she told me she was pregnant and I responded the way I had, I’d been feeling like shit. Here I was, forcing Jamal’s ass to stand up and be a man, but wasn’t doing the shit myself. Yeah, I was pissed that her ass had lied and probably did fuck that nigga Elliot, but something deep down told me that was my kid. And if I found out that it wasn’t, I just might shoot Kasslyn’s ass.

      But at this moment, I was about to get at Elliot my damn self.

      “Says make a left right here.” The homie Warren pointed.

      I’d asked for him to get one of his street tech homies named Cory to find out who the fuck Elliot was. I had nothing but his first name, but when he came back with a list, I was able to narrow the shit down. This nigga that I was pulling up on right now matched the right age and location that Kasslyn’s Elliot should’ve been at.

      Parking a little ways down, I told Warren to chill because I ain’t need no damn backup. Only reason his ass was even with me was because the tech muthafucka hit him up while I was driving, and I didn’t wanna waste time dropping him off at home.

      I spotted who was supposed to be Elliot, chilling on the porch smoking what looked like a cigarette. He wore a strange look when he saw me, like I was coming here to fuck him up for something. Noted.

      “Aye, you Elliot… Henshaw?” I inquired, remembering what was supposed to be his last name according to Cory.

      “Why?”

      I chuckled, going closer until I was right at his porch steps.

      “It’s a yes or no question. Ain’t ya mama teach you not to answer a question with a question?”

      “Yeah, I’m Elliot. Fuck you need to know for?” He tossed the cigarette and stepped on it while rising up.

      “You been fucking Kasslyn?”

      He smirked, rubbing his hands together, and next thing I knew, I was on his porch, hemming him up against the wall while pressing against his neck with my forearm.

      “No! No, aight! I ain’t touched that girl for a long ass time!”

      “What’s a long time, muthafucka?” I gritted my teeth.

      “Like seven years.” He glanced at his front door, like he was making sure someone wasn’t listening.

      I frowned, knowing that was a lie due to Kasslyn’s age. I was about to inquire on the time length again until a woman emerged from the home, holding a baby on her hip.

      “Let him go!”

      “Bitch, get yo’ ass back in the house ’fore I make you swallow yo’ fucking tongue!” I hissed, and she did as she was told with her big head ass.

      “Come on, don’t talk to my wife like that, man.” Elliot complained like a bitch.

      Dropping him, I said, “How long you been with her?”

      “Like six years.”

      “Double dipping.” I shook my head. That’s why he gave me that fake ass time length. “Who told you Kasslyn was at the club that night?”

      “Nobody.” He rubbed his sore neck. “Shit was a coincidence, man, shit.”

      “Well let me tell you something in case you decide you want a muthafuckin recap of what you had with Kasslyn; that’s my woman.” I palmed my chest. “She got my baby in her, and if any muthafucka tries to push up on her, I’m rocking his shit and fucking his bitch. You get me?”

      “Of course, man, of course.” His punk ass threw his hands up in mock surrender.

      “Cool.” I gripped his shoulder extra tight, making him sink down and whimper in agony.

      Chuckling because the shit was funny, I let go and then bounced.

      Now that I had answers, I really needed to get my girl back.
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        * * *

      

      That night…

      “It’s all here.” I looked at Brandon, the head nigga of the specific trap I was at. I had about three more houses to hit before meeting up with Warren and maybe Roderick’s old trifling, stupid ass.

      “Told you. You know I wouldn’t play you, Seem.”

      “Smart man.”

      We slapped hands, and then I took the bag to my trunk before shutting it.

      I started down the street, listening to some music and thinking about Kasslyn’s ass like usual, when my whip started to swerve.

      “The fuck?” I frowned, realized my fucking tire had popped or been sliced. My mind immediately went to Rhea as I pulled over and shut the engine off.

      Hopping out, I slammed the door as I eyed the tire that was damn near shredded by this point.

      “Open the fucking trunk,” a voice called out, and when I looked over my shoulder, I saw two muthafuckas with guns and masks. One was significantly smaller than the other, letting me know it was a female, or a short nigga on female hormones.

      POP! POP!

      As soon as I reached for my gun, the bigger one let two off into my body, one in my leg and the other in my abdomen. The other gunman screamed in a high-pitched voice, confirming the fact that it was a bitch.

      The shot to my stomach paralyzed me for the moment, so I dropped down, unable to move as I watched the bigger one reach into the car to pop the trunk.

      “You said we wouldn’t hurt him!” the female called out.

      “Get the fucking bags!” the big one hissed, before I heard a lot of movement and then running. He was speaking funnily like he ain’t want me to know who he was.

      As I laid there on the ground bleeding, I told myself that if I lived, to remember that the voice of that female belonged to scheming ass Everly.
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      “Good morning, beautiful.” Rod sat down next to me at the round table I was eating at.

      “Good morning.”

      “I was thinking maybe you could come over one night and we could chill, talk, and maybe brainstorm on design ideas.” He smiled widely.

      “Well… no, I don’t think so. I have a lot of work to do.”

      “Aww, come on, Kass.” He pushed my hair behind my shoulder. “You need to be able to take some time off.”

      “Yes, but I don’t want to.”

      “Please. It’s like I’m lonely as hell here.”

      I stared at his sad ass face and finally replied, “Okay. Email me your address, and I will see.”

      “Cool.”

      I waited until Rod got up and then pulled my iPhone from my purse. Kaseem had been blowing me up and sending ‘can we talk?’ texts for a while now. I planned to ignore him for life, but he was my baby’s father, so we did need to be cordial.

      I went into my recent calls and tapped his name, shoving a fry into my mouth as the line trilled.

      “Hello?” A woman answered the phone, catching me off guard.

      “Uh, umm, is this Kaseem’s phone?”

      “Yes it is.” Her voice sounded mature, relaxing me a little bit because I doubted this was some woman he was fucking. Then again, I put nothing past friendly dick Kaseem.

      “Hi, this is Kasslyn, could I speak to him please?”

      Why was she answering his cell phone anyway?

      “He’s sleeping right now, Kasslyn.”

      “Oh. Uh, well when he wakes up, can you tell him to please give me a call? He’s been wanting to talk.”

      “Kasslyn, Kaseem was shot a little over twenty-four hours ago, and he’s resting right now. He doesn’t need any of your drama.”

      “Where is he—”

      Click.

      After she hung up, I recognized the voice to be Kaseem’s mother. Panicking, I grabbed my things and ordered an Uber on the way to the waiting area. Once it told me one was on the way, I called Jamal.

      “Yes?”

      “Hey, I know you hate me and have no reason to give me any information, but can you tell me where your brother is? Like which hospital?”

      “Hmmm.” He pretended to think. I swear I hated this man and couldn’t believe I ever agreed to be his wife. I was such a lost cause.

      “Jamal, please. We’re not even together; I’m just making sure he’s okay.”

      “Y’all aren’t?”

      “No, Jamal, it’s over. Now can you tell me?”

      “He’s at Statesman Memorial, floor 3, room 330. Hey, but we should meet up and talk—”

      I hung up on his ass, just as my Uber pulled up.

      “Can we change the destination?” I asked as soon as I’d gotten in. I put a different location initially just so it’d let me order it.

      “Sure.”

      After giving the driver the address to the hospital, I sat back, praying that Kaseem was okay. His mama, or who I believed to be his mother, didn’t really give me any information with her rude ass.

      “Thanks!” I smiled at the Uber driver faintly as I hopped out of the car and rushed inside, going to the floor and room Jamal had directed me to.

      When I got close, I saw the door was wide open, and for some reason, I got nervous. I guess I didn’t want to face his parents, knowing I was with one son one minute and the other the next.

      Thankfully, when I stepped in, Kaseem was alone, staring up at some woman talking on the small television set.

      “Kass,” was all he said, very lowly when he spotted me. Even laid up in this bed, he was as handsome as a fairytale prince.

      “Hey.” I moved closer. A chair was already next to his bed, I guess from his mother being here. “How are you feeling?”

      “Tired as fuck, but I got three more days in here before I get out and at the muthafuckas who got at me.”

      “Oh, who was it?” I sat down.

      Smirking, he replied, “You’ve always been nosy.”

      “Just a question.”

      “Nah, not really. That’s sensitive information.”

      “So you’re not going to tell me?”

      “You promise not to say shit? I don’t deal with police or none of that shit.”

      “Cross my heart and hope to die.” I nodded with my eyes closed, and he chuckled subtly.

      “Corny as fuck. It was my homie, well distant homie, Roderick, and then Everly.”

      “Everly? The one who is obsessed with you? I think the medicine has messed with your head.”

      “Nah, it hasn’t. It was her. I been fucking that bitch for a minute, I know her voice.”

      “Wow. Can’t trust anyone these days.”

      “Nope.” He turned to look at me as best as he could while lying down. “Except yo’ cute ass.”

      “I thought I was a liar?”

      “You are, well actually an omitter, which is just as bad in some cases, but not this one.”

      “Oh.”

      “I’m sorry for the shit I said to you. I’ve just never been jealous, and I’ve never given a fuck about a female enough for some shit like that to matter to me.”

      “I accept your apology… or what sounds like an apology.”

      “So that means it’s me and you, right?” He nibbled on his lip, looking extremely sexy.

      “Uh, no. I forgive you for what you said, but I still didn’t like the way you talked to me. I don’t think I can be with someone who says such things to me.”

      “I won’t. Shit was a onetime thing with you, I swear, on some real shit.”

      “I don’t know, Kaseem.”

      “Kasslyn, we got a—”

      “I just came to see how you were doing and looks like you’re okay. So I will go now.” I rose up, putting my purse on my shoulder.

      “Kasslyn!” he yelled after me, but I ignored him as I exited the room.

      If he wanted to date me, he was going to have to do more than some thrown together, bullshit ass apology.

      As I got onto the elevator, I received an email from Rod. Kaseem mentioning that his friend Roderick had done this to him made me very suspicious of my schoolmate Rod randomly entering my life and being so nice.

      Looking down at my phone, I decided to reply.
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        * * *

      

      The next night…

      “You know you grew up to look just like your mother.” Allen smiled as we rode in the back of the limo he’d picked me up in.

      Thankfully, the dinner part of the date was over, because I was ready to get home. This was our third time going out, and each time, it made me sicker to my stomach.

      “Thanks.” I stared out the window. “Oh, that was the exit he needed to take to get to Jane’s.” I pointed.

      “We’re not going to Jane’s just yet.” He touched my thigh. I felt like I’d lost my breath. “I asked Jane for a little more time with you.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yes. I think since this is our third date, we can go a little further. I’ve been moving slower with you due to our history, but…” He shrugged.

      “But what?”

      “It’s time we get on the good foot.” Good foot? He even talked old. This was too much. Unzipping his pants, he demanded, “Pull it out.”

      “Uh, Allen, I don’t think this is a good idea. It’s just too weird for me and—”

      “Fine. We can take you home, and I can let Jane know—”

      “Okay! Okay!” I cut him off, reaching over in his lap as if it were a mountain lion there, waiting.

      I turned away once my hand went through the slit of his boxers and then revealed his penis.

      “Start with a light massage, and then put it in your mouth.”

      Nope!

      “I’m sorry, Allen, I can’t.” I tried to pull my hand away, but he yanked me, forcing my fingers onto his dick again. “Let me go!”

      “Bitch, you better do what the fuck I said before you lose that damn job!” he growled, still trying to force me.

      WHAM!

      I slapped him with my right hand, then punched him twice, making him let my left wrist go.

      “You piece of shit!” I barked, crawling into his lap and fucking him up for what he did right now and to my mother.

      I found joy and solace in hearing him howl and cry as I rained punches down on his face like a madman.

      “Pull over, German!” he screamed, and when the limo swerved, I flew out of his lap. “Get out, you crazy bitch! You’re just as crazy as your Looney Toon ass mama!”

      WHAM! WHAM! WHAM!

      I popped him in the nose and mouth three times, before he pulled the lever to the door and shoved me out. By the time I was to my feet, the limo had sped off, so I stayed on the shoulder of the freeway until I could exit it.

      As I walked, I smiled at the thought of his face and mouth covered in blood, and how both of his eyes were already bruising.
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      Ever since Roderick and I had done that robbery, I’d been on edge. So far, nothing had come back to us, and as far as I knew, Kaseem had no idea who’d done this to him.

      As I pulled up to the Opulence headquarters, I decided to give Roderick’s ass a call because we hadn’t said too much to one another since all of this shit happened.

      “Sup?” he answered nonchalantly.

      “Hey, so what’s up with you and Kasslyn?”

      “I’m working on it.”

      “You’ve been working on it for the fucking longest! How hard is it to get a damn escort on a sextape!” I hissed.

      This nigga was pissing me off, and I was starting to feel like he’d played me. I actually assisted this nigga in shooting and robbing the man I loved.

      “Relax, boo.” He laughed, only infuriating me further. “She agreed to come over and see me again. Shit, actually, she’s the one who brought up her coming over this time. I ain’t even have to ask.”

      “Okay, that’s great. I heard Kaseem will be out of the hospital soon, so I want to have that tape to him as quickly as possible.”

      “Don’t trip; you will.”

      “Bye.” I hung up and took a deep breath.

      Looking into my back seat, I grabbed my jacket because I knew today’s workday would run long, and it would be cold as hell walking through this lot to my car when I got off.

      Once I had my briefcase and purse, I got out of the car only to see some woman standing near the trunk of my vehicle.

      She wore a short tube dress, and her hair was in those braids only ghetto women wore. She was a typical light-skinned hood rat; that was obvious.

      “I don’t have any cash on me.” I shut my car door, assuming she was about to tell me some sob story, only to ask if I had some change to spare so she could feed her hungry children.

      Chuckling, she moved closer, making me tense up slightly.

      “Bitch, do I look like I’m hurting for cash?”

      “Do you honestly want me to answer that?” I raised a brow. I mean, it was beyond apparent that she wasn’t exactly comfortable.

      “No, because I don’t really care what you think. I was going to ask if you’re Everly Jones, but I can see your name on the parking space. Plus, I heard that Miss Everly Jones had a stick up her ass, so this is definitely you.”

      “Honey, what is that you want? Wait, are you one of Roderick’s baby mamas or something? Because child, trust me, I am not interested.” I laughed at the mere thought of me wanting a piece of that ruffian Roderick.

      “No, bitch. My name is Rhea Yates, and I am Kaseem’s woman.” She got even closer.

      “Kaseem who?”

      “The one you clearly work for since he owns this building and company.”

      I snickered, but then it turned into a boisterous laugh as I took in the woman standing before me. No way Kaseem had made this woman think she was his girlfriend. I mean, Kasslyn was bad enough, but that was a slip up. Kaseem liked women with class, and this girl had everything but.

      “No, I doubt it.”

      She pulled her iPhone from the Bottega Veneta bag she was carrying and unlocked it. She clicked around with her hood nails for a minute, and then turned the phone to face me and began swiping.

      There were pictures of her and Kaseem starting from what looked like high school, all the way up until pretty recently, I could tell. She was even in pictures with him and his parents.

      My heart rate sped up more and more every time she swiped, showing me that all this time Kaseem had been her man too. Hell, I was the damn side. And the fact that his family knew, hurt me even more.

      These past years, I thought it was just him and I and that Kasslyn was simply a random fling. When no, this man had never taken me seriously from day one.

      “Oh, and Alexis, yeah, he’s fucking her too.” She nodded. “Found that out when I checked her social media. I assumed he was fucking every bitch that worked here. She’s just sex though; she’s not like us.”

      “Excuse me.” I rushed past Rhea to go into the building.

      “Move on, girl!” she shouted at my back.

      I ignored her, trying not to cry before I made it to my office. I felt sick to my stomach. I’d been gunning to get rid of Kasslyn when she was only a fraction of the women he’d been messing with.

      “Morning, Miss Jones!” Alexis beamed.

      “Fuck you.” I snapped, going straight back to my office. I’d always known she wanted Kaseem, but I had no idea she’d been actually having him.

      For the next two hours, I got no work done. I’d only drank an insurmountable amount of coffee and stared out of my window.

      My phone rang suddenly, startling me, so I went to answer it.

      “Everly Jones.”

      “Miss Jones, someone is here to see you.”

      “Send them back.” I hung up the phone. “Come in!” I shouted moments later when I heard a knock on my door.

      Once it closed, I turned around to see Kasslyn Collins. She was wearing tights and a regular t-shirt, looking like the bum bitch that she was.

      “Put the cup down.”

      “Excuse me?” I laughed at her, taking another sip.

      “Put the cup down because you’re gonna need your hands.” She started toward me slowly.

      “For?” I set the cup down, not because she told me to, but because it was now empty.

      WHAM! WHAM!

      Before I could even pull my hand away from the mug, Kasslyn was swinging on me, landing punches on my eye and nose. I bent down, hugging her stomach, for what reason, I didn’t know, and she pounded the back of my head until I got dizzy.

      Breaking away, I yelled, “Help! Ah!” Kasslyn had yanked me by my fresh ponytail and tossed me to the floor.

      I could taste the blood in my mouth and feel it pouring from my nose as she climbed on top of me and continued fucking me up.

      “I know what you did to Kaseem!” She growled. For a minute, I felt nothing, because I was too focused on how she knew anything.

      “Wait, wait!”

      WHAM!

      The last thing I remembered before blacking out was seeing her knuckles in between my eyes.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Kaseem

          

          About 24 hours and some change later…

        

      

    

    
      I got word that Kasslyn went up in Opulence and fucked Everly up, which I found comical. To be so calm, quiet, and often timid, her ass had some fire in her. I wasn’t too surprised though, after seeing her put the paws on Rhea’s ass at the restaurant. Everly was now on medical leave, due to her injuries, and I was surely gon’ pay her ass a visit.

      “Explain to me what happened?” My boss Felipe inquired, smoking a cigar that was strong as fuck.

      As soon as I was released from the damn hospital, that muthafucka sent his goons to pick my ass up like a limo service. I wasn’t scared in the slightest, but what mattered to me was my fucking name. No way was I about to go down as some nigga who was known to steal from his people.

      Whenever a muthafucka got ‘robbed’ in the game, he was usually in on it. So naturally, I expected Felipe and his team to think I had something to do with the shit. I’d never be that stupid, not now, and not even back when I was a young broke muthafucka. Stealing from the nigga that in a sense put you on was the dumbest shit in the world to me.

      However, I admit my mind wasn’t where it was supposed to be. Had I not been consumed with thoughts of Kasslyn, this shit would have gone a totally different way. But that was all the more reason I had to get baby girl back over this way.

      If a nigga couldn’t focus on the money because of her, then she meant something. Because for as long as I’d been able to make my own bread, a female had never been more important than it.

      “My tire blew out, I pulled over to check it, and before I could even squat down to do so, I was held at gunpoint and robbed.”

      “Where is the money now?” Felipe squinted his eyes.

      “Not sure, but I can tell you that you gon’ get it back.”

      “I don’t like when money is stolen from me, Kaseem. Do you?” He gave me a look as he sat up, I guess trying to intimidate a nigga.

      “Nah, I don’t. But what you need to realize is that, at this point, I do this shit for the hell of it. I got a whole fucking business where I’m making more money than I know what to do with. I can make what was in that bag in ten minutes. Why the fuck would I steal it?”

      Felipe sat back, nodding his head at my logic.

      “Do you have any idea who it was?”

      “I do. You’ll know too as soon as I handle their asses. Now can I go do that, or do you wanna chit chat a little more about what I can be out handling?”

      Felipe waved his hand, so I rose up and followed his goons back out to the truck. They drove me back to the hospital, where I called Kasslyn.

      “Hello?”

      “Aye, come get me, please.”

      “In what? I have no car.”

      “I bought you a fucking car. And I texted you this morning to go get the shit from my crib.” There was silence. “You ain’t get it?”

      “Yes.”

      “So then—oh,” I laughed. “You just ain’t wanna come get me.”

      “Not really.”

      “Why? You scared I’m gon’ have yo’ legs over my shoulders before we get out this fucking parking lot?”

      “Nigga, you wish.”

      “Kasslyn, bring yo’ mean ass up to this damn hospital and get me. I got shit to do, and I need to get home.”

      “What’s the magic word?”

      Inhaling sharply as I clenched my teeth out of irritation, I finally said, “Please, beautiful.”

      “I didn’t need the compliment. Be there soon.”

      I chuckled as she hung up, then slipped my phone into my pocket. Suddenly, I got an idea, so I took it back out to text Everly.

      Me: How you feeling?

      It took ten minutes, but she finally replied.

      Eve: Who is this?

      I’d made sure to use a burner number.

      Me: Seem.

      Eve: Do you even care how I’m feeling?

      Eve: You probably set me up.

      Eve: I met Rhea! Then funny enough hours later Kasslyn kicks my ass?

      Eve: You ain’t shit!

      Eve: She’s not even your type!

      Eve: And are you really fucking Alexis?

      Eve: I hate you!

      I smiled, seeing her go off, because it told me what I wanted to know; that she still fucked with me. All I had to do was say I was sorry, throw some dick her way, and she would be my bitch again. However, shit wasn’t going that far. I was gon’ game her ass up, verbally only, so I could get to her and murk her stupid ass.

      I saw the Range Rover I bought Kasslyn pull into the lot, and then stop in front of me. I walked as fast as I could without hurting myself, until I made it to the car.

      “Thanks, sexy.” I got in.

      “Call me one more nickname and I will squeeze your balls until they burst.”

      “Fuck kind of shit is that?” I frowned as she pulled off.

      “Always something I’ve wanted to do, so if you keep fucking with me, I will do it.” I had nothing to say, so I just nodded and looked out the window. “You said the friend who did this was named Roderick.”

      “And?”

      “And, I think I know him.”

      “Nah, I doubt it, square.”

      “Fuck you.” She giggled, so I smirked back, admiring her smile and pretty deep skin.

      “I can’t find the nigga. Well, I haven’t had a chance to look myself, but the homie Warren said he can’t locate him.”

      “It’s okay, because I told him I would see him tonight, and you can just come with me.”

      I whipped my neck in Kasslyn’s direction, but instead of tearing her eyes away from the road, she just smiled since she knew I was watching.

      “You surprise me every fucking day.”

      “Good.”

      “It is good.” I let some silence linger. “That’s why I love you.” I touched her thigh, giving it a rub. “Watch the fucking road, woman!” I barked when she almost sideswiped all the damn cars parked alongside the street.

      “Sorry.” She gripped the wheel tightly with her stiff ass, adjusting herself.

      “You ain’t got nothing to say?”

      “About?”

      “Me loving you.”

      “Nope.”

      “Aight.” I snickered faintly and just rested for the remainder of the ride.

      Kasslyn dropped me off, and we agreed to meet up at my spot later this evening, where we’d then roll up over to Roderick’s together.

      I went to take a shower, and then brushed my teeth again because the hospital didn’t give a nigga no floss or mouthwash, only some flimsy ass toothbrush that I felt like ain’t do shit.

      Once I was feeling cleaner than before, I replied to Everly.

      Me: Wasn’t no set up. Rhea is an old flame. When you started bugging we rekindled, but that’s over.

      Eve: So why are you texting me?

      Me: Because I need your forgiveness so that we can move forward, leave all these hoes behind.

      Me: Continue to grow Opulence… but together.

      Everly: Okay

      Me: I wanna see you, where you at?

      Everly let me know she was over at her parents’ house. That was perfect because they were never home. Them rich muthafuckas were retired and traveling the world all the damn time.

      I hopped into one of my hoopties, a beat-up ass car, and then sped off toward Everly. Her parents lived pretty far, in an even richer neighborhood than where I stayed. When I got there, I parked a little ways away, then coolly walked to their residence.

      I let Everly know I was outside, and she agreed to come to the door. That shit took forever, I guess because she was injured.

      “Hey, baby.” She simpered.

      “Why you do it?”

      “Huh?”

      “Why you link up with Rod’s punk ass and rob me?” I wanted to keep calm so she wouldn’t run off.

      “It was a part of a deal, but I told him not to hurt you, baby! I wanted you away from Kasslyn, and he agreed to help, but only if I helped him! And since you know I hate you being in the drug game, I decided to—”

      PHEW! PHEW!

      I went ahead and put two in her dome, without even entering the house, and turned to walk off as smoothly as I came up to this bitch.

      I ain’t need to hear no more. The fact that she’d go to such lengths over some dick told me I ain’t need to spare her ass. And little did her stupid ass know, a nigga was leaving the drug game behind already, but also I was ever leaving Kasslyn, so she lost her life for nothing.
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        * * *

      

      That evening…

      “Okay, so I’m going to go inside—”

      “Nah, you ain’t running shit, Kass.  You—”

      “Yes, I am. I set this up, not you.”

      “I like that feisty shit.” I leaned over to kiss her neck, and she shoved me back.

      “Kaseem, I’m being serious, and I am not interested in you.”

      “Okay, baby mama.” When she rolled her eyes, I added, “Go ahead, I’m listening. I like when you boss a nigga around. Makes me wanna fuck you harder.”

      “Anyway, I’m going to go in, get a little conversation started, and… he’s going to have to kiss on my neck.”

      “What? Hell nah!”

      “Yes, he has to be distracted so I can text you to come inside. I’m gonna be flirty as soon as I go in so that he will be so focused on sexing me that he will allow me to close the door, which I won’t lock.”

      “Nah.”

      “Kaseem, come on.”

      “Give me a kiss, and I’ll agree.” I smirked when her face dropped.

      “Just a peck.”

      “Just a peck. Come on.” I poked my lips out, so she cupped my face to peck me, but I started to suck her lips, before slipping my tongue into her mouth. Her little ass was with it until I guess she remembered she wasn’t fucking with me.

      “Nasty. Okay, I’m going.” She pulled down the visor to fix her hair.

      “Nah, get yo’ ass out the car. Fuck you fixing yo’ damn hair for? This a damn role you playing, Kass. Let me find out you really wanna fuck with him and I’ma put a bullet in both y’all.”

      “Then the baby will die.”

      “Nah he won’t. Like his daddy, he don’t need no bitch to stay alive in these streets.”

      “Okay, you will be having supervised visits with my daughter.” Kasslyn got out and slammed the door. It was a boy in there, I was sure.

      For the next ten to fifteen minutes, I waited, wondering what all was going on. If she didn’t text me in five, I was rolling up in there and blasting. Just three minutes later, she let me know I could come.

      I hurried out of the car and rushed across the street, happy that no one was outside or being nosy. I slowed up my steps once I got closer to the door, because I ain’t want Roderick to hear me. Twisting the knob slowly, I burst in.

      “Get off her.” I removed the safety so Roderick could hear.

      He froze with his back to me, and then slowly moved away from Kasslyn, who hopped off the couch.

      “You scheming ass bitch.” Roderick shook his head, eyes closed like he wanted to put hands on Kasslyn.

      “Apologize,” I told him.

      “Nigga, what?”

      PHEW!

      I sent a shot through his leg, causing him to howl.

      “Sorry.” He groaned, placing his hand over his wound, rocking and wincing. “Kaseem, man, I don’t know what this is about. But if it’s about that robbery, I ain’t—”

      “Yeah yo’ ass did. Everly told me everything.”

      I watched his eyes widen a bit and his jaw drop, before I sent three through his head for good measure.

      “Found the money!” Kasslyn held up a black bag. “It was right here by the couch. He’s dumb.”

      Chuckling as I sent a code text for clean up, I replied, “Nah, he ain’t been here. He just rolled through for you right quick, so he put it in plain sight. He was gon’ fuck you then dip back into hiding until Felipe murked me.”

      “You’re smart somewhat.” She handed me the duffel as she walked past, giving me a view of her nice ass body. “Stop!” she swatted my hand when I groped her plump ass and then kissed the side of her neck from the back.

      “I love you.”

      “So.” She yanked the door open, and I followed her across the street to the car.

      We waited for cleanup to finish, just talking and shit. She told me about her mama’s old boyfriend being a client and how she beat his ass in the limo, which I found hilarious. I kind of wanted to kill him, but she told me she wanted him to stay alive in hopes that she’d see him again and could fuck him up a second time. I respected that. But if he did anything, to a grave that nigga was gon’ go.

      Once the crew was done, we drove back to my crib.

      “You gon’ stay the night?” I inquired.

      “No. I have things to do.”

      Getting out of the car, I said, “Kasslyn, bring yo’ rock head ass into this fucking house.”

      She rolled her eyes and sucked her teeth, but she did what the fuck I told her ass to.
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      One week later…

      “How’d you like the food, sweetheart?” I glanced at Catharine as she pulled from the parking lot of the rib shack restaurant we’d been eating at.

      “I loved it. You know I love anything with barbecue sauce poured on top of it.”

      “Same,” I laughed, and she joined me. “So I guess maybe we should call it a night? We don’t want to get tempted by it being late and us being together.”

      “Yeah, that’s true. But I have one more stop I need to make; well, we need to make.”

      “Where to?” I felt my brows dip.

      I was really trying to do better, and the longer I spent with Catharine, the more I yearned for sex. I even went as far as blocking both Kasslyn and Rhea in my phone so that I could stay on track. But in a minute, I was going to reverse that action, if Catharine didn’t drop me off. I needed to pray, and in the next twenty minutes, or I was gonna burst.

      “You’ll see. I promise it will make you very happy.”

      I shrugged, thinking maybe she was about to give me some head or anything to help me kick this current urge.

      After driving for about twenty minutes, we pulled up in front of a salon. I didn’t understand, so I turned to ask Catharine why we were here, but she was already getting out of the car.

      “Aye, what’s this about?”

      “Get out the car so you can see, silly.” She chuckled, holding her big duffel bag looking purse.

      Just as I was about to exit the vehicle, I spotted Rhea sweeping the front of the salon. I then remembered that she owned her own spot, and this must have been it. I didn’t know what Catharine had planned, but my girl was smart, so I was sure whatever she was about to do was gonna convince Rhea to abort our child if still possible, or let me live without the burden of being a father to an illegitimate kid.

      “Yes?” I heard Rhea ask as she pushed the door open, sizing Catharine up.

      I climbed out of the car, grinning from ear to ear. The only thing I was missing was popcorn. Thankfully, Rhea couldn’t see me, because I was sure she’d run and tell my brother.

      “I’m going to give you two options; you either get an abortion or regret it.”

      “Girl, you better take your fat ass home and on somewhere!” Rhea barked.

      “I may be fat, but your skinny ass is the one pregnant and single. At least my fat ass has a ring on her finger.”

      “Yeah, from a loser ass nigga.” Rhea cackled, making me want to punch her. I hated how much she belittled me.

      Don’t go over there, Jamal, I told myself.

      Catharine calmly went into her purse and retrieved a brick. Before Rhea or I could say or do anything, she clocked Rhea over the head hard as hell. Rhea was dazed obviously, as she swung on Catharine and missed.

      CLUNK!

      Catharine hit her in the head again, and then two more times.

      “Aye, aye!” I hollered, rushing over. “What are you doing!” I yanked Catharine backwards as she panted, holding the bloody brick in her hand.

      “This was the only way!” she cried.

      “No, no, no, no! Aww shit!” I dropped down to see if Rhea had a pulse, and when she didn’t, I began to panic. “What the fuck is wrong with you!” I roared, hopping out of the blood I was now standing in.

      “It’s okay. Kaseem can help—”

      “Kaseem is not going to help with this you idiot!” I took a deep breath. “This is his ex, okay and um uh, he strictly told me that I needed to—”

      “His ex? I thought he was with Everly?”

      “He sleeps with both! Damnit!”

      I couldn’t believe this shit. The only thing I could think to do was bounce so I took off running.

      “Jamal!” Catharine called. “Jamal, come back!”

      Fuck this and fuck her. I wasn’t going down for none of this shit.
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          Same time… different location…

        

      

    

    
      “Kaseem! Kaseem, let me have a word with you for a minute!” I heard Jane’s voice coming closer to my room.

      I’d been looking for a place to stay all day long because she told me I had to be out by tomorrow. She would’ve put me out the night I fucked Allen up, but I was able to get the girls to back me, saying they would leave too if she did. However, she eventually called their bluff and told me to have my ass out in twenty-four hours.

      “Open this fucking door ’fore I throw yo’ ass down them damn stairs,” Kaseem threatened.

      It got quiet, and then I heard Jane’s keys before my door came open. I spotted Kaseem looking scrumptious as hell in a polo type shirt, some jeans, and Louis Vuitton sneakers. His jewelry was so icy, and his Burberry cologne had already permeated the air of my bedroom. His dark chocolate skin was blemish free per usual.

      He was carrying a bouquet of roses, a bag from Tiffany’s, and then another bag from Hermes.

      “Kaseem—” Jane attempted.

      “Get out and close the fucking door.” He didn’t even turn around as he spoke to Jane. After sighing like a child, she did what he’d told her ass to.

      “Well hello.” I sat up on my bed fully, Indian style, closing my laptop.

      “Sup, beautiful.” He joined me, setting the bags down and extending the roses.

      “Thank you.” I felt all giddy as I sniffed them. “What’s in the bags?”

      “Gifts for my girl.”

      “Oh.”

      “I mean, they could be yours, as well as this offer for dinner on a boat this evening.”

      He was so cute.

      “Hmm, I don’t know.” I avoided eye contact, toying with one of the roses.

      He moved the bouquet from my hands, and then took one of them into his before kissing my palm.

      “Baby, you were right in what you said about me and how I was being a fraud. And like I said before, I apologize for the shit that I came at you with. It’s no excuse, but I wasn’t used to how I was feeling at all. I’ve liked females, but not to the extent where the thought of them fucking another nigga bothered me. Then you being pregnant while I’m having those thoughts just fucked with me even more.

      What I’m trying to say is that I love you, and I’ve accepted the fact that I love you. So I’m hoping you’ll forgive me and give me a chance to show you that what I’m saying is true. Also, give us a chance to be a family for the baby.” He touched my stomach.

      “What about your other baby?”

      “Yeah, that’s more like my nephew.”

      Blinking slowly, I replied, “Wait, it’s Jamal’s baby? He’s not a virgin?”

      “News to you and me both. He’s been smashing her for a while now.”

      Wow. Jamal was the king of frauds with his weird ass. Nigga told me to lie, when his ass was lying too. He pretended to be so betrayed by Kaseem, when he’d betrayed him long ago.

      “Wow.”

      “Back to us though, and our baby. You gon’ give this shit a try?”

      “Okay, but only because… I love you too.”

      “Oh shit, she said it.” He put his fist to his mouth, making me chuckle.

      He leaned over, so we began kissing, hungrily.

      “Wait, I want my gifts.”

      “Of course.” He grabbed the bags from the floor, and then set them on the bed.

      I quickly opened the Tiffany’s one first to see a diamond bracelet and some matching earrings. Kaseem reached over and lifted my jaw up, making us both laugh.

      Second, I opened the Hermes bag and saw a beautiful purse. It was a green color, my favorite, and I smiled thinking about how Kaseem remembered such a tiny detail.

      “I love you.” I put it to the side to kiss him.

      “Damn, again.”

      “I love you.” I straddled his lap, pressing my lips to his as I began to unbuckle his jeans. I wanted to suck his dick right now.

      We started to suckle one another’s lips just as his phone rang, but he ignored it, taking my shirt off. It ceased but then started up again.

      “Fuck!” he groaned, pulling it from his pocket.

      I saw it said Warren before he answered. I sat in his lap, kissing his neck as he talked, and when I noticed his voice changed, I stopped.

      As soon as he hung up, I asked, “What happened?”

      “Somebody murdered Rhea.”
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      Bora, bora… Two and a half years later…

      “Ready!” my baby girl Kasey yelled out as her daddy brought her into the living room like area of our cabana.

      “You are? Wow, you look so pretty!” I beamed at her in the little bathing suit she was wearing. It was the only one Kaseem would allow her to have and wear.

      “You look pretty as hell too.” Kaseem leaned down to kiss me after placing Kasey on one of the cushion seats.

      “Thanks, baby.” I stood on my tiptoes to kiss him again.

      I couldn’t believe he was my husband, especially since when we met, I couldn’t stand his ass and vice versa. But now, we were soulmates.

      I guess the saying God works in mysterious ways is very true. Especially because I thought I’d be married to Jamal at this point, but things took a very different turn for us, and ultimately him.

      I was surprised to find out Catharine was responsible for killing Rhea, and at the trial, she was remorseful somewhat, saying she’d disappointed God. I knew her ass was off when she pressed me in the grocery store, but Jamal was right up there with her.

      He pretended he had nothing to do with the murder, but when Catharine’s phone was confiscated, they found all the texts he’d sent her, urging her to handle Rhea.

      Jamal swore he didn’t mean murdering her, and a part of me believed him, but the jury… not so much. I mean what did he expect Catharine to do if he didn’t mean killing her?

      While Catharine got a life sentence, Jamal got a cool quarter century. His parents were devastated, of course, and are still right now trying to petition and get the charges reversed. So much for him being the good son.

      I didn’t like Rhea, well after our fight, but before that, she was pretty cool. It was sad to see her go out like that, and while being pregnant. It made me feel better when Kaseem offered to pay for her funeral. It was a really nice service with a lot of people in attendance.

      “Aight, so we gon’ eat first, chill, and then hit the pool. Is that cool?” Kaseem looked down at my cute, little baby.

      “No,” she replied.

      She always said no when she didn’t understand, and Kaseem said he liked that. He swore it was preparing her to swat off the bum niggas when she got older.

      “Okay, let me just turn my phone off.”

      Ever since I’d finished design school and opened my own online company for design, I’d been a busy woman. Making that logo for Opulence had really helped me out, but doing the other jobs while in school only upped my portfolio. So unlike a lot of people, once I finished school, I was already in high demand.

      Being a professional graphic designer always seemed like a dream to me, and something I thought I would have to end up doing on the side. So the fact that this was my job, and my only job, really made me feel accomplished. I was sure my mother would be proud.

      And speaking of my mother, I ran into Allen only a month ago, and clearly some of the hits I gave him were hard because he had some permanent scarring. When he saw me, he quickly crossed the street and dipped inside of some sewing store, which I found to be funny. Bitch.

      It was nice to not have to see or talk to Jane ever, but because Leila and I were still close, I got all the tea. As for friends, I’d gotten to know Warren’s girlfriend Marie a little more, so it was nice to have them accompany us to Bora Bora.

      “I thought you said you were leaving this thong shit at home, Kass.” Kaseem followed me out of the cabana, holding Kasey.

      “The sarong is covering it.”

      “The what?” Kaseem frowned, obviously not feeling it.

      Kaseem was out of the drug game, a deal he made with Felipe after finding him someone else to replace him. He said Felipe also appreciated him handling Roderick and getting him his money back with nothing missing.

      So now, Opulence liquor was his true main moneymaker, and it was a lot of money too now that it was a global brand. Also, it was still doing well, better actually, without crazy maniac Everly.

      “That’s what this skirt thing is called.”

      “Be happy ain’t nobody around this bitch like that or else you’d be in a fucking turtle neck dress,” he spat.

      “It’s all for you.” I tilted my head back, so he kissed me.

      “I already fucking know.”

      I smiled, feeling his lips against mine again, while our daughter ran her mouth about nothing.

      Jamal and many others may have thought his idea of love was the right way, but there was nothing like a good hood love that was bona fide…
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