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            Megyn Thomas

          

        

      

    

    
      Hell hath no fury… couple days before the shooting…

      I kiss him in the mouth, I feel all grills… He eat in the car, that's meals on wheels…

      “Bitch, that dress isn’t covering shit! But you got the body for it!” Zara laughed as we danced to “Money” by Cardi B in our section.

      “I know. I wanted to give the people something to look at.”

      “You mean these niggas.” Zara refilled her cup with more vodka as we sat down.

      I shrugged, saying, “There is nothing these niggas can offer me here, but they can look. I’m sure their girlfriends or wives don’t look half this good.”

      “Let me guess, it’s because they’re not better than Belly.” She rolled her eyes.

      “It’s not that. It’s that I love him, and that’s who I want to be with, so there is no point in other men even trying.”

      “I can’t believe you got another tattoo of this nigga’s name, and he can’t even text you back.”

      I’d gotten Belly’s real name on my wrist, in the same place Blaise had his initials. I wanted to upstage her and add something to my other tattoo of his nickname that I’d gotten.

      “He does text me back,” I half lied.

      Belly and I hadn’t talked much since Blaise’s birthday back in September. No matter what I said to him, he never replied, unless it was something like me congratulating him on an endeavor. And even then, it was a simple ‘thanks’.

      My calls went unanswered as well. I was damn near depressed, and the only time I could even think straight or be okay was when I went out with Zara or was deep into my work for my lash line.

      I just didn’t understand why he didn’t want me. I was pretty as hell, my body was beyond on point, I had my own money, I fucked him like a porn star, and had no children. What was I doing wrong? Better yet, what was I not doing that Blaise was doing?

      “Whatever you say.” Zara shook her head.

      “Excuse me. A young lady wants to come into your section,” the guy guarding our table let me know.

      I followed his pointer finger, and my eyes landed on Helen. Helen was a bird in the industry, always looking for a rich and famous nigga to fuck on. We’d crossed paths on multiple occasions, so we definitely knew of one another, same with Blaise.

      Helen was cool, I guess. I didn’t really fuck with her closely like that, and I didn’t want to start. However, she used to be cool with Blaise, another bird, so if she was here, maybe she could give me some insight on Blaise and Belly’s relationship.

      “Go ahead and let her in,” I told the bouncer.

      He nodded and then went to bring Helen over. She was smiling widely with her fresh weave hanging down her back. Helen was pretty as hell, and the surgeon who’d done her body had magic hands because it looked every bit of real. Her personality was what made her nothing but pussy to the type of men she wanted to be wifed by.

      “Hey, girl!” Helen said excitedly, taking a seat next to me.

      “Hey, what’s up?” I chuckled softly at Zara since she was frowning in confusion.

      “Nothing much. I was just here, and since I saw you, I decided to come over and say hi.”

      “Oh… okay. Well, this is my best friend, Zara.”

      “Nice to meet you.” Helen gave Zara a smile, and Zara reciprocated.

      “Ooh damn, he is fine. We should tell him and his friends to come chill with us.” Zara nodded her head to a dude dressed up and dripping in a lot of ice.

      “No. You know if my man finds out I’m in a section with a bunch of niggas, it’s going to be a problem. I don’t feel like being bothered by thirsty dudes anyway.” I waved Zara’s idea off.

      “You’re still with Belly?” Helen inquired.

      “Of course.”

      She looked me over slowly, almost like she was jealous. I knew Helen had been mentioning that she’d fucked with Belly; other people had told me they’d heard her running her mouth. So I wasn’t surprised by her envious stare at the moment. I was used to bitches hating ever since I’d started messing with Belly.

      “Well I heard that Blaise is having his baby, and this is coming from a very credible source.”

      “No, she’s not having his baby, I’m sure of it.” I shook my head, heart beating rapidly at the thought.

      There was no way Belly had gotten her pregnant. Yeah, he was fucking her, but he was fucking all of us. This couldn’t be true; first Maia and now her? I was gonna lose my mind over this man; well, what little I had left.

      “No, honey. Someone said they heard Belly asking about the baby Blaise is currently carrying. Trust me when I tell you, she’s pregnant, and that tea will spill to the world soon.”

      “Who was the source? How do you even know this?”

      “I don’t reveal my sources, but just know that they’re credible because they’re very close to both Belly and Blaise; homegirl is pregnant.”

      “Is this all she does? Trap rich niggas with babies?” Zara scoffed, mad for me.

      I couldn’t say anything as I stared down at the club floor, baffled. I was hoping like hell that Helen was just being messy and had no idea what she was talking about. If true, I could only hope that this pregnancy would turn Belly off, making him separate from her. A wise man once said, if you want to keep a man, don’t have his baby.

      Even though I wanted to leave, I stayed at the club for a few more hours since Zara wanted to. She did end up inviting those men into our section, but I paid them no mind because I wasn’t feeling it. Also, I didn’t want pictures of me and them coming out, pissing Belly off.

      By the time it was 2 a.m., I was home, showered, and in my bed, crying myself to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      The next day… a little after 2 p.m… day before the shooting…

      

      I couldn’t really sleep the entire night. I’d only doze off for about thirty minutes, before my sad thoughts would awaken me. By the time it was 9 a.m., I just decided to get up. I had no appetite, and nothing on TV could keep my attention.

      After a while of trying to be normal, I messaged Belly’s homeboy Ozzy on Instagram, asking him where Belly would be today. He told me he would only give me that information if I agreed to go out with him, so I went to Cole, who gave it to me with no questions asked.

      Cole let me know Belly would be chilling with them in the studio, because Siggy was recording. They’d be there from 1 p.m. until about 3 p.m., so I thought I’d show up right in the middle. I figured by this time, Belly would be there and not getting ready to leave.

      “Hey, fellas.” I entered the studio room.

      My knees felt like they were knocking at the sight of Belly sitting on the couch looking fine as ever. He wasn’t super dressed up, just wearing a basketball jersey, jeans, and some Pharrell Williams NMD Adidas. The way his strong tattoo covered arms looked in that jersey had me salivating down below. Even under his hat, I could tell his fade was freshly cut, and as I neared him, his Chanel cologne traveled up my nostrils.

      “What’s up?” everyone quizzed randomly except Belly. He just sat back, folding his arms.

      I took a seat next to him and asked, “Can I talk to you?”

      “About what?”

      “In private. It’s very important, Cortez.”

      “Them niggas ain’t paying attention. Say what the fuck you gotta say so you can get the fuck up out of here.”

      I swallowed hard, hurt by his words. I double-checked, confirming that his friends were engaged in conversation and listening to the music. Because of that, I felt comfortable enough to go ahead and talk.

      “Are you having a baby with Blaise?”

      “None of ya fucking business.”

      I didn’t know why, but the tears were spilling down my cheeks. He turned to look at me, his expression calm with no trace of anger or distress.

      “I’ve realized that you have your mind set on being with her, but I love you. And because I love you, Cortez, I’m willing to come second. I know how to play my part, and I promise you I won’t say anything to her or to anyone to let them know we’re fucking around. I won’t hound you; you just let me know when you want me, and I will be there. And I promise not to fuck with other guys; I’ll just be yours.” I sniffled, hand on his knee as my thumb brushed it lightly. “What do you say?” I stared him in the eyes. He was unbelievably handsome, with swag out of this world. I found it impossible for me to meet another man like him, so I was willing to share with Blaise.

      “Megyn—”

      “Just think about it, baby. When you get tired of her, or want a break, you can come to me. We can have a family and everything, but be low-key. And you’ll be the only man I have a baby by.”

      “Megyn, I don’t want you as my main bitch, my side bitch, my back up bitch, none of that shit. Only female I wanna fuck with is Blaise. I don’t need no extra pussy. Yo’ shit was good for what it was, but not enough for me to wanna lock it down. And I would never fuck with a female that I didn’t respect, so build ya muthafuckin’ self-esteem back up and go find another nigga to fuck on, ‘cause I’m not interested in the slightest.”

      “Okay, I didn’t want to tell you such news in this way, but I’m pregnant. It’s yours, so don’t try to say it’s not.” For a moment, he just looked at me then chuckled. His smile was everything, and so was his cologne that hit me in the face when he moved. “Ah!” I whimpered when he gripped my jaw so tightly, I thought it would break. He clenched his teeth, anger soaring throughout his face as he glared at me.

      “You ain’t fucking pregnant, so don’t start no bullshit with me, bitch. You better tread real muthafuckin’ lightly because yo’ ass is swerving in dangerous fucking territory. I wouldn’t slide up in you raw even if Baby Jesus himself descended back onto the fucking Earth to tell me to do so. Keep fucking with a nigga, Megyn, and watch me knock yo’ fucking teeth down ya throat. Have you pissing ’em out that mediocre ass pussy.”

      He let my jaw go, but I still snatched away, sobbing softly. I felt sick and didn’t know what to do, but I couldn’t just let him treat me this way.

      After leaving out of the studio, I sat in my car and just cried as hard as I ever had. Despite how badly Belly had talked to me, I just didn’t believe he didn’t care for me. All the times we spent together, and all the nice things he’d said and done, made it hard for me to grasp the fact that he was suddenly off me. It didn’t add up.

      I began to ponder, wondering how I could fuck with Blaise; indirectly, of course. I had a feeling that if I did anything to her directly, Belly would kill me. Not to mention, Blaise had a reputation for not keeping her hands to herself, and I was way too grown and sexy to be out here fighting.

      But I couldn’t just leave her alone; she annoyed me beyond belief. It’s like all she did was get pregnant by niggas that she knew people wanted. She had no business letting Belly knock her up when he belonged to all of us; it was selfish and done on purpose.

      Not to mention, I didn’t even understand how she was able to pull this off with Five-Star and Belly. Five-Star was an asshole with an ego out of this world, but he was good looking, made fire beats, and had hella paper, so bitches loved him.

      Then Belly, everything about this man was fine; even his presence alone was attractive. Throw in him being tall, solid, an undefeated boxer, plus signing million-dollar deals left and right, and he was every bitch’s dream. By saying that, I was doing every woman in the industry a favor right now by hurting Blaise as best as I could from afar.

      Last night, Helen damn near begged me for my number, and I didn’t want to give it to her, but I did. I was happy she texted me right then, because I needed to call her now.

      Helen was known for her big ass mouth, one of the reasons niggas smashed and dashed her. She didn’t know how to keep quiet. Anytime a man with a name and some money showed her any attention, she had to let the world know, which was why she couldn’t keep their asses. Anyway, I was going to use her to send in a story because I knew she couldn’t hold water or tea in this case.

      “Hello?” she answered.

      “Hey, Helen, are you busy?” I made myself sound as if I were crying or about to. Since I’d just been doing so, it was pretty easy.

      “No, not really. Are you okay?”

      “No. I’m in the hospital.”

      “What? Oh my gosh! Where? I will come see you!”

      “No, I don’t want any company. I’m too depressed and embarrassed at the moment. Plus, I’ll be going home tomorrow, and maybe you can see me then if I’m up to it.”

      “Sure. What happened, Megyn?”

      “Promise you won’t say anything?” I pretended to trust her. If you wanted the world to know something, tell Helen. Plus, even if she didn’t run to the blogs, which she would, she knew Blaise or people close to Blaise, so this would get to her one way or the other.

      “Girl, you know I don’t run my mouth.”

      I pulled my iPhone away to give it a look before rolling my eyes and placing it back to my ear.

      “So last night when you told me Blaise was pregnant, it really bothered me.” I made my voice tremble.

      “Yeah, I could tell. You didn’t seem to be in a party mood. I’m sorry.”

      “Right, but the reason I was so disturbed by it is because I’m pregnant too.” I sobbed hysterically or faked a hysterical sob.

      “Oh my gosh! First Maia, then Blaise, now you. This nigga—”

      “I’m not anymore though. I contacted Belly to find out if Blaise was in fact pregnant, and he was so mean to me that I miscarried this morning!”

      “Oh my gosh! I’m so sorry, boo!”

      “He told me he didn’t want me or the baby and to kill it, or he would push me down the stairs.”

      “What the hell! Megyn, I feel so bad! I can’t believe I ever fucked with him.”

      I rolled my eyes at her last statement because she knew damn well she’d never even gotten the chance to see Belly’s dick, let alone feel it.

      Belly had a type: very well kept and feminine. You had to be dressed nice, nails done, makeup done, heels, just well put together for him to even look your way. Yes, Helen could dress, but she was tacky as hell at times. Belly liked the grown and sexy type as far as looks and upkeep. It was obvious from looking at Blaise, Kharla, Maia, Sienna, Cadence, and I.

      I got a visual of Helen slurping up this tea, and it made me smirk. She was definitely about to put this on front street.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Cortez “Belly” Khalil

          

          Okay… back where we left off…

        

      

    

    
      “Alright, we’re about to start letting everyone in.” This white guy who was coordinating the signing let me know. This shit was low-key unprofessional, and I didn’t expect that considering my status, but I guess since this was a good area, people didn’t do much.

      “Aight.” I nodded.

      I had Ozzy on one side of me, Siggy on the other, and Will’s ass off to the left taking photos.

      He was acting weird, and extremely skittish. He kept asking ‘if I saw’, but I didn’t know what the fuck he was referring to. I didn’t too much pay attention to blogs and media gossip unless someone brought it my attention. And I’d been too busy today to check messages and shit that weren’t from Blaise. I assumed he was referring to the mess Nichole had made though. I guess he really liked her sewer ass.

      People started coming in, and I began signing their shit. Some people had posters, others had boxing gloves, or just random shit they wanted signed. I had my Hood’s Champ merchandise off to the side, so I was grinning seeing there was a line for that.

      “Belly, let me suck your dick! Please! I love you!” some girl shouted, making everyone, including me, die laughing.

      “What’s up, man? Who do I make this out to?” I grabbed the glove from a young black boy and put my marker to it.

      Whispering, he replied, “To Belly, From Mason.”

      “Huh?” I popped my head up just as he pulled a gun from his jacket, making the homies and a few people up here gasp.

      POP! POP! POP!

      Before I could do or say anything, I felt the bullets pierce me, and the power behind them pushed me back out of my chair. The last thing I remembered was people clamoring about and screaming my name, before I blacked out.
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        * * *

      

      A lot of hours later… About 11 p.m.…

      I was lying down, and once I had enough energy to, I opened my eyes. I was confused as fuck for a minute, until I remembered that little nigga shooting me for Mason’s ass.

      I tried to sit up abruptly, but a sharp pain shot through my chest and bicep, forcing me to stay my ass right where I was. Glancing over, I saw Blaise seated in a chair with her knees up, sleeping. She looked peaceful, beautiful as usual, with her long dark hair almost touching the floor since her head was cocked.

      “Fuck,” I groaned, feeling groggy, irritated, pissed, and every fucking thing else.

      That muthafucka Mason had taken shit too far, and the thought of this injury ruining my career infuriated me. I’d worked hard as fuck and sacrificed a lot of shit to get to where I was today, and all that shit could possibly be over with. I didn’t know how to fucking feel. But right now, I needed some fucking water and food.

      “Mr. Khalil?” The nurse entered a couple minutes after I’d pressed the button for her on the remote. I gestured for some water, so she replied, “Of course.”

      As she rushed out, making the most noise with her rotund ass, she woke Blaise up. When Blaise’s eyes landed on me, she hopped up from the chair to come near me. I wasn’t in the mood to talk to or see anybody right now. I didn’t want to do shit but make sure my body would heal so I could fight. The possibility of it not getting back to normal was fucking my head up.

      “How do you feel?” Blaise touched my hand, and I slowly moved it away, staring straight ahead and avoiding eye contact. “Cortez—”

      “Here you go, Mr. Khalil.” The nurse returned with a pitcher and cup before pouring me some of the water. Blaise stepped back to allow her to give it to me, and once I’d finished three cups, she and another nurse began to check and look me over.

      Finally they left, and Blaise closed the door as I let my head fall back onto the pillow, closing my eyes. I felt her sit on the bed next to me, before touching my hand again. I didn’t have the energy to move it, so I let her.

      “Baby, I—”

      “Do you know where my phone is?” I cut her off.

      “Yeah.” I felt her get up, so I opened my eyes to see her grab it from the table. She walked it over to me, then sat back down on the bed. “Cortez, are you in a lot of pain?”

      “Fuck you think, Blaise?” I refused to look up at her as I scoured through my texts, missed calls, and then DM’s on Instagram.

      “I mean, I know you’re in pain, but I…” She shrugged. “I’m sorry. Can you tell me what happened? Everyone is saying the shooter said something to you before pulling the trigger.”

      “Do you really care?” I finally looked up from my phone.

      Megyn had started some shit on the blogs, and I was pissed. Stupid bitch claimed she was pregnant by me but miscarried after I blew up on her and said to get an abortion.

      I knew her stupid, delusional fuck ass was trying to start shit with Blaise, but this shit was also gon’ hurt my fucking reputation. It’d be one thing if it were true because I wouldn’t give a fuck what niggas thought, but she wasn’t about to have me out here looking like some deadbeat ass bitch boy. Shit like this made me understand why niggas slapped up some of these females up.

      These hoes were gon’ be the death of me. I didn’t understand the need to want or lie about being pregnant by a nigga. That wasn’t gon’ make me fuck with them any harder or any of that bullshit. Either I wanted yo’ ass or I didn’t.

      Frowning, Blaise replied, “Yes, I care! What the fuck? Why wouldn’t I care? If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be here!”

      Ignoring her for the moment, I pressed the button for the nurse again.

      “I’m fucking starving, I’m frustrated, and I’m irritated with all these females. Is being pregnant the only lie bitches know how to tell?”

      Blaise jerked her neck back and said, “Just because Megyn is psycho and Maia played your ass doesn’t mean I would. Trust me, I don’t have to lie, nigga.”

      “I didn’t say you did.”

      “Yeah, that is what you’re saying. But you know what…” She got off the bed just as the nurse walked in. “…I’ll show you.” She turned to the nurse and asked, “Is there a way I can get a pregnancy test done? Mr. Khalil here doesn’t believe I’m very much pregnant with his child, so I’d like some evidence.”

      “Uh, yeah. Sure, of course.” The nurse nodded, looking slightly concerned. “What did you need, Mr. Khalil?”

      “Some food. And I don’t want no weak ass Jell-O or that old people shit y’all give niggas. Bring me a cheeseburger or some fried chicken.”

      The nurse’s mouth was open for a second, and then she responded with, “Well, I don’t think—”

      “I’ll get him some food after the test,” Blaise interjected, so I let my head rock back onto the pillow again as she and the nurse exited.

      It seemed like I’d only been asleep for a second before Blaise walked in with some food, and the nurse came in a few minutes later. I saw Blaise had Tupperware containers, and whatever was in them smelled good as hell, making me perk up. She set everything down as the nurse closed the door, holding some paper tab-like shit in her hand.

      Walking it over to me, she pointed and said, “See these two lines here and this one line right here? That means this pregnancy test is positive.”

      “Thanks, but I never said she wasn’t pregnant.”

      The nurse nodded and then left out after moving a couple things around.

      Once the door was closed, Blaise put the eating table over my lap, then placed the containers down, pulling the tops off. I saw she’d fried chicken and had rice on the side along with broccoli. In a piece of foil were two brownies. After she gave me some more water, she went to sit down and started eating her own food.

      “Here is a napkin.” She gave it to me then sat back down.

      “You just cooked this?”

      “Yes.”

      “How? I wasn’t even asleep that long?”

      “It’s been three hours, Cortez. Yes you were.”

      I said nothing as I started to tear the food up, so it was quiet as she ate as well. When I was done, she was too, so she got up to move my table away. When she was about to go sit back down, I grabbed her hand to stop her, but she wouldn’t look at me.

      “Blaise.”

      “Let me go,” she whimpered, so I knew she was about to cry. I felt bad as fuck for taking my anger about my injury and shit out on her.

      “Baby, come here.” I tugged her, but she wouldn’t budge. “I’m weak as fuck right now, but come to me, please.” She wiped her face with her free hand and then finally turned to face me. I brought her down into the bed. “Aye, listen. I know you wouldn’t lie about no shit like that, and I didn’t mean for it to come out that way. I’m just in a bad mood, baby.”

      “I was just trying to make you feel better, so I thought me being here when you woke up would help. And then for you to act like I’m the same as these bitches you’ve been fucking—”

      “I know, I know, and I’m sorry as fuck for that.” I brought her closer to me so that she was straddling my lap. Moving her long hair out of her face, I kissed her lips and then looked up into her eyes. “You ain’t the same as them females. I already know. That’s why I’m in love with yo’ ass.” I thumbed her wet cheeks. “And I also already know my kid is in ya belly; you ain’t have to take no test for me. You fine as fuck, got your shit together, and everything else going for you. Why the fuck would you need to lie about having my baby?”

      “I wouldn’t.”

      “Exactly.” I admired her beauty for a moment before saying, “Thank you for making me the food.”

      Shit like that was why I loved Blaise. Her aura was of a wife, which made a nigga want to make her mine.

      “You’re welcome.” She looked down.

      “Don’t be sad, baby. I apologize. You still love yo’ nigga, right?”

      “Yes.” She smirked as I rubbed up and down her thighs. She had on tights, but it felt just as good.

      “Damn, pretty far along, huh?” I rubbed up under her shirt, and she put her hand on mine, smiling and nodding. “Your stomach is pretty small, so I guess I thought it was less.”

      “Nope. I’ll start to blow up rapidly in a little bit. Enjoy me now because I won’t be so sexy.”

      “Yes you will.”

      She shook her head ‘no’.

      “You didn’t see me when I was pregnant with Island. If you did, you’d know what I was talking about. I never posted on social media once I began to show.”

      “Let me see. You have pictures?”

      “No. I don’t want you to see me like that.”

      “I’m gon’ see you like that any fucking way. Show me that shit, Blaise.”

      She hesitated but then pulled her phone from her hoodie pocket before moving through it. She stared for a minute, then turned it to show me the photo.

      “Look at my baby.” I chuckled. “Yeah, I’m still gon’ be fucking you just as much when you get back to looking like this.”

      “Really?” She grinned as I handed her back the phone.

      “Yeah, really. You know how good you look to a nigga? And sexy.” I hugged her as best as I could as I attacked her neck. “A little extra meat ain’t gon’ stop me from beating that pussy up.” I rubbed and groped her nice fat ass, thinking about fucking her hard from the back.

      Blaise chuckled, rubbing the back of my head before I pulled away for a kiss.

      “You like me that much?”

      “I do. My bad for hurting ya feelings and shit earlier.” I admired her pretty ass face and smile, with them big ass lips.

      “It’s okay.”

      “Nah, it’s not. I’ve done enough shit, and I made you a promise.” She pecked me after looking down into my eyes for a bit. “And don’t let this shit from them females on the Internet get to you. You know what the fuck it is between us, and that? That shit is a lie.”

      “Them bitches and blogs can’t make me leave you.”

      “I know.”

      She got off the bed to turn the light off and then opened the bathroom door slightly to use the light coming from in there. Standing right by it so that I could see, she began removing her clothes slowly, making my dick get harder and harder as each article hit the floor. Once she was ass naked, she came back to me, straddling my lap. I’d peeled the covers back to allow her in.

      “I wanna fuck you,” she whispered in between kisses.

      “I wanna fuck you too.”

      I pulled this fuck ass hospital gown upward as Blaise rose up, before forcing herself down onto my dick. Gripping her ass in my hands, I took her nipple into my mouth, enjoying her riding me.
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        * * *

      

      This morning, Blaise had assisted me in the shower and with brushing my teeth, because she didn’t want the nurse doing the shit. No matter what I told her, she refused to believe the nurse wouldn’t be in here trying to suck my dick. My girl was a little crazy, so I let her have her way.

      I was able to pee on my own, since Blaise left right after my shower to get cleaned up herself and handle Island. She had some shit to do later on today, but she would be stopping back by before all that.

      As I walked out of the bathroom, I spotted Maia seated in one of the chairs, so I sighed, making my way to the fucking bed.

      “Aye, you gotta go.” I climbed into the bed and pressed the nurse button as soon as I was in.

      “I’m happy you’re okay, baby.” She smiled, but it dropped when I didn’t respond. “Is it true?” Her voice was shaking.

      “How the fuck you already crying? Get yo’ ass up out of here with that shit, Maia.”

      “Is she really pregnant? Please tell me no.” She sobbed, standing up to come over to the bed. “You can’t let her have the baby, Cortez. I-if you do, how are you going to make time for us?”

      I just stared up at Maia for a few moments, wondering where the fuck she’d lost her mind at. If I had all my strength, I would have snatched her ass up already.

      “Maia, you gotta—” When she climbed into the bed with me, lying her head on the pillow, it caught me off guard.

      “Don’t do this to me, Cortez!”

      “I’m two seconds from knocking you off this muthafuckin’ bed,” I hissed, and before I could say anything else, I heard Blaise’s voice from down the hall. “Aye, get in the bathroom!” I shoved Maia’s ass, causing her to fly onto the hospital floor.

      “Ow! What? Why?”

      “Just go in the fucking bathroom!”

      Maia scurried to her feet and rushed into the bathroom a split second before Blaise entered.
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      “Hi, baby.” I felt myself cheesing as I entered the hospital room.

      “Sup.” Belly smirked cutely as I made my way over, setting my purse down on the way.

      “How are you feeling?” I climbed into the bed with him, kissing his lips repeatedly before lying beside him.

      “Better with you here… I guess.” He brushed his finger under my chin.

      “Shut up! You’re such an asshole.”

      “Nah, I’m fucking with you. I’m happy to see yo’ ass though, as always.” He put his hand over my stomach and added, “This one too.”

      “You better be.”

      “Aye, but I really want some candy. You wouldn’t mind getting that shit for me, would you? From the store downstairs.”

      “Since when do you eat candy?”

      “I don’t, but I got a craving for Jolly Ranchers at the moment.”

      Rolling my eyes, I started to get up but noticed an eyelash on the pillow that I was on. Getting closer to it, I saw it was fake, so I pointed and asked, “What bitch was in here laid up with you?”

      “Huh?”

      He heard me. That was always the first word out of a caught nigga’s mouth.

      “What bitch was in here! There’s a fucking fake eyelash on your pillow, so I know y’all were cuddled up!” I smacked his head hard as hell.

      “Blaise, wasn’t nobody in here, baby, I promise you!”

      “You are such a fucking liar.” I got off the bed. “I can’t believe I thought you could be a man.” I felt sick to my stomach.

      “Blaise, come here.” I heard Belly getting out of the bed, but I ignored his ass.

      I surveyed the room to see if anything else was left behind, like an earring or something, before going to check the bathroom. When I opened the door, Maia and I made eye contact as she sat on the closed toilet top.

      “Oh really?” I raised a brow, entering the bathroom at full speed, and snatching her ass up by her thick curly hair.

      “Stop! Let me go!” she screamed as I dragged her from the bathroom.

      Once out, I closed the door then said, “Get up.”

      “There was no need to grab my hair—”

      WHAM! WHAM!

      As soon as Maia was to her feet, I started pounding her face in. She tried to keep up, landing her punches nowhere, and once she realized she was no match, she began backing away. Belly was calling my name, but I ignored him.

      I followed Maia, wearing her ass out until she hollered and turned to run from me. Like a maniac, I chased her down the hospital hall, smiling at the blood droplets she was leaving behind.

      Maia got to the elevator before me, frantically pressing the down button, and right when I got to her, the doors opened. She slipped inside and hit the ‘door close’ button, but before they shut, I kicked the shit out of her, forcing her to fly back and the doors to jar back open.

      “Oh, you thought it was over?” I smirked before wailing on her ass again until she dropped down into the fetal position.

      The elevator doors were now closed, but we weren’t moving, of course, and when I’d finally felt like I was done, I stopped. I stood over a crying Maia as I panted heavily. Had I not been pregnant, I could have beat her to death, but I was deathly tired now, feeling like I was about to pass out.

      “Please! Stop!” she yelled, even though I’d long ago stopped hitting her.

      Grabbing her face gently, I lifted her head so we could make eye contact. “Cortez Khalil is mine, do you hear me? I know you’re used to being able to have access to him, and you may have had some sort of agreement with them other bitches, but that shit is over.

      Find a new nigga to pass around between the four of you, because that one down the hall is in a relationship with me and me only. I don’t share, and I don’t allow rentals of any kind. That dick belongs to me, his heart belongs to me, and this baby I’m carrying will have both of its parents together, even if I have to kill you to be sure of it.” I smiled. “We clear?”

      “Y-yes,” she sniffled and stammered.

      I let her face go and hit the ‘open door’ button to step off the elevator. I made my way down the hall, slowly though because I was exhausted.

      When I finally got to Belly’s room, I saw he was dressing with his slow, injured ass. Not able to talk yet, I poured myself some of his water and downed it.

      “Blaise.” He rounded the bed to me, his injured side stiff as ever. “Baby, she showed up, and I had no idea. I ain’t ask that bitch to come, and I definitely wasn’t cuddled up with her ass.”

      “Why was she hiding then?”

      “Because when I was telling her stupid ass to leave, you were already here, so I was trying to save her from getting fucked up.” He sat on his bed, then pulled me to him. “That was it. If I was gon’ fuck another bitch, I’d at least wait until I could properly hide the shit.”

      “Cortez.”

      He laughed.

      “On some real shit, I wouldn’t do it here; it’s too risky. But I ain’t about to fuck up again, because I don’t want to, and because I don’t have the urge to. I don’t think about other females.” He turned to swing his feet onto the bed. “Plus, I probably gotta work overtime to keep you.”

      “What do you mean?” I got in the bed with him after closing the door.

      He stared off for a second and replied, “If this injury takes me out of boxing for good, I won’t be shit. I won’t be the nigga you met.”

      “First of all, this won’t take you out for good.”

      “How the fuck you know?”

      “Because I know. I’ve seen you fight, and you’re not easy to take down. Secondly, I love you, Cortez. Whether you’re an undefeated boxer or the janitor at a boxing gym, you’ll always be that nigga. And I will love you and want to be with you no matter what.”

      He intertwined our fingers, and after staring at them for a moment, he brought my hand to his lips.

      “You all I got, Blaise, you know that?”

      “What about boxing and—”

      “I love boxing, that’s my life, but at the end of the day, it’s yo’ ass. Some shit boxing can’t make better for me, but you can. Like right now. I love you. I fuck with you. And because of that shit, I’ll never fuck you over again. I’m pissed I have before, but at least now I know what’s it like to lose you, and I don’t like the shit.”

      “I love you too, baby.” I cupped his face to kiss him. “I’m happy we figured this out, because I never wanted to leave you. Even when you were being an ain’t shit nigga, I still wanted you for some reason.”

      We both chuckled softly. He was so fine, even laid up in the hospital bed.

      “I always wanted you; I just liked a few snacks in between.”

      I rolled my eyes at him and said, “You know niggas are praising you on the Internet for having me, Maia, and Megyn pregnant at the same time.”

      He tittered.

      “Except Megyn’s ass is a fucking lie. You mad?”

      “No, just irritated.” I couldn’t help but smile as we looked at one another. I hated how he made me feel all giddy.

      “I’ll have their asses in line soon as I get all this other shit together.”

      He started caressing my thigh, so I pushed his gown up. He had boxers on from when he was trying to dress, so I pulled his dick through the slit. I listened to him moan as I took it into my mouth, sucking slowly and building up my saliva. I let my tongue toy with the head, and once my mouth was drenched, I began sucking faster, feeling Belly grip my hair in his big hand.

      “Mm,” I moaned, giving it a little bit of vibration as I let his head tap the back of my throat.

      “Fuck, Blaise,” he grunted, guiding my head at this point.

      I allowed him to take control, while still using my tongue to tease the head of his dick whenever I came up.

      “Mr. Khal—”

      “Get yo’ ass out!” he barked at the nurse as I kept going. “Blaise, baby, I fucking love yo’ nasty ass.” He panted, staring down at me as I went to work.

      In no time, he was releasing, tightening his hold on my hair as his head fell back. I lifted his gown some to peck his impeccable abs as he breathed heavily.

      “You love me?” I inquired.

      “I do.”

      Once we both pulled ourselves together, I made his ass tell me everything he remembered about the day he got shot.
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      The next morning…

      

      I arrived on the set of my show Streets, wanting to talk to the producer. My manager and I decided that it was best I be honest about my pregnancy, despite me keeping it a secret from the world. Even after I posted that picture of myself with a flat sucked in stomach, people still didn’t believe me and claimed it was an old picture. However, I wasn’t admitting shit until I had to.

      “Good morning, Blaise. You look beautiful.” Dasha welcomed me into her office, hugging me.

      “Thanks so much.”

      “Welcome. Have a seat, honey. Did you want some coffee? Tea?”

      “Actually, chamomile tea would be nice; thank you.”

      Dasha nodded to her assistant Kim, and she pranced out to go make my tea. I took a few deep breaths because I wasn’t sure of what Dasha’s reaction would be.

      Booking this show had been a dream come true and was my first major acting gig. The thought of me being replaced on the show devastated me, and I wasn’t sure how I’d be able to handle such a loss. Belly swore that they wouldn’t fire me, but he was just saying that to make me feel better. I appreciated it, but I knew how this industry worked.

      “So, what did you want to talk about? Everything has been fine, right? I haven’t been on set some days, but I’ve seen the playbacks, and you’re doing wonderful. I think the writers want to make Crissi permanent.”

      I chuckled with her, just as I accepted the teacup from Kim.

      “Wow, that’s great. I umm, wanted to talk to you because I have a little problem. Well, it’s not a problem, it’s just… I’m pregnant, Dasha.” I spit it out because I didn’t know how to say it any other way.

      “Oh.” She sat back in her chair.

      “I know this is bad, and I’m sorry.” I began to tear up. “I told myself I wouldn’t get pregnant ever again, and if I did, it wouldn’t be until my career was off the ground. But…” I took the tissue she handed me to dab my eyes. “…I—”

      “Fell in love?” She smiled, catching me off guard since I thought she’d be furious.

      “Yeah, and after that, things just kind of happened. You do a lot without thinking. I’m keeping the baby, and I was thinking maybe my character could get pregnant or something to make it work. I really don’t want to lose this role.”

      “No, Crissi isn’t getting pregnant anytime soon, Blaise.”

      “Oh. Well, okay.” I drank some of the tea to calm my stomach. “Then I guess… I don’t know. You guys will find someone else? I’m going to start showing a lot more, and most of my character’s clothes are crop tops and tight outfits.”

      “No, we won’t find anyone else. It’s called filming you at the right angles and using computer tricks for when we need to show your full body or sex scenes.”

      “Computer tricks?”

      “Yep.” She laughed at my astonishment. “Edit your belly right out when we need to, so don’t worry.” She nodded, looking off like she was thinking. “Do you think you can work until you’re about nine months? By that time, this season’s filming will be done, you can have the baby, recoup, and be good to go for season three.”

      “Yes, of course! I can do that, I promise!”

      I knew I would have to keep up with my exercise because there was no way I could blow up like I had with Island and be on TV.

      “Great. Well is that all?”

      “It is.”

      “Okay. Congratulations on the baby, by the way. It’s with Cortez Khalil, right?”

      “Yes.” I giggled shyly. “We tried to be low-key, but people are nosy detectives, so we finally came out not too long ago.”

      “I knew well before that. He terrorized two of my production assistants to come see you.”

      “Sorry.”

      We both chortled.

      “He also sends you roses a lot, so I’m not sure if he’s a lunatic or romantic.”

      “He’s a mixture.” I chuckled, and she joined me.

      “Yes, I’m figuring that out.” She got up, so I did the same before we hugged.

      “Thank you for not firing me and working around this. I know it’s inconvenient for you all.”

      “Blaise, I’ve been a producer for almost twenty-five years; this is not the first pregnancy I’ve had to work around. Imagine having a pregnant actor without the same technology we have today; very stressful. So this with you is nothing. Plus, you were the best for this role, and no one on the crew can see anyone else as Crissi.”

      Dasha walked me out, talking to me about the next few days of work and anything else I needed to know.

      By the time I left the studio, I was feeling really good. I went to pick my baby up from my mom, and when I got to my condo, Gary let me know some things came for me. Since it was a huge bouquet of roses and two shopping bags, one from Fendi and another from Dior, I asked him to help me up with it.

      “Island, let’s see what this is.” I sat my baby on the floor with me and then pulled the card from the roses.

      Because I love you and I fuck with you. - Yo’ nigga.

      I chuckled at the message on the small white card, then opened the gifts. In the bottom of the Dior bag, after taking out what Belly had bought me, I saw a Gucci box. Opening it, I realized it was some Gucci mules for Island.

      “Look, baby!” I kissed her cheek and removed her sandals to try them on her. They fit perfectly, and I couldn’t believe Belly had remembered her size. I couldn’t tell you how many times Five-Star called me to get her sizes when buying her things.

      After putting up my new Fendi and Dior things, plus Island’s shoes, I made us dinner. I put some extra in a container for Belly, then Island and I left to go see him in the hospital.
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      “Remember to take it easy, Mr. Khalil.” The doctor stared me down as I slipped my hoodie over my head.

      “Yep,” was all I said as I snatched my bag up and started out.

      The side of my body that I’d gotten shot in was still tight from the stitches and was painful as fuck, but I needed to get back to it. I planned to still fight Mason’s ass as scheduled and refused to let that incident he caused take me out.

      The nigga was doing everything in his power to keep from fighting me, and the shit was hilarious. It just showed how well he knew that I was gon’ fuck his big ass up and snatch that title from him. And once I got that shit, I would keep it until I willingly gave it up via retirement.

      Mason and every other nigga who thought they could hinder me in this shit would learn I was a thoroughbred hood nigga first, and a boxer second. By saying that, a few bullets wasn’t gon’ do shit but piss me off and make me go even harder in that damn ring. I planned to fuck Mason up originally, but now since the nigga wanted to play dirty with his pussy ass, I would make sure he left that stadium on a stretcher.

      Will agreed to pick me up since Blaise was busy working, and I didn’t feel like being bothered with Manny’s deadbeat ass. As soon as I stepped out front, Will climbed out of his Mercedes to dap me up.

      “Nigga, I can put my own bag up. Get yo’ ass back in the car,” I told him when he reached to take my shit as if I were a bitch.

      “Aight, nigga. Fuck around and mess some shit up.” He threw his hands up in mock surrender before making his way back to the driver’s side.

      After throwing my duffel into the back seat, I slid into the front passenger. Will pulled off, and it was quiet for a little bit as he headed toward the freeway.

      “So that shit is true, huh?” I glanced at him, but he refused to look my way as he sighed heavily.

      “It ain’t like what the shit said.”

      “I mean, every nigga don’ fucked hoes before; I know I have. I just ain’t never paid for the shit. All this free pussy, and you’re blowing racks on it?”

      “It’s hard to explain, Belly. It ain’t just about pussy. I’m turned on by females who… work.”

      “Don’t ever in yo’ fucking life tell me what yo’ ass is turned on by again.” We both laughed, even though I was serious as fuck. “Drop me off at the crib so I can change. I have to handle some shit.” I checked my watch.

      “Ain’t you supposed to rest for a couple weeks?”

      “Yeah, but you know I’m not. I’m used to dealing with bullet wounds. I’ll be aight.”

      “I’m sure Strauss is happy you got shot, but little does he know.”

      “Right. But that nigga knows it’s still a loss for him.”

      Will just nodded in agreement as he sped down the freeway. Once I was at my crib, I showered and changed. Shit took forever for me to put on some damn jeans and a Polo.

      I needed a haircut, so instead, I threw on a hat to cover it up, before my watch and bracelet. After putting on a little cologne, I snatched my car keys and bounced.

      It was a little after 5 p.m., and I knew Megyn was having some event for her eyelash company, so I was gon’ show up.

      She thought that miscarriage shit was cool and I wasn’t fucking with it. I usually paid no attention to the lies these hoes told to the media, because if the shit was a lie, I didn’t see the point in stressing over bullshit.

      However, this shit right here pissed me the fuck off because I didn’t like muthafuckas trashing my reputation or coming at my girl and trying to make her feel some type of way. Shit, I’d suffered e-fucking-nough trying to get Blaise back, and I’d be damned if Megyn’s fuck ass shenanigans had people convincing Blaise that she shouldn’t fuck with me.

      I got to the event about thirty minutes after I left, since it was over in Hollywood. There wasn’t too much traffic since it was early afternoon; too late for the morning shift muthafuckas to be driving, and too early for them to be driving home. I parked a little ways in the back and started toward the front where I saw a bunch of niggas drinking champagne and shit.

      “Hi, Belly.” Some bitch with curly blonde hair waved to me as she and her friends stared me down.

      The old me would’ve had a nasty threesome popping off after this shit, but I was a different nigga now. I was a different muthafucka for Blaise Cansino, though, nobody else.

      I ignored them and continued through, until my eyes landed on Megyn. She was smiling and talking, but when she peeped me, it faded. I just stood there, feeling hoes’ eyes on me, as Megyn started over.

      “I didn’t expect you to… come. Did you want some champagne or something? I’m so happy to see you, baby, and I’m sorry for what I said,” she whispered the last part.

      “When I met yo’ ass, I told you the only thing I wanted to do was fuck you. I’ve never wanted you for shit else but some pussy and to suck me up, but somehow, you got shit twisted. I would never in life make you my bitch, let alone fuck you raw and nut in you, so kill the pregnant shit off. I’d stick my raw dick in the mouth of an alligator before I slide up in you with no cap.”

      Megyn’s eyes darted around my face, and it was obvious she was embarrassed as fuck since I didn’t lower my voice in the slightest.

      “Cortez, don’t—”

      “Now what I want you to do is get yo’ ass on that microphone and let all these people know that you were just something to stick my dick in when Blaise wasn’t fucking with me. And baby, the pussy ain’t good enough for you to be acting out like this.” I shook my head to add emphasis. “Ya fucking throat is way better.”

      I wasn’t bullshitting either. Megyn was around here acting like she had some gold between her legs. These females needed to learn that the quality of their pussy determined how ignorant they could act. So bitches like Megyn with 8/10 pussy ratings needed to fucking behave, because a nigga was two seconds from running her ass over like roadkill and sending her muthafuckin’ ass up a river somewhere.

      “I don’t want you like that either!” She sobbed, making it overly obvious that her ass was lying.

      She wanted to play these fuck ass games for the public; well I was gon’ play some too.

      “I couldn’t tell between you blowing my phone up, stalking me, and letting me nut all over ya face.” I turned to the nigga holding the microphone nearby, snatched it, and handed it to her, before leaning over to whisper in her ear, “Say what the fuck I told you to, or I swear to God I’ll break into yo’ condo, chloroform you, and toss yo’ stupid ass off the rooftop.” I fixed one of her hair strands that had gotten pushed back, then waited for her to do as she was told.

      “Hey, everyone.” She cleared her throat into the microphone. “I just wanted to say… really quickly that the whole thing with me miscarrying and such was a umm… there was a misunderstanding. That didn’t happen.” She shoved the microphone into the chest of the nigga who’d originally had it, then darted to the back as I left.

      It didn’t take long for the shit to end up on the blogs, which I knew would happen. I figured some nosy muthafucka would be in that bitch recording everything.

      Satisfied, I took my ass home to change into some gym clothes, then let my trainer know to meet me at the boxing gym. He hit me back, questioning me, but I told his ass to just show the fuck up or he’d have to find another muthafucka to train.

      On the way there, I got a text from Blaise.

      Wife: I miss you so much. I’m off now and I wanna see you, wherever you are… please?

      Me: I miss you too. I’m headed to the gym I train at. Come.

      Wife: Ok

      By the time I got to the gym, I saw Blaise pulling into the lot, so I got my shit out and waited. She had Island with her, which made me smile widely as fuck.

      “Sup.” I bit my lip, eying Blaise and making her blush. I leaned down to kiss her lips as I grabbed a handful of her ass.

      “Hi.” She simpered.

      “How you doing, beautiful?” I took Island as we started walking toward the entrance.

      “Belly!” Island shouted with a smile as I kissed her.

      I made sure Blaise and Island were comfortable nearby where I’d be training so I could watch them closely while doing so.

      While I worked out, the gym was to be empty, so I didn’t have to worry about other muthafuckas getting sweat on or accidentally bumping into me. That was a quick way for a nigga to get his fucking block knocked off. Plus, now that I was getting famous and shit, other niggas acted like groupies or always had their damn hands out, and I ain’t need that shit while training.

      “You know I’m not supposed to work you out until I get clearance from your doctor, Khalil.” Victor sighed.

      “I don’t give a fuck. I already told Carson not to cancel shit and that the fight with Mason’s bitch ass is still on.”

      “I know you feel okay, but I just don’t—”

      “Either you do the shit or I can get a new nigga to do it. Either way, I’m getting trained, and I’m fighting Mason.”

      Victor nodded and then pointed in the direction of the gym that he wanted to start in.

      In the middle of Victor kicking my ass with some intervals, a nigga in a faded ass blue suit approached.

      “Mr. Khalil, can I speak with you for just a moment? I promise it won’t take long. I’m Frank Tam with the LA Police Department.”

      I felt Blaise staring with a worried expression as I straightened up to converse with this nigga.

      “In regard to what?” I frowned.

      “I just have some questions about the afternoon you were shot. You wouldn’t allow us to see you while in the hospital, so I thought I’d try now.”

      “Then ask the questions, nigga. I got shit to do as you can fucking see.”

      “Of course. Now an eyewitness explained that you and the shooter exchanged words before he shot you and then himself. Is this true?”

      “Yeah.”

      “Do you mind telling me what he said?”

      “I don’t remember. He was talking all low and shit, and next thing I knew, I was shot the fuck up, so nah, I can’t tell you at the moment.”

      “Do you have any enemies that may have—”

      “Look, right now all I wanna do is continue to train for my next fucking fight. I don’t care about none of this bullshit with you fuck ass police. I don’ been shot plenty of muthafuckin’ times, and this is just another one. And to answer yo’ question, a nigga like me gon’ always have enemies. It’d be quicker for me to give you a list of niggas that ain’t an enemy. You can go ahead and go.”

      He turned away after nodding and then looked to Blaise before saying, “Hi—”

      “Don’t talk to her unless you want ya neck broken, nigga. Bounce.”

      As he was told, he walked his weak ass out so I could get back to training. A few hours later, it was time for a break, so I wiped my sweat off before going right over to Blaise and Island. Island was knocked out on the couch, so when I sat down, Blaise got in my lap to kiss me.

      “You smell good as fuck. And you’re pretty as shit.” I touched her hair, then let my hand drop to caress her hip.

      “Baby, why did you lie to the police guy?” She stared me in the eyes.

      “About what?”

      “You told him you didn’t know what the boy said to you before he shot you?”

      “Because if I tell them, they’re gonna investigate Mason Strauss, find some shit, and possibly arrest his ass.”

      “Okay, that’s kind of the point. He sent someone to kill you so he wouldn’t have to fight you, Cortez. I hate him, and I want him to go to jail or die. He probably did this because he’s big and ugly, and you’re fine.”

      I chuckled, seeing her so mad for me.

      “I love you too, baby.” I pecked her. “But if they arrest his ass, I can’t fight him for that title because they’ll take it from him and throw him in jail. I want that belt fair and square, and the only way I can get that muthafucka is if I beat his ass in that ring. I want shit to go as planned, and after I become the official champ, I’ll handle him myself.”

      “But you’re injured, and what if you get in the ring and something happens?” Her eyes watered.

      “Blaise, I’m from Neighborhood Piru. A nigga can take a bullet or two and keep it pushing. I’m just gon’ work that much harder to be sure I’m A1 once I step in that ring. I don’t lose. I told you that shit, and I need you to know that shit.”

      “I do. I’m sorry. I just love you, and I felt sick when I heard you were shot.”

      “Don’t trip. I’m gon’ be here. For you, Island, and my son.”

      “You don’t even know what it is.” She smiled as I thumbed the two tears that had finally dropped.

      “I got a feeling it’s a boy.”

      “I hope so since I have a girl already. You’ll be a good dad.” She surveyed me for a moment. “Thank you for being so good with Island; she’s not used to it. Her father spends so little time with her, that she doesn’t really know what it’s like to have a father figure.”

      “Yeah, I love her. That’s my daughter too. And if old boy got a problem with it, he can come see me.”

      “I doubt he will since the last two encounters he ended up taking a nap unwillingly.”

      “Then shit is all good.”

      We both grinned before she locked her arms around my neck to kiss me.
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      Same day… a few hours later…

      “Same time tomorrow?” Brittany wanted to confirm, and I nodded as I sat on the floor against the mirror.

      We’d been rehearsing for hours on end for Reddi’s next show, and today was horrible for me. I’d never danced so badly in my life, but it was because I couldn’t concentrate.

      From Rafi claiming Yesenia all over social media, to me finding out that Will had been fucking prostitutes while fucking me, I was losing it.

      And to think I’d actually thought I’d found something in Will. It was like he was a totally different person than the man I’d been spending time with. The Will I’d grown to like was sweet, caring, sure of himself, and had standards. The man they posted on the blogs was some weird, sex-crazed creep.

      I shook my head at my thoughts before downing my water. I needed to pull it together before I lost my damn job.

      “I still can’t believe him.” Dionne threw her bag over her shoulder.

      “Huh?”

      “Will fucking those hookers. I called it, remember? I’ve reached out to him to talk about it, but he won’t return my calls.”

      “Oh well. Maybe he needs time.” I shrugged.

      Like Rafi, Dionne was still in the dark on Will’s and my relationship. She was hurt by the prostitute news just like I was, which made this feeling even worse.

      How had my life gone to shit so quickly? Right now, I would give anything to be back in that secret relationship with Rafi; hell, at least I was somewhat content.

      Will however had been doing the opposite of what he was doing with Dionne. He’d been blowing my phone and Instagram up, trying to talk to me. Initially, he’d asked me to come over prior to me seeing anything, but Dionne had messaged me the link to the article. So before he could break the news to me, I’d found out. When I didn’t show up to his home as planned, he knew I’d caught wind of the scandal and hadn’t stopped trying to see me since.

      “Did you want to go get a drink?” Dionne broke me from my thoughts.

      “No, I’m not really in the mood. And I want to tuck my babies in.”

      “Right. I just assumed since we were both having nigga issues, we could use some alcohol. Maybe tomorrow night?”

      “Maybe.” I gave her the only smile I could muster up.

      After Dionne left, I stayed put, just thinking. About ten minutes later, my phone rang, and I looked down to see it was Will. Irritated, I snatched my iPhone up and tapped the green button.

      “Please stop calling me.”

      “Priscilla, let me talk to you. All I’m asking is that you give me your ear for a little bit.”

      “No. Why should I?”

      “We’ve been getting close as fuck, and now I can’t even get a chance to explain myself? You’re just gon’ stop fucking with me like that? I thought shit was deeper than that between us.”

      Sighing and dropping my head, I tousled my curly hair to think a little bit. I did want to talk to him, but it was because I still liked him. And I didn’t understand how I could still be into someone like him. I wanted the Will I thought I had, not this man.

      “We can talk tomorrow afternoon.”

      “I’m outside the dance studio now though. I just pulled up.”

      “Dionne is here! No!”

      “Nah, she pulled off a minute ago, and that’s when I called you. She ain’t see me, and so what if she did.”

      I just shook my head and replied, “Come inside, Will.”

      I hung up before he could say anything and then turned to the mirror to make sure I looked presentable. I didn’t want to be looking fucked up when I went off on him. I wanted him to understand what he was losing and regret it.

      “Hey.” I heard his soothing voice. I stared at him through the mirror, sucking my teeth at the flowers in his hand. I could tell they cost some change.

      “Hi. I’m not moving from this position.” I turned my body to face him.

      “Least of my worries.” He started toward me and dropped down to sit on the shiny wood floors along with me. “You smell nice.”

      “I smell like sweat.”

      “Good sweat though.” He smirked.

      He was so good looking, confusing me on why he even felt the need to sleep with women who’d charge him for it. Hell, I was fucking him for free.

      “Talk, Will.”

      He placed the flowers down and said, “Priscilla, this shit isn’t like what you think. I wasn’t just out here fucking hoes because I was horny; it’s an illness, an addiction.”

      “An addiction? What, you’re a sex addict?” I rolled my eyes. How many niggas have used that excuse?

      “No, I’m not a sex addict.” He shook his head. “I enjoy having sex with women who make me pay for it. I’m not quite sure why, but the thought of exchanging bread for pussy does it for me.”

      I frowned, baffled, floored, astonished, just all of the above. Will ran his hand down his face, exhaling.

      “That makes no sense!”

      “I know it sounds stupid and like some bullshit, but I promise to God it’s real. It’s the same as a drug addiction or drinking problem.”

      “Whatever. What am I supposed to do with that, Will? Be with you while you fuck random women? And it’s nasty as hell! How could you jeopardize my health like that! You don’t care about me!”

      “Baby.” He scooted closer to me. “I do. I do care about you a lot. If I could snap my fingers and have this shit out of my system, I swear to God I would. And I’m always safe when it comes to hookers and with you, so you ain’t gotta worry about me giving you shit.”

      “You kiss them?”

      “I’ve kissed one and only her. But it doesn’t mean that I like her or anything like that. I’ve just been umm,” he wiped his mouth, “intimate with her for a minute now, so kissing wasn’t a big thing. But she’s the only one.”

      “What’s her name?”

      “Why?”

      “Because I want to know her fucking name.”

      “Swan.” He looked off for a second before regaining eye contact with me.

      I scoffed, shaking my head in disgust. I didn’t know why I wanted to know her name; I guess because I was jealous. What kind of name was Swan anyway? Bitch.

      “So go be with Swan.”

      “I wanna be with you, Priscilla. I don’t want a fucking hoe as my girl. I want you.”

      “Well you can’t have me. I won’t deal with that bullshit you have going on. You’re crazy if you think I will.” I picked imaginary lint off of my leggings.

      “I don’t expect you to. I’m gonna stop this shit, but I need you by my side when I do.” He took my hand into his.

      I kept my attention on my leggings for a little longer before lifting my head to look into his eyes.

      “I have kids, Will. I—”

      “You ain’t gotta worry about that, baby. I’m good with kids, and like I said, I’m not gon’ keep doing this shit. I’m gon’ get some help.”

      “Help how?” I inquired, and he shrugged. “You have to look into how you’re going to get help.”

      “I am. The shit just got exposed, and I’m still trying to wrap my mind around it. I’ve been feeling like my fucking life is over. Between this possibly ruining my career and reputation, then you not wanting to fuck with me, things have been hard to face.”

      “Will, I just got out of an unhappy relationship, and I don’t want to be in another one.”

      “You’ve been unhappy?”

      “I’m saying that because of—”

      “Have you been unhappy? It’s a simple question, Priscilla. Since you’ve been fucking with me, have you been discontented?”

      “No.”

      “Exactly.” He pulled me over to him so that I was in between his legs. “I’m gon’ fix this shit, separately from what we got going on so nothing will change between us. I promise. I’m done with that foul shit. I just have to get the help to keep it that way. But in the meantime, I wanna be with you.”

      “Be with me or date me?” I turned to look at him, so he kissed me.

      “I wanna be with you. The only time I’m not itching to be in a brothel somewhere is when I’m with you. You’re the only female who’s been able to keep my mind off of it. Dionne could never do that shit.

      The fact that I could spend a whole day with you and not be bugging the fuck out for a fix says a lot. I need a woman like you, and I understand that I’m not on yo’ level at the moment, but I’m promising you that I’ll get there very soon. We can move as fast or as slow as you’d like, as long as we’re together.”

      “I wanna know everything, all the details on your process of fixing this.”

      “No problem. So is that a yes?” he spoke against my lips, kissing me slowly and deeply.

      I didn’t know what it was about Will, but I wanted to be with him. Excluding his weird addiction, he was everything I’d tried to make Rafi be: attentive, a good listener, didn’t hide his emotions, and let me think and make decisions on my own. I felt like I actually had some sort of say-so when with Will, versus feeling completely helpless and controlled with Rafi. It was almost as if I were finally experiencing being a grown woman in a relationship.

      “Yes,” I finally replied, just before he slipped his tongue into my mouth.
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        * * *

      

      “Ah!” I screamed when I stepped out of the shower to see Rafi leaning up against the double sink. “What the fuck are you doing here?”

      “I live here. You were right there when I bought this crib. Fuck you mean what am I doing here?”

      “You haven’t spent the night here in weeks. I assumed you bought a new place for you and your new girl.” I wrapped my body in the towel and then went to use some toner on my face in front of the mirror. I felt him staring.

      “Yeah, well I came to holla at you.”

      “About?”

      My breath got caught in my chest when he moved closer to me, tucking some stray strands of hair behind my ear.

      “I wanna apologize for what I did.”

      “Which part? The—”

      “Everything, Prissy. I’ve never cheated on you, and this was the first time. The publicity stunt led to more one night. After that, on a few occasions when I toured out of town, I fucked her.”

      “You gave me a disease, Rafi.”

      “I did, but there’s worse shit out there that I could’ve given you but didn’t. You ain’t got AIDS, Herpes, or no shit like that.” He kissed my shoulder, so I moved over some. “This shit between Yesenia and I ain’t even real. I want my family back, but this time, no funny shit.”

      “No, Rafi, no.” I stared down into the porcelain sink bowl. I couldn’t believe I was conflicted.

      “Prissy, this ain’t something you can just throw away, baby. We got two kids, a house, a joint bank account; shit, we’re damn near married. You can’t just toss all the shit we built into the dumpster. What you gon’ tell Penni and Baby Rafi?”

      Tears began to pool in my eyes. I knew he was manipulating me, and it was working.

      “I’ll tell them that their father cheated on me, humiliated me, broke my heart, and put my health in danger.” I finally gave him eye contact.

      “I didn’t mean to do any of that shit, Prissy. You know I love you. It’s just being me, I get caught up in shit sometimes. But in all the years we’ve been together, I’ve cheated once; that has to mean something. Just one more chance.”

      “No, Rafi.”

      “Think about our babies, Prissy, and how much we love each other. At least give me a fucking chance to convince you to take me back.”

      “I need to think.”

      “Fair enough. We can start with me moving back in.” He kissed the corner of my mouth and then left the bathroom.

      Once I saw he was out of the bedroom as well, I rushed to change into some panties, a bra, and then my silk robe. Grabbing my iPhone, I dialed up Blaise.

      “Hey g—”

      “Rafi wants to reconcile.” I cut her off because I couldn’t wait for all the salutations to pass.

      “And you told him to go suck a fat one, right?”

      “Not exactly.” I sighed. “I told him I needed to think. I mean, he made some valid points. We’ve been together for years, and he’s never cheated but this once. Not to mention we have a family, Blaise.”

      “Priscilla, he’s just saying that to make you stay with him.”

      “That may very well be the case, but it doesn’t change the fact that what he’s saying is true.”

      “Priscilla, don’t do this, babe.”

      “Don’t do what?” I frowned. “He made a mistake, just like Belly made a mistake, or should I say mistakes!”

      “This has nothing to do with Belly.”

      “It kind of does. You’re trying to tell me to leave my man, while you lay up with yours, who is no better! He’s a liar and a cheater. The only reason he’s even acting right currently is because you’re pregnant. But how long will that last, Blaise? Once your belly is full or when the baby arrives, he’ll be right back in the mix with his harem!”

      I was panting heavily after my rant, as Blaise stayed silent for a little bit.

      “It’s unfortunate that you feel that way, Priscilla, but the only thing that matters in my relationship is that I trust my nigga. You don’t believe the bullshit Rafi is feeding you for a second, yet you’re still choosing to settle and be with him. That’s the difference between our situations. I’m not stupidly deciding to stick by Belly, knowing he will betray me again. If others feel he will, that’s their right to believe it; however, I don’t. But for you to be with a man that you don’t even trust yourself, is foolish, and you know it.

      I know you’re sad right now because of the shit with Will and Rafi, but make this the last time you insult me because of your baby daddy’s indiscretions.”

      “Blaise—”

      Click.

      I never thought I’d see the day where I wished to have my old life back. You never really knew what you had until it was gone.
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      “Hi, you’ve reached Alivia. I can’t come to the ph—”

      I hung up abruptly after getting Alivia’s voicemail for the hundredth time. I’d been blowing her up in every way that I could since she left my crib the night Jasmine showed up. I was afraid she was completely done with my ass since she hadn’t cursed me out or anything. I hadn’t had many girlfriends, but I knew when shit popped off, you got a tongue-lashing and at least a few slaps, or in Belly’s case, a punch to the face.

      However, not talking to her for the past week gave me time to conjure up something good enough to tell her ass once I caught up to her. And because I’d been practicing nightly in the mirror, I was confident that once I got ahold of her, she’d believe every word I said. Shit, I was starting to believe it.

      “Alright, we need to be back here tomorrow at 5 a.m. Your left side is still a little slower, which is fast for most, but not for you, Khalil,” Victor explained. “We need to go for longer periods.”

      Belly nodded, taking a seat as Victor patted his shoulder before walking to the back. I sat next to him, not knowing what to say since I knew he wasn’t fucking with me outside of work.

      “You going to Siggy’s record deal announcement party, right?” I inquired, trying to test the waters. During these past four hours of training, he hadn’t said much to my ass that wasn’t about the work at hand.

      “Why wouldn’t I be?”

      It got quiet because I didn’t have an answer.

      “Either way, you gon’ fuck that nigga Mason up.” I chuckled, but he kept his attention on removing the wrapping from his left hand. “And shit, you look—”

      “We ain’t cool, Manny. Don’t think you can just let time go by, then act like nothing ever fucking happened.”

      “So you’re about to let lying ass Jasmine come in between us?”

      Wincing a little bit as he pulled his jacket on, he rose up and replied, “If that’s how the fuck you see it, then yeah. I don’t fuck with deadbeat niggas, brother or not.”

      I wanted to tell his ass a deadbeat didn’t provide for their kid financially, and I did. Hell, 80 percent of the shit Jasiel had was because I paid for it. But I knew me saying that would prove Belly right, that I had a son by Jasmine but was too pussy to reveal it.

      “Gotta have a kid to be a deadbeat,” was all I said, and he ignored me as he exited the gym.

      After a couple minutes of me just thinking, I checked the time on my phone and saw it was 9 p.m. I’d been here with Belly and Victor since 4:30 p.m., and I was beyond exhausted. I was surprised Belly’s ass hadn’t passed out from all the vigorous training and shit. But I guess that was why that nigga ate like a fucking horse during fighting season.

      I grabbed up my shit and decided to head home, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Alivia, so I went to the hotel that I believed she was still staying in.

      After giving my keys to valet, I trucked it inside and tried to remember what room number she’d told me she was in when we were still kicking it. I couldn’t, but I checked my texts since I recalled the fact that she’d messaged it to me. Smirking at the sight of it, I hopped on the elevator and rode up, hoping she hadn’t checked out.

      When I got to her room door, I took a deep breath and knocked lightly. I heard someone come to the door, and when I noticed they took forever, staring at me through the peephole, I knew it was her ass.

      “Open the door, Alivia.”

      “Is there something I can help you with?” she called from behind it.

      “Don’t do this shit; we’re too grown for it.”

      She didn’t say anything, but before I could add to what I’d already said, she was pulling the door open. After looking me over, she stepped back some to allow me inside. She was only in a t-shirt, making me lick my lips at the sight of her legs protruding from under.

      “I don’t have long. I have to be up in the morning to meet the U-Haul at my parents’ house.”

      “Oh damn. You finally got a spot?” I smiled, watching her take a seat on the large bed.

      “I did. I didn’t let you in to play catch up, Manny, so say whatever you have to say then go.”

      “Aight. I know what you saw, but it ain’t what it looks like. I don’t have any kids. However, Jasmine was somebody that I was fucking on; all the niggas in the hood fucked with her from time to time, along with a few other females.

      Because I had a soft spot for her son, I did extra shit here and there, like paid for his meals, his clothes, and just shit I knew Jasmine was struggling to keep up with. I’ve been doing that for a long ass time, so naturally, he grew to believe I was his father.” I swallowed the lump in my throat, because contrary to popular belief, the shit I was saying was hard to spew.

      “Why did she say he was your baby? And that you often lie about having a son?”

      “That’s what hoes do, Alivia. You ain’t used to being in the hood and around these types of females.” I went and squatted down in front of her, taking her hands in mine. “They’ll say and do whatever the fuck they need to in order to ruin some real shit like what we got. Shit, look at that bitch Megyn claiming she was once pregnant by my brother. That shit ain’t true.”

      “Yeah, but he… that little boy really believed you were his father. And she didn’t seem like she was lying.”

      “She’s been doing the shit for a while, Alivia; she has her bullshit antics down pat.” I kissed her hand then added, “Look, me being me, there is always gon’ be a bitch trying to break shit up out of jealousy. We can’t let people just run up and pull us apart. You’re telling me anytime a bitch rolls up, shouting some craziness, you gon’ leave?”

      “No, I just… I guess it’s true. I’m not used to this type of drama. I mean, I read about it on the blogs and see it on Maury, but I’ve never been right in the thick of it. I’m used to church boys who haven’t even slept with a woman, let alone could have possibly gotten her pregnant.”

      “I know, and that’s why I don’t fault you for getting the fuck out of there. But see, Jasmine messed her shit up because I ain’t helping her or her son no more. You mean a lot to me, and the shit she pulled ain’t gon’ fly.”

      “I mean, I don’t want you to hang him out to dry because of her, especially if she has no money.”

      I stared up at Alivia, feeling a tiny bit like shit for lying. She was a good girl, and it was obvious by what she’d just said. I wanted to be honest with her, but I knew if I admitted to Jasiel being mine, she would dip on me. I just needed time to figure out how to break this shit to her.

      “Right, well yeah, maybe I can figure out a way to still do for him without giving Jasmine any room to act up.”

      “Yeah.”

      “So, are we good? Or you still mad at me for hiding my unofficial stepson?” I laughed, and so did she.

      “We’re good, but next time, Manuel, tell me things like this. I didn’t like the fact that she just pulled up, telling me things about you that I wasn’t aware of. Anything someone knows about my man, I need to already be privy to. Understood?”

      “Understood.” I leaned up to kiss her, as she caressed the sides of my face. “So you got a drawer for me to use at the new spot, right?”

      “Maybe. It depends on how you act.”

      I smirked before slipping my tongue into her mouth, while running my hands up her t-shirt. I pulled away only to take the shit off, before climbing onto her and in between her legs. Since she was half naked already, she helped me out of my clothes, and once I was down to my boxers, I removed her panties, kissing her stomach.

      “Manny,” she moaned once I started to suck on her pussy.

      She got comfortable, letting her legs rest on my shoulders as I toyed with her bud, using my tongue. Moments later, she was tensing up, then releasing. I gripped her waist tightly in my hands, burying my face further and continuing to feast on her pussy. Her moans got high pitched, and before I knew it, a gush of nectar was again flowing from her body.

      “Don’t ever try to diss me again,” I whispered before kissing her hungrily. Once my dick was so hard it became painful, I stood up to remove my boxers and slip a condom on.

      Alivia and I got under the covers, with me back between her legs, tonguing her down. I wasted no time sliding inside, enjoying the sound of her soft voice whimpering in my ear.

      I moved slowly, gliding in and out of her as I sucked on her neck and caressed her thick frame. After I felt her juices seep out and onto the sheets in abundance, I sped up, pulverizing her pussy as she cried out. Licking my lips, I basked in the sight of her pretty ass face twisted up as she dug her nails into my shoulders while whimpering.

      “Oh… my gosh,” she called out, eyes almost rolling into the back of her head.

      I felt my nut rising rapidly, so I hugged her body as tightly as I could, to hammer between her legs until we both climaxed, and loudly as fuck. My body gyrated as I attempted to catch my breath while attacking her collarbone with pecks.

      “You got some good shit.” I breathed heavily.

      Chuckling, Alivia replied, “You have me thinking about sex randomly now.”

      “What’s wrong with that?” I kissed her slowly.

      “Nothing. I’m just not used to it. Sex was never on my mind like that, but now I wake up and I’m like, I need Manny to be over here.” We laughed together as I finally pulled out of her. “This is probably nothing for you, I’m sure.”

      “Not true. Believe it or not, this is the first time I’ve had sex with a female I had actual feelings for.”

      “Really?”

      “I mean, I’ve thought other bitches were cute, but this is different. The nut is better this way too.” I smirked, watching her blush lightly.

      “Well, I’m happy this can be a first-time thing in some way for us both.”

      “Likewise. You wanna shower with me?”

      “Yes.”

      I tossed the covers off to get out of the bed, and after I removed the condom then flushed it, I turned the shower on. I went to scoop Alivia up bridal style, and then proceeded to put her in before I joined.
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        * * *

      

      “Just these two drinks?” the Asian man behind the liquor store counter and glass asked. The fact that the stores in the hood kept glass up around the cashiers always blew my mind. But whatever it took for safety, I guess.

      “Yeah, man.”

      I paid him the money and then left out, taking some of the Arizona tea to the head.

      Hopping in my whip, I turned my music up, feeling pretty good. I had my girl back, and it seemed like we were better than before. I still had my good ass paying job; now all I needed was to convince my brother to get over the bullshit. How he forgave Will before he forgave me? Now that was some wack shit.

      As I drove, I passed one of the parks and noticed a familiar person on the basketball courts. Recognizing the sneakers I’d purchased, I slowed down, confirming that my son was indeed in the park playing basketball with another nigga. He was too small to be actually playing for real, but the random nigga was doing enough to make him laugh and shit. I’d never been so angry in my fucking life.

      HONK!

      “Fuck you!” I barked at the honking car behind me, before swooping over to park against the sidewalk.

      I climbed out before I even shut the damn engine off all the way, storming through the rickety ass gates. As I got closer, I realized I knew the nigga he was playing with. Siggy.

      “I got it!” Jasiel shouted, tossing his small arms up in the air. Siggy scooped him up, cheesing and shit like he was his damn daddy.

      “Fuck is going on here?” I frowned as I got closer.

      “Daddy!” Jasiel hollered, but I ignored him, keeping eye contact with Siggy.

      Licking his lips and shaking his head, he replied, “Look, man, I’m just playing a game with him.”

      It hit me that I was revealing the fact that I was Jasiel’s father, so I had to play it off the best way that I could.

      “Nah, I’m asking because you got this big ass record deal now. Nigga, you know once you become successful, you can’t be out here in these streets.”

      “Right.” Siggy gave me a strange look. “You trying to play? I ain’t attempting to step on yo’ toes. I just took him out for Jasmine. She said he needed some fresh air.”

      “Step on my toes? How? And you’re fucking with Jasmine?” I chuckled through the irritation.

      “Because this is yo’ kid, Manny.” He gestured down toward Jasiel, who was in his own world, playing with the basketball that was almost as big as him. “And me and Jasmine are working on some shit.”

      “Ain’t my fucking kid. I don’t know what Jasmine told you.”

      “She showed me the DNA test because I didn’t believe her either when we first started fucking with one another heavily. And because yo’ brother is like family to me, I felt it’d be fucked up for me to expose yo’ secret, so I haven’t said shit. But—”

      “Keep it that way. And don’t say shit to me now either. I don’t care what Jasmine showed you, I don’t have any kids.” This nigga was fake as fuck. He’d been fucking my baby mama this whole time. This was her so-called friend.

      Siggy nodded with a chuckle, before turning away from me to tend back to Jasiel. Since I couldn’t beat his ass right here because it’d blow my cover, I rushed back to my car and sped to Jasmine’s spot close by.

      I wanted to be in and out before Siggy got here so he wouldn’t suspect shit. I admit it bothered me that he knew the truth, with supporting facts, because I ain’t want him saying shit to Belly.

      “Quit beating on my door! I told you it’s a doorbell for you to use!” Jasmine yelled, unlocking the screen door. “What do you want? Jasiel isn’t here, and you can’t come in.”

      “Why you got that nigga around my son?”

      “Because last time I checked, he wasn’t yours. He’s only mine, and since I made him alone, I do whatever the fuck I want with him.”

      “You knew Siggy and I were homies.”

      “No, Siggy is Belly’s homie. Y’all just roll together occasionally. He’s a real man.”

      “Oh yeah?” I laughed. “He just fucked another bitch the other night when we went to the strip club.”

      “We’re not exclusive yet, and he’s honest with me. He’s ready to be in a relationship. I’m the one who is unsure. So nice try, hater.”

      Don’t slap her, Manny.

      “Get my son back here, or I won’t pay for shit else that he needs, and I mean that shit, Jasmine,” I spoke through clenched teeth.

      “Manny, you cannot control me!” she whined.

      “Yeah, I can! If you want Jasiel to be well taken care of, you’ll make sure my son ain’t out with another nigga. I don’t care if he wants to take y’all out, you can’t go unless Jasiel is at school.”

      “You know I work when he’s at school. And you would never take him for me so I could go out.”

      “Then looks like you can’t have a man.” I turned around and headed to my car as she slammed the door.

      Jasmine had better listen to what the fuck I said. I wasn’t gon’ tolerate her building a family with a new nigga, especially Siggy. She had me fucked up.
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      “Cookie Belly!” Island pointed to her doll lying on the floor of her bedroom. I tried to get her to leave it on purpose, but I should’ve known my baby wouldn’t fall for it.

      I loved that she loved the doll Belly gave her, but she was about to go to her grandma Karen’s home, Five-Star’s mother, and he was going to be there. I didn’t want her saying the name of the doll in front of him, especially because he was already pissed with me. He saw the blog post about me being allegedly pregnant, and he’d been blowing me up, furious about it.

      “Mommy will buy you a new doll, okay?” I kissed her face as I walked out of the room.

      “Cookie Belly!” She burst into tears, and even though I wanted to keep walking right out of the door, I couldn’t. She looked so sad with tears rolling down her cheeks. Plus, I knew she was attached to the doll, so it was surely devastating to leave it.

      “Okay, Island, okay.” I placed her on the couch as she continued to sob hysterically, then I rushed to the back to grab her doll. Once it was in her small hands, she relaxed while I cleaned her face.

      Grabbing her small bag, I left out to the car so we could head to Karen’s place. When I pulled up, I saw Five-Star’s Phantom and rolled my eyes. Even though I knew he’d be there, I was hoping he’d be at the store or something when I dropped my baby off.

      I took my time getting Island and her things from the car because I was dreading seeing her father. Before I could even make it to the door all the way, Karen had opened it, grinning and reaching for Island.

      “You look pretty, Blaise. You going somewhere?”

      “No, just to work after this.” I followed Karen inside and to the room where Island stayed in. I always wanted to check it out, even though I trusted Karen. As a mother, she was an enabler, but she was a great grandma.

      I noticed she closed the door after placing Island to her feet.

      “Do you have a little time to talk? Or must you leave right away? I don’t want to hold you up.”

      “Uh, sure. I can spare a few.” I wanted to hurry up and get the fuck out of here before I ran into Five-Star, but Karen gave me the impression that what she had to say was important.

      “Okay. Have a seat.” We both sat down on the two-seater couch that was a similar color to Pepto Bismol. It matched the girly aesthetic of Island’s room. “Sweetheart, I know it’s been a while since you’ve been with Jelani, as far as a relationship, but I really want to know if you’d consider giving the two of you another try.”

      “Karen, no.”

      “Could you at least think about it?”

      I tittered before replying, “Why do you want us together? You know how badly he treated me.”

      “Yes, I do, but he’s changed, honey. He really misses you, and I miss you. I don’t want him with Tahani, Liza, or some new woman I believe he’s into. You were the only one of his girls that I liked, Blaise. You were the only one who felt it was important to get along with me as his mother.”

      “Karen, he hasn’t changed. And even if he has changed, I could never go back to him after the way he treated me while I was carrying his baby. Not to mention, I’m in a relationship.”

      “With Cortez Khalil, I know, but Jelani said it wasn’t serious.”

      “It is; it’s very serious. I’m in love with him.”

      “I heard he’s a bad guy, Blaise.”

      “Well he’s not, and what you heard isn’t going to change my mind. That’s who I want and am going to be with for the rest of my life.”

      “Oh.” Karen’s eyes bounced around my face as if she were surprised. “I guess I figured you and my son had a realer connection and it could be repaired.”

      “No. Maybe this new girl will be the one to change Jelani.”

      Karen shook her head as she turned her body away from me. She looked sad as hell, but I didn’t know what to tell her. I would never be back with Five-Star, and I surely would never leave Belly for him.

      “It was worth a try.” She got up.

      “Was this his idea? Did he send you?”

      “No, he didn’t. I swear.”

      I nodded as I stood up as well. Karen embraced me, and then I kissed Island goodbye before leaving them both in the room.

      As I descended the stairs, I spotted Five-Star walking into the house. Closing the door behind himself, he watched me with that smirk he always wore. I could already smell his cologne, and his jewelry blinded me as I got closer to him.

      “Excuse me.” I tried to get by, but his tall ass blocked me.

      “Let me chat with you for a second.”

      “About what? Island is upstairs, and she’s in perfect condition. There is nothing for us to discuss.” I attempted to leave again, but he wouldn’t move. He then had the nerve to palm my stomach, making me slap his hand. “Jelani, stop. Don’t touch me like that.”

      “Feels hard. Is it true? It must be if you’re getting all riled the fuck up over me touching ya stomach.”

      “I’m getting riled up because I don’t want you touching me period. But if I were pregnant, it has nothing to do with you.”

      “Why you doing this, baby?”

      I was surprised by his calm tone as he gazed down into my eyes awaiting my answer.

      “Jelani—”

      “You bet’ not be pregnant by this nigga. That’s disrespectful as fuck. I’m the only one you’re supposed to be having babies by. I let you date and shit, but you’re going too fucking far. Wearing rings he bought you, and I heard that whip you got is from him. I don’t like that shit.”

      “Are you insane? I do not belong to you! Tahani and Liza, yes, but not me. We are simply Island’s parents and nothing else.”

      Again, he stared down at me before licking his lips.

      “What, you wanna get married? We can do that.” He grabbed my hips and pulled me into him. “We can make another baby.”

      “Let me go, Jelani.” I leaned back as far as I could since he was trying to kiss on me. He eventually went down to my neck. When his lips pressed against my skin, I wanted to throw up.

      “Blaise, come on—”

      “Jelani, no. I would never fucking marry you or have another baby with you! Now let me go before I call Cortez!”

      As soon as that name came from my mouth, his hands were off of my body, and he was glaring down into my eyes.

      “Stop fucking with me, Blaise. At the end of the day, you’re mine. All of my baby mamas belong to me.”

      “Did you just hear what you said? You want me to marry you, but you’re still claiming Tahani and Liza.”

      “You’re my favorite though. I always wanted you the most. I’ll leave them alone if we get married and make a new baby.”

      “Bye.”

      “If you are pregnant, you’d better get rid of that muthafucka, or we gon’ have some problems. Call that nigga if you want to; he’ll get his ass shot again.” A wide grin spread across Five-Star’s face. “I’ll take you back once his gang banging ass is dead.”

      “And I’ll dig his ass up to ride that dead dick before I fuck your living ass.” I smirked, watching that stupid ass smile slip right off of his face. “You just better hope I don’t tell him what you said, because it’s been proven you can’t take him.”

      “Blaise—”

      I was already pulling the door open, shaking my head at his ass. Did he really think I would marry him? And then have yet another baby? Whether I had Cortez or not, that would never happen. I’d rather lose my edges.

      As I cranked my car up, I saw Five-Star coming out, rushing over.

      “Dummy,” I mumbled, buckling my seat belt.

      “Stop fucking with that nigga, Blaise! I ain’t playing with yo’ ass!” he roared at me through the driver’s side window. I could’ve sworn he was about to cry. “If you have a baby by that nigga, it’s the end for yo’ ass in more ways than one!”

      Throwing up my middle finger, I sped out of the roundabout driveway. I got a little ways away from the huge house, then pulled over to calm my nerves.

      Five-Star was possessive as hell, and the mere thought of one of us, his children’s mothers, actually moving on bruised his insanely huge ego.

      In his eyes, we were all supposed to be at his beck and call for the rest of his life. The only one of us that he didn’t too much give a fuck about was his very first, Monique. By the time he and I had gotten together, he told me he hadn’t seen or talked to her in three years, and that was about three years ago. She had a mediator to exchange their son, and I was starting to think that was a good idea for me too.

      I contemplated telling Belly what had just happened, but I felt like he’d kill Five-Star. Yes, I couldn’t stand the man, but he was Island’s daddy, and I didn’t want to rob her of him even if he was trash. I wanted her to form her own opinion of her father, without Belly or me intervening. Not to mention I didn’t feel like his actions deserved death. However, Belly was a psychopath when it came to me, and I was sure he wouldn’t agree.

      Once I finally relaxed, I pulled from the curb to go get me some food.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening…

      

      Tonight was Siggy’s party to celebrate his record deal. Belly invited me to come, and I was not going to miss it. His ContraBandz Gang was known for having a bunch of women around, and none of them hoes were about to get a feel of Belly. I knew he wouldn’t dare, not unless he wanted to die a slow painful death, but just the thought of some trashy bitch rubbing his knee even, would have me ready to fight.

      As I pulled my Gianvito Rossi thigh-high boots up, my phone started to ring. I saw Priscilla’s name on the screen and hesitated on answering.

      I hadn’t talked to her much since she went off the handle because I didn’t agree with her being back with Rafi. She’d texted me, sending me funny memes and shit, but I’d only reply with a simple ‘lol’ or a laughing reaction. I loved her still, and she was my best friend, but I refused to just allow her to talk any type of way to me just because she was leery of her own situation.

      “Hello?” I finally picked up at the last minute.

      “Hi, what are you doing?”

      “Getting ready to go to Siggy’s big bash.”

      “Oh.” She was quiet. “Will told me about it, and I was going to come, but I don’t like going to parties alone.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      “Blaise, I’m sorry about what I said the other day on the phone. I shouldn’t have taken my confusion and anger out on you. I love you, and you’re like one of the only people I can trust other than my aunt Vivian, so the last thing I want to do is push you away or hurt your feelings. I’m just upset and conflicted about my personal life.” She started to sob.

      “I know, Priscilla, and I understand. I know what it’s like to be in love with someone no matter how bad they are.”

      “Belly’s not horrible. I only said that because I was upset.”

      “No, I know.” I chuckled. “I meant Jelani. Even after I saw him with Tahani, and even after he talked to me like some random hoe he found on the street, I still loved him. I still had hope that he would change his mind so that when Island got here, he and I could be a family.”

      “You did? You surely played it off well.”

      “I am an actress.”

      We both laughed together.

      “True. You’re very good too, so it makes sense. You had me thinking you were completely over it when your ass was six months pregnant.”

      “That was the plan. But best believe had he showed up with some flowers, offering up some dick, I would have been riding it.” We chortled in unison. “So it’s normal for you to still want Rafi, but honestly, Priscilla, he ain’t shit, like most of these industry niggas. They’ll run you ragged, stressing you through all your youth, then once you’re old and not as fine, they bounce. Or, if he goes broke or falls off, he’ll propose.”

      “Yeah, I’m not ready to end things yet though.”

      “I know.”

      After a moment of silence, she asked, “So I’ve already showered, I’m dressed, and in the process of putting on makeup… Did you wanna meet at the party?”

      “That works. See you later.”

      I hung up with Priscilla and let my hair down before fixing my body waves. I looked pretty good to be as far along as I was, in this high-waisted short skirt and crop top. It was black, so you could only see my bump from the side. The club would be dark though, so I was fine.

      Once I had my Chanel clutch in my hand, I took a picture of myself and my belly at this stage, just to have, then left my condo.

      Belly sent me a driver, which I thought was nice of him. I was able to relax in the back, enjoying the music and night scene of LA, while snacking.

      The driver let me know that Belly instructed him to have things for me to eat during the drive. I found that funny and was happy he’d done such a thing.

      When we pulled up, I texted Priscilla and told her walk to the front since I was there. Once I saw her, I climbed out, with the driver holding the door for me.

      “You look good!” Priscilla eyed me with a grin before we hugged.

      “Same to you,” I replied, ignoring the people calling our name.

      I can be your daddy ’cause I am a motherfucker… Fuck, niggas muggin', these niggas sweet muffin…

      As security escorted us through the club, people were dancing to “Dip” by Tyga. It was live in here, with big ass posters hanging from the ceilings that displayed photos of Siggy.

      “Has he always been cute?” Priscilla questioned me before we laughed.

      “Yes, none of Belly’s homies are ugly. He was just super hood, so maybe you didn’t see it.”

      “Maybe so.”

      We made it up, and Will was by the entrance, so when his eyes landed on Priscilla, he pulled her in for a hug. I was slightly confused because I thought she’d rekindled with Rafi, but she was melting into freaky Will like he was the love of her life.

      I gave him a shy smile when he spoke to me, before he sat down, bringing Priscilla into his lap.

      As I was about to approach Belly, who was a little bit further into the huge VIP section, I saw a woman standing over him. She was running her mouth as he drank some of his water. I watched intently, wanting to see his reaction to her, and when she leaned down to whisper into his ear, I smiled, seeing him grip her skinny neck to stop her. He said something before letting her go, and she just stood there staring down at him like she still wanted a piece.

      I started over, seeing the men in the section devour me with their eyes, and once Belly spotted me, his lips parted a tiny bit. Seeing him in awe made me feel good.

      “Move before I snatch you the fuck up,” I told the girl.

      “Oh. Hi, Blaise!” she said excitedly.

      “Hi, Blaise,” I mocked her. “You have two seconds to move before I stomp your nose through the back of your head, bitch.”

      Quickly, she rushed away, looking back at me occasionally as she took a seat far away from us. Satisfied, I sat down next to Belly, who was chuckling as we kissed.

      “Did you say stomp her nose through the back of her fucking head?” Ozzy inquired before everyone close by began laughing.

      “Yep. I meant it too.”

      “Man, I ain’t never heard no shit like that in my life. You’re crazy as fuck, just like yo’ nigga.” Siggy laughed along with the rest of us. I noticed a woman sitting in his lap. She was very pretty and quiet, but she did laugh with the rest of us.

      “Who was that hoe?” I played with Belly’s chin hair.

      “Some bitch from the hood named Tasia. She be getting fucked by famous niggas now though,” he replied.

      “Not you though.”

      “Nah, fuck that. I told her straight up I had a girl and that I’d heard the homie fucked and said the crotch of her panties was hard as rock.”

      I playfully gagged as his friends chortled. Will and Priscilla came to join us as two hostesses came to bring food. The rest of the night was a good time, and all the hoes up here were sure to stay away from Cortez Khalil.
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      As I sat at my computer, I bobbed my head to “No Stylist” by French Montana. It was the background music to a video I’d created for Belly.

      The video was promotion for his upcoming fight, showing him during practices, prior fights, backstage footage from previous fights, signings, and other shit he’d done. I’d been working on it for the past two weeks, making sure it was perfect.

      After chopping up different areas that would fit the time slot for him to post on Instagram, I saved everything before sending it over to him.

      I’d shot the album cover and booklet for this one singer named Shaun, and because she loved the shit so much, she invited me out to her release party. I wasn’t really trying to go, but this was a part of my job.

      That gig paid beyond well, since she was a heavy hitter for her label, so they blew money on her. By saying that, I wanted to keep my relationship with her record company on great terms so they’d hire me again either for her or other artists, so long as it didn’t interfere with anything Belly needed, because my contract with him stated that he was priority. Additionally, I enjoyed sports photography the most out of everything.

      As I was leaving my studio, my phone buzzed, and I saw Belly had replied to my text message.

      Belly: Dope as fuck nigga. You really know how to do this shit. Thanks for remembering to put the song I wanted.

      Me: You’re welcome nigga. Let me know the track you want played during your entrance for the Strauss fight.

      Belly: I got you.

      I pocketed my shit, then left out so I could head home. I needed to change clothes before I went to the party. Afterwards, I wanted to try and see Priscilla.

      I had the urge to be with Swan or even Carrie, but I meant it when I told Priscilla that I wanted to work on my addiction. I didn’t like being a nigga who could only get hard for hookers; that shit wasn’t normal. And this bullshit had me possibly about to father a child with bop ass Nichole.

      When I got home, I hopped into the shower, then brushed my teeth before calling up Priscilla.

      “Hello?” she answered. She sounded like she was in a rush.

      “Hey, baby. You gon’ be busy around…” I looked at the clock on my cable box, “…10 p.m.? I know your babies need you and stuff, so I can work around that. Or I can come over if that ain’t an issue.”

      “Umm, I can’t tonight. I have rehearsal early in the morning, and then Reddi has a show in the evening. Maybe we can go to dinner tomorrow?”

      “Aight.” I sat down on my bed since I had some boxers on. “You good? You seem a little distant.”

      “Distant how? Just a few days ago, I was in the club with you, sucking face.” She giggled, so I laughed, remembering.

      “You’re right. I don’t know. I guess a nigga is just paranoid because I fucked up. You’re still into me, right?”

      “I am, unfortunately.”

      “Not unfortunate. I’m serious about getting that help, and I haven’t been to a brothel in almost two weeks.”

      “Just two weeks? How many times were you going for that to be a milestone?”

      I opened my mouth, but no words came out. I could tell by her tone that she didn’t like what she was hearing already.

      “More than a few times a week.”

      “Wow. What is it exactly, Will? I don’t get it. I know you said exchanging money for sex does it for you, but why?”

      “Baby, I wish I could tell you.” I looked down for a second. “Women who sell their bodies just have a different aura than regular women, and it gets my dick hard.”

      “Is that why we had to role play for you to fuck me most of the time?”

      “Yeah, but that’s gon’ be over with.”

      “Right. Well I have to go, okay? My son won’t go to bed, and it’s well past the time.”

      “You better bring yo’ ass to dinner tomorrow. In fact, I’m picking you up to be sure of it.”

      “I’m going to come, Will, don’t worry. And I will meet you at your house, then we can ride together.”

      “Aight.” That was a weird suggestion, but I figured she just didn’t want me to meet her kids yet.

      After I got off the phone, I texted Belly to see if he could roll with me. He initially said he wasn’t in the mood. However, when I let him know I wouldn’t be there but thirty minutes tops, he agreed thankfully.

      I finished getting dressed in a pair of jeans, a regular black t-shirt, and my Chanel sneakers. I kept my jewelry mild then made sure my hair was looking right. You’d never catch me out with the hair on my head looking dry as fuck.

      I was out the house about twenty minutes later, and after scooping Belly up, I headed to Hollywood where the festivities were.

      “You know yo’ ass is weird, right?” Belly looked to me as I drove on the 101 Freeway.

      “Come on, man. My lawyer just told me I’m gon’ most likely have to pay a hefty ass fee and do community service for them prostitution charges. I don’t need a lecture. And shit, you ain’t never fucked a prostitute? Ever? If you say no, I don’t believe it.”

      “I fucked an escort bitch one time when I was out of town for a fight. I wasn’t big then, but my name was just starting to make a few waves in this boxing shit. She let me fuck no charge though. I wasn’t making that much, and I damn sure wasn’t about to pay for pussy when I get that for free.”

      “I guess I’m weird then. I like to pay.”

      “Fuck out of here.” Belly shook his head, disagreeing, as I pulled up into the dirty parking lot, where we both got out of the car.

      The attendant gave me a ticket, so I pocketed it before we hit the corner to go inside.

      “Them shoes are fresh as fuck. Hermès?” I inquired just as we walked into the loud and dark ass club. Belly nodded.

      We made our way up to where Shaun’s section was, and as soon as she saw me, she rushed up to give me a hug.

      “I’m so happy you came! Do you see your work? I look so bomb!” Shaun squealed.

      “Well I didn’t have to do much for that to happen.” I half smiled as she grinned up at me.

      “Wow. Cortez Khalil, nice to meet you.” She stuck her hand out, so he shook it. “I already have my money on you against Mason. My brother switched sides once he saw you got shot, but I believe you’ll still win.”

      “Yo’ brother sounds like a little bitch, but thank you.”

      “Aight, maybe we should get a drink.” I interjected before she said anything else to this nigga and got her feelings hurt. Her face already said she was baffled by his response.

      “Yeah, there is plenty. We have servers as well, if you’d like to get something in particular from the bar. All drinks are free tonight for everyone up here in my area.”

      “Great. Enjoy ya party.”

      “I will.” She looked to Belly then said, “Remember, I’m rooting for you.”

      He ignored her as he went to see what bottles were up here. I kissed her cheek, then followed after him. I popped open one of the Hennessy bottles, then filled my glass as Belly took a water bottle to the head.

      “Just a few more weeks until you can get twisted again.” I laughed, knowing he wanted a drink.

      He just shook his head before bobbing it to the music. We’d only been chilling for about ten minutes before a group of niggas showed up, entering the area.

      I saw Rafi leading the pack, and when we made eye contact, he stared for a minute. After greeting Shaun with a hug, he appeared to excuse himself from his homies before walking over and sitting across from Belly and me. I wasn’t sure if he knew about Priscilla and me, but I doubted it.

      “Will Dade, right?” Rafi pointed, making himself a glass of Hennessy with no ice. Belly was occupied with his phone, surely texting his beloved Blaise.

      “Yeah, that’s me. You know me?”

      “Well I wouldn’t say I know you, but I’ve heard of you in the business.” He took a sip. “I also know you took some pictures of Priscilla; a few videos and shit at her request too.”

      “Yep.”

      “That’s all fine, but I’ve seen your name pop up on her phone at inappropriate times, so I wanted to get at you about that.”

      “What does me messaging her at any time of the day have to do with you?”

      “That’s my girl, and another nigga hitting her up at all times of the night ain’t gon’ fly with me. So I’m coming to you right now to let yo’ ass know to kill that shit off. You wanna take her photos, do that, but all this other shit is a no-go.”

      I was caught off guard at him mentioning that Priscilla was his girl. She told me they’d broken up, but this nigga was acting like that wasn’t the case.

      “Ain’t Yesenia yo’ bitch?”

      “Nah, that was some rebound shit. Prissy and I made up. Now layup off her.”

      “Maybe you should step yo’ shit up, and yo’ bitch wouldn’t be trying to get fucked by other niggas.” Belly tossed one of the fries from the fresh plate that had just been delivered into his mouth.

      “Nigga, what?” Rafi frowned.

      “You heard what the fuck I said.” Belly looked him dead in the eyes, calm as fuck.

      “You need to worry about yo’ own girl and what she be out here doing.”

      “She don’t be out doing shit. You the one rolling up in the club, pressing other muthafuckas about what’s yours like a bitch.” He ate some more fries after shoving them in ketchup. “All that fucking money yo’ ass got, and you ’round here sporting the same gut as a gas station attendant. That’s why yo’ girl talking to other niggas.”

      “Nigga, you—”

      Rafi hopped up, but so did Belly at the same time.

      “You better sit yo’ stupid ass down ’fore I embarrass the fuck out of you and ruin yo’ fake ass hood rap rep. You tough on them songs, but you’ll get knocked the fuck out in real life, nigga. Don’t confuse the two.”

      After having a glare contest with Belly for a little bit, Rafi looked down at me and said, “Stay out my girl’s phone.”

      Once he pressed on, Belly and I finished our drinks and fries, then bounced. This was some crazy shit.
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      The next evening…

      

      I was in my living room, waiting for Priscilla. I hadn’t mentioned shit about what happened between Rafi and I, because I wanted to talk with her in person. Also, I wanted to see her. I hadn’t spent time with her ass in days, which was at Belly’s party, and I was bugging. Before all this, we saw each other every day pretty much.

      When I heard my doorbell ring, I hopped up, dusting my jeans off even though I knew they were clean. I went all out knowing I was gon’ see Priscilla.

      “Hi.” She smiled widely, wearing a long coat.

      “What you got on under there?”

      “Wouldn’t you like to know?” She glided in, wrapping her arms around my body. When she tilted her head back, I kissed her lips. “Ready, Mister?”

      “Yeah, come on.”

      Taking her hand in mine, I led her to my whip, opening the passenger side door for her. I rounded the car to get in on my side, then started the engine before peeling off.

      We ended up at this Italian restaurant named Rao’s, where I’d booked us a reservation. It was pretty upscale, but I ain’t mind blowing a little money on Priscilla.

      It’d been a minute since I’d taken a woman out to a place like this, despite having a girlfriend in Dionne for the longest. Being here made me realize just how horrible of a nigga I was to her, so I honestly couldn’t stay mad at her actions.

      “Wine for the table is fine,” I let the waiter know. She nodded then went to get the one I’d pointed to on the menu. “So I’ve missed you, Priscilla.”

      “I’ve missed you too. I’ve just been so busy with dancing and everything. It’s really becoming more lucrative than before.”

      “I know. I’ve been seeing you post all the opportunities you get. It’d be better if I heard about them from you though.”

      “I know, and I’m sorry. I will do better with my time, I promise.”

      I didn’t respond since the waiter had returned with some glasses and our wine of choice. She filled them, then took our appetizer and food orders. It seemed like a damn hour had passed before she finally left us alone.

      “You know, Priscilla, just recently, we both agreed that we were together. I haven’t changed my mind on that.”

      “Me either.” She shook her head. “I know it seems like it, Will, but I swear I will improve.” She touched my hand with her free one, while using the other to down the wine.

      “Last night, I was in the club, and Rafi showed up trying to press me about you. He told me he and Yesenia were no longer, and that y’all have rekindled. What the fuck is he talking about?”

      “Thank you.” She smiled at the waiter when she set the baked clams down. Sighing as the waiter left, she added, “We did make up; he’s not lying. Will, I’m sorry. I do want to be with you, but I’m not sure if I don’t want to be with Rafi.” She teared up. “I love being with you, but I don’t know if I’m actually out of love with Rafi or just angry with him.”

      “So what the fuck you doing with me then? Why not say that shit from the beginning and let me do me?”

      “Because I don’t want that! I don’t want you with other girls. Nichole and these streetwalkers have been enough!”

      “You expect me to sit and wait for you? Like I’m some side nigga?”

      “Kind of,” she whimpered. “Just hold out for a little bit, and give me some time to think.”

      “And if I hold out, then you decide you want Rafi, where the fuck does that leave me? Huh, Priscilla?” Her ass was on mute, so I nodded. “Look, we can finish dinner, but after this, I can’t fuck with you.”

      “Will—”

      “Priscilla, stop. Go be with that nigga, giving you diseases and embarrassing in you in public. If that’s what you like, I’m not the man for you anyway.”

      She said nothing, which for some reason upset me. It was like she was accepting what I’d said and planning to do just that. I’d never been the type to have a woman stressing me, even before my addiction, but Priscilla had me on one.

      We ate our food in silence, which was weird, but I wasn’t about to make nice with her. The ride home was the same, only I played some music, so it wasn’t as bad. I did hear her sniffling a little bit, but I gave myself an internal talk so I wouldn’t cave.

      When I pulled up to her car outside of my spot, she looked to me and said, “Will, I’m sorry.”

      “Goodbye.”

      Slowly, she turned away from me and got out of the car. I just needed to stick to hoes, and that’s what I would do.
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      One week later… Thursday morning…

      “Where you going?” Manny kissed down the nape of my neck and upper back as he held me from behind.

      “I’m going to meet Blaise. She finally got a day where she doesn’t have to work while the sun is out.” I began laughing as he caressed my naked body, still raining kisses on me. “Manny, I have to go.”

      “Give me one round.” He turned me onto my back and wedged himself between my legs.

      I started to say no, but the feeling of his dick hardening quickly changed my mind. Not to mention, he was so sexy with his caramel skin and that long beard that I loved.

      After a round of sweaty sex with Manny, he passed back out while I got up to take a shower. I brushed my teeth once I was done, then changed into a simple tube dress and some Gucci slides. I was growing my hair out of its bob style, so I let it be free before applying a little eye concealer and some highlighter. By the time I was leaving, Manny was up brushing his teeth, so I waited until he was done before planting one on his lips.

      I left out of his place smiling so hard I could barely contain it. Manny and I had gotten so close that I left things at his place. I hadn’t been this happy in a very long time, and I was thankful every day that I’d chosen to leave that prison of my parents’ house. Well, I guess I mean I was thankful that they’d kicked me out.

      Now I had a man that I couldn’t get enough of, and friends that didn’t bore me to death, talking about their wack ass husbands.

      Blaise and I agreed to meet at this place named Paley off of Sunset. It was a cute little bright spot, with great food.

      “Oh good, you’re already here.” I walked up to the table, placing my YSL purse in the bright yellow chair.

      “Hey, sexy.” Blaise got up to hug me. “You are like a ray of sunshine.”

      “I am?” I grinned, sitting across from her as she sipped her juice of some kind. “I hadn’t noticed.”

      “Yeah, it’s very apparent. I haven’t seen you in almost two weeks, so what’s been up?”

      “I know. I hate that. I’m deejaying a gig this weekend, and I want you and Priscilla to come. You’ll be in VIP, and everything will be free.”

      “I’ll be there. You seem to be doing okay despite what happened with Manny.”

      I smiled only since the waiter was at the table, but once I told her what I wanted to drink, I replied, “Well, we got back together.”

      “Damn, I’m all for forgiveness, but that quickly? What the hell did he say to you for that to happen?” She straightened up.

      “The girl was lying, Blaise. And you know me. I’m not used to this type of ghetto mess, so when a woman tells me something, I believe it. I should have learned from that stripper and Yono.”

      “We still don’t know if that stripper’s baby is Yono’s or not. Alivia, I don’t want to be the one to tell you this, but she’s not lying.”

      “How would you know?” I frowned. My heart was beating rather quickly, making me feel like I was going to have a heart attack. This always happened when I was about to get either really mad or really sad.

      “His brother is my boyfriend, and we talk. I don’t usually divulge what Belly says to me, but he told me that the boy was Manny’s after I explained to him that the baby mama popped up on you.”

      “Maybe Belly thinks it is.”

      “Could be, but you should make him take a DNA test to be sure. That way you will know the truth, and also it could stop the girl from spreading lies.”

      “Yeah. Do you know the girl?”

      “I don’t. But a lot of people around Belly’s old neighborhood do.”

      “You think we could go over there so I could find her? I wanna talk to her myself before I ask him anything.”

      “You sure you want me with you?” Blaise’s brows dipped.

      “I do. I want you to hear her out as well, and tell me if you think she’s bullshitting. You can read people well; me, not so much.”

      “Okay. Just let me know when.”

      “After we finish up here. I wanna do this as soon as possible.”

      Blaise nodded.

      We finished our lunch, and even though I didn’t feel well, I was still able to eat. I appreciated Blaise for keeping my mind off of Manny’s alleged baby mama drama while we ate.

      By the time we were done, it was a little after 1:30 p.m., so we paid then left out. We went to drop her car off at her condo building, then rode together in mine to Inglewood.

      I didn’t frequent these areas, especially in my nice car, because something criminal was always happening. However, today’s deed needed to be done, so I couldn’t be afraid.

      “Pull over right here, and we can ask them niggas in the park,” Blaise suggested.

      I did as she asked, despite me feeling leery of the gangbanger looking men. I shut the engine off, so we got out simultaneously before entering through the dirty dusty gate.

      “Oh shit,” a couple of them mumbled once we were in their view.

      “Hi, fellas.” Blaise grinned.

      “Baby, I will do whatever it is that you want me to.” The cute light-skinned guy sized Blaise up. Her short dress didn’t help. Per usual, she wore black to camouflage her growing belly. That nigga probably saw and didn’t care anyway.

      “Good.” She tousled her hair. She looked like she had this in the bag, so I stayed quiet. “Do you guys know a girl named Jasmine?”

      “Jawsmine you mean?” One corrected Blaise, before they all burst into laughter.

      “Maybe. She has a little son named Jasiel.”

      “Oh yeah, same person. What you need her for?” The light-skinned one frowned.

      “Aye, you Belly’s girl?” another chimed in, standing up and scaring me a bit.

      “I’m his wife, if any of these bitches around here wanna know,” Blaise retorted, making the men grin and comment while nodding, showing they appreciated her aggressiveness. “But I just want to talk to her. It’s not anything bad.”

      “Oh, aight, beautiful. She lives right across that way. Just drive straight from over here, make a left on the first open street, and she’s the third house.”

      “Thank you,” we replied in unison before walking away. We both giggled at the men’s comments on our bodies.

      Getting back in the car, I repeated the guy’s directions in my head until I was in front of the house. I parked across the street, and just as I turned my car off, I saw a truck swoop into her driveway. Blaise and I watched as she got out and then pulled her sleeping son from the back seat to head inside. We gave her a few minutes, thinking she needed to lie him down or something, then made our way across the street to ring her doorbell.

      “Who is it?” Jasmine yelled out.

      “Alivia!”

      “And Blaise!” We heard her taking off the locks and then push open the screen door slowly. When Blaise saw her, she looked surprised. “I just saw you at Siggy’s party. He’s your boyfriend?”

      “Yes, just recently. Is there something I can do for you…?” She stopped when she saw me. “Look, I don’t want any drama. It was fucked up of me to pop up on you and Manny that way, but I was frustrated that night. I have my baby here sleeping, and I’m not about to be getting jumped.”

      “Oh no, I don’t fight!” I quickly nipped her thoughts in the bud, making Blaise chuckle. “I know you don’t know me and have no reason to trust me, but I was wondering if I could come in and talk to you?”

      “About what?”

      “She wants to know the truth because she really wants to be with Manny, that’s all.” Blaise took over for me, thankfully.

      “Umm, okay. But I have to start dinner in a little bit since my son will be up soon, and Siggy’s coming over.”

      “We won’t be long,” I assured her.

      She stepped back to allow us both in, so we walked up the steps to go inside. Her place was pretty nice, well the furniture, because the outside was a mess. I did notice she had some boxes out with the words U-Haul on them.

      “You moving soon?” Blaise inquired, obviously peeping the same thing I had. We took a seat on the couch after Jasmine gestured for us to.

      “Yes. My boyfriend got me a condo in a nicer area. It’s right by my son’s kindergarten he’ll be going to next year.” Jasmine sat down. She had on skinny jeans and a tube top, nothing special, but she was a pretty girl. I was looking her over, trying to understand why Manny would have to lie, if he was lying.

      “That’s good. This area is not the place to be if you don’t have to.” Blaise smiled, and she gave her one back.

      When Blaise nudged me, I said, “Honestly, I just want to know what’s going on. I’m very confused. When you showed up with your baby, I believed you, but Manny tells me that you’re lying. He says he only helps you with your son to be nice since you guys were sleeping together.”

      Jasmine laughed, which bothered me.

      “No, Jasiel is Manny’s son. I don’t have the greatest reputation, just because for a long time, I had low self-esteem. And because of that, I slept around a lot. Sleeping with different men boosted my ego for however long the sex was. Seeing them be so into me, even though it was lust, made me feel good.

      Anyway, Manny was one of those men, and others.” She looked at Blaise, I guess referring to Belly. “But we never used protection. It got to a point where I would only be fucking him solely, for weeks at a time.

      When I got pregnant, it was obvious who the father was, but he denied it, so I was alone the whole pregnancy. Then when Jasiel got here, I had a DNA test done. It came back proving Manny to be the father, but of course he didn’t want to face the fact, so he had a few done on his own. They all returned saying he was 99.9 percent the father, so he accepted it. However, because of me, he doesn’t want people knowing Jasiel is his.

      So he visits and pays for some of what Jasiel needs, but he won’t take him anywhere, won’t spend time with him outside of the house, and if we see him out, he will outright ignore him like he did that night I showed up on you guys.”

      I didn’t know what to say, so I glanced at Blaise fairly quickly.

      “D-do you mind if I see the test? The DNA?” I stammered.

      “Of course not.” Jasmine got up, went to a file cabinet and surfed for a bit before pulling out a beige colored folder. She reached in to grab the paper, then handed it to me.

      I read it over but noticed she’d given me three more, just from different medical clinics. She also had Jasiel’s birth certificate.

      “You have all the tests?” Blaise quizzed. I didn’t realize I was crying until the drop fell onto my Rolex watch.

      “Yes, I kept every one. I needed them to put Manny on child support.” She got another paper. “Here is where it shows that he was ordered to pay me eight hundred dollars a month. I’m having it increased now that he makes more.”

      “Can I take pictures?” I looked up at her, and she nodded.

      Pulling my iPhone from my purse, I snapped photos of each of the DNA tests, the birth certificate, and the child support order, before handing the papers back to Jasmine. I was ready to go after that, so I stood up, and Blaise joined me.

      “Thank you,” Blaise said, and I just smiled as best as I could before we left her house.

      When we got in the car, I just sat there, staring into space.

      “Do you believe her? I mean, she could’ve had those documents faked, right?” I looked over at Blaise. She had a worried look on her face.

      “Yeah, she could have, but she didn’t. All my papers on Jelani look just like that. Plus, she was too calm. Lying hood rats usually get mad as soon as you question them.”

      “So what do I do?” I began to cry.

      Why was it that every time I found some happiness, it got shut down? Was this a sign from God that I needed to obey my parents? It had to be.

      I’d literally gained not a damn thing since I’d been on my own. The only good thing I had was friends, and hell, I could have had them while still living under my parents’ roof and maintaining a good relationship with them.

      “Show him what you’ve found, and see what he has to say. If he still denies it, unfortunately, Alivia, you’re going to have to let him go.”

      “I just want him to be right.” I cried. “The thought of being with a man who would treat his own son that way disgusts me. Blaise, you should’ve seen the way he ignored that little boy. Remembering that was the only reason I believed him. I figured Manny was too sweet of a guy to treat a child that actually shared his blood that way.”

      “He needs help, but he’s a grown ass man and should be able to figure it out himself.”

      “I know,” I whimpered.

      Blaise hugged me until I gained some composure.

      I took her home, and before I headed to mine, I located Manny. He told me he was at the gym with Belly since he was working out, so I made my way over there.

      When I entered the boxing gym, some stalky old Black man halted me, but before I could say anything, Manny rushed up.

      “Hey, baby.” He kissed me, taking my hand to lead me into the large gym equipped with two boxing rings, a plethora of punching bags, couches, hanging punching balls, and all kinds of other workout equipment.

      Belly was dripping in sweat, doing some sort of strenuous exercise circuit with his shirt off, as his trainer Victor directed and coached him. It surely didn’t seem like he’d been shot up. He was ripped as hell, and I was sure if I punched his stomach, my hand would break.

      “Does he eat abs for breakfast?” I asked Manny who began laughing. “And why is there security?”

      “When Belly trains here, the gym has to be empty. The gym signed a contract with Carson saying so.” Manny sat down on one of the tables and pulled me into him. “You missed me, so you had to come see me?”

      I half smiled, tossing my arms around his neck, while gazing into his eyes. He smirked back, licking his lips.

      “I went to visit Jasmine today.”

      “What?” His brows furrowed. “For what?”

      “I wanted to talk to her myself without you being there.” Manny immediately let my body go, pushing me away from him slightly.

      “You my girl or hers? The fuck you need to talk to that lying ass bitch for? I told you what it was!”

      “Except she’s not lying, Manuel. She showed me the DNA tests, both the one she took and the ones you took. I saw the child support agreement and the birth certificate that you signed.”

      “Alivia, all that shit is fake she’s—”

      “You’re telling me some hood rat, as you like to call her, would go through all of those changes? She has the time, patience, and computer smarts to pull that off? All for you? I mean, yes, you’re handsome and you make good money, amongst other qualities, but you’re not President Obama, Manny. I can’t see her doing all of this just to pin a baby on you.”

      “Well she did, because that ain’t my kid.”

      “And this is why you and I will never work.”

      “We do work, and we will work! We’re working right fucking now!” He hopped up from the table.

      “No.” I shook my head. “We’re not. I don’t know what woman would want you knowing the way you treat your own son. I would never marry you or have your baby, seeing how you are as a father.”

      “Baby, I am not a father.” He grabbed my hands.

      “Take a DNA test then. I’ll go with you, me and Jasmine. I can be right there to see the results.”

      For a few moments, Manny just looked at me, before letting out an exasperated sigh and running his hands down his face.

      “Aight.” His voice was so low that I almost didn’t catch it.

      “Aight, what?”

      “I’ll have a test done to show you.”

      That surprised me because I thought he’d admit that he was lying. Maybe he was telling the truth. Fuck! I didn’t know!

      “Don’t call me or come see me until the appointment date.”

      With that said, I left out, unsure of my personal life.
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      “Okay, Mr. Khalil. It looks like your wounds are healing well despite you going against my orders not to train and to cancel the fight. How has training been?”

      “Perfect.” I half smiled as Victor shook his head.

      “There have been a few occasions where the pain gets to him, especially because he won’t take the pain medicine, but other than that, he’s been doing surprisingly well. He’s still fast and focused.” Victor nodded after saying his piece to Dr. Scott.

      “Good, good. I do suggest that anytime you’re not training, you get as much rest as you can. We don’t want this fight to be your last, Khalil.”

      “It won’t be.” I got down off of the examination table, grabbing my t-shirt to put back on.

      Dr. Scott gave me all my papers with my recent blood work and all the other shit he wanted me to have. As soon as we left the room, I pressed the stack of papers against Victor’s chest, making him chuckle and shake his head as he took them.

      “Since we’re not working out today, you take a rest day, and tomorrow morning at 3 a.m., I’ll meet you for a six-mile run before we start training.”

      “Aight.”

      When I got to my car, I started it then checked my phone. I had a few texts, calls, and a bunch of other shit, so I replied to Blaise first.

      As I sifted through the slew of DM’s, I saw Five-Star’s baby mama Liza had messaged me yet again. Her ass had been in my DM’s for the past three days with dumb shit. She wasn’t on no flirty tip, but I could tell she was trying to ease her way in since I let her know I wasn’t fucking with her ass back at that restaurant.

      LadyLiza: Hey I may show up to the shoe event this evening!

      I didn’t respond as I closed the app then locked my phone.

      I headed to my new spot, where I was still having furniture and shit put in. I brought all my old shit, but there were spots that I needed to have new shit to fill in.

      It was weird as fuck having my own nice house and not having to do some illegal shit to get it like with my first apartment. My last house was mine, and legit, but the shit was raggedy as fuck on the outside. The hoes didn’t mind though.

      I pulled up into my driveway about an hour later because in LA, it took you forever to get any fucking where between 8 and 10 a.m. or 12 and 9 p.m. It was now around 3 p.m., and I had to hurry up to get showered and dressed for this signing at this shoe place out near Beverly Hills.

      My manager didn’t want me doing another signing because of what happened at the last one and shit, but fuck that. Mason, and whatever other muthafucka that wanted to come for me, would learn that it’d take more than a few bullets to stop this fucking show.

      About an hour later, I was dressed down in some Givenchy track pants, a black t-shirt, and some Off-White brand Nikes. I wasn’t dressing up, because the event was chill where people could come shop for sneakers but also meet me. So I wasn’t about to be stuffing my muthafuckin’ ass into some uncomfortable shit.

      I got to the store about an hour later, via the driver Carson sent. Just as we pulled up, I saw Blaise had texted me.

      Wifey: Gonna be there soon baby!

      Me: Don’t rush. And let me see what you’re wearing, because if a nigga gets frisky even with his eyes I’m shooting him.

      Only about two seconds later, my phone was ringing, and I saw Blaise was trying to FaceTime. When I answered, she was standing in the mirror with the camera turned to the back so that I could see.

      After staring for a minute, I leaned in with my eyes squinted for a better look.

      “I can see yo’ panties. Take that shit off.”

      “Cortez! How can you see my panties when I can’t?”

      “Because yo’ ass needs glasses. I don’t even wanna see yo’ ankles tonight, Blaise. It’s cold anyway. My son don’t like cold shit, and you’re trying to freeze the fuck out of him.”

      Laughing heartily while I stayed frowning, Blaise replied, “Fine. I have a backup outfit.”

      “Thank you, fine ass. I love you.”

      “I love you too.”

      “Put the camera in yo’ panties.”

      Click.

      I laughed when she hung up, then tapped the driver’s seat as I pocketed my phone to let him know he could come let me out. As soon as he pulled the door open, I stepped down onto the curb and saw a bunch of people outside and inside.

      A big rotund muthafucka rushed up, along with a nigga about an Oreo cookie smaller than him, and parted everybody so I could walk through without any bullshit. I told the manager of the store up front that if anybody bumped me, stepped on my shoes, or did any bullshit I didn’t like, I was shooting his shit up. I guess he heeded to my warnings.

      As I made my way through, I spotted Liza and a group of other bitches dressed like hoes. I saw my ContraBandz Gang, Will, and Rocko were already here. As soon as Will’s eyes landed on me, he began snapping photos. That weird ass nigga was always on the money and could take the hell out of some pictures.

      In a Wraith, on the day… I hit his bitch, bitch, I'm the one he hate…

      The deejay was spinning “Spray” by Sneakk, as the security muthafuckas led me to where I’d be signing shit and taking pictures. I knew I had fans and shit, but I didn’t expect the store to be packed the fuck out like this, especially on a fucking weekday.

      Only ten minutes later, Blaise texted me that she was here, so I got up to go get her.

      “Mr. Khalil, it’s best you stay inside.” One of the guards stopped me.

      “Nah, my girl is here, and I’m about to get her. And don’t touch me,” I told his big ass.

      “We can get her.”

      “Nah, y’all can’t. I’m the only muthafucka responsible for her.” I started out, but I knew that nigga was following me, keeping people at bay.

      When I saw Blaise’s car, I headed over and tugged on the driver’s side so she could unlock it.

      “Thank you.” She half smiled as I helped her down and out. She had on some sleeveless shirt that conveniently got looser around the abdomen, jeans, and some red boots with the highest and skinniest heel I’d ever seen. I loved how well dressed she always was. Of course her nails and shit were done, right along with her hair. She smelled like heaven too.

      After kissing her lips a few times, I led her inside with that security nigga leading the way. I already had a seat next to me for her to be in, and when I looked up, I noticed Liza watching hard as fuck. I was praying Blaise’s crazy ass didn’t see.

      “Be chill, aight?” I gave Blaise a look.

      “Why you say that?”

      “Because it’s bitches here, and some of the shit they say, they don’t mean no fucking harm. So don’t be hopping yo’ ass up trying to fight, especially with my kid in there.”

      “They’d just better play nice.” She stuffed one of the cookies on the table into her mouth.

      Shaking my head, I let the organizer know I was ready since the place was full as a muthafucka. Some people were looking at shoes, some dancing, some staring, and others waiting impatiently as fuck to meet me.

      Niggas and females started lining up for me to sign whatever the fuck they wanted and take pictures.

      “Hi, Blaise. Y’all are so cute together, but I am in love with your man! I’ve never liked boxing until him.” Some cute dark-skinned bitch smiled.

      I took Blaise’s hand in mine, kissing the back of it while chuckling. I could see all in her face that she wanted to talk shit.

      “You can be a fan all day. I don’t mind,” Blaise replied with a fake smile.

      I just laughed as I signed the t-shirt.

      About an hour later, I was almost finished, but I saw Liza was still floating around, being low-key.

      “You should go now, and I will see you tonight,” I whispered to Blaise.

      “At your house?”

      “Nah, yours.”

      “Why won’t you let me come over to the new place yet, Cortez?” She frowned, searching my eyes with hers.

      Planting a deep kiss on her lips, I responded, “Go home. I will see you later.”

      Twisting her mouth up in anger, Blaise snatched her red Chanel bag up, and switched out with her fine ass. I hopped up to escort her after telling Carson to give me a second, and once I had Blaise in her whip and pulling off, I went back in to finish up.

      As I got ready to leave, Liza walked up on me, smiling hard as hell with a drink in her hand.

      “I thought she was gonna be on your hip all night, that’s why I didn’t come over. Can you sign my jacket?” She placed one of my Hood’s Champ hoodies onto the table. Smirking, I signed it with my silver marker, replaced the cap, and then came from behind the desk.

      A few women were surrounding me, trying to get my attention by either just standing there dressed in little to nothing, asking mundane ass questions, or smiling at a nigga. These bitches didn’t give a fuck that I just had my girl in here next to me.

      “Thank you. I’m about to wear it right now.” Liza slipped the hoodie over her head, just as I got the information I needed in my DM’s.

      “You wanna come somewhere with me?” I inquired, and it was comical seeing her eyes light the fuck up.

      “Shit, can I come too?... Me too, Belly…” A couple of females interjected, as a few others were being entertained by the homies.

      “Yes, I wanna come with you. I thought you’d never ask.” Liza grinned.

      I started toward the exit, shaking my head as all the camera flashes went off, catching the fact that these bitches were following me out like puppy dogs. I knew Blaise was gon’ be hot, but as long as I didn’t fuck around, she couldn’t say shit or leave me.

      Liza and I got into the back of the truck that had driven me here as I chucked the deuces to some of the fans still hanging, and the homies. I gave the driver an address, before he pulled off, heading straight there.

      “I know we got off on the wrong foot the first time we met, but I’m happy things changed.”

      “Yup.” I nodded.

      “And I know about everybody, so I’m fine.”

      “There ain’t no everybody; it’s just me and Blaise.”

      “Right, okay. Well I’ve shared with Blaise before.” She giggled. “Well, she was more of a little side thing for my baby daddy, so we didn’t exactly share, but you know what I mean.”

      “Blaise could never be a side thing to any nigga with some sense. I think you know that though.”

      Liza looked away, shrugging her shoulders. She ran her mouth the entire ride, and when we pulled up at the mansion, I told her ass to get out with me.

      You could hear the music blasting from the backyard, so I slipped right through the side gate with Liza behind me. The pool area in the back was live as a muthafucka, with people everywhere and cameras since it was a video shoot. When I spotted Five-Star, bumping his fucking gums to some nigga, I headed over, gripping Liza’s bicep.

      “Oh my gosh!” she exclaimed when she laid eyes on her fuck ass baby daddy.

      “Aye, nigga!” I barked at him. The music was still going, and people were dancing but paying attention also. “I came to drop yo’ bitch off; she won’t leave me the fuck alone.”

      “The fuck?” Five-Star frowned in confusion, looking from me to Liza repeatedly.

      “I told her I ain’t wanna fuck, but clearly that won’t stop her ass from trying. So I thought maybe if I delivered yo’ bitch to you, you could get ahold of her ass.”

      People were looking like the Scream mask all up and through this bitch, some even recording the shit that was going on. I didn’t give a fuck.

      “The fuck you doing with this nigga? And with that hoodie on?” Five-Star hissed, staring down into Liza’s worried ass face.

      “No, it wasn’t like that, Jelani.” She cried, trying to pull the hoodie over her head.

      “Keep her brick-built ass off my dick, or I’m gon’ slap the fuck out of both of y’all,” was the last thing I said before leaving.

      I didn’t mind the video footage being taken earlier with Liza and I leaving, because I knew what I’d just done would ixnay any thoughts muthafuckas had about us; hopefully, Blaise’s too.

      Speaking of Blaise, I had the driver drop me off at her spot, and once there, I made my way up, using my key. She was already knocked out, so I hopped in her shower, brushed my teeth, put on some boxers I had stored there, and then slipped into the bed behind her. She tried to move my arms from being around her, but I tightened my grip, kissing her neck.

      Turning to me, she said, “You stayed behind to be with them hoes.”

      “I didn’t. And they’re fans, baby.”

      “No, they wanna fuck you. I could see it in their eyes. Next time I’m gonna have my gun.”

      We both laughed.

      “Aye, you’re crazy as fuck. But the only female I wanna fuck on is you, so it don’t matter what them skeezers want.”

      “I better be the only one. That dick is on lockdown.” She grabbed it in her small hands.

      “Shit is too big to get a grip of, huh?”

      “I love it though,” she whispered as I tugged down her panties. “I’m still mad at you.”

      “I knew yo’ ass would be, that’s why I got you a gift.” I reached for the small cheap ass teddy bear that I’d placed on the nightstand next to my side.

      “Awww, it looks a little… weary, like it’s been working all day.” She inspected it.

      “That’s ’cause I got the shit from the 76 gas station on the way here.”

      Laughing, Blaise shook her head and replied, “I didn’t even know they sold little teddy bears.”

      “It was in a sale area from last Valentine’s Day. But you like her, right?”

      “Her? This looks like a guy.”

      “Nah, it’s a bitch. I wouldn’t pay for another nigga to be in yo’ face and shit, Blaise. This is a female.”

      “But he has—” She burst into laughter when I snatched it and tossed it off the bed, onto the floor. “Baby, how are you going to be jealous? You bought it!”

      “Nah, because you don’t wanna fucking cooperate. I told you it was a bitch, but you wanna be on some other shit.”

      “Okay, you’re right.” She rubbed her nose against mine, still smiling with her mouth closed. “Can you bring her back into the bed now?”

      “Nah, she can stay her dike ass down there.”

      As Blaise chortled, I finished taking her panties off, while kissing on her warm, sweet-smelling neck.
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      A couple days later…

      

      “Alright, Khalil, Strauss, we need a picture for promotion. So just face one another please.” The photography director, Phil, waved us into place.

      I smirked as both Mason Strauss and I walked up onto the stage portion for the photograph. The irritated look on his face made me smile out of joy. I knew the nigga thought he could have me shot, take me out, and have to fight another nigga that he was sure he could beat. God didn’t want that shit, and neither did I.

      “Just two more weeks before you’re no longer the champ, bitch.” I smiled, watching his jaw twist about and his nostrils flare.

      “If that’s what you believe. I’m the king and will continue to be, no matter who climbs into the ring, pretty boy,” he spoke lowly, chuckling.

      Nodding, I said, “That confidence is what had you pay some nigga to shoot me, huh?” Mason said nothing, so I added, “Exactly, muthafucka. You know it’s a done deal.”

      “Gentlemen, please stop moving and talking! We need you to be still for this photo!” the photographer being directed by Phil shouted out.

      “Then how about you hurry the fuck up? I got shit to do before I become the official champ.”

      “Yes, sir,” Phil replied.

      Turning my body back toward Mason, we stayed silent, him glaring, and me beaming as several photos were taken. A few minutes later, we were free to go, so I unbuttoned the very top of this damn business shirt. I hated wearing this shit, but it was pivotal for certain promo activities.

      As I walked out, my phone began vibrating in my hand, so I looked down to see Sienna’s name. She was the least problematic when it came to my ex bitches, during me fucking her and after I stopped, so I wasn’t as callous when it came to her.

      “What?” I answered, sliding into the driver’s side of my car.

      Immediately, her background caught me off guard, because it was a nigga yelling and apparently throwing shit.

      “He-he’s here, Cortez.” Sienna cried.

      “What? Who? Where the fuck you at?”

      “Home. West is here, and he broke my nose, I think,” she wailed. “I’m in the closet.”

      “Stay in there, Sienna. I’m coming.” I hung up the phone and shook my head before starting my shit and peeling off.

      I got to her condo building in Koreatown and hit the stairs because the fuck ass elevator always took too damn long. Rushing down the hall once I got off, I attempted to twist the doorknob, but it was locked. Since I had my gun on me, I hit the shit hard as fuck until it fell out of its socket, then pushed the door open. As soon as I stepped inside, West paused his rant to stare me down. I shut the broken door behind me, then made my way over to him.

      “Aye, man, you—”

      WHAM!

      I wasted no time. Before I even stopped walking, I hit his ass right in the face, sending two teeth out onto the floor, and making him crouch down before stumbling into the entertainment center. Right when he got enough strength to stand up straight, I hit his ass again, and he fell into the recliner, obviously going in and out of consciousness.

      “You like hitting females, right? After I told yo’ bitch ass to leave her alone.” I nodded, going into Sienna’s kitchen to grab two plastic grocery bags.

      “Ple-please, man,” he slurred, face already swelling and mouth now missing a total of three teeth.

      Walking back over, I slipped the bags over his head, tying it tightly. He began wailing as much as his weak ass could, before I created a hole on the area where his mouth was. He panted heavily once the puncture was made, as I removed the gun West had from his waist, realizing I had no fucking silencer to put on it.

      Looking around, I spotted a kitchen towel, so I wrapped it around the gun and my hand, before slipping the tip into West’s mouth. He began panicking, but before he could do shit else, I pulled the trigger. Blood and brain matter splattered onto the inside of the plastic bags, as I wiped the gun off and dropped it into his lap.

      Walking to the back bedroom, I tried to open the door, but it was locked.

      “Sienna, it’s me, Cortez.”

      A few moments later, I heard her opening the door, and when she saw me she hugged me tightly.

      “Is he gone? Did he leave? I can’t stay here, Cortez. He’ll come back,” she cried, nose bloody as fuck.

      “Nah, he won’t be coming back.” I led her to the bathroom. “Let’s clean up ya fucking nose.”

      “Okay.” She sat down on the toilet. “Is he dead?” she asked as I looked through her medicine cabinet, grabbing what I needed. I didn’t respond, so she caught my drift.

      It was quiet as I doctored her nose up, and once I was done, I sighed. “It’s not broken. I told you he hits like a bitch.”

      “You did.” She snickered, standing.

      I followed her to the bedroom, and when we were in, she turned to lean up and kiss me, but I moved my head.

      “You know I don’t fuck with you on that tip no more.”

      “What did I do?” she whimpered, eyes bouncing around mine.

      “Nothing. I’m with Blaise.”

      “So what?” Tears pooled in her eyes just before dripping down her cheeks. “You’ve been with Blaise for a while now and that hasn’t stopped anything.”

      “Well ever since her birthday, it’s been a different fucking story, aight? It’s just me and her, that’s it.”

      “Cortez, why?” She sobbed. “You can’t love her the way you love me. I love you more than she does; you just met her.”

      “I didn’t just meet her. And I told yo’ ass I got love for you, but I ain’t in love with you. I’m in love with Blaise, and I’m not fucking with no other bitches but her.”

      “For how long?”

      Frustrated, I plopped down onto her bed, dropping my face into my hands. Sienna joined me, rubbing my shoulder, which I eventually stopped her from doing.

      “Sienna, shit is different now.” I looked her dead in the eyes. “The shit we had is over with forever. You understand me?” I tried to be gentle with my damn explanation, only because Sienna’s mental state had always been faulty. The smallest shit would have her about to jump off a ledge.

      “It doesn’t have to be. If she won’t share, then I can keep quiet. I never give you problems, Cortez, that’s why you always said you liked me best.” She smiled with her crazy ass.

      “I did say that.” I nodded. Why the fuck did I tell her that shit? Maybe because I was inside the pussy. “Now though, I love Blaise, and I like her best. And me having Blaise means I can’t have shit else. And I don’t want shit else, including you, Kharla, and every fucking body.”

      “Baby, no, we can figure—”

      “Sienna!” I barked. “I’m not gon’ tell yo’ ass again, that the shit between us is a wrap! If you can’t get that shit through ya muthafuckin’ head, I’ll split that shit open. You got me?” Shaking her head as tears rolled down her cheeks, she turned to fall onto her stomach, shoving her face into the pillow as she cried like a fucking newborn. I sat there for a couple minutes before adding, “Me and some people gon’ come through to clean that nigga out later.”

      Without another word, I left her ass just like that.

      Hopefully she understood what the fuck I said, because I wasn’t playing with her unstable ass.
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      “Is it possible for you to tell me who the father of my child is before I have it?” I asked my doctor when she came into the room.

      I wasn’t due for another checkup for a minute, but the thought of who’d fathered my child was weighing heavily on me. Thankfully it was only out of two men, and two well-paid niggas at that.

      “You mean like an actual test?”

      “I don’t know, I guess.”

      “Well we can do one, but it isn’t safe, Miss Carriage. If you can, I would recommend waiting until you give birth to have one done.”

      “Okay, but what if the men want to know now? And I’m going to need help with caring for my baby,” I half lied.

      I was doing well financially. Hell, Instagram paid more than people thought. Sometimes I got up to $15,000 for a simple post, or double that to show up at a club and look cute. However, both Will and Ian made more than me, so I wasn’t about to blow through my cash buying everything for my baby and letting them off the hook.

      Taking a seat, my doctor asked, “How many possible fathers is it?”

      I could see in her face that she was judging me. She probably had been with the same man for thirty years and had six children. The thought of only knowing one dick made me sick to my stomach.

      “Look, I know I’m probably the first pregnant woman to have this issue but—” I stopped when the doctor began chuckling.

      “Honey, no. You are far from the first. This happens a lot more than you think, and it doesn’t mean the woman is promiscuous. Sometimes we break up with one guy, meet a new one, and sleep with him. Sometimes we’ve been pregnant longer than we know, so we believe it belongs to a new man. It’s fine.

      But like I said, I wouldn’t suggest getting the test done until you’ve given birth. Now you could let both men know that it’s possible they’re the father, and if they could, help minimally. Or, if you remember when you had sex with who, that could be helpful.”

      “Helpful how?” I was intrigued.

      Opening up my file, she showed me a calendar.

      “This is the week you got pregnant. Do you remember who you slept with? Or was it both men?”

      “Nope, it was only one. This is perfect. Thank you.” I smiled.

      I was gonna be happy either way, because it wasn’t like I slept with some unknown broke nigga. My baby daddy, whether Will or Ian, was a win for me. Knowing who the dad was now though had me smiling from ear to ear.

      I finished up my appointment, and when I left out into the waiting room, I saw Helen. I’d asked her to come with me because lately, I’d been slightly afraid to go out alone. Blaise basically had a damn price on my head, and I didn’t want to run into her while out minding my business.

      I’d seen Blaise fight before, but feeling it that day in the car was another story. Would I still fuck Belly if given the chance? Yes, most likely. I knew the dick was bomb, and just having it one time was worth an ass whooping.

      “So is she gonna test you?” Helen inquired.

      I let her believe Belly was a possible candidate.

      “No. We used process of elimination in a sense. She narrowed it down to the week I got pregnant, and I know who the father is now.”

      “Damn, so who is it?”

      “Somebody with money.” I giggled, and so did she.

      “Bitch, that’s all three of them niggas.” She shook her head, getting onto the freeway. “So since you only have feelings for two of them, can you help me with the third?”

      “I don’t have feelings for any of them niggas,” I lied. I definitely felt something for my baby daddy, especially now that I was sure it was his baby in my womb.

      “Oh, well I’m talking about Belly.”

      “I thought you already fucked him?” I knew her ass was lying when she first said the shit.

      “Okay, I didn’t, but I want to.”

      “What made you want to all of a sudden?”

      “All of a sudden? I’ve always had a thing for him, even long before Blaise came along.”

      “No, I mean recently. I haven’t heard you mention wanting the dick until, well, now.”

      “Oh, I’ve been hanging with Megyn a little bit. Girl, she got another tattoo, but of the nigga’s real name this time.

      Also, I eavesdropped on her and Zara’s conversation, and she was telling her how good the dick was. She said after only one time, she was sprung, looking up baby names, and stalking his social media. And bitch, she was not smiling when she said it, so it wasn’t a joke. Claims she came so many times on his big dick that her body was limp.”

      As Helen talked, my clit began to throb at the thought. I felt like that bitch that sat front row at the Five Heartbeats show when they sang “A Heart is a House for Love”. And it seemed I was hornier now that I was pregnant. Why wouldn’t this nigga just fuck me so I could leave him alone?

      “I mean, the dick is bomb. But you know he still hits me up.” I pulled myself from my salacious thoughts. “I guess our one encounter has him sprung.”

      “Even now?”

      “Yes, even now. All that in love with Blaise bullshit is just to make her stupid ass happy. He’s still fucking different bitches and trying for another round with me. I’ve been turning him down because of the baby, not being sure if it was his; it’s not though.”

      “Wow, I knew him being faithful was all lies. Blaise believes it too; she always thinks she’s special.” Helen got quiet. “Well since he ain’t ya baby father, put in a good word for me.”

      “Belly doesn’t like random hookups. I’ll have to meet him, and you can come with. We get him comfortable with you, and then I can bounce if he’ll let me.”

      “Hmm, okay, that’s fine with me. Shit, you can stay in the damn room if you have to. I’ll be too busy riding that dick or taking them back shots to notice.”

      We both burst into laughter.

      “I got you. I just have to pull some strings.”

      “Let me know if you need help. I don’t even see how we’ll do it. Blaise is always with him when she’s not on set.”

      I rolled my eyes at both thoughts. Blaise booking that big ass TV show annoyed me for some reason. Also the fact that Belly kept her by his side was infuriating as well.

      “Girl, a nigga like Belly always finds a way. He can fuck Blaise’s pregnant ass to sleep and then come out with us.”

      “Right, and she can’t fuck him how he needs to be fucked while pregnant, so he needs this. She should be thankful to us.” Helen chortled.

      “For real. Let that fine ass nigga enjoy some side pussy. Once she gives birth and heals, she can have him back for a tiny bit.”

      We both roared with laughter as Helen switched freeways.

      Me: It’s your baby. I have proof. Cut off the prostitutes and start saving your coins nigga.

      Will: Proof how?

      I declined to respond as I locked my phone with a smile.

      Now all I had to do was catch Belly slipping. I heard he wasn’t a drinker or smoker before fights, so once he fought Mason Strauss, I would be on the lookout for his ass.
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      I was invited to a luncheon this afternoon and was getting paid to appear. I let the event organizers know I needed hefty security just in case Blaise showed up. If she did, she wouldn’t be able to touch me.

      I was hoping I could dodge her until her belly grew too large, because I knew her ass wouldn’t be trying to fight then. She needed to protect that little ATM machine in her body, just like I needed to protect mine. I rolled my eyes, thinking about how she was still trying to play like she had an empty uterus for the public. Literally no one believed her.

      Before I made it to the venue, I wanted to stop for some Starbucks. They had this vanilla bean Frappuccino that I’d been obsessed with since I got pregnant. I never got anything from Starbucks usually because everything that wasn’t a single espresso shot was so fattening.

      After getting my drink, I left out to my car, but I felt someone following me down the sidewalk. My heart began to beat uncontrollably, because I just knew this was Blaise about to clock me over the head. Preparing to windmill her ass to death, I turned around, only to see a somewhat pretty light-skinned girl. I was relieved but confused.

      “Is there something you need, weirdo?” I quizzed, sipping my drink and tightening my grip on my Prada bag.

      “This will only take a minute. I’m Dionne.” She stuck her hand out, but I ignored it, raising one eyebrow.

      “Okay, good for you. Time is money, Dionne, so what the fuck do you want?”

      “I’m Will’s girlfriend.”

      “Will who?” I laughed. She couldn’t be talking about the Will I’d been fucking. Then again, I’d seen her somewhere but couldn’t pinpoint it.

      “Willem Dade, the photographer. I’m his girlfriend, or used to be until we broke up. Someone told me you two had a thing. They said they saw you out together.”

      “How the fuck did you even find me? Have you been stalking me?”

      “No. I was told you come to this Starbucks every mid-morning for a drink, so I popped up. The only reason I’m approaching is you because I want to be back with Will, but between you and the whores, it’s hard. I need you to leave him alone.”

      “Ahhh, okay.” I nodded, gulping down some of my drink. “Well see, it’ll be kind of hard for me to completely leave him alone because I’m having his baby.”

      Her eyes instantly darted to my small stomach.

      “No.” She shook her head. “Since when?”

      “Since a while now. However, I only want my coins from him, nothing else. I mean, the dick is pretty good, but I can do without.” Moving closer to her, I added, “Who you need to be worried about is Priscilla Dimitri.”

      “Priscilla Dimitri? We dance back up for Reddi together. What does she have to do with any of this?”

      That’s where I’d seen her ass. She and Priscilla stayed popping around like old In Living Color dancers, trying to be sexy.

      Shrugging, I replied, “Why don’t you find out? I heard she and Will are very close. I would say closer than he and I, but his sperm is floating around in my belly. Have a good one, Dionne.”

      I left her ass standing right there, switching to my car, then driving to my luncheon.

      The event went off without a hitch, and there was no Blaise in sight. So after I collected my ten bands from just sitting there looking pretty and eating with a few industry friends, I headed home.

      I wasn’t in my house for two seconds before I heard my doorbell ringing. Tiptoeing across my plush floors, I peered through the peephole quietly, and to my surprise, there stood Ian. I quickly removed all the locks, then yanked the door open.

      He was standing there looking so tall, handsome, and rich, while clutching a huge bouquet of roses, and bags from Cartier, Neiman’s, and Chanel.

      “You gonna let me in, beautiful?”

      “For what?” I folded my arms.

      “If you let me in, you’ll find out.”

      Sucking my teeth, even though I was happy to see him, I stepped back. Ian slid inside, smelling expensive and sexy, then took a seat on my couch as I closed the door.

      “Are these my gifts?” I sat next to him.

      “Yes, and they come with an apology. I reacted in a fucked-up way when you told me about the baby.”

      “Now you say something? It’s been ages, Ian, and you haven’t talked to me at all. It took you this long? I’m having your baby for God’s sake.”

      Earlier, when I found out who the father was, I decided that I would still let both men believe they were it. That way I would get 100 percent from both, and then in the end, I would be honest once my little bundle of joy got here.

      “Unfortunately. But what’s this shit about Belly possibly being your baby daddy? I thought he was fucking Blaise?”

      “Just a rumor some idiot put out because Belly had a thing for me. I turned him down, so he went for Blaise. And those so-called pictures of us from that video is not really me. It was probably doctored up by one of his flunky homies.”

      Ian nodded.

      “He don’t still be trying to fuck with you, right?”

      “I mean, not in the past week, no,” I lied, chuckling inside. It was nice seeing Ian so jealous.

      He mumbled something to himself, then rubbed my knee with his large hand.

      “Anyway, I came here because I wanna work shit out with you. Having a baby wasn’t really something I wanted, but since it’s you, I can make it work. However, I think we should go a little further.”

      “Further?” I watched him reach into his pocket, so I craned my neck a little bit to see what he had.

      Pulling out a small velvet box, he popped the top open to expose a beautiful diamond ring. It was literally blinding me, so I had to look away briefly. Ian chuckled because my mouth was open, and I didn’t know how to close it at the moment.

      “Nichole, would you marry me?”

      “Oh my gosh, seriously?” I covered my mouth, and he nodded before getting down off the couch to take a knee. “Yes, baby!” I screeched damn near and allowed him to slide the heavy rock down my finger.

      I grabbed his face to kiss him repeatedly, as he rubbed up and down my thighs.

      “I love you, Nichole.”

      “I love you too, Ian.” I pulled back to look at the ring. “Nichole Bradshaw; I like it.” I laughed, and he joined me.

      “It’s perfect.”

      I couldn’t believe this at the moment. I knew bitches in my circle would be hating that I not only pulled a baller, but got an engagement ring. Blaise was no longer the top ringer in this game.
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      Tonight, Rafi’s record label was throwing a dinner party, and since I knew he would be working the room and such, I invited Blaise and Alivia. Belly had scored an invite already, so Blaise was coming anyway, which worked out.

      A part of me wondered if he’d bring Will. That would be awkward, especially because Rafi was now aware of Will’s and my relationship, but I missed him, so I would settle for seeing his face across the room.

      Me: Dress or…?

      I texted Blaise to find out what she was wearing. It was a somewhat fancy event, so everyone would be pulling out their best threads, I was sure. I wanted to match my friend though.

      BFF: A dress, and it’s short. I’m wearing stilettos per usual.

      Me: K.

      I slipped into my red number that had the back completely exposed, then removed the clips that were holding my hair up. My tresses fell down my back as I walked out of my closet and into my large bedroom to slip my Louboutins on.

      “Damn, baby.” Rafi smiled, eyeing me lustfully.

      I rose up once my shoes were on, and he pressed his lips against mine. He looked so handsome in his suit, but he didn’t look stuffy. He smelled so nice on top of that. I let my hand caress the back of his head as I admired his sexy face before kissing his lips again.

      “You like?” I stepped back to give him a full view again.

      “I love it. You ready to go? I can’t wait to show you off.”

      “Yes, just let me put on some perfume.”

      About ten minutes later, Rafi and I were leaving, getting into his Wraith. We listened to music and chatted the whole way, reminding me of when we first got together.

      I remember being so into Rafi that I was afraid to say or do the wrong thing. However, the relationship was still nice and so much fun. The thought made me smile, because I was feeling that again.

      We made it to the venue, and Rafi gave valet the keys before helping me out of the car. I texted Blaise to find out if she was here already, and she told me she was on the way. Alivia let me know she was waiting outside, so I made sure Rafi let the man at the door know to allow her inside.

      “This is so damn nice,” I commented, taking a champagne flute from the guy holding a tray of them.

      Music from one of Rafi’s label mates was blasting, and there were tables all throughout with people seated at them.

      “You can sit here for right now, baby. I’m about to work the room for a little bit. You gon’ be aight?” Rafi pulled a chair out for me at one of the nice tables.

      “Of course, babe. Don’t worry about me.”

      As I sat down, my eyes landed on Yesenia. I guess Rafi noticed what I was looking at, because he kissed me.

      “Don’t trip off her. She’s here because she’s signed, you know that.”

      “Yeah, of course. I still just don’t like her.” Rafi nodded, staring at me for a few moments longer. “Go, go mingle. I’m fine, Rafi.”

      “Aight.”

      “Hey, girl, is it okay if I sit at this table?” Alivia showed up, leaning down to hug me before sitting down. She looked cute in a burgundy dress with the matching heels. Her hair was slicked back into a bun, which I’d never seen on her, but she looked beautiful with it.

      “Yes, of course. I don’t even think it matters where one sits.”

      “Cool.” She looked up at the guy walking by with the flutes and said, “Can I get one, please? Thank you.”

      “So how have you been?” I quizzed.

      “I’ve been okay. Work has been great.”

      “Yeah, I’ve noticed. I see you’ve been doing a lot of parties. I may have to borrow some money from you.”

      We both laughed before sipping our champagne.

      “I’m not that rich yet.” She sighed.

      “How is Manny?”

      “I don’t know because I broke up with him. He’s a liar just like the rest of these niggas, and a deadbeat on top of that.”

      “A deadbeat? How? He has kids?”

      “Yes, a son that he refuses to tell people about. But I’m going with him to do a DNA test, so we’ll see.” Alivia rolled her eyes. I was about to inquire further, but I saw Belly walk in with his ContraBandz Gang and Blaise. I was kind of bummed that he didn’t have Will with him.

      “Heyyy.” Blaise beamed, making me stand up to hug and kiss her. Belly hugged me as well, then Alivia. His friends followed suit.

      “Aye, I’m watching you.” Belly gripped Blaise’s jaw gently, making her smile before he leaned down to kiss her.

      “I’m watching you too,” she replied, getting another kiss from him before all of them, excluding Blaise, went to a different table.

      “How are y’all both jealous?” I laughed.

      “I don’t know, but it’s fine, because that nigga ain’t going nowhere.” Blaise tousled her long wavy hair.

      “I’m sure he feels the same way about you.” Alivia chuckled, and we joined in.

      “This place is packed.” Blaise frowned, sitting in between Alivia and me.

      “I know, right.”

      Just as I said that, these two girls Rima and Leni joined us. Rima and Leni both were dating two of Rafi’s label mates and had kids with them. I’d seen them before, and we’d talked, so I was cool with them having a seat.

      Rima was married to this rapper named Cypress, and Leni had been the longtime girlfriend of this rapper named Messiah. Like me, they both had multiple children with Cypress and Messiah. I used to always feel sorry for them because it seemed like their husbands were always in some sort of mischief with other women and drama. But I guess God wanted to humble my ass because I could no longer look down on them or feel as if I had a diamond in the rough.

      I looked through my purse purposelessly to clear my mind as the two ladies got champagne and introduced themselves to Alivia and Blaise.

      Rafi was nothing like Cypress and Messiah; this was his first offense, so I felt bad for comparing him.

      “So Blaise, congrats.” Rima smiled, downing her champagne.

      “Congrats on what?” Blaise’s eyes squinted. The party waiter brought her the virgin piña colada she’d ordered.

      “The boxer over there.” Rima pointed her chin in the direction of Belly’s table. “He’s so handsome, and he’s going far. I don’t know why some people think he’s not gonna pulverize Mason just because he got shot.” She took down some more of her champagne. “I think it’s because he’s handsome and Mason, well, he looks hurt in the face and is beastly.”

      “I know right! Belly’s from the hood, and I heard he got shot before this, so my money is on him. Nothing like a hood nigga turned rich hood nigga, right?” Leni licked her lips lustfully before clinking her glass against Rima’s.

      I immediately grabbed Blaise’s hand to squeeze, because I knew her. It was nothing for her to reach across the table and slap, punch, or snatch one of them up.

      “Is your man’s dick that boring?” Blaise quizzed, making Alivia choke and me chuckle while covering my eyes.

      Obviously shocked by Blaise’s question, Leni started. “No—”

      “Look, Blaise is lucky and so is Belly, okay? Let’s move onto another topic, please.” I intervened before this went any further.

      Blaise was pretty strong, and I could only hold her back for so long. I’d had to block her plenty over the years, and when mad enough, she always got loose and fucked the person up. So Rima and Leni needed to chill or find a bodyguard.

      “Of course he’s lucky; she’s beautiful and a great actress. I love you on Streets.” Rima winked at Blaise.

      “Thanks,” Blaise responded dryly.

      “So how have you been, Priscilla?” Leni looked to me as she waved down the waiter for another glass of bubbly.

      “Pretty great, actually. Thanks. How have you two been?”

      “As good as we can be, right?” Rima looked to Leni before they laughed. Turning back to me, she added, “I was worried for a second about that whole Yesenia thing.”

      ”Please, she is not a factor.” I waved them off, just as I spotted that bitch again, laughing with the A&R.

      “Umm, girl, we know that,” Leni scoffed. “I wasn’t sure if you knew that though. You left him for a little bit.”

      “Yeah, you’re damn right I did. I’m not going to sit around while he’s being unfaithful.”

      Placing her glass down, Rima looked into my eyes rather deeply and expressed, “Priscilla, you have to understand whom you’re dating. With Rafi being who he is, there are going to be times when he strays, and you’re going to have to accept it.”

      “No she doesn’t,” Blaise chimed in.

      Rima chuckled at her.

      “You believe a man that is attractive, successful, in the media, and has women throwing themselves at him 24/7 is only going to be sleeping with you? And honey, Belly is your man, so you can’t possibly believe that. He has quite the reputation.”

      “Had. He had quite the reputation. And I definitely expect him to only be sleeping with me, or he won’t be sleeping with me at all. If a man loves you, he will figure out a way to be right. If not, he’s basically admitting that his desires and pleasures are more important than the relationship he has with you. He should be able to change for you.” Blaise stared Rima down as Alivia and I nodded.

      “No, it’s just a man’s nature to sleep with multiple women. They’re not like us, sweetheart.” Leni shook her head, just as Belly walked up with a plate of snacks for Blaise.

      “Thank you, baby.” Blaise leaned her head back for a kiss. “She says you can’t be faithful? You agree?”

      Belly looked to Rima and shook his head in disappointment.

      “I couldn’t be faithful to her ass,” he admitted honestly, making Alivia’s and my jaw drop.

      “Excuse me?” Rima turned her lip up in disgust and shock.

      “Yo’ nigga is probably cheating because you got them big ass donkey teeth in yo’ fucking mouth. Niggas can’t even fuck yo’ face without worrying about an accidental vasectomy.”

      “Okay, baby, go.” Blaise turned Belly some to push him away as we all cackled uncontrollably. I tried not to, but it was funny as hell, especially because Rima immediately closed her mouth. She had gotten some huge veneers a couple months ago.

      Belly thankfully got occupied when his friend Ozzy started talking to him, allowing Alivia, Blaise, and I to fade out our laughs.

      “What Rima is trying to say, Priscilla, is that you have to learn to accept Rafi how he is, or let a woman who can, have him. I’ve been with Messiah for a couple years longer than you’ve been with Rafi. There have been a few Yesenias, and I used to get so stressed about it. But when I learned that these women were just something for Messiah to do for a short while, I stopped letting it bother me. We’ve been good ever since, with no issues.” Leni looked me in the eyes.

      “Well I can’t do that.” I looked down into my champagne flute.

      “Then get a new man, honey. This is the life you signed up for. It’s the life both of you signed up for.” Rima turned her attention to Alivia and added, “You too if you’re dating a wealthy, famous, and attractive man.”

      “I’m not, and if I were, I wouldn’t be dealing with anything.” Alivia fake smiled.

      “She dated Yono for a little bit,” Leni whispered.

      “Again, ladies, let’s change the subject. Please.” I exhaled.

      Thankfully, Leni and Rima listened this time.

      Getting up, I excused myself from the table to go to the bathroom because I needed a minute. I wasn’t in the luxurious restroom for thirty seconds before Blaise entered, locking the door behind herself.

      “You okay?” she quizzed me softly as I leaned my back up against the wall.

      “A part of me believes Leni and Rima are right.”

      “Right as in what? That Rafi will never change or that you need to accept it?”

      “Both, Blaise.” I got off the wall as she sat down on the pretty pink couch, placing her Fendi purse to the side of her.

      “That’s not true; well, the latter isn’t true. If Rafi won’t change, you can find a new man.”

      “Can I? One who will be different? I was fucking with Will, and look where that got me. And he’s actually a nice guy, yet and still, he was doing dirt. I really believe all men cheat and you just have to find the one who hides it best.” I sat next to her, crossing my legs and fixing my dress.

      “Whether that’s true or not, you at least deserve someone who will make you believe he’s faithful, not a man who makes you deal with his infidelities.”

      “Yeah.” I rubbed over my fresh mink nails then asked, “Do you believe Belly is faithful? Or do you just love him?” I turned to look into her pretty face. Blaise had really nice pigmented brown skin.

      “What I can say is that I do believe he’s faithful. If he’s not, I better not ever find out.” She took my hand into hers. “My point, Priscilla, is that you shouldn’t have to take whatever a man gives you just because you love him or don’t want to start over. The least he could do is go out of his way to make you honestly believe he’s not cheating.”

      I nodded because I agreed.

      We talked for a little bit longer, before going back out to join the ladies. I chuckled when Alivia sighed out of relief upon seeing us. I was sure Leni and Rima had been annoying.

      “No, move, bitch.” Blaise turned toward Belly’s table to say, and when I saw Yesenia pause dead in her tracks then turn to leave his table, I broke out into laughter along with Alivia.

      “How did you even see her?” Alivia questioned.

      “I have eyes everywhere when it comes to my nigga, especially when there is a known hoe in the room.”

      I giggled, and even Leni and Rima joined in.

      The rest of the night was pretty okay. The food was good, and the conversation between my friends and I flowed nicely as well. Leni and Rima chimed in here and there, but mostly the table was split.

      About half past midnight, everyone was leaving, so Rafi and I held hands outside as we waited for valet to bring his Wraith around. We shared coy smiles before he brought me in to kiss my temple.

      I loved him, but I couldn’t help but think about what the ladies said inside, including Blaise. I couldn’t see myself turning a blind eye to Rafi’s actions, especially with no ring on my finger. And Blaise was right in the sense that if a man couldn’t be faithful to you, it was painfully clear that his desires were the most important thing in his life, not you.

      I may have said she was living in fairytale land, but seeing Belly do a 180 for her showed that it was possible. And even if he wasn’t being faithful, he was doing a damn good job to make it appear that way, as he should.

      Hell, Belly was way worse than Rafi could ever be as far as fidelity, so if he could do it, surely my man could. Shit, any man could if Belly could. It all came down to how much that man loved you, and how much you meant to him.

      “What you thinking about?” Rafi glanced my way with his fine ass. We were in his car now, headed home as the jazz station played softly.

      “I had a nice time.” I looked out the window. “Leni and Rima were kind of a buzz kill.”

      “Oh yeah? Why?”

      “They were trying to tell me that I shouldn’t get upset about women that come into your life. They basically said I should accept that sometimes you’ll stray.” Since he didn’t say anything, I looked at him. He was staring straight ahead, driving. He wasn’t wearing an expression I could read. “That’s crazy right?”

      “Yes.”

      “Yes? That’s all you have to say?” I chuckled.

      “What am I supposed to say, Prissy?”

      “You’re supposed to say that, that’s crazy and that there will never be another Yesenia.”

      “Prissy, I love you. I love you more than I could ever love any woman. No matter who comes into my life, they will never be able to take your place.”

      “Oh my gosh.”

      “What?” He frowned, making a left.

      “You’re saying it’s possible. You’re saying you may cheat on me again and possibly give me a disease again.”

      “No, no, that’s not what the fuck I’m saying. What I’m saying is, I don’t know the fucking future. Shit, you may cheat on me. Any nigga walking around here talking about he gon’ be faithful forever has no right to say the shit. But what I’m telling you is that if some shit does pop off again, just know that you’ll always be number one. That’s more than what a lot of niggas are saying.”

      “If Cortez Khalil can promise Blaise, why can’t you promise me?” My voice began to shake because I was about to cry.

      “He’s telling her ass whatever the fuck she wants to hear! I just saw that nigga at the club with bitches all over him. I’m being honest with you! Do I plan to cheat? Hell no, but I can’t say it won’t happen. I don’t know for sure. What I do know for sure is that I will never wanna be with nobody else but you, no matter what happens. Accept that, Priscilla.”

      I said nothing as I peered out of the window, resting my forehead against it. Rafi kept quiet as well, and the silence continued all the way until we were in our bed fast asleep.
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      Climbed up from the tailbone… Where the world don't want us… Plus your niggas be dumpin’… They shootin' from close like some elbow jumpers…

      At the end of every show Reddi did, she always had us do a dance sequence starting on J. Cole’s part of “Say Na” by Moneybagg Yo. For Moneybagg’s last verse, I was to come to the front and take the dance routine out.

      “What the fuck?” I mumbled, glancing over at Brittany because Dionne had slinked to the front, taking my spot. Brittany was frowning in confusion as well, but we kept dancing, not wanting to ruin the show.

      The curtain finally started to come down, just as we did our last steps.

      “Oh my gosh. That was lit! The crowd was hype!” Dionne screeched as we headed to the back.

      I jogged a little bit to catch up to her.

      Grabbing her arm, I waited until she looked at me before saying, “What the fuck was that?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Dionne.”

      “Nice job, ladies, but Dionne, next time, stay where you’re supposed to. I want Priscilla taking out the show.” Reddi walked up. Thank God.

      “I’m sorry, but the crowd was just as hype. I think maybe every night we should switch off.” Dionne grinned.

      “No, every night Priscilla will come to the front like I intended.” Without giving Dionne the option to respond, Reddi switched off.

      “Well looks like you’ll be back in the forefront, superstar. Everybody loves you.” Dionne turned from me to rush off to our dressing room, so I followed.

      “Do we have a problem? Last time I checked, we were fine,” I questioned, closing the door behind us so we could have some privacy. I didn’t mind Brittany being in the room.

      “Ohhhh, yeah, we were fine until I found out you were fucking Will behind my back.” Dionne cocked her head, raising one eyebrow and making it obvious that she knew what she spoke of. Still, I wanted to save myself.

      “What? Who the hell told you that?”

      “Don’t worry about it! Just know that I know you’re shady as fuck! I confided in you, and the whole time, you were fucking him!”

      Brittany quickly grabbed her bag, leaving the room.

      “I was not fucking him the whole time. We didn’t start until after, I swear.”

      “So when I asked you if you’d done anything with him, did you lie?” Dionne’s mouth was moving about, twisted all up.

      “Yes, but only slightly. We’d kissed and almost had sex, but we didn’t get that far because I thought about you!”

      “Ha!” Dionne leaned back to laugh. “You didn’t think about me! If you cared so much about me, you wouldn’t have fucked him!”

      I wanted to yell back at her, but she had every right to be mad. I was her Yesenia, so me getting buck with her was out of line at the moment.

      “Dionne—”

      “No. You know what? I don’t even care anymore. Between you sleeping with him behind my back and Nichole having his baby, I want nothing to do with Will.”

      Dionne started to walk past me, but I blocked her from leaving.

      “Who is having his baby?” I felt big ass bald eagles seize my stomach.

      “Nichole.” Dionne surveyed my expression for a minute, before snickering angrily. “Wow, Priscilla. Not only did you fuck him, but it’s like you love him or something.”

      “No I do not!”

      “Look at your face. As soon as I mentioned Nichole having his baby, all the color left.”

      Shaking my head, I tried to stop her from exiting.

      “Dionne, it’s not like that. Dionne!” I called after her, but she paid me no mind.

      Closing the dressing room door, I locked it then sat at the vanity mirror.

      From Rafi basically admitting that he could never be with just me, to Will having a baby with Nichole, I was mentally drained. The only thing I could do was cry.
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      The next week… Wednesday afternoon…

      I’d lied and told Alivia that today was the appointment for the DNA test. I’d gone so damn far with this shit but had thought of no damn endgame. Now here it was an hour before this so-called testing, and the shit wasn’t even real. And even if there was an appointment, I already knew the fucking results. It would be the fifth DNA test I took, so I knew it would come back 99.9 percent like the last four.

      As I inhaled on the blunt, my phone buzzed. I wasn’t a heavy smoker, usually only at parties and functions, but lately, I’d been needing something just in my everyday life.

      Alivia: Text me when you’re on the way. I’m ready.

      Me: Coming now.

      I dropped my iPhone into the cup holder, then started my whip to head to Alivia’s spot. She’d texted me her new address last night with her well-prepared ass. I was hoping she’d forgotten about what today was supposed to be, mainly because she’d been ignoring me, but nope. Her ass hit me up around 8 p.m. last night, ready as a muthafucka to accompany me to the doctor’s office.

      I got to the apartment building off Crescent in Beverly Hills and parked along the sidewalk. The place was nice as fuck, so I guess them deejay gigs had been paying Alivia well.

      Taking my time, I walked far as fuck to get to her door, then rang the bell. As I waited, I slipped my hands into my pockets, feeling nervous as fuck.

      “Hey, let me just get my purse.” Alivia opened the door, leaving it wide for me to walk in.

      She looked good in a red dress with no straps, showing off her sexy legs. Her hair was in a ball at the nape of her neck, showing off how beautiful her face was. As usual, she smelled good as hell.

      “Alivia, hold up.” I closed her door, locking it. I licked my lips at the sight of her pretty feet in the heels she had on. She and her friends stayed in heels. It was rare if you saw them in sneakers or sandals, but it was sexy. I could always count on Alivia to show up and make niggas wish they had my girl.

      “What, Manny?”

      “Sit down. I low-key forgot this was yo’ spot, so may I sit as well?” I chuckled as she lowered onto her nice ass couch.

      I’d peeped that she had it furnished nicely as fuck already. And the inside was just as luxe as the outside.

      “Yeah, sit down.”

      “How much you paying a month for this place? It’s nice.” I couldn’t stop looking around. My crib was dope too, but this shit had that feminine flair.

      “A little over four thousand.”

      “Damn! You must be making bank, baby. I see you be working a lot, and some pretty prestigious events, so it makes sense.”

      “I do well. Plus, having to live with my parents for damn near forever gave me time to save up. I was saving 75 percent of my check every month.”

      “Damn, that sounds nice. Shit, that’s what the white folks do; let their kids stay up in their crib until they get rich. Black folks need to do the same.”

      “True, just not like my parents did it.” She got quiet then sighed. “Manny, shouldn’t we be going? It’s only half an hour until the appointment.”

      “Alivia, there is no appointment.”

      “What? What the fuck do you mean? And if there’s no appointment, then you need to leave right now.” She scowled.

      “Listen to me, just for a second, please.”

      “Hurry up!” She wound her hand to accentuate her statement.

      “Jasiel… that’s my son.” I intertwined my fingers and momentarily stared down at the carpet. “Me and his mother, we were never in a relationship or anything like that. Just like most of the niggas in the hood, I was fucking her here and there. For a few months, I was sleeping with her heavily, and she got pregnant. Deep down, I felt like it was mine, just out of paranoia, but I was praying to God that it wasn’t.”

      “Why? Just because she wasn’t your girlfriend?”

      “No.” I chuckled, but only because I was frustrated. “Because her reputation was fucking horrible. She was a bop, and not an undercover one, a known one. When the name Jasmine came up, it was always about some hoe shit she was doing. So the thought of her being the mother of my child, my first child, I couldn’t have that.

      When that DNA test came in saying I was the father, I was angry. I was angry with myself for being so muthafuckin’ reckless that I got someone like Jasmine pregnant. And I was angry that I couldn’t do shit to change it. I thought of being a deadbeat, but I couldn’t go through with that.” I shook my head. “I couldn’t just act like he didn’t exist, so I did the next best thing in order to stay sane.”

      “This is crazy.” Alivia covered her face. “I don’t see how you pretending you don’t have a son is any better than being a deadbeat, Manuel.”

      “And I know from the outside looking in, it may seem that way. But as long as I was there for him, provided, and spent time, I didn’t see the problem. I didn’t have half of that from my pops growing up. Nigga didn’t come over, didn’t call, didn’t buy me shit; nothing. He was just quick to tell people I wasn’t his fucking kid. He didn’t give a fuck who was around to hear him say that shit either.”

      “Manny, you’re doing the same thing. Yes, you take care of him, but ignoring him in public and saying you’re childless is the same thing your father did.”

      “It’s not.”

      Alivia came and sat next to me. By this time, I was staring hard at the magazines on her coffee table because I couldn’t give her eye contact. This was the most I’d told any female, and now I was regretting it.

      Turning my face so that we’d have eye contact, she nodded. “Yes, it is the same. Are you telling me that if your father bought you gifts on the low, and hung out with you in secrecy, you would have been fine with him denying you?”

      Snatching my face from her tiny hands, I looked off. My chest rose and fell because I was infuriated as fuck. As soon as I shut my eyes, tears began to trail my cheeks, pissing me off even more.

      “Aye, I gotta go.” I was about to get up, but Alivia palmed the sides of my face, stopping me.

      “No, you don’t have to go. It’s okay to cry, Manny.”

      “No the fuck it ain’t! What’s wrong with you?” I shot up off the couch, ashamed as hell.

      “Don’t treat your baby the same way you were treated. You’re not like your dad, Manny. You’re a sweet guy, and Jasiel is lucky to have you. But he won’t know that unless you stop acting this way. Do you want him to grow up, angry like you, and treating his son this same way? Or worse, his daughter?”

      Dropping down onto the couch, I let my face fall into my hands as I sobbed. I felt like shit, but I was also still angry at my pops. And I surely didn’t want Jasiel growing up to be like my ass.

      Alivia’s perfume intensified, so I knew she was moving closer to me. I felt her soft hands caress my neck before she brought me into her, hugging me like a bitch.

      I cried for what seemed like way too fucking long, as Alivia rubbed my head. Finally, I was able to straighten myself up, so she loosened her grip on me.

      “My bad.” I wiped down my face.

      “It’s okay.” Her voice was low as she turned my face toward hers before pressing her lips against mine. “You have to do better.”

      “I know.”

      She crawled into my lap, straddling me, before slipping her tongue into my mouth. Rubbing her hands under my shirt, she waited until I lifted my arms before pulling it over my head.

      “Immediately, Manny.”

      “I know.” I nodded before our lips crashed back together. “I love you, Alivia.”

      She quickly pulled away to look into my eyes.

      “Are you drunk?”

      “Nah.” I chortled. “I’m a little high but cognizant.” I nodded to assure her then added, “I love you.”

      “I love you too. But that doesn’t mean I will be with you if you don’t change.”

      I nodded in response before we resumed French kissing. Reaching under her dress, I pushed her panties to the side as she unbuckled my jeans. As soon as my dick was out, I gripped her ass in my hands, before sliding up inside with no cap.
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      The next morning…

      

      When I woke up in Alivia’s bed, I touched the spot next to me only to realize that she wasn’t there. Closing my eyes back for a second, I remembered yesterday, so a smile spread over my face.

      The last thing I thought would happen when I came over was us getting back on good terms, but shit had worked out for ya boy.

      The only thing I had to do now was start letting the world know that I shared a child with Jasmine’s ass. The thought of people’s reactions bothered the fuck out of me, but it had to be done, especially if I wanted to keep Alivia.

      “Damn, it smells good. You cooked?” I frowned when Alivia walked into her bedroom. She was wearing a nightgown, but I could tell she’d taken a shower because of the towel laid across the chair and the smell of her soap in the air.

      “Yes, French toast. You can have some before you leave.”

      Sitting up, I let my brows dip before asking, “Before I leave? You got somewhere to be?”

      “No, not necessarily. I do have to put together a list for this party I’m working in a couple days, but other than that, I’ll just be getting my place in order.”

      “Oh, well shit, I can help. Belly has to meet with a psychologist today, so no training until the late evening.”

      “Psychologist? What the fuck?” She stopped moving shit around for a second, making me laugh.

      “It’s something he has to do before and after every fight to make sure his mental is in place. It’s standard procedure in a sense.”

      “Oh.” She nodded. “Well no, I don’t need any help. You can eat and then go home.”

      Climbing from the bed, I walked over to her.

      “We good? Did I forget something?”

      “No, you didn’t. I meant what I said yesterday. I do love you, and I want to be with you, but I need to see proof that you’re going to do as we agreed with Jasiel.”

      “Alivia, I am. Come on, man. It ain’t been twenty-four hours.”

      “When you start and have something to show me, we can resume our relationship. But you’re not going to trick me into believing you’re doing right.”

      “Who put you up to this? Blaise?”

      “What?” Her top lip turned up. “Blaise didn’t put me up to anything. I have my own brain, you know.”

      “I ain’t mean it like that.” I watched Alivia continue to straighten shit up as I stood there like an idiot. “She’s just feisty and got a mouth on her.”

      “Eat then go, Manuel.”

      Sucking my teeth, I left the nice ass bedroom, then headed to the kitchen. It was my first time actually being in it, because yesterday we went straight from fucking in the living room to fucking in the bedroom. And when we did take a break, Alivia made me a sandwich, bringing it to me.

      I ate the French toast along with the bacon and eggs she’d made, before downing two glasses of orange juice. I guess it was fresh squeezed because it was in a pitcher and tasted organic.

      “Okay, I’m leaving.” I peeked into Alivia’s second bedroom after I’d gotten dressed.

      “See you later. I’ll be waiting for that proof.”

      “Yup,” was all I said as I left.

      I headed straight home so I could shower, brush my teeth, and check with Belly’s manager, Carson, about next week’s schedule. Once I had everything written down, I texted Jasmine.

      Me: Can you meet me for lunch in an hour?

      Friend: Jasiel’s in school.

      Me: I know. I wanna talk to just you. No funny shit I promise.

      Friend: Fine. Just tell me where.

      I figured out a spot, this cool lunch place in the heart of LA. After I texted Jasmine the address, I put some clothes on then bounced.

      I made it to CRAFT LA about twenty minutes later since traffic was fairly light. Jasmine let me know she was close by, so I went in to secure our table. I’d only ordered my drink, and by that time, she was walking in.

      “This place is way too nice, Manny.” She sat down.

      “It’s nothing. How you been?”

      “I’ve been great, actually. I got a new job, almost done moving, and—”

      “Wait, moving? When the fuck did you start moving?”

      “I got a new place. You haven’t really been by to see Jasiel, so you didn’t know. I’ve been texting and calling, but as usual, you ignore me.”

      “Where is this new place, Jasmine?”

      “It’s in Torrance. It’s a beautiful condo with three bedrooms.” She beamed, and I couldn’t even return the same excitement.

      “What kind of job affords you to live in a nice ass spot in Torrance? You selling drugs?”

      “Nigga, no. My man gave me a job. He bought me the place too because he felt it was too dangerous having Jasiel and I live in Inglewood.”

      “Siggy you mean.” I laughed in an irritated fashion. Guess he was blowing his advance from the record label. Dummy. “Why are you letting this nigga act like he’s Jasiel’s daddy or some shit? He don’t decide what’s too dangerous for my fucking kid.”

      “Is he your kid? You haven’t seen or talked to him in a couple weeks. Hell, you didn’t even know where he was sleeping at night.”

      “That’s yo’ fault.”

      “Oh right, because I spilled the beans to your sweet little princess Ali V.” She shook her head, filling her wine glass with the flat ice water they had on the table. “I’m actually glad you asked me to come here today, because I’ve been meaning to talk to you.”

      “You go first, I guess.”

      “So since I’ve pretty much been a single mother, taking care of Jasiel on my own, I think you should pay me more monthly. You make significantly more money than you used to, judging by that new car.”

      “I saved up for the car,” I lied. “And single mother? I buy him everything, not to mention I come over to spend time with him.” I looked up at the waiter who came to the table. “Give us a second.”

      “Actually, can I have the scallops and the Manhattan? Thank you.” Jasmine handed off the menu to her.

      As she talked and moved, I surveyed her, noticing the watch, the Chanel bag, her hair, just her whole shit had been upgraded. I’d bought Jasmine shit, but she was wearing none of it. She looked like somebody’s girl; it was obvious.

      “You’re not a single mother, Jasmine.”

      “I am. You buy him nothing that he needs unless I tell you to. You buy him toys, Gucci, and occasionally some fast food. I pay for his normal little boy clothes, his normal shoes, his daily meals, toys as well, things he needs for school, his medicine when sick; I could go on.”

      “I give you eight hundred dollars on top of what I already do.”

      “I want an increase, for you to put him on your medical insurance, and start taking him two and a half days out of the week, preferably starting Friday morning, bringing him back Sunday afternoon.”

      “Oh, so you can have the weekend off? Fuck that. Plus, I work most weekends. Belly fights on the weekends a lot.”

      “Jasiel is four; he can come to a fight. If not, pay someone to watch him. And the reason I chose weekends is because he needs stability during the week while he’s in school, which I now live by. Plus, yes, I do want to have some weekends to myself. I have a boyfriend, and I’m still young; there is no reason why you should be able to live how you want while I pick up the slack.”

      “I’m not doing that, Jasmine. Now I will take him places when I can. That’s what I came to tell you. I’m gonna start bringing Jasiel out, attending birthdays, all the shit I wasn’t doing.”

      The waiter brought her drink, so she sipped it.

      “This must be because princess brought it up.”

      “Nah, it’s just what’s right. I love my son, and I don’t wanna be fucked up like that with him.”

      “Look, Manny, either you agree to five thousand dollars a month plus the two and a half days a week, or I’m gonna need you to sign your rights over.”

      “What? Five thousand dollars? And sign my rights over, as in giving him up legally?”

      “Exactly. That way I will be the only one responsible for him, and you will have no say-so in what happens with him.”

      “He needs a father. Why would you even suggest some shit like that?” I frowned.

      “He’ll have a father, trust me.” She sipped her drink again, then stared into my eyes.

      Siggy must have gotten in her head, and I wasn’t feeling that shit. I was for damn sure gon’ step to his ass or have Belly do so.
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      “Let me guess, you’re dropping me off at home? I have somewhere to be anyway.” I pouted as I rode in the passenger seat of Belly’s Range. Since he ignored me, I continued. “I better not find out no shit is going on over there, Cortez. I swear.”

      He chuckled but kept driving in silence. He reached over to caress my thigh, but I knocked his hand off, making him titter.

      To calm myself down, I got on my phone, scrolling my Instagram feed and checking emails. By the time we came to a stop, it was in front of a big, beautiful mansion. We were already in the roundabout driveway, and when I looked back, I saw there was a huge gate surrounding it.

      “Get out, brat.” He climbed from the car, but because I was in awe, I hadn’t moved. Belly opened my door then placed his hand out to help me down.

      “Damn, whose place is this?”

      “Mine.” He led me up to the door, and I admired the cobblestone under my feet. I peeped the garage to the left of me that looked like it could hold about five cars.

      “Baby, it even smells rich in here.” I let my head fall back to look at the high ceiling once we stepped inside. The marble floors were so clean I could see myself in them. “What do you need all this space for? It’s just you.”

      “Nah, it’s you and Island too.” He hugged my body from behind, kissing the side of my neck.

      “You mean like to spend the night?”

      He let me go and then led me up the doublewide staircase. We went down the hall, and he opened the door to show me a room with a lavender, baby pink, and yellow color scheme.

      “To live, Blaise. This room is for Island.” He followed me in.

      My mouth had been open since we pulled up. I took in the furniture he already had in here, and it was so cute. I knew Island would love it, especially the baby pink recliner that was in the shape of a teddy bear. This was why I couldn’t come over; he must have been furnishing the place.

      “Cortez, you want us to live with you?” I finally looked up at him, not knowing why I was about to cry.

      “Yeah, I do. Fuck you think? We just gon’ be raising a baby together but living separately? For what?”

      I shook my head and shrugged because I didn’t have a response.

      “I guess I didn’t think about it,” I finally whispered. Priscilla’s aunt Vivian always said it was a great sign when a man thought about the future.

      Belly crouched down some to be my height, then pressed his lips against mine a few times until I was smiling.

      “You ready to see our room?”

      “Wait, we’re sharing? I need my own bedroom,” I joked as we held hands, walking out of Island’s.

      “Nah, I need to be able to roll over and fuck. I don’t know what you thought this was.”

      I chuckled softly as we entered a huge bedroom. There were two walk-in closets on each side and a bathroom on the right. We even had a fireplace in our room. The bathroom had double sinks, double mirrors, and a humongous shower-bath combo.

      “This is so fucking plush!” I exclaimed, looking over at Belly’s sexy ass leaning in the doorway with a smirk.

      He walked out to sit down on the chaise, so I followed, still standing and surveying.

      “You like it, Miss Cansino?”

      “I do. No man has ever asked me to live with him before.” I twiddled my thumbs as I looked down into his unbelievably handsome mug.

      “Well…” He grabbed me to pull me down into his lap. “…I ain’t never asked a female to live with me.”

      When we made eye contact, we kissed, and I breathed deeply, enjoying the scent of his Chanel cologne traveling up my nose while his large hands caressed my butt and hips.

      “That means I’m special?” I damn near moaned because his dick was super hard in his basketball shorts, making me horny.

      “That’s a muthafuckin’ understatement.”

      “Then what am I?”

      “Special with good pussy.”

      “Cortez! I thought you were gonna say something sweet and romantic!”

      “Baby, where a nigga like me comes from, saying you’re special with fire pussy, head game too, is romantic as fuck, aight?” He nuzzled his face into my neck and then added, “You know I love you.”

      Like a fool, I was smiling hard and wishing I didn’t have to be somewhere.

      “No, Cortez, I have to go,” I whined when he started moving my panties to the side.

      “I’m hard as fuck. It won’t take me long to bust, especially with that pregnant pussy.”

      I wanted to decline, but he was already toying with my clit, and I was sopping wet that quickly.

      I reached down into his basketball shorts and boxers, then exposed his already hard dick. It was lengthy and thick, making my mouth water, but I had no time to suck it. I would do that later.

      Lifting my dress over my hips, I turned my back to Belly, and he flattened out on the chaise, gripping my hips.

      “Mmm,” we moaned in unison as I forced myself down onto him.

      I started to ride him, but in the reverse position, so he was gripping and groping my ass. The feeling of his dick so deeply inside of me while his big hands assaulted my body had me releasing down on him in seconds.

      “Fuck,” he groaned in his sexy voice, turning me on. His hand rubbed up my back before coming back down. The goose bumps on my skin were very prevalent.

      “Oh,” was all I could get out as I started to ride him harder, bouncing on his dick.

      His grip on my hips tightened, as the sound of him penetrating me bounced off the walls.

      “Blaise, fuck,” he grumbled, as I kept going until I came so hard my body went limp.

      Belly sat up, bending me over the other end of the chaise while kissing on the exposed parts of my back. He was still inside of me, so I came again for no damn reason at all.

      “You said it’d be quick,” I whimpered, licking my lips. My body was tired, but my pussy was happy.

      Leaning down, Belly sucked on my neck seductively for a little bit then said, “Shut up.”

      Straightening back up, he pulverized my middle, making our skin clap so hard I knew I would be bruised.

      “Uh…” was all I got out.

      “That’s the only fucking thing I wanna hear you say.”

      Grabbing my hair, he held it tightly and pounded my pussy until we both exploded. Turning me over after pulling out, he sucked my lips, then went down, doing the same to my inner thighs.

      “You see those bruises on my thighs from last time?” I panted, caressing the back of his head just as he started to French kiss between my hips. “Baby, I have to go.” I arched my back.

      He spread my legs wider and had me cumming in less than a minute. Rising up, he grinned widely with his cute ass, then kissed me.

      “Stop acting like you don’t love it when a nigga pull it out and eat it.” He got up, fixing himself.

      “I do.” I smiled, allowing him to help me to my feet.

      “Damn, baby, I ain’t know I be bruising you up though.” He laughed, carrying me to the bathroom once he saw my legs were trembling too much for me to walk.

      “Yes you do. I don’t notice until the next day though, because I’m so into it during.”

      I loved that Belly could make love to me, being all nice and slow one night, then fuck me hard the next. And he stayed leaving hickeys on my upper, inner thighs.

      I cleaned up, and since he’d bought me some new things that he placed in my closet, I changed, then he took me home.

      I agreed to move in, so he’d have someone collect Island’s and my things tomorrow afternoon. Belly said he didn’t mind if I kept my condo, but a part of me wanted to get rid of it since it tied me to Five-Star. I didn’t need anything outside of my daughter attaching me to his ass.

      Speaking of him, as soon as I got into my car to leave, he called me.

      “What?” I answered, only because his mother had my baby.

      “I’m throwing a party this weekend, and I want you to come.”

      “A party for what, Jelani?” I wasn’t going but I was curious. His birthday had passed.

      “You ain’t seen the shit yet?” He guffawed, making me roll my eyes as I pulled onto the street. “I came out number one on the richest niggas in music.”

      “So that means I shouldn’t hear any more complaints about the child support you pay.”

      Laughing, he groaned and said, “Nah, I just be fucking with you. You know twenty-four thousand dollars is chump change to a nigga like me.”

      “Keep bragging, and I’ll drag you back to court. Enjoy your party, but I won’t be there.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I don’t want to! And I’m moving, so I won’t have time anyway.”

      “Moving where?”

      “To a new spot, dummy, where else? I may give you the address and then again, I may not. It’s not like you ever pick Island up anyway. Karen will have it.”

      “I could’ve bought you a new spot, Blaise. You ain’t mention—”

      “I have a man!” I hollered so loudly at the screen in my car, that I bent toward the steering wheel slightly. “Anything I need, Cortez will give to me. If I want a new bag, he’s gonna get it! If I want a watch, he’ll buy it! If I want to move, he will handle that! The only thing you need to be worried about is your daughter, nigga. And so far, Cortez has been handling that too!”

      Click.

      I was baffled when he hung up on me, but it just made me laugh.

      The rest of my drive was smooth, especially after I dialed up his mom Karen to check on Island.

      I arrived at my destination about half an hour later, and after letting the parking attendant know what I was here for, he allowed me in for free. Whipping my brand-new Mercedes truck into a park, I switched gears then shut the engine off. Before I could even pull my duffel from the back seat, I heard someone approaching.

      “Hey, beautiful. I’m so happy you came!” Cydney approached me.

      She owned an online boutique and had asked me to model the clothes. She’d always hit me up to get me to do it, but I was usually too busy. Lately, I’d been working nonstop still; however, I wanted to do this to help her and dispel those pregnancy rumors since she promised to edit my tummy.

      My body was already changing, and I knew I had about a week before that rapid growth started. I hated that I would slowly grow for the beginning of my pregnancy, then once I hit that 60 percent mark, I seemed to grow every hour.

      “Yeah, no problem.”

      We hugged, and then she led me inside to show me where I’d be changing and such. She had one other girl here, only because she had a lot of outfits and didn’t want to make me change constantly. Plus, the longer I was here, the more she would have to pay me, and I was sure my fee was higher than this other girl’s.

      A few hours later, I was finished, and since Cydney had provided lunch, I decided to eat.

      As she directed the other girl, I watched, stuffing my face until someone came into view that I didn’t want to see. Merlin approached the other model, kissed her lips, and then paused when his eyes landed on me. I kept eating my food, and soon enough, he started over toward me, letting her get back to work.

      “Damn, long time no see.” He smiled, standing over me.

      “Yep.”

      He sat next to me and asked, “So how have you been?”

      “I’ve been good.” I stared straight ahead, tearing this plate up. I could feel him looking at me.

      “I see you’re hungry as hell. That shit about you being pregnant must be true.”

      I had on a hoodie to cover my body at the moment.

      “Don’t worry about it.”

      “I never expected you to be with a nigga who would have you pregnant at the same time as two other females.”

      “You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

      “So you’re the only one that’s been pregnant by him recently? Them other two bitches just made it up?”

      “Leave it alone, Merlin. You’re misinformed.”

      “You know I still fuck with you, and if you’re done with that nigga, I’m willing to try with you again. And I find it funny how I had you longer but you never wanted to give me a baby.”

      “Are you seriously over here trying to get back with me while your girlfriend is in the same room?”

      “She’d be a distant memory if you wanted that.”

      “Hey, Cydney. I’m going to go ahead and leave!” I shouted, throwing my plate in the trashcan nearby and grabbing my duffel bag.

      “Okay, let me get your stuff!” she hollered back.

      “Blaise—”

      “Fuck off, Merlin,” I hissed while waiting for Cydney to bring me the free clothes she promised and a check.

      He said nothing as I hugged her and then left out.

      On the way home, I stopped for some ice cream. By the time I got inside my condo to eat it in front of the TV, I saw my phone going crazy. Opening up the social media app, I realized Merlin had posted me on his story saying They always come back, with a heart. The blogs were having a field day of course, and I was thanking God Belly didn’t frequent social media and would be occupied with training until tonight.

      Niggas were so thirsty. Some of these men were just as messy as women.

      To my surprise though, just as I was about to lock my phone, a message from Belly came through.

      Mine: As soon as this match is over.

      I smirked, already knowing what he meant. Merlin was going to regret that post.
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        * * *

      

      Just two days later…

      

      I was on Rodeo because I wanted to get some new shoes and an outfit for Belly’s upcoming match. It was his most anticipated fight and also the most anticipated fight of the year. Cameras would be everywhere, so he told me I would be by his side the whole night, except for during the fight. By saying that, I wanted to look even better than I usually did for his matches. I always dressed up for them, but since this one was so big, I wanted to be extra.

      As soon as I walked into Dior, I saw Kharla. I would have turned right around, but there was a specific purse I wanted. Ignoring her, I spoke to the stylist who’d greeted me, and then proceeded to look at the purses on display.

      “Excuse me, can I see that one?” I pointed upward to the pretty embroidered bag that I’d been salivating over.

      “Sure thing, Miss.” The lady grabbed it from up top with assistance, and then walked it over to the glass counter. “Are you Blaise Cansino?” she inquired, catching me off guard.

      “I am. How do you know me?”

      “I watch your TV show.” The woman nodded then laughed when I palmed my forehead.

      “I’m sorry, I’m just not used to people recognizing me yet. But thanks for watching. May I see the silver one too, please?” I looked up into her eyes, and she quickly went to fetch it.

      After she brought back the silver variant, she gave me some time to look them over and decide.

      “I like the silver; it’s more of your style.” Kharla walked up. I knew her voice by now. I ignored her, continuing to survey the beautiful bag. I hated that I liked the silver more. “Is it for an occasion?”

      “Kharla, I am trying to shop in peace. Thanks though.”

      “No, I know. I wasn’t trying to bother you. I’ve been eyeing that bag as well, but it’s a bit too pricey at the moment. I mean, I can afford it, but it’d have to be my birthday for me to drop thousands like that.”

      “Then what are you doing in this boutique?”

      “Just buying a wallet.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “Okay, I think I’m going to get both,” I let the stylist know, and she turned to me smiling.

      “Wow, Belly must be footing the bill,” Kharla commented, shock dripping from her voice as I fetched my wallet from my purse.

      “No, he bought me enough stuff this week, so I’m taking care of this one.” I handed the lady my card. Kharla was quiet, letting what I’d just said marinate. “I have options. I can have my man buy it, or I can buy it. You’ll know what that’s like one day.”

      “Have a seat, Miss Cansino, and I will package everything up, then bring it out to you in a few,” the stylist let me know after handing me a receipt paper to sign.

      “Okay.” I went to sit down, and of course, Kharla followed, holding her Dior shopping bag. I took one of the waters I was offered and sipped it.

      “Blaise, I don’t want to have any beef with you. It stresses me out, and I don’t like it.”

      “Why would it stress you out? You don’t even know me and shouldn’t be worried about me. And honey, we don’t have beef. Us having beef would mean I think about you, and I don’t.”

      “Okay, fair enough. I guess this so-called beef is one sided then. And us not being on good terms doesn’t stress me out. What stresses me out is not being with Belly.” As I processed her words, she felt the need to add more. “I was thinking that we could come to some sort of an agreement. I mean, let’s be honest. Belly can’t last in a monogamous relationship for too long. So since he enjoys us the most, I say you and I just share him, keeping him away from the others.

      Think of how much easier it would be if it was just us two instead of Sienna, Maia, Cadence, Megyn, and whoever a new one may be?” She chuckled, smiling widely.

      “You should honestly see a psychologist before you get fucked up. Cortez Khalil will not be shared in anyway. It’ll be me, him, my daughter, and our baby.” I touched my stomach, admitting the truth to her. “And now that I’m gonna be living with him, we’ll be even closer.” I smirked, standing up since the lady brought my bags out.

      “Baby? So it is true? And living with him? No! No you can’t!” Kharla hopped up like a fool. “Ah!”

      WHAM!

      I’d thrown my glass of water in her face and slapped the dog shit out of her, making her fall back down into her chair.

      “Calm your stupid ass down and get some help,” I whispered angrily. The store was quiet, and here she was acting like a banshee. “Now I suggest you post a thirst trap on Instagram and wait for a rapper to slide in your DM’s so you can latch onto him. Listen to me when I tell you that you will never experience Cortez again.”

      With water dripping from her face, ruining her makeup, she broke down into an ugly cry. I guess my last sentence had hit home.

      Turning around, I headed out of the store and made a right so I could continue shopping peacefully.

      Once I was finished, buying a new pair of heels, a dress, and a top, I went to get my car from valet. Since I was thirsty, I pulled into the parking lot of some bar/cafe to get a drink. After I placed my order, I stood in the waiting area.

      “That’s where my money is going.” Some older white man grinned at his friend, pointing to the mounted television.

      On it was Belly’s commercial for his upcoming match. The men were smiling and clamoring about, saying how they’d placed bets on him and some on Strauss. The women were giggling and talking, obviously admiring how handsome my baby daddy was.

      “Nah, I’m going with Strauss. Khalil is too good looking,” the white man’s friend replied. “The handsome boxers will never beat the unfortunate looking ones.”

      Laughing, the initial man responded, “Khalil has beat everyone he’s fought, so your theory is shot, my friend.”

      As I watched the commercial myself, my skin got hot, and I was very bothered seeing Belly’s sexy ass up there, shirtless, and in boxing attire. Feeling my clit begin to pulsate, I pulled my iPhone from my purse.

      Me: Where are you?

      Before he could reply, I was typing again.

      Me: I want you to fuck me.

      Me: Let me suck your dick first.

      Mine: I was headed to the gym to workout but that shit can wait.

      Mine: Come.

      Mine: RIGHT NOW.

      I snickered, grabbing my drink from the counter since it was placed there just in time, and then I rushed out.
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      Despite Priscilla and I not being together, I’d been doing my best not to indulge in my addiction. I’d been struggling, but the only way I’d been coping was by making sure I stayed busy.

      I was taking 80 percent of the clients that emailed me, no matter how stupid their idea sounded. And Belly had a lot of shit going on because of the fight with Mason Strauss, so that kept me on the move.

      Also, those late nights where I would be alone, off, and urging, I drank myself into a stupor. I was waking up with horrible ass, paralyzing headaches, but anything that would get me through the day without fucking a prostitute was fine by me.

      I just didn’t want to be addicted to that shit anymore. Not to mention, now that my personal life had been put on blast, the last thing I needed to be caught doing was the same old shit. I could kill Geena’s ass for putting my business on front street.

      As I put the finishing touches on yet another rapper’s stupid ass album cover, I heard someone buzzing the front door of my studio. Saving my work, I hopped up, left the room, then rounded the corner to see who it was.

      I saw pretty ass Priscilla standing there, with the LA sun beaming on her chocolate skin. She was wearing a dress that outlined her body perfectly, and her curly hair was hanging down her back. But as good as she looked, we were over and done with.

      “Yeah?” I opened the door to peek my head out. I purposely frowned so she’d have no idea that I was basking in her beauty.

      “I’ve been calling you.”

      “So what.”

      “You’re seriously having a child with Nichole?”

      I looked down the street, squinting at the bright sun, before turning my attention back to her. In the midst of trying to keep my dick clean and stressing about her going back to her baby daddy, I’d forgotten all about Nichole. After she told me she knew for sure I was the dad, she hadn’t talked to me since. I’d texted and called but got no replies or answer, so I’d let her be for now; out of sight, out of mind.

      “Why does that matter? You got who you want, and it ain’t me, so my personal life shouldn’t really matter to or affect you.”

      “So had I not gone back to Rafi, then what? Huh? You would have just kept stringing me along then one day told me Nichole was in labor?”

      “I ain’t tell you because I’m not sure if I’m the dad. Nichole isn’t exactly a one-man woman, so any nigga could be the father. She said it was me, Ian, or Belly.” I shrugged.

      “You know it isn’t Belly’s.” She shook her head, face saying she was disgusted. “I can’t believe you. I actually thought you were different, but you just keep surprising me. First the prostitutes, now this. You’re worse than Rafi!” She started to walk off.

      That comment pissed me off.

      Stepping outside, I hollered, “Worse than Rafi? Are you fucking joking? How the fuck am I worse than him? Because he don’t like hookers and only has kids with you? At least I treated yo’ ass like a human being, like a woman I was into instead of something for me to climb on top of and fuck in secrecy!”

      “Fuck you!” she roared.

      “I may have some issues, but I won’t let you tell me I ain’t treat you better than that nigga, because I did.”

      Priscilla stood there, fists balled at her sides as she panted heavily. If someone put a gun in her hand right now, I was positive she’d shoot me.

      “If lying to me about having a baby and sleeping with nasty women then coming to sleep with me is treating me better, then I might as well be single for the rest of my life.” Turning around, she switched off, and I just watched, having no reply.

      Going back inside, I tried to get back to work, but I was too irritated and stressed. I hadn’t had any pussy, the kind I preferred, and I still had feelings for a woman who was acting weak.

      Priscilla was far from weak, but she was playing the part, and I hated the shit. It also made me hate that nigga Rafi even more, because he ain’t deserve her.

      Closing my computer and shutting everything down, I packed my bag up to head out. I had an urge to visit Swan or Carrie, and since Priscilla and I were done, I figured why not. Shit, I’d been ‘sober’ for a couple weeks now, and that had done nothing, so I was ending the drought tonight.

      After getting in my car, I sped off toward the hotel I had the girls in. Despite me not having slept with them, I still paid the bill for them to live in their suites.

      Upon arrival, I started toward the elevator, then rode up to the level Swan was on.

      Using my key, I entered, but no one was inside. Frowning, I searched the whole room, wondering where the fuck she was. I knew she hadn’t moved because I still saw her shit laid out. A perfume was in the air too, so she was definitely here today at some point.

      Just as I was about to leave, I heard Swan giggling, then the door handle turn. It opened, and in walked Swan smiling so hard that the corners of her mouth were touching her ears. Behind her was some tall, light-skinned nigga with a low fade and long ass beard. Nigga looked like he’d just gotten out of jail thirty minutes ago.

      “Fuck is this, Swan?” I hissed, pointing to old boy.

      “Laron, this is Will. Will, this is my boyfriend, Laron. We won’t be long. I’m just going to change and then we’re going to dinner and his place.”

      Laron and I stared at one another for a moment before I said, “Swan, let me talk to you privately for a second.”

      “Why the fuck you need—” Laron started, but Swan palmed his chest to stop him.

      “It’s fine. He’s harmless,” she had the nerve to say, I guess to appease this nigga.

      “Nah, I’ll go in there.” Laron started toward the bedroom portion, not wanting Swan and I in there for privacy.

      Once he shut the door, I looked down into her innocent face.

      “Will, I know I should’ve told you that Laron and I were more serious, but I didn’t think about it. I can have my stuff out of the room by tomorrow afternoon.”

      “Swan, I came here for services. Tell his ass to go home and wait for you. It won’t take me long.”

      She frowned as she looked up into my face before shaking her head.

      “Will, no, I—,” she hugged herself, “I decided to stop that.”

      “Stop what?”

      “Offering services. Now that Laron and I are together, things have changed. He got me a job that I start on Monday, working for a law office. I’m moving in with him too.”

      “Aight. Aight, that’s fine. This can be the last night.”

      “No, I’ve stopped already. I’m not going to restart things just because you want. I appreciate you getting me out of Geena’s, even though she tried to ruin me for it, and you, but I don’t want this anymore. I’ve never liked doing it, and I told you that.”

      “Because of his ass?” I scowled, pointing to the closed door that led to the room he was in.

      “No, because of me, and—”

      “Then send him on his way so we can handle our business. I’ll pay you the same rate with no cuddling and shit.” I smiled, but her face was emotionless.

      “I am not about to send my man home to fuck you, Will. I want to go to dinner with him, then end the night fucking him, not you.”

      “You’d rather fuck him for free than get paid for it with me?” I sucked my teeth. “Yeah right.”

      “Yeah, I would. The sex is better because I love him, and I can tell he loves me by the way he touches me.”

      I chuckled down into her face.

      “Will he love you once he finds out you’re a professional hoe? How he gon’ feel knowing his woman sells pussy?”

      “Will—”

      “Just once.” I started groping her body, backing her to the wall.

      “Will, stop. Will! I’m serious. I said I don’t want to!” She began fighting against me, yelling, so that jailbird came from the room with the quickness.

      “You got it.” I immediately let her go, throwing my hands up. I didn’t stop because I was afraid of this nigga, but because raping a female wasn’t me. And the fact that I was about to let me know shit had gone too far.

      WHAM!

      I’d turned to leave, but still, he punched me in the back of the head, making me whip around. I hit his ass back, and from there, we began tussling, throwing punches that caused blood speckles to soar.

      “Stop! Oh my gosh! Stop it right now!” Swan hollered, but we both ignored her.

      We kept going until he luckily landed a punch on the top portion of my head, making me fall to the floor.

      “Ah!” I grunted as he delivered several kicks to my stomach and back.

      “Laron, Laron, please, baby. We need to go. He’s famous!” Swan pleaded with her nigga.

      Staring down at me with his face twisted the fuck up in anger, he stomped on my stomach and then uttered, “Get yo’ shit right now. Ain’t no coming back tomorrow.” He was speaking to Swan but glaring down at me.

      I scrambled to my feet then hurried out the door.

      Dabbing the blood on my nose with my sweater, I went to the bathroom in the lobby to see if I could clean it completely. It wasn’t much, so I did, ignoring the fact that my nose was red.

      My body was aching, but I went to the bar so I could have a drink; I needed it.

      As I sipped on my third glass of Gin, I heard voices, so I put down the cash to pay then headed out to the lobby. Sure enough, it was Swan and Laron, carrying her bags.

      “Aye!” I barked out, walking up to the right of them.

      “Will, go home,” Swan begged, irritating me.

      “You know what ya girl did before you got her the little law office job?” I laughed, and when he frowned, I knew he didn’t know.

      “Will, stop it. We can talk later.”

      “Nah, we’re done talking.” I looked to her then darted my attention back to Laron. “She worked in a brothel. That’s how we met. Then I became fond of her, so I took her up out and put her in here.”

      “I thought you said he was an ex-boyfriend?” Laron looked down into Swan’s face. She was about to cry, which made me feel bad, but fuck her since she ain’t wanna give up the goods. Since she wanted to diss me for her little boyfriend, I was gon’ end that.

      “Ha!” I yelled through the large, empty lobby, making the hotel clerk look at me temporarily. “Nah, I’m just a well-paying customer.”

      “After tonight, you can find somewhere else to stay, and we ain’t going to dinner. We over,” he replied, making a joyous feeling travel through my veins.

      “Laron, no!” Swan cried as he walked out briskly, still carrying her stuff.

      “Aye, aye!” I grabbed her bicep when she went to follow him. “Now that he’s done with you, come upstairs so—”

      “Leave me alone!” she howled, scowling up into my face after she snatched her arm. “I hate you! I never want to see you again! No wonder you’re lonely! No one will ever love or care for you because you’re a horrible, mean creep! You have issues, Will! Stay the fuck away from me!”

      Swan rushed out of the hotel, leaving me standing there like a fool. The three people in here, including two of the employees, were staring hard.

      As I was about to leave, I remembered Carrie, so I went up to her room. She was there thankfully, welcoming me with all smiles, before we got down to business.

      Swan’s last words still fucked with me though.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning…

      

      I woke up and grabbed my watch to see the time was 10 a.m. I was a bit out of it since I’d drank the night before, so I grabbed my iPhone to check my calendar.

      My stomach dropped seeing Belly had an energy drink commercial to film, that started at 5 a.m., and I was supposed to be there taking photos. I saw I had missed calls from him and his manager, Carson, but I was too shaken the fuck up to hit them back just yet. I needed to wake the fuck up all the way first.

      “Come on, Will, what the fuck?” I talked to myself.

      Out of all my years in photography, I’d never messed up this badly. I could party until the wee hours of the morning and still make a job on time.

      I took a shower in the bathroom here, then put back on my old clothes. I left Carrie some extra cash then damn near ran out of the room, to the elevator, and out of the hotel.

      I drove straight home, ready to brush my teeth and change clothes. I cursed myself the whole way there, because I was sure that damn commercial shoot was over since it was already five hours later when I’d woken up.

      As soon as I’d finished brushing my teeth and dressing, I heard someone ringing my doorbell. Fearful that it was Belly’s ass, I slowly approached my door before inhaling and opening. When I saw Dionne, I was relieved but irritated as fuck.

      “What you doing here?” I inquired.

      “Can I come in?”

      “Yeah, man.” I sighed, stepping back some. ”What’s up? What you need?”

      “Are you in a rush?” She sat down on my couch.

      “I am, actually. I’m running late to work, Dionne.”

      “I think we’re even now and should try to work on our relationship. I was emotionally cheating as you say, and you physically cheated on me with hookers, Priscilla, and Nichole Carriage. I actually think I’m owed one more thing, but you get my point.”

      “Dionne, you’re right, but I got some issues.”

      Standing back up, she got closer to me.

      “I know that, and a baby on the way. I know it all, and I still want you. I can help you.” She kissed my lips. “If we forgive one another, we can move forward.”

      I almost declined until I took a second. The fact that Dionne was willing to work with such a fucked-up individual made me look at her differently.

      “I agree, but we can talk later, aight? We can go to dinner tonight. Just be ready by 8 p.m., and I’ll come scoop you.”

      “Okay!” she said excitedly before she started to leave.

      I grabbed her hand, pulling her into me, and kissing her deeply.

      “Thank you.”

      She nodded in response before leaving.

      Reaching into my pocket, I grabbed my iPhone then dialed Belly.

      As soon as the line picked up, he hissed, “Fuck with my career again, and I’ll blow yo’ fucking head open, Willem. Next job, you better be the first muthafucka there, and pray that when I see yo’ bitch ass I’m in a good mood; otherwise, it’s on sight.”

      “Bell—”

      Click.

      I fell down onto the couch, covering my face. I needed to get my damn life together, and a good start seemed to be with repairing my relationship with Dionne.
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      Now that I’d been booking way more gigs than usual, I’d decided to hire a manager. I needed someone to handle all that business stuff for me, while I focused on my craft and building relationships.

      Making my own schedule and negotiating my own deals, along with everything else, had become so stressful that I felt like I was slacking. By saying that, having this manager would be a load off and well worth the money. I honestly never thought I’d see the day where I complained about too many job offers.

      “Good morning. I’m here to see Sanya.”

      “Yes, of course, Alivia. Go right in; she’s been waiting on you.” The flamboyant receptionist, Jamal, smiled at me.

      “Great, thank you.”

      I didn’t know him at all, but his name was right up on the desk. And I guess he knew me from speaking with his boss, Sanya.

      “Come in, come in!” Sanya said giddily as soon as I appeared in her doorway. “I have some great stuff to go over with, with you.” She walked me to her couch to sit down.

      “Are you thirsty? Water, tea, coffee, a latte?”

      “A hazelnut latte would be nice.” I nodded. “Over ice.”

      “Jamal, an iced hazelnut latte for Alivia!”

      “Got it!” he replied just before she closed the door. She whipped back around to face me, before a huge smile covered her face. “So I woke up this morning to a very pleasant email, Alivia. I mean, it’s nothing new. Ever since you put my information in your bio on Instagram, we’ve been getting countless opportunities. But this one—”

      “Excuse me, ladies. Here you go, sweetie.” Jamal switched in, handing me a clear cup filled with my iced latte.

      I gave him a nod to say thank you, before he pranced out.

      “Like I was saying, this one is a really great opportunity. For one, it’s a steady job, great pay, and you’ll get so much exposure that it won’t even be funny.”

      “Wow, well tell me what it is!” I grinned, taking a few more sips of my drink before placing it down.

      “I’m sure you’ve heard of the singer Yono. Well, his manager contacted me about you being his deejay. He’s doing a promo tour for his upcoming album, and he wants you to deejay his sets. Isn’t this wild? I mean, Yono is huge, and he wants you.”

      “No, Sanya, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

      She laughed but was wearing a frown, showing she didn’t understand me.

      “I’m confused. What part of this isn’t a good idea?”

      “Well, Yono and I used to date. It was short lived, but it didn’t end well. And I’m kind of dating someone, so me traveling with an ex probably isn’t a smart thing to do, nor respectful.”

      “Okay. Firstly, I know you two used to date; it was everywhere, unless you didn’t have any social media. Secondly, so what? This is a huge paying gig, Alivia, not something you should pass up because he’s an old flame. Let him pay you. Hell, I’m sure you deserve it.

      And lastly, kind of dating someone does not sound stable enough for you to be making bad business decisions based on them. Now if he was a husband or even a solid boyfriend, maybe, but kind of dating? No.”

      “How much is it paying me?”

      “You’d be getting $45,000 a show. Now that’s nothing to Yono and his team, so I let them know that if you went on a larger tour or something, the fee would need to be no less than $100,000 since you’d need to travel for a much longer period and uproot your life.”

      For a moment, I stared at Sanya, not knowing if I wanted to hug or French kiss her ass. The most I’d ever gotten for a deejay gig was $15,000, so to be getting triple that a show was amazing. Even though I’d really be getting a little less once Sanya took her cut, it was still a lot of money.

      “I want to do it. I don’t know what I was thinking.” We laughed together. “Just let me know the next steps.”

      “Great. So once I let them know you’ve agreed, a contract will be sent over. When is the next time you can come see me? I want to have you in the room when my lawyer breaks it down. That way, if we like what we hear, you can sign right then.”

      “I am free whenever. Hell, if he can come through this evening, we can do it then.”

      Giggling, Sanya nodded and replied, “Nice. Well, we will be in touch. For now, just go to the gigs lined up on your calendar. I will continuously update it.”

      “Okay, thank you. I’m so happy I found you.” I hugged her once we were standing.

      “Likewise, girl. We’re about to make a lot of money.”  She reached down to grab my latte then handed it to me.

      On the way to my car, Manny called to see if I was home or if I would be there soon, and I told him yes to the latter.

      We’d been talking on the phone and texting since we’d exchanged ‘I love yous’ but I’d been purposely extra busy so we couldn’t hang out. I knew if we did, we’d have sex, and he wasn’t worthy of that just yet.

      “Where were you at?” Manny asked, leaning up against my door as I walked up.

      “I had a business meeting.”

      “Oh word? Excuse me.” We both laughed as he embraced me from behind while I unlocked the door.

      As soon as we stepped inside, he damn near spun me around before pressing his lips against mine. Once it got a little too sensual, I pulled away.

      “You want something to drink?” I went into my kitchen to pull some chicken and shrimp out to start thawing.

      “Nah, I’m good.” Manny stood in the archway, hands planted deeply in the pockets of his Balmain jeans. After watching me move around the kitchen for a little bit, he asked, “Can I stay for dinner?”

      “Yes, but dinner only. After we eat and maybe have some wine, you have to go home.”

      “Why? We together!”

      “No we’re not. I told you the stipulations in order for that to happen.”

      “Aight, and I talked with Jasmine already. I did that the next day, and I’ve been taking my son places. What the fuck else is there to do, Alivia?”

      “Nothing, that’s great. I just have to talk with Jasmine to be sure that what you’re telling me is true, Manny.”

      “Why the fuck do you need her to prove anything? She’s a fucking liar.”

      “Well, from my experience, you’re the liar, not her. So once she confirms for me that you’ve stepped up, we can get back on track.”

      “How are we supposed to be together if you don’t even trust me enough to take my word for something like this, Alivia?”

      “Ask yourself that, Manny. You chose to keep your son from me and would have continued to had Jasmine not popped up on us. Don’t pretend like you’re so innocent. You have to gain my trust back, and if that’s too much for you to do, then let me know now before I get even more attached to you.”

      “Oh, so you’re attached to me?” He cheesed, stepping further into the kitchen as I laughed.

      “Yes, obviously, but I would need to start distancing myself now if you’re not going to step up to the plate.”

      “I am. I am.” He sat down at my table as I began to chop up the sweet potato. “What was the business meeting for?”

      “Umm, it was with my new manager.”

      “About what?”

      “She had this new job she wanted to go over. It’s a gig that pays me forty-five thousand dollars per show. It’s for an artist instead of an event or nightclub.”

      “Damn, shit, you’re almost on my level.”

      “Shut up.” I chuckled.

      “Who is the artist? They gotta be somebody big if they’re breaking you off that type of money per show.”

      “It’s Yono.”

      “The nigga you used to fuck? The same nigga you started messing with, knowing I was trying to get with you?” Manny’s brows dipped.

      “Yes, but this is just work. Trust me, I do not want him like that, I promise you.”

      Manny began laughing and shaking his head, before rubbing down his face and standing.

      “So this is why you got all these stipulations and shit. This is just like before. You wanna give me the fucking run around while you lay up with that nigga.”

      “What? No! I told you I wouldn’t get back with you until I had proof that you’ve been handling your responsibilities, well before I even knew about this job offer!”

      “So you’re telling me ever since y’all have been done, he ain’t hit you up once? He ain’t tried since I’ve been with you?”

      “I mean, he made that post apologizing for lying on me in that radio interview—”

      “Has he tried since we’ve been a couple?” Manny repeated, but his teeth were slightly clenched.

      “Yes, but I don’t give him anything back. I don’t even respond to his texts or his DM’s, Manny.”

      He stood there looking off, shaking his head.

      “I guess we got some problems because I don’t trust you either, Alivia. If you take that job with him, we can’t be together.”

      “Why? You honestly think I would fuck him?”

      “Yes! You already did, knowing I was chasing yo’ ass! Of course you will now that I’m in this muthafuckin’ trial period!”

      “No, Manny, it’s different! At that time, you were some annoying nigga trying to fuck me. Now I love you. I want to be with you!

      You think I don’t want to say fuck your problems and just be your girlfriend? Trust me, it would be much easier than reprimanding you for your mistakes, but I have to be strong. And I want to be with a man who will be a good father to his child, no matter who the mother is.”

      There was a lingering silence between us as we stared one another in the eyes.

      “Alivia, if you work with Yono, you and I are gonna be over.”

      “It’s good money, Manny. I can’t turn it down.” I shrugged. Nodding, Manny did an about face and started toward my door. “Seriously! You really think I’d cheat! What the fuck!” I followed him.

      He didn’t even reply to me as he yanked the door open and slipped out. I trailed him, yelling his name, but he never turned around or acknowledged me, so I eventually stopped.

      I felt tears welling up, and because I didn’t want anyone to see me out here crying, I ran back to my apartment. As soon as I closed the door, I began sobbing hysterically. I swear my happiness only lasted for days and nothing more.
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      A couple days later…

      

      I missed my parents, surprisingly, so I wanted to stop by and see them. We hadn’t said a word to one another since I brought the U-Haul to get my things, and honestly, I was trying to be strong, thinking they’d miss me so much that they’d reach out. I was clearly wrong.

      And the fact that my life seemed to really be no different than when I was living with them, made me feel like I did all that rebelling for nothing.

      I stayed parked outside, staring at the two Mercedes in the driveway. I knew they’d both be home around this time because after living with them for all of my life, their schedules had become predictable.

      I went over a few topics to talk about in my head, and then got out of the car. On the way to the door, I checked my texts to see if Manny had hit me up, but there was nothing from him.

      If you had told me some time ago that’d I’d be feeling sick over not talking to Manny, I would have laughed. I used to hope he didn’t text or call me, and now I couldn’t stop checking my phone.

      I rang the doorbell to my parents’ home and got nervous when I heard footsteps from inside.

      “Alivia.” My dad opened the door, staring me down.

      “Hi, Daddy. Can I come in for a second?”

      “Uh, sure. Come on.” He walked away from the door, so I entered, closing it behind me.

      “Where is Mama?”

      “She’s in the kitchen here.” He pointed as we passed the kitchen to head to the den area. Before we even sat down good, my mother was walking in, drying her hands.

      “Alivia, what are you doing here?” she questioned, sitting down on the same two-seater couch as my father.

      “I just wanted to visit. We haven’t talked in a long time, and I miss you both.”

      They said nothing as they looked at one another.

      “Well that’s nice, Alivia. How have you been?” my mother inquired.

      “I’ve been okay. I got a really good job that’s gonna make me a lot of money. I just moved into a really nice apartment as well, as you know. It’s expensive, but I can afford it, especially now with this new opportunity.”

      “Great.” My dad smiled with his mouth closed.

      Again, an awkward silence came over the room.

      Sighing, I said, “Look, I know things aren’t good between us because of how I left and how I was behaving. But I want you two to know that even though I’m not the Alivia you wanted me to be, I’m still a good person. The only difference is that yes, sometimes I go out at night with my friends, or maybe a male companion. And yes, at times I do get home well after midnight. But—”

      “Alivia, what exactly was the point in you coming here?” My mother cocked her head.

      “I came here because I want to make up. You’re my parents, and I’m your child. We shouldn’t be on non-speaking terms over something this small. I—”

      “Small?” That perfectly arched eyebrow of my mother’s went up. “Alivia, making sure you are looked at as a respectable woman and not some hussy, is not small. There is a certain way the women in our family are to behave, and not abiding by those rules is a huge problem. And if you believe that to be small, then honey, we have nothing to talk about.” My mama stayed giving me a Clair Huxtable read.

      “So because I don’t want to live like you or Sherri, you don’t care about me? You don’t love me anymore?” I got choked up unexpectedly.

      Exhaling heavily, my father moved his arm from being around my mother, and replied, “Sweetheart, of course we love you; you’re our kid. However, like your mother said, if you choose to live a lifestyle alternative to the one that we and the entire family believes in, us associating isn’t really going to work. Do you understand that?”

      “Yes,” I whispered, standing up and grabbing my purse along the way.

      I didn’t say anything else as I walked right out of the house and to my car.
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      Today was my last session with the sports psychologist before the fight. I’d have to come back after my fight with Mason’s ass was over, and I was dreading it.

      The shit was boring as fuck, and I didn’t feel I needed it. I knew it was to make sure our heads were in the right space before competitions and shit, but I was just ready to fuck this nigga up. Mason was a fucking undefeated champion, and I planned to win via a KO. If I knocked his ass out, you might as well start calling a nigga the king of the world.

      I entered the suite, then nodded my head up to the receptionist, Betty.

      “Mr. Khalil, hi!” she exclaimed.

      “Sup. Tell this nigga to hurry the fuck up because I don’t need the full hour today.”

      “Right.” She was still grinning. “Well there has been a change due to—”

      “Welcome, Mr. Khalil. I’m Sylvia Hemp.” Some light-skinned bitch with dark hair emerged from the large glass office with her hand extended.

      “And why the fuck would that matter to me?” I questioned, ignoring her hand. I already didn’t want to be here, and this bullshit was making it worse.

      Giggling, she replied, “I’m going to be doing your therapy for today and after your match.”

      “Nah, where is Alfred? That’s who I’ve been going to.”

      “Yes. Alfred had a death in the family, so I had to fill in for him. I’ve been doing this much longer, so I think we’ll be just fine.”

      “Whatever. I just wanna hurry the fuck up.”

      “Sure thing. Follow me.” Sylvia switched, wearing a tight ass dress. It was business appropriate, but you could tell she got her shit a size smaller to accentuate the curves in her semi wack ass body.

      After we got in the room, she shut the door, so I took a seat on the brown couch. She did the same but in the recliner chair, still cheesing like a fucking fool. Her face wasn’t bad at all, but her bright green eyes made her look better than she would have without them muthafuckas.

      “Aight, so.” I shrugged.

      “Well firstly, I want to say I know switching psychologists this close to such a huge match isn’t ideal. But, on the bright side, I think you’ll do much better with a Black psychologist versus a White one, right?” She laughed, but I stayed stale faced. “Okay, the first thing I want is for you to tell me how you feel about the match in a couple days. Now I want you to be honest. Nothing you say here leaves the room.”

      “I feel fine. I’m just ready to do it. I wanna fight the nigga and win.”

      Sylvia nodded, writing something down.

      “Do you want to win because you want to? Or is it pressure to win?”

      “Yeah, because I want to. Fuck you mean? A nigga ain’t under no pressure, because I know it’s a wrap for his ass. Shit, I wanna fast forward to the muthafucka so I can be in that damn ring already. I’m ready to be the official champ; that top nigga.”

      “Is that all boxing is to you? Something for you to feel on top with?”

      “Every sport is about winning. I like to win, I like to fight, and I enjoy the sport. It’s simple. And the money lately has been more than nice.”

      “Yes, I heard about your new deal with AP, and the commercials, plus sponsorships. Congrats.” I nodded to say thank you. “What about the people in your personal life? Are they pressuring you in a sense to win?”

      “Nah. I’m not exactly the type of nigga that can be pressured into a muthafuckin’ thing.” I sat back, throwing my arm along the back of the couch and getting comfortable. I swore I saw Sylvia’s eyes dart to my dick, so I adjusted myself, making my dick print less obvious.

      Licking her lips, she replied, “Well that’s great. I believe I know the answer to this already, but I’m not sure because you’re quite the Lothario. But do you have a woman in your life that you’re serious with?”

      “I do.”

      “Oh.” Sylvia’s smile faded, and a few moments later, she wrote something down again. “Serious meaning she’s a girlfriend, right? Not someone you sleep with multiple times a week and maybe have a meal with.”

      “Nah, that’s my woman. Fine ass brown skinned girl on the Streets TV show.”

      “Oh, Crissi? Wow. Okay.” Sylvia looked me over like she was surprised and slightly bothered.

      “Yep, all mine.”

      “And how does she feel about your career? Namely this match in particular since I mean, it is a huge one. Everyone is talking about it, and ticket sales have been through the roof.”

      “She’s good; she wants to see her nigga win.”

      “Do you feel obligated to win because of her?”

      “No, because even if I lose, she’s still gon’ fuck with me. But I won’t, so it don’t even fucking matter.” I sat up, pressing my elbows into my legs and intertwining my fingers. “Look, can I get the fuck up out of here? I’m fine, I promise you. Let’s wrap this shit up.”

      “Okay, okay. I do agree that you seem to be in a great headspace.” She cheesed, closing her notepad. “How about we have a drink to celebrate?” She stood up then went to the decanter set to fill a glass.

      “I don’t drink before matches, especially not this close. And even if I could, I’m good.” I rose up, and again, her eyes were devouring my dick. “I’m good on fucking yo’ face too.”

      “Excuse me?” She cocked her head.

      “You keep eyeing my dick like you wanna put it in yo’ mouth, and I said I’m good.”

      “Mr. Khalil,” she walked over, “if I wanted your dick in my mouth, it would be in there.”

      Smirking, I replied, “I wouldn’t put my dick in yo’ mouth if it was a fucking condom. Flirt with me again, and I’ll make sure they snatch that young license right the fuck up, and you’ll be sucking plenty of muthafuckin’ dicks for a roll of quarters.”

      Sylvia was speechless, so I left the office without another word.

      “How was your session, Mr. Khalil?” Betty quizzed me as I walked by.

      “Go finger fuck ya boss and help her out. She was panting like a fucking puppy dog, hoping I whipped my dick out and tapped her on the lip with it.”

      Betty wore an astonished expression as I turned back toward the exit and bounced.

      On my way home, I chose to stop by my old crib because I knew some of my mail was still going there. I didn’t need none of them nosy muthafuckas in the hood deep in my fucking business. So until the post office switched my shit over completely, I had to make the necessary trips.

      When I pulled into my driveway, I saw Kharla climb out of her car from across the street where Rocko lived. She was in some tight ass dress, so I could see the shape of her body easily. Her hair was a gray color, but it went well with her pretty face.

      “What, Kharla?” I inquired as I picked the stack of mail up out of the box. I’d heard her step her ass onto the porch in them heels.

      “We haven’t talked in a while. You’ve been ignoring me.”

      “’Cause we done. You knew that.” I hadn’t looked her in the face yet, because I was still sifting through the mail. “What you need?”

      “Can I come in so we can talk?”

      “Nah, this place is up for sale. I moved. Talk right now.” I finally looked down into her face.

      Taking a seat in one of the porch chairs, she fidgeted then said, “I know with our usual pattern, you meet someone new, you spend most of your time with them, and then eventually we resume our relationship, but that can’t happen anymore.”

      I laughed.

      “Kharla, take yo’ ass home. You drove yo’ thirsty ass all the way over here to tell me that bullshit? Come on, baby, gas is too expensive for them types of games.”

      “No, that’s not all.” She sniffled, glancing back down into her lap before gazing up at me again. “I met someone. He plays in the NBA, and we’ve been spending a lot of time together. We’re on the verge of making things official. He really cares about me, and I feel the same way about him.” She paused, so I just stared at her, wondering what the fuck this had to do with me. “Anyway, I wanted to speak with you face to face because I still love you, and if you think that for a second you may want me back, whether you’re with Blaise or not, I need you to tell me before I move forward with Leonard.”

      “I won’t want you back. Like I told you before, Blaise is it. That’s the only woman I’ve found that can keep me satisfied to the point where I don’t need the rest of you hoes. I don’t even think about y’all when I’m with her. That’s some true shit.”

      The tears in Kharla’s eyes trickled down her cheeks before she quickly wiped them.

      “Are you sure, Cortez, because I’m pregnant by him, but I can get rid of it if you want me to. You don’t understand how much I love you and will do anything for you. I wish you would see that I love you more than Blaise ever could. She trapped you with that baby, I know it. And Cortez, there is no one that I would put above you. You mean everything to me.” She was crying, voice trembling and shit.

      “And that’s why I would never fuck with you, Kharla. My bitch has to have some self-esteem and some fucking independence. The fact that you got two kids and one on the way that you feel I’m more important than says a lot.

      I grew up with a mother who didn’t give a fuck about me, because she cared more about chasing my pops, going crazy over him. And you honestly believe I would wife that same type of bitch?” I frowned down at her, wanting to slap her stupid no confidence having ass across the face. “You will never in yo’ fucking life be able to compare yaself to a female like Blaise. And the fact that you think I would give up a woman like that for you, shows how much of a delusional fuck you are.”

      “I didn’t mean—”

      “Get yo’ foolish ass the fuck off my porch, Kharla.” I snatched her up by her arm and shoved her only a little bit. I ain’t want her to fall in them heels while pregnant.

      She stumbled slightly before staring me down and then rushing off across the street to her car.

      I proceeded to mine with my mail in hand and went on about my damn day.
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      Fight Night… Khalil v. Strauss…

      

      “Alright, remember, Cortez, don’t fall for any of his bullshit antics; that’s how he wins. He moves around a lot, and he goads his opponents to throw them off of their game,” Victor explained to me backstage, as I stood there, ready to walk out and be announced.

      I didn’t reply. I just looked past Victor, getting into my zone. There was nothing Mason could do to make me lose this fight, and shit, if I did see myself losing, I was gon’ take these muthafuckin’ gloves off and just whoop his ass. At the end of the day, that nigga wasn’t leaving that ring without being fucked up.

      The beat to “Millidelphia” by Meek Mill started, which was my walk out music, so Victor gave me a pat on the back before I started out with him, Manny, and the rest of my corner niggas behind me.

      As soon as I entered the stadium portion of the venue, the crowd went wild, letting out deafening screams to the point where I could barely hear the announcer stating my name or the music. It was crazy how I used to fight in front of twelve niggas for $50 bucks, and now I was here, making millions to do the same shit.

      Mason was already in the ring, and per usual, the announcer said my name again. Mason was smirking, but I gave him no reaction. His corner people were holding up all his belts from his previous fights, gloating and talking big shit, but I didn’t give a fuck. It would make my win feel that much better.

      “Pretty boy came here to get pulverized tonight!” Mason growled, bouncing around the ring and doing his usual theatrics as the crowd egged him on.

      Nigga loved calling me a pretty boy simply because I didn’t have a bunch of marks on my face, and boxers typically weren’t handsome like myself. This pretty boy was about to fuck his ass up though.

      “Alright, boys, let’s have a good, clean fight,” the older Black nigga who was the referee said once we had our mouth pieces in and shit.

      Round one began, and Mason immediately came at me swinging, so I put up to block him as he backed me to the ropes. The referee separated us, so we got back to the middle of the ring. The same thing happened for the next two rounds, him doing the most and me blocking, not getting hit once.

      By the beginning of the fourth round, he came with the same energy, but finally hitting my ribcage at the same time that I’d decked his ass in the face. That pissed him off, so he came at me wildly with his face balled the fuck up. I ducked his last swing, and when I came up, I took off on his ass, making him give me his back, but I didn’t stop, trying to punch him on the sides of his face.

      “Stop!” the referee yelled once he saw Mason wouldn’t turn around.

      The three-minute round was up, and it was time for our one-minute break, so we each went to our corners, sitting down.

      As they gave me water and cleaned my mouth guard, Mason and I made eye contact. Looking away, I turned to the area I knew Blaise was in with her friends and my homies. When she saw me, she gave me her pretty ass smile, making me give her the same in return.

      “I love you,” I mouthed, and she replied with the same, blowing me a kiss, blushing and shit.

      That made me chuckle just as I turned away to look back at Mason. Smirking, he formed his fingers into the shape of a gun and mouthed ‘pow’, which enraged me as he laughed.

      It was on.

      The time was up, so they put my guard back in then got us back to the center of the ring. Before the bell was even done ceasing, I went in, delivering non-stop punches to his stupid ass face. Mason attempted to swing back, but it did nothing, because the velocity and power behind my punches were throwing his equilibrium off. I continued, making the crowd roar loudly with excitement, as I punched on this nigga as if I wanted to kill him. He backed away from me continuously, and once we were up against the ropes, I murdered his ass, making the stadium get even wilder, standing in their seats as they hollered.

      The referee grabbed me by the waist and flung me off of that bitch ass nigga since I’d ignored him yelling ‘stop’. As soon as he did that shit, Mason hung over the ropes in a limp ass state, before sliding down onto the boxing ring floor, passing the fuck out.

      The referee threw his arms up, signaling that the match was over due to a KO. The fact that I not only beat the top undefeated champion but also through knockout was some shit. Not to mention, Mason weighed six pounds more and was two inches taller at six feet six.

      Happy as fuck and about to gloat just like he did, I hopped up onto the ropes as most of the crowd stayed standing, cheering me on.

      “I’m the fucking king of this shit!” I hollered, making the stadium go even crazier. “A nigga got shot and still came out on top!” I added, smiling hard as fuck and making sure to show my grin to Strauss’ team since he was still laid out like a hoe with a tired pussy.

      “Mr. Khalil—” A reporter came up into the ring with his camera crew, but I snatched his microphone.

      “We can do that shit in a second,” I told him, before Victor handed me what I needed. Panting a little bit, still I spoke into the microphone. “Before we get to all the other shit, I wanna ask my girl, Blaise, to come in here.”

      Blaise had just shoved a piece of pretzel into her mouth, so people chuckled when her face showed up on the big screen with her eyes wide while chewing. I waved her to come on, so security helped her from her seat and then up into the ring.

      She was wearing these tight ass pink pants that hugged her thick thighs and her plump ass. Her top was short, showing the top of her stomach only since the pants were high waisted as she called them muthafuckas. The bottom of her stomach was poking, so she wanted to cover it with the pants. She looked sexy as fuck per usual, all the way down to her toes in them heels.

      Tousling her long, dark, wavy hair, she blushed. “What am I doing in here? This is scary.” She smiled.

      “Everybody, this is my girlfriend, Blaise.” I gestured toward her and allowed the people to cheer. Turning to look down into her pretty ass face, I said, “I don’t have a speech or no shit like that, because I’m just not that type of nigga. All I know is that I love yo’ ass so…” I handed the microphone back to the reporter, who was grinning like a fool, before I dropped down onto my knee, opening the ring box Victor had brought to me seconds ago. “Will you marry me? Please. I know you like it when a nigga begs you.”

      Blaise looked down into my eyes with a dumbfounded expression. I didn’t know if she was happy or what, but even if she said no, I was taking the shit as a yes.

      “Well, Blaise?” the reporter inquired, putting the microphone closer to her face. She was still frozen though, looking down at me.

      Next thing I knew, tears were trickling down her pretty ass face in abundance as she nodded her head to say ‘yes’.

      “Yes?” I asked to make sure, cheesing.

      “Yes.” She chuckled through tears as I pushed the ring down onto her finger, and the crowd cheered.

      As soon as I stood up, we were close as fuck, kissing, as she reached up to hold the sides of my face.

      “You better not have just said yes because we on TV and you ain’t wanna embarrass me,” I whispered against her lips before pecking her again.

      “No.” She giggled, shaking her head before we resumed our lip lock. “I love you.”

      After kissing a little more, I did my interviews while she held my hand. I peeped her eyeing the ring occasionally, making me feel good about the one I’d chosen. I had no females in my life to assist me, so I just researched a whole fucking lot to see what bitches liked, then passed that information to my jeweler.

      After the interviews, we both went to the back where my dressing room was so the fight doctors could make sure I was straight. It was routine for us to be checked out after every fight.

      Once they left, Blaise and I were finally alone.

      “What?” I felt her staring me down as I wiped some of the lingering sweat off of me.

      “You really want to marry me?”

      “Didn’t I ask?” I walked up on her in the high chair she was in, wedging myself between her legs as I kissed on her neck.

      “Yes, but I just didn’t take you for that type.”

      Looking into her eyes for a couple seconds, I responded, “I’m not, honestly. But for you, I guess I am, because I wanna marry yo’ ass.” I hugged her body tightly. “Thinking about being with yo’ sexy ass 24/7 and for the rest of my days, however long that is, sounds good as fuck to a nigga. I’d rather spend the majority of my years being yo’ husband than ya boyfriend.” I pressed my nose against hers and smirked when I saw a bright smile spread across her face. “You wanna get married, right?”

      “Of course. I would do it tonight.”

      “Cool.” I kissed her before backing away to ruffle through my gym bag. “Until then, you can start yo’ wifely duties by sucking my dick tonight after the party.”
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      “Well as big as this ring is, baby, I’m gonna suck your dick so good I’ll need to wear a bib during.” I exploded with laughter when I saw Belly’s face.

      “Aye, you nasty as fuck. Let’s skip whatever is next.” He was dead serious with his horny ass. He was already back up on me, teeth sunken down into his plump lip, and his hands assaulting my body.

      “No, baby, come on.”

      He said nothing, so I had to spend the next five minutes convincing his freaky ass to come out with me, and I would suck his dick later. I had to promise I wouldn’t be sleepy afterwards.

      “Aight.” He started toward the bathroom they had in here. “Why you even say that shit right now? Look.” He wore an irritated expression as he pointed down to his crotch. His dick was hard as hell, making me cover my mouth because I was shocked, and it was watering a tiny bit. “I’m sorry, baby.”

      I could only chuckle because he was really angry, slamming the door and cursing under his breath behind it.

      As I waited, I got some texts from Priscilla and Alivia saying they were leaving and going to see me in a little bit. I saw I was being tagged on Instagram like crazy, and I almost ignored it, but since I was waiting, I checked anyway. Plus, I was afraid that people saw my baby bump while I was up in that ring. People were blocking my bottom half, but still, blogs always found a way.

      Thankfully, it was about the fact that a gossip page had posted a video from Cadence’s story, of her congratulating Belly for winning. She called him her baby, saying she couldn’t wait to celebrate with him, as if she was still dealing with my man. I wanted to be mad, but she was so out of touch with reality and desperate, that it was hard to even conjure up the correct emotion.

      About half an hour later, Belly emerged from the bathroom, and since his clothes for tonight were hanging up, he got dressed.

      “Aight.” He locked his watch around his wrist. He looked so fucking fine dressed in a button up and slacks, that I contemplated changing my mind and going straight home.

      “Baby, you look so sexy like this.” I neared him, placing my hands against his abs before leaning my head back for a kiss.

      “Oh, you ain’t fucking with the hood nigga attire?”

      “I am. I love that you can do both.”

      “Where the fuck we going? Why you got me in this stuffy ass shit?”

      “Stop asking and come on.”

      We left out the back, and I had to keep from pouncing on him because he smelled and looked so good. That’s why I was pregnant now.

      I gave his driver the address and then sat back to relax for the ride.

      “How much was this, baby? If you don’t mind me asking.” I eyed my big sparkly ring.

      “It was $388,404.”

      Chuckling, I responded, “You remember the exact dollar amount?”

      “Hell yeah. That shit cost a grip.”

      “You didn’t have to. I love this one so much, but I wouldn’t mind something cheaper.”

      “It’s nothing. And it’s the only engagement ring I’ll ever have to buy.” He looked into my eyes. His words prompted me to kiss his lips.

      “You’re never getting married again?”

      “Nah, just once and to yo’ ass.” He gripped my inner thigh with his big hand.

      “What if we divorce and you meet a woman you really like?”

      “We won’t get a divorce, ’cause if you tried to get a new husband, I’d have to kill him, so it’s no point. We gon’ be married and stay married, even when we’re old as shit and don’t talk but just fuck. If we did divorce though, you’d be that baby mama I couldn’t stop fucking.”

      “Nigga.” I rolled my eyes smiling, since he was giving me that cute smirk.

      The ride was nice. We were our usual selves, chatting, joking, and fondling one another here and there.

      It finally hit me that I was never in love with Five-Star; love was what I felt for Belly. I just think I was so attached to Five, because he was showing me things I’d never experienced, and then came my pregnancy. Did I like him a lot? Definitely, but the way I felt for him was nowhere near what it was between Belly and me. I was closer to him, and as oddly as it may sound, given his history, I trusted him as my friend and my man.

      We arrived to our destination, so the driver pulled up to the curb where valet was. Belly let him know he didn’t need to get out, and then exited the car before helping me do the same.

      “Cortez Khalil!”

      I was immediately annoyed, seeing people take pictures and recordings of us before congratulating Belly and yelling his name. Nicely, he nodded and waved to thank them, as I pulled him with me.

      I wanted something nice and private tonight with just the people closest to him. We entered through the back way of Beauty & Essex, this swanky restaurant in Hollywood. I was able to get them to have it closed down for us to have dinner with his people, so it was fairly empty.

      “Congrats!” everybody in the dining area yelled once Belly and I appeared. There were five balloons spelling out champ, and then other gold and silver ones floating around. There was even a cake off to the side, which we would eat later.

      Belly paused before looking down into my smiling face. I was confused for a second because I didn’t know if he liked my surprise or not.

      “You planned this shit when?” he inquired lowly to me as everyone clamored about, taking back their seats at the table.

      “Only two weeks ago. Thankfully when I told them who we were, they agreed to close down the place.” I waited for a moment, then continued. “You don’t like surprises?”

      “Nah, I—you knew I was gon’ win, huh?”

      “I did.” I nodded. “But even if for some weird reason you didn’t, I wanted to still celebrate you. You got shot three times and still stepped into the ring with no favors or sympathy, so whether you won that belt or not, you’re still the champ.”

      Gripping my jaw lightly, he leaned down to kiss me very slowly, before parting my lips and slipping his tongue into my mouth. We started kissing passionately, and I forgot where I was until our friends began commenting, so we started toward them.

      “Let me see this rock up close.” Priscilla beamed as soon as Belly and I got near the table, and he pulled my chair out.

      We sat down, and the waiter immediately came to tend to us. We ordered appetizers and drinks, mostly her recommendations, and while we munched on that, waiting for our entrees, the conversation flowed.

      I noticed Manny was far from Alivia, and Will was far from Priscilla, but it wasn’t too obvious since Belly’s ContraBandz Gang and Rocko were here. I noticed tension between Siggy and Manny as well, but these niggas had better behave.

      While checking the time on my phone, I accidentally swiped to the right, showing the news articles widget. At the top was one with the headline Now Former Lineal Champion, Mason Strauss, Collapses On Front Porch. I tapped it, remembering how dazed he looked before falling to the floor in the ring. They woke him up, but it clearly didn’t last long.

      The article, just updated ten minutes ago, stated in the first paragraph that he was now being prepped for surgery due to bleeding on the brain.

      Tapping Belly, I showed him my phone, watching as he read. His expression confused me because I assumed this would make him happy, but he looked slightly bothered.

      “He’ll be good.” Belly shrugged, handing me back my phone. I just locked it and put it away.

      “Aight, homie.” Cole clapped his hands. He was the most annoying of the CBG guys but also the funniest.

      “Fuck you do?” Belly smirked, sipping his drink as Cole rose from his seat.

      He put his two fingers into his mouth to whistle, and moments later, two of the employees started pushing in some huge fake cake. Before anybody could form a full sentence, some hoe hopped up out of the top of the cake in a thong and nipple covers.

      I don’t ever make a move, that ain’t cool for the brand… YSL, shoes got me fly as Peter Pan…

      “No Budget” by Kid Ink started playing as she began shaking her ass. I was annoyed, but I decided to let the boys enjoy it while we waited on our food. The girl climbed out of the cake and started over, so I perked up, seeing which nigga she was about to dance on, because it wasn’t mine.

      “No, somebody else,” I told her when I saw her hungry eyes locked on Belly, before she reached to touch his hand.

      “Girl, chill.” She giggled. “Ah!” She jumped back, screeching when I grabbed my glass of water and tossed it right into her face.

      “Bitch, I said pick somebody else.”

      “Take her out.” Belly chuckled, holding me close to him because he knew I wanted to get up.

      Cole walked her to the archway where the employees were, so one escorted her whiny ass out while the other came to collect the cake.

      “I should beat your ass for that shit,” I told Cole as everyone laughed. “You want bitches to dance for you, that’s fine, but this one is taken. If it’s not at a strip club, it can’t happen. Don’t bring hoes to my nigga.”

      “You know my girl is crazy. Why you pull that shit?” Belly inquired, grinning as everyone still doubled over in laughter.

      “You almost drowned her ass, Blaise.” Manny chuckled.

      “Why are you smiling? You liked that bitch or something?” I elbowed Belly in his ribcage.

      Turning to me, he got close to my face and whispered against my lips, “Nah, I like you. You can act a fool all you want tonight, but when we get back to the crib…” he kissed me ever so sensually, making my clit tingle, “…you sucking this dick.”

      That calmed me all the way down in a way only Belly could, so we were able to enjoy the rest of the dinner. And as soon as we walked in the door of our bedroom at home, Belly stripped me down, put me on my knees, and made me fulfill my promise. I was more than happy to.
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        * * *

      

      Two nights later…

      

      Belly and I entered his VIP section at the club, since tonight was the huge celebration for his win. Not only that, the club was paying him a lot of cash to come out and party.

      I rolled my eyes, seeing all the hoes in the building, hoping to sit on Belly’s dick. What they didn’t realize though was that it was occupied at all times, and when it wasn’t, they would be cruising for a death wish.

      “Up One” by Yella Beezy was blasting, making me smile because I knew Belly loved this song. His friends and my friends were already there, so I made sure Belly and I sat where I could be on the side with my friends.

      “The hoes are already up in here.” Alivia shook her head, staring at one talking with Manny by the balcony. She was wearing next to nothing, right along with the thirty other girls up here.

      “You see their faces when you came in holding Belly’s hand?” Priscilla laughed, and I nodded, rolling my eyes.

      I wasn’t new to this, so I knew these hoes were very disappointed to see Belly had brought his woman tonight. I’d thrown a wrench in their plans to be all up on him and trying to fuck, but the thought made me grin to myself.

      Priscilla and Alivia got up to go to the bathroom, so I turned to my right to tug on Belly’s shirt. When he looked to me, we kissed for a few, smiling in between.

      I felt someone sit next to me, so assuming it was Priscilla, I looked. However, it was some bitch I’d never seen before, with faux locks going down her back. She had a deep chocolate complexion and perfect features.

      “Hi, Blaise.” She smiled, all giddy like a fan.

      “Hi. Do I know you?” I frowned, kind of eavesdropping on Belly’s conversation with his friends and some of the hoes nearby.

      “Not really, but I was wondering if I could talk to you privately. Umm,” she looked around, “maybe just right there.”

      Intrigued, I told Belly I was going to the balcony and then walked toward it with this girl behind me.

      “What’s your name?” I inquired.

      “Sybil. You don’t know me?” She cocked her head.

      “No, why would I know you? What did you need to talk to me about? I’m here to celebrate my man, not make new friends, especially ones acting strangely.”

      “Right, sorry. I umm, I just figured you’d heard of me because of Five-Star. I thought maybe he mentioned me.” She looked at me, so I looked back at her ass. “I just wanted to talk with you because I wanted to be sure that there is nothing going on between you two.”

      “Nope, not doing this.” I started to walk away.

      “Please, Blaise, I’m just asking.” The sadness in her voice made me pause, because I remembered being that wrapped up in Five-Star’s wack ass.

      Turning back to her, I replied, “There will never be anything going on between Jelani and me. I’m engaged, if you didn’t know.”

      “I do know. I saw the proposal all over the internet.” She simpered. “What I meant was, is he trying to be with you? I know you don’t want him. I mean, it’s obvious from what I see with you and Belly. But he and I are together now, and I’m just worried that he loves you still.

      He talks about you a lot, he’s always calling, and when I ask him if he still loves you, he gets mad. Then some days he doesn’t call or talk to me at all, and—”

      “Sybil, word of advice, move on before you get pregnant and have to deal with him for the rest of your life. He cares about no one but himself. And trust me, he’s calling, texting, and fucking his other baby mamas right along with you.”

      “I know you think that, but he’s not that bad. He’s a good man, he just needs time.”

      “How long have you been with him?”

      “About five months now.”

      “And what has he gotten you?”

      “Umm, a bracelet, and we go to a lot of fancy dinners.”

      I looked down at her with my brow raised. She wasn’t even anything special to Five-Star. I knew him. When he wanted you, he bought you damn near everything they sold on Rodeo and more diamonds than you knew existed. He was simply fucking this girl, and most likely already had someone else that he was taking seriously.

      Shaking my head, I said, “Sybil, he’s not planning on keeping you around. It’s only been five months, and you’re already shaking in your boots about his fidelity. Usually that doesn’t happen until seven or eight months in, so you should still be walking on sunshine with him.”

      “Are you sure—”

      “Take my advice or leave it, but do not ask me anything else about my daughter’s father. I have no interest in his personal life unless it somehow connects to or affects my baby. Now I’m giving you a heads up before he has you crying in the dark somewhere about to blow your brains out. You can listen to it or not. Have a good night.”

      I didn’t even turn around when she stuttered, attempting to reply to me.

      Making my way back over to where my man and friends were, I sat back down to enjoy my time as Sybil slithered out of the section with her goofy ass.
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          One week later…

        

      

    

    
      I rolled over in my huge bed, grabbing my iPhone and turning on my back to let it scan my face. As soon as it opened, I went right into Instagram and to the gossip pages, namely the most famous one. I scrolled down a little, then tapped what I was looking for: Blaise’s proposal video.

      “Bitch is lucky someone was blocking her stomach,” I scoffed.

      As I watched for what would be the hundredth time since it was posted almost a week ago, anger consumed me. I hadn’t been engaged a month, and people had already forgotten about my huge rock that I’d posted to my page. And on top of that, I was jealous. Why didn’t Ian do something big like this for me? Shit, he was richer than Belly.

      I also didn’t like that Belly had proposed to Blaise. She was beautiful, but she wasn’t even all that for her to be the one that got him to be monogamous. Not to mention he had the nerve to not fuck me. I knew if he wouldn’t then, he surely wouldn’t now. I may have had a chance once Blaise blew all the way up from being pregnant, but shit, I’d be right there with her.

      “Fuck.” I sighed, thinking about being a fat ass. I did not want to be pregnant, but this baby was my meal ticket in case my own cash flow stopped coming in.

      I read some of the comments on the video, and a few of them made me feel better, mainly the ones calling Blaise a dummy and saying how Belly would be cheating soon. Little did they know, Belly had been a good boy, making a lot of the girls in the industry hate Blaise’s ass. Bitches had their fingers crossed, waiting for him to drop her or cheat. And niggas couldn’t wait for Blaise to leave him.

      I heard my doorbell, so I got up to go see who it was. I spotted a man at my door, holding some shopping bags, so I quickly unlocked it and yanked it open.

      “Miss Carriage?”

      “Yes.” I grinned. “Gimme!” I shouted, reaching my hands out.

      The man chuckled, handing over the bags. I signed the paper and then placed my stuff down before opening the card attached to one of them. I smiled, reading the sweet note from Ian. I couldn’t wait to marry him.

      After trying on some of my stuff, I texted him to say ‘thank you’, then hopped into the shower. I brushed my teeth after, then once I spread lotion on my body, I wrapped myself up in my robe so I could make breakfast.

      Just as I passed my front door to head to the kitchen, I heard my doorbell sound off.

      “Who is it?” I questioned. No one was due to come over today, and I was happy about it. My pregnant ass wanted to simply layup, eat, and admire this diamond on my hand.

      “Will.”

      Pausing in my tracks, I looked around my living room frantically as if I could find a place to hide. I’d rarely thought about him since Ian proposed to me and had hoped that if I ignored him, he would just go away.

      “Umm, uh, yeah?”

      “Fuck you mean, ‘uh, yeah’? Open the door.”

      “Why? I’m not dressed.” I clutched the top of my robe together as if he could see me through the door.

      “I can wait.”

      Smacking my lips, I went to put on some panties, then came back to answer the door. Will’s light-skinned ass looked nice, and smelled good per usual. His curly hair was shining as bright as the damn sun, and his minimal facial hair was neatly trimmed. He had on jeans and a Polo shirt, so nothing too special, but the items were surely name brand.

      “What, Will?” I folded my arms after closing the door.

      “Stop acting like we don’t have shit to talk about, Nichole. You tell me I’m the father and then next thing I know, you ain’t responding to texts nor answering phone calls.”

      “Look, you don’t want this baby, so I’m giving you a chance to be free. I won’t bother you, I promise.”

      Will frowned, his brows dipping so lowly they almost touched his cheek bones.

      “No, what the fuck? I’m not gon’ just leave my child because you want me to. I need to be there with you. Do I want a baby with you? Not really, but it is what it is.”

      “It’s not your baby, Will.”

      “Whose is it then?” He cocked his head. His voice was calmer than I’d expected.

      “It’s Ian’s.” I shrugged.

      “Or you’re just saying it’s Ian’s because he gave you that rock, and you know once he finds out I’m the father, that wedding is gon’ be finito.”

      “That’s not true. You’re not the father, I swear. It’s Ian’s.”

      “Then why you tell me it was mine?” He got closer to me, towering over my frame.

      “Because I wanted the financial assistance from the both of you. But now that I’m getting married, I need to be honest. You’re not my child’s father.”

      “Well I believe I am. So I think Ian and I should have a talk, that way when the baby gets here, it won’t be any confusion.”

      “No, no, you better not talk to him!” I yelled.

      “You wanna play games, so I’m gon’ sit him down and let him know everything. You ain’t about to just run off into the sunset with my kid because you wanna marry that nigga.”

      “It is not yours! How many times do I have to say that! Get out!” I started shoving him. “Get out!” I yanked my front door open once he was next to it and pushed him again.

      Slamming the door in his face, I quickly locked it and let my head rest against it so I could catch my breath. I had to remember that now that I was pregnant, my energy levels were not the same.

      My mind began racing, wondering when Will was going to snitch and how Ian was going to take it. There was no way I could let Will ruin what I’d been working all my damn life for.

      Ever since I was nineteen, I’d been trying to bag a baller, and I finally had, in a better way than I could have imagined; I was pregnant and engaged. I would straight up have Will murdered before I let him fuck this up.

      Rushing to my bedroom, I fetched my iPhone and dialed up Ian as I made my way back to the kitchen. I was still starving since Will’s hater ass interrupted me earlier.

      “Hey, baby, you aight?” Ian answered out of breath.

      “I am. I’m sorry were you busy?”

      “No, you actually called at the perfect time. I just finished running on the treadmill.” It was quiet as I got my thoughts together. “I miss you. I should be home in a few days. I want you to look at some houses for us to live in together; no budget.”

      See, no way I could lose this lifestyle.

      “Ian, there is a problem I’m having. I should have mentioned it earlier, but I thought I could handle it. However, being pregnant, I’ve realized I’m not capable.”

      “What’s going on?”

      “Well, you know Will Dade?”

      “The hoe loving photographer nigga?”

      “Yes,” I tittered. “He’s been stalking me, and it’s getting to a point where I’m afraid of him. I was going to get a restraining order, but they told me I needed some sort of evidence, which I don’t have because he always just randomly pops up wherever I’m at. And today, he came to the house to try to fuck me.”

      “Hold on, hold on.” Ian sighed. “Will, Belly’s photographer, is stalking you? I thought you said Belly was trying to fuck with you?” I could hear the confusion in his tone.

      “He was, babe. I’m going to be honest with you. I met Belly from hanging out with Blaise, and of course, that’s how I met Will and the rest of Belly’s crew.

      I stupidly leaned on Will’s shoulder one night, complaining about how when I tried to tell Blaise her man was pushing up on me, she got mad. We became cool, and we would talk here and there, go to lunch a few times as friends. I guess he got the wrong idea. And I even think he’s the one that told the blogs I was pregnant by Belly to try to upset you. If not out of free will, then he did it because Belly told him to.”

      “Wow, what the fuck? This is why I hated leaving you behind whenever I would travel. Baby, I’m training for the upcoming season—”

      “No, no, I don’t need you to do anything. I’m just letting you know because he’s getting crazier. So if something happens to me, or even if he tries to confront you, I don’t want you to be surprised.”

      “Aight. But I’m sending you a bodyguard this evening.”

      I blushed so hard I could see it in the window above my sink.

      “Thanks, baby. I appreciate that.”

      “And when I get back, this bullshit is gon’ be over with. Keep the doors locked, and make sure you put that alarm on, Nichole.”

      “Okay. I love you.”

      “I love you too.”

      Hanging up the phone, I sighed out of relief, then proceeded to my fridge to start my grand breakfast.

      Will was fucking with the wrong one.
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        * * *

      

      Two nights later…

      

      As I put bronzer on my face, my phone started ringing, so I looked down to see it was Helen. Getting up from my makeup station, I went to answer the door since I knew she was just calling to say she was here.

      “Who is that fine ass nigga waiting outside your spot?” She switched in, wearing a really tight and short dress. Her shoes were cute and really high. Her long hair was curled, and she had on all the jewelry she could find in her home. She looked expensive and smelled even better, which made me smile because I was going to be living through her tonight. I had a belly and wouldn’t be as sexy.

      “Ian got me a bodyguard now that we’re engaged. He’s always so worried about the baby.” I closed and locked the door. “I see you were playing no games.” I gestured toward her outfit.

      “No games at all. I wanna keep his ass, but if I only get one night, I’m cool with that.”

      Tonight, Helen and I were going to the strip club because we got word that Belly and his homies would be in there tonight. If you wanted to know where Belly was, just look on one of his ContraBandz Gang homies’ Instagram story. They always posted when they were going out to turn up and telling pretty bitches to DM them for more details.

      “So you would take him from Blaise, knowing she’s pregnant?” I laughed, leaning up against my bar.

      “Bitch, is that a joke? I don’t give a fuck about her or that damn baby. And now that it seems most of his hoes are gone, I feel like I have a better chance. I had to stop hanging with Megyn because her ass is depressed.”

      “For real?” My face lit up. “She seems fine, always promoting her little lash company.”

      Helen nodded with her eyes closed before reopening them.

      “I just saw her the other day. She’s still in love with him, even after he embarrassed her and made her tell everybody she lied about the miscarriage. She claims it’s true still though.”

      “Bitch, are you sure you want that dick? It clearly has these hoes going beyond insane.” I shook my head. “I mean, everyone except me.” I kept forgetting that I wanted Helen to think I fucked him before.

      For a split second, I wanted to convince Helen not to go through with tonight because I would be envious. The thought of her having fucked Belly when I never got the chance was already annoying me. I wanted to marry Ian because I loved him, but I just wanted a sample of that Belly dick. I needed it before I settled down.

      “You don’t have to remind me; this is nothing new. Maia’s ass is crazy too, and Cadence is out here making it seem like she’s still fucking him. I’m ready for that dick to turn me out!”

      We both laughed as I shook my head at her.

      “Well let me put on my highlighter and lipstick, then I’ll slip on my outfit so we can bounce. We wanna get there before all the hoes crowd him and his homeboys. You can get a drink; shit, someone needs to kill off that liquor sitting in my bar cabinet.”

      “Okay.”

      I quickly put the finishing touches on my makeup and decided to go for a more revealing dress than I’d planned. I’d decided that if it felt right, I was going to fuck Belly tonight. I didn’t succeed in the past because he was always sober when I got to him, but since he had no fights coming up, I knew he’d be drunk off his ass, which was perfect. And once he felt these pregnant walls, he might get addicted. I wouldn’t mind busting it open for him on the side even after I married Ian.

      Once I had my nude Peony Giuseppe heels on to match my nude dress, I slicked my hair up into a bun, leaving the perfect amount of baby hairs. I complemented my outfit with a Patek watch, some Cartier bracelets, and some long, gold Tiffany earrings. After putting on my perfume, I posed in the mirror, smirking.

      Belly could pretend all he wanted, but that liquid courage would have him telling facts tonight, and the truth was, I was bad as fuck, and he knew it.

      “Okay, you ready? I’ll drive since you decided to drink a big ass glass of Patrón straight.” I snatched the empty glass that Helen had sitting on my coffee table, then took it to the kitchen.

      Laughing, she asked, “How did you know?”

      “Because I can smell it, bitch! Here, chew some damn gum.” I rolled my eyes, handing her the stick.

      Times like this, I missed going out with Blaise. I was a classy bitch and liked my friends to be the same. I didn’t like the idea of rolling up in the club with a friend who smelled like a damn bar in Mexico. Blaise would never be on the shit Helen was on right now.

      “My bad. You said have a drink.”

      “Yeah, maybe a glass of wine or a shot of Patrón. Not a glass! Come on.”

      I yanked my door open then waited for her to walk out. I took a deep breath, not wanting to stress my baby or myself.

      We hopped into my Mercedes, and during the drive to the strip club, I was happy to see that Helen wasn’t drunk. Had she been, I would have turned this car right around and took my ass home. I didn’t hang with females that got pissy drunk and sloppy.

      When it used to be the four of us, Mindy, Blaise, Helen, and I, it was different because I could slip off with Blaise or Mindy when Helen wanted to get ratchet. But with it being just the two of us, I didn’t have that luxury.

      We arrived at the club, and I pulled right into the lot around back.

      “Excuse me, why is the parking fee $20?” I asked the Hispanic man standing outside in all black.

      “Special guest tonight.” He pointed to the strip club, referring to Belly.

      “Give me ten dollars.” I looked to Helen, who fetched two fives from her purse. I put it with my ten-dollar bill then paid the man and went to park.

      I hated scheming ass Hollywood. I swear you could make a come up if you owned a parking lot out here.

      Helen and I made sure we looked good then got out to head inside of the club. The bouncer let us by with no problems, and once in, I frowned at how loud “Uh Uh” by Blac Youngsta was playing.

      The place was full of half-naked hoes, not the dancers, and when I looked to my left, I saw Belly’s section. Sucking my teeth, I shook my head because it was already infested with strippers. Cash was all over the floor as they shook their asses, making Belly and his friends grin with pleasure.

      “He sure ain’t smiling like an engaged man.” Helen looked on with me, cheesing as Belly sipped some of the drink in his cup.

      “Nope.” I scanned the place, even though it was crowded. “And baby mama Blaise ain’t nowhere to be found. This nigga is probably fucking about three hoes tonight.”

      “You ain’t never lied, and I’m gonna be one of them.”

      We started over, but I paused. “You go in first so that you can get his attention. He knows me, so he’s going to be on me first if he sees me with you,” I lied.

      I really wanted her to test the waters, and if Belly was susceptible to her advances, then I would come through and take over. I stayed back, smiling softly at one of the strippers who walked by.

      “Hi, Nichole.” She grinned. It wasn’t surprising for them to know me. All these gutter rats wanted to be like me, so they were fans. They were the same ones riding my dick in my comments on Instagram.

      I gave her a wave, and then focused back on Belly’s section. I got closer just as Helen made it to the bouncer so that I could hear as much as possible with this music blasting. The bouncer licked his lips at the sight of Helen’s pretty ass and then allowed her in as she rubbed down his chest, flirting.

      As soon as Helen got in Belly’s view, he yelled, “Aye, what the fuck!” Staring a hole through the bouncer. “Get her ass up out of here!” He pointed dead at Helen.

      “My bad, I thought she was cool, since—”

      “Nah, muthafucka. No regular hoes can come in here, only stripper hoes.” Belly cut the bouncer off. Helen was standing there looking dumb as hell. This was exactly why I sent her first to approach his rude ass.

      “I can’t chill with you, Cortez?” Helen placed her hand on her hip as he took down some of his drink. I sucked my teeth at her, trying to use his real name.

      “She fine as fuck though, Blood.” Ozzy looked her up and down, licking his lips.

      “Stick yo’ shit up in there on yo’ own fucking time, O. She not about to have my section smelling like wet wood and shit every time she moves.”

      “Fuck you, nigga. I hope you get your ass beat in the next fight!” Helen spat.

      “Keep running yo’ fucking mouth, bitch, and I’ll gut punch yo’ ass. Have you leaking all that nut that’s been simmering in yo’ rotten ass box.”

      As I watched, muffling my laughter, I noticed some girls coming. They were dressed nice as fuck, and when I ran my eyes up their frames, I noticed it was that deejay Alivia, Blaise, and my little fucking sister Izzy. When I saw Blaise’s eyes land on Helen, I hid a little more, knowing her ass was crazy.

      POP!

      “Oh shit!” The whole club seemingly hollered when Blaise hit Helen right in the face. I heard her nose crack, making me back away like Snow White did in the woods. I wanted no fucking parts! I was too damn pretty for this shit!

      Helen yowled, and no one did anything to help her. Some stared for a minute, then went back to minding their own business. Others whispered, some laughed, but no one ran to her aide.

      Afraid, I hurried out of the club, running as fast as these Giuseppes would allow to my car. I barely had the door closed before I was gunning it out of the parking lot, leaving Helen to fend her for damn self.
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      Me: I’m gonna do it. Wish me luck.

      Blaise: You’ll be fine. Text me if I need to come beat his ass.

      Placing my phone down, I checked myself out in the mirror as if that mattered, and then left the bedroom. I peeked in on my kids, only because I was procrastinating, but then I pulled myself together. I needed to do this, and it had to be done while I was feeling strong.

      Leaving my kids’ playroom, I went to the back where Rafi’s studio was, and could hear his song blasting from the outside. Taking a deep breath, I knocked lightly, making him turn the music down some.

      “Come in!” he hollered, and I did so.

      “Working hard, huh?” I shut the door behind me.

      Smirking with his handsome self, he nodded.

      Leaning back in his chair and gripping the armrests, he replied, “Yeah. Always working so I can get that money.”

      I chuckled softly because I was so nervous as I sat down next to him at the mixer.

      “I wanted to talk with you, Rafi.”

      “About what? If it’s not serious, can it wait? I’m like right in the middle of something. This song is about to be another hit for me.”

      I hesitated, mouth open, and wondering if I should let him finish. I decided not to, because I knew if I gave him time, I would chicken out.

      “It’s important. I want to talk about us.”

      Sucking his teeth, he frowned and looked at me.

      “Seriously, Prissy? I tell you I’m working, and you come in here wanting to talk about us? We can talk about us when I come to bed tonight.”

      “No, you don’t come to bed until 3 a.m. I need to talk to you. I should be just as important as this song.”

      “You’re so selfish and spoiled sometimes that it makes no damn sense.” He cut the music off, filling me with anger. “But aight, go ahead. What you wanna say about us?”

      Frustrated, I blurted, “What I want to say is that I don’t want to be with you anymore.”

      “Excuse me?” He laughed angrily. “You don’t wanna be with who?”

      “You. I don’t want to be in a relationship with you anymore. I’ve had time to think, and I’ve realized that what we have is not what I want or need.”

      I waited as he just stared at me, eyes squinted as he toyed with his chin hairs, thinking.

      “Let me get this straight. You don’t wanna be with me, when I’ve been the best nigga ever to you. I take care of you, I upgraded ya fucking lifestyle, I fuck you better than you’ve ever been fucked, and I love you.”

      “You cheated on me and gave me an STD.”

      “Out of all the years we’ve been together, I cheated on yo’ ass one time, and now you’re about to bounce? You think every fucking relationship is perfect, Priscilla?”

      “No, I don’t, but—”

      “You better think about what the fuck you’re saying because I’m the best thing that’s ever happened to you.” He sat up, staring deeply into my eyes. “The only thing you gon’ find out there is a broke ass nigga who’s still gon’ cheat on you but multiple times. You sure you wanna leave all this shit we’ve built together over one little ass infidelity?” The frown he wore was one of disgust, almost like he felt I was foolish. And hearing him speak made me feel just that.

      “You can’t even promise me that you’re going to be faithful, Rafi. That’s the problem. I can’t do this with you and accept that you may fuck with another woman again.”

      “Priscilla, no nigga can promise that shit without lying. I told you I don’t plan to fuck another bitch, but I can’t say for sure it will never happen again.”

      “And that’s the problem, Rafi.”

      “You want me to lie to yo’ ass?”

      “Yes! No! I don’t know! I just don’t want you making me feel like I should be okay with you cheating! How would you like it if I said I didn’t plan on getting dick elsewhere, but I couldn’t promise I wouldn’t?”

      “That shit ain’t the same, and you know it. Women can easily be faithful. For niggas, it’s harder, especially in my position. I got women offering to fuck me everywhere I go.

      For the past decade that I’ve been rapping, bitches have been waiting in the lobbies of my hotels in every state, ready to get fucked. And since I’ve been with you, I ain’t touched ’em. That’s worth more than a fucking lie to make yo’ ass feel better.”

      “So you’re saying that tomorrow, something could happen where you’d be unfaithful? Is that what you’re telling me?” My stomach was churning like butter.

      Rafi sighed and looked off for a moment.

      Turning back to me, he replied, “Just know that I would never leave you for another woman; that I can promise.”

      I hadn’t planned to, but I burst into tears. I loved Rafi, but I was so unhappy with him, and I felt like I didn’t know him. I thought he was such a good man, one that would cut his own hand off before he’d sleep with another bitch. But the nigga sitting before me was someone else. He was no different than his trifling ass peers who repeatedly cheated, humiliated, and even sometimes abused their significant others. The only thing he was better at was hiding it, and in my opinion, that made him worse.

      I wanted to feel how I felt years ago, but it just wasn’t there. And to make matters worse, I wanted to be with Will, who I felt had just as many problems as Rafi. The only difference was I felt good with Will, despite his issues. Him having a baby by Nichole wasn’t going to work for me however, so he along with Rafi would have to be things of the past.

      When I felt Rafi’s hand on my back, I sucked it up.

      Standing, I said, “You can sleep in the guest room. We can discuss the living arrangements tomorrow. I have no problem moving out, but wherever I go, the kids are going too.”

      “Prissy! Priscilla!”

      I ignored his ass as I left his studio. He could say whatever he wanted, but I refused to stick with him just because of history. Like Blaise said, I at least deserved a man who loved me enough to do his best to make me believe he was faithful.
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      The next evening… a littler after 4 p.m.…

      

      Grabbing my bag from the car, I threw it over my shoulder and headed inside of the dance studio for practice. Reddi had one last show coming up, and it was huge, so she wanted to change up the songs and routines. She even opted to come practice with us, instead of doing it separately with her choreographer.

      I was excited about the show and the fact that I’d booked six more jobs that would pay well, but I was still in a bad mood. I had a headache from crying all of the time and hated that all I thought about was my broken relationship with Rafi and how Will had Nichole pregnant.

      Walking into the large dance room, I spoke to everyone. Of course they all replied, excluding Dionne, but I expected that. Little did she know, she was the least of my worries. I had much more important things going on.

      “Okay, ladies. Let’s start with some stretches!” Zyla, the choreographer, clapped her hands before dropping down onto the shiny floor.

      We scurried about, before getting in position to mirror the stretches she wanted us to do. Why Dionne chose to sit next to me instead of Brittany, this new choreographer, Katie, or Reddi, I didn’t know. I kept feeling her look over at me, but I pretended not to see.

      Whispering, Dionne said, “I know you had a thing with Will, but I want you to know that you need to cut all ties with him.”

      “I don’t talk to him, Dionne.” I kept my focus on Zyla so I could keep up, while touching my toes.

      Dionne was silent, but I felt her eyes burning through my side profile.

      “Good.” She finally huffed. Sounding strained because of the current stretch, she added, “Because we’re back together, and he needs to be focused on us and getting his mental health in order.”

      I played it cool, nodding as if I didn’t care, but hearing he was back with Dionne bothered me beyond belief. For some stupid reason, I had hope that we’d rekindle, even though I shouldn’t have even wanted to. I didn’t want to, but parts of me did.

      “Great. I hope it works out this time.” I stood up since we were done and gave her an insincere smile.

      For the rest of the rehearsal, I paid her no mind, no matter how many times she looked at me.

      By the time it was over, it was 7 p.m., so I was ready to go home and shower. Just as I hopped into the driver’s seat of my car, I got a text message from Blaise.

      Blaise: Wanna go out tonight? They’re paying me forty racks to party, so I want you and Alivia to come. It can help you get your mind off of Rafi.

      Me: No I’m not in the mood. I’m sorry.

      Blaise: Okay.

      Dropping my phone into the passenger seat, I let my head fall back and sighed dejectedly. After taking a few moments to relax my nerves, I started up my car and drove home.

      When I pulled into the huge roundabout driveway of Rafi’s and my home, I noticed a Lamborghini, a Maserati, and a Bentley parked. Frowning, I climbed out, grabbing my bag and phone on the way, before rushing up to enter the house. I could hear music blasting from Rafi’s studio, so I dropped my duffel and power walked back there.

      My aunt Vivian was here with my kids, and this morning Rafi told me he would be in a hotel by this evening. So I was confused as to why his ass was here.

      Bursting into the studio, I saw Rafi and some of his homeboys smoking, chatting, and listening to music with about seven girls dressed like hoes.

      “What the fuck are you doing!” I shouted.

      Rafi looked over his shoulder at me, chuckled, and then turned his ass back around.

      “Get out, Priscilla.” He inhaled on the blunt in his hand.

      “Are you serious? Bringing bitches into our home?”

      “We’re broken up.” He brought one of them into his lap, making her giggle and blush. “We’re just housemates at the moment. And since I pay all the fucking bills, I can bring whomever the fuck I want into this studio.”

      Not having a comeback because he was right, I just shook my head at him, confirming mentally that I’d made the right decision on breaking up with his ass yesterday.

      “No problem.” I left the studio, and as I tread down the hallway, I texted Blaise to let her know I would be coming out tonight.

      Why should I stay in the house sulking while Rafi and Will did their own thing?

      After checking with my aunt to make sure she didn’t mind staying over, I hopped into the shower. I brushed, flossed, and rinsed out once, and then put on a cute, short peach dress that complemented my mocha complexion.

      Letting my long curly hair down, I slicked my edges, put on some jewelry, and then my YSL stilettos. YSL always had the cutest heels, but they were made for sitting and looking pretty, no standing of any kind.

      After spritzing on some perfume, I kissed my kids goodnight, then left out. Blaise suggested I come park my car at her house, and we would all ride together since the club sent her a car. I got there right when she and Alivia were coming out to climb into the truck.

      “Wow!” Alivia beamed upon seeing me. She looked cute in a wine-colored dress with the matching Louboutins. Her hair was down, bouncing with every step she took.

      “I know, right. Damn.” Blaise giggled.

      She wore a sleeveless silver colored dress that was nice and short, and slightly loose in the right areas to hide her growing stomach. The sides of the dress were open down to her hips, showing off a nice amount of side boob. Her silver Givenchy sandal heels matched perfectly. Her hair was wavy with a part down the middle.

      “Thank you. You guys look beautiful as well.” I was talking to them but staring at the beautiful mansion they’d walked out of. “So this is where you, Island, and Belly live now?”

      “Yep.” Blaise smirked before stepping into the car.

      I nodded approvingly as Alivia and I made eye contact, so we laughed before joining Blaise in the back seat. I couldn’t help but to rub her belly.

      As we pulled up to the club, I smiled, feeling better because the ride was enjoyable. Per usual, the three of us laughed and talked, but not about niggas, which was refreshing. I was actually able to keep my mind off of the horrible men in my life.

      We were escorted inside, and as soon as we were seated, the club manager greeted us, then presented Blaise with two bottles of Ace, then one of each of Grey Goose and Patrón. He and his team complemented the liquor with some juices, a bucket of ice, and a food menu, before leaving.

      The coupe is retarded… Louis my carpet… Don't gotta start it… I’m back on that boss shit…

      “Lost It” by Rich the Kid was playing, as Alivia and I made ourselves a drink. Blaise just had some of the cranberry juice, swaying to the music.

      “I can’t believe they’re paying for you to party.” I laughed, looking at Blaise.

      “Me either. But you wanna pay me forty thousand dollars to sit here and look pretty, I’ll do it.”

      “Damn, that’s a lot of money.” Alivia shook her head in disbelief.

      “I told them it’s ninety if they wanted me to actually host and stuff, but to just be here present, it was only forty. Being on TV has boosted my fee for shit like this.”

      “I’m in the wrong business,” I replied, and we all chortled in unison.

      We continued having a good time, and by my third drink, I was about to pee on myself. I got up to leave the VIP for the bathroom, so Blaise joined me since Alivia was replying to emails. Not to mention, Blaise always had to pee.

      We relieved ourselves and started back toward our section, before some wimpy guy cut off our path.

      “Excuse you.” I frowned, trying to walk by, but he blocked us again.

      “My boss wants you to come chill with him.” He nodded to his left, so Blaise and I looked to see a group of niggas. “In the Fendi tracksuit,” the dude added.

      As soon as he said that, my eyes landed on Sly, standing at the forefront of his homies. I already knew who he was because he was a celebrity stylist, as he liked to call himself, but really, he was a shoe and luxury designer items plug for some of the hottest rappers. He was light skinned, and his hair had a reddish tint, going well with his greenish hazel eyes. He nodded his head up before waving me toward him.

      I looked to Blaise, so she said, “I can’t go, bitch. Do you know who my man is?”

      We both grinned before laughing, as I remembered that Belly wasn’t all the way right in the head. He would have this place shot up and burned down before we even had one drink with these niggas.

      “Well, if he wants to get to know me, your boss can come to my section.”

      I grabbed Blaise’s hand and led her back to our area. We hadn’t even told Alivia what happened, before Sly and his partner Dawson were entering our area. Alivia immediately got up and rushed off to the bathroom, just in case his friend wanted her, I guess.

      Sly walked right up on me smiling, before he took a seat next to me, allowing me to get a whiff of his cologne. Dawson sat on the other side of Blaise, grinning harder than a child on Christmas morning.

      “If you can’t beat my nigga’s ass, just stop right now.” Blaise put her hand up, wiping the smile clean off of Dawson’s face; Sly and I laughed.

      Dawson just sat back, throwing in the towel that quickly. I think we all knew he was no match for Belly.

      “So you made me come over to you. I like that.” Sly pulled my attention from Blaise and Dawson.

      “You do?” I felt a little nervous, and I guess because he was pretty cute.

      “Yeah. So since I did as you asked, and you defied me, I think you owe me not only your phone number, but a date.”

      I could feel myself beaming at his request, but then suddenly I remembered that Rafi and I hadn’t announced our breakup, so why did he feel comfortable approaching me?

      “You do know who Rafi is, right?” I quizzed, asking a broad question so that I could follow it up how I wanted to, depending on his answer.

      “I do. But I heard y’all haven’t been getting along too well, so I’m here to help you with that.”

      “Help me get along with my children’s father? You shouldn’t listen to rumors.”

      He nodded, agreeing.

      “True, but the fact that you just called him your children’s father and not your man told me all I needed to know.”

      Together, we cheesed before laughing.

      “Okay, give me your phone.”

      I typed my number in, and he called me right away so I’d have his.

      “Aight, cool. I’ll let you get back to hanging with ya homegirls, but I’ll be hitting you up to go out.”

      I smiled, waving to him just before he nodded for Dawson to come on. When Dawson got up, he turned to stare at Blaise a little bit as he strutted off, but she stayed occupied with her phone.

      “Bitch, you know you felt him staring.” I nudged her, making a smile creep across her face.

      “That’s why you see I’m calling up Terminix to come spray his ass.”

      We both fell into a hearty laugh, just as Alivia returned, sitting down.

      Tonight was a huge mood booster that I needed.
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      I heard my phone going off, so I grabbed it to check my messages and shit before turning onto my back. Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of Nandy, this one bitch I’d been messing with ever since we met at Belly’s celebration in the club that night. She was beautiful as fuck, and so far, chill, which I liked. The sex was fire too.

      Hopping up, I went to take a shower and brush my teeth, before whipping up some breakfast.

      Today, I had to pick Jasiel up so I could spend some time with him outside of the house, as Jasmine, Alivia, and every fucking body else wanted. I was doing every muthafuckin’ thing I could to keep Jasmine from taking me back to court and getting more money for child support. I hated this shit.

      Once the food was done, I went to wake Nandy up so she could come eat with a nigga.

      “You did not have to do this, Manny.” She smiled, eyeing the breakfast.

      “It was nothing. I know how to scramble eggs, and I just threw them frozen waffles in the oven.”

      She chuckled before closing her eyes to say her prayers. I followed suit.

      “Either way, I appreciate it. So, you work today? I see you’re dressed already. Or is that a sign that you want me to leave?”

      “Nah.” I laughed. “I have to go… do something. It’s this project Belly is doing, and it’s still in the works, so I can’t talk about it,” I lied.

      I didn’t wanna tell Nandy about my son just yet. It was enough that the whole hood was slowly about to find out. I didn’t need the media having that information too.

      Niggas stayed in your business and thought they knew every fucking thing based off pictures on the Internet. Granted, some shit was exactly what it looked like, but in a lot of cases, it wasn’t.

      “Oh wow. I think your job is so cool. It makes mine seem so boring.” Nandy added more syrup to her waffles.

      She was a model, mainly doing photo shoots for clothing lines and things of that nature. Her frame was fairly small, so she wasn’t one of them video hoes. When I first saw her, I gave her a pass on her body lacking the assets I was into simply because her face was so damn pretty. Every female couldn’t have both like Alivia. Fuck Alivia though.

      “Nah, your job is dope. And it makes the clothes look better when you’re in ’em.” I smirked, liking the fact that I’d made her blush.

      Squinting my eyes, I licked my lips, giving her that light-skinned nigga stare, and when I saw the lust in her eyes, I grinned. I hadn’t been fucking with Nandy long, but I had a feeling I would be.

      We finished breakfast, and I let her take a shower before I drove her home.

      I made sure to update Jasmine’s wannabe Hitler ass on my whereabouts, because I was about ten minutes late by the time I pulled up to her new spot. It was fly, so I guess Siggy was really fucking with her ass. I was surely off him.

      “Thank you for ringing the doorbell like you have sense.” Jasmine answered the door, letting me in.

      “New house, so the doorbell is more visible. Rude ass.” I damn near broke my neck trying to see everything in her new spot.

      “I packed his bag already so—”

      “Wait, wait, hold up. The fuck does he need a bag for, Jasmine? We’re going to the park, maybe to get some food, and then he’s coming back.”

      Turning to face me, Jasmine frowned. “No. I told you that you are going to take him two and a half days out of the week. It’s either that, plus you paying more, or you need to sign your rights over.”

      “Wait, you want me to take him and pay?”

      “Yes, nigga! I told you that the last time we went to lunch! I take care of him for the majority of the week, and even more than that for the last four years of his life. So yes, you still need to increase the amount you pay and take him with you for a few days.”

      I had shit planned tonight. I wanted to pick Nandy up and take her to Belly’s strip club appearance. How the fuck was I gon’ do that with Jasiel on my fucking leg?

      “Hurry up and get his little ass!” I barked, plopping down onto the couch. I wanted to wring Jasmine’s fucking neck. I see why niggas killed their baby mamas.

      “You need to calm down and change your tune before he comes in here. You shouldn’t be this angry about having to spend time with your own child.”

      “I’m angry because I have shit to do!”

      “He can come to the gym or to whatever job you have to perform.”

      “It’s not a job. I planned to fucking go out. Now I can’t do that shit!”

      “Yes, well welcome to the parental club, Manny. I haven’t been able to do a damn thing I’ve wanted to with my friends because I had a baby daddy who didn’t help me with shit.”

      “Just ’cause I got a kid don’t mean I have to put my life on the back burner.”

      “Yeah,” she snickered while nodding, “you do. Jasiel needs to come first, so sometimes you can’t hang out with your friends all night. That’s just what being a parent is. And I know you still think you’re not one, but you are. Have your face together by the time I bring my son in here.”

      She went upstairs, giving me time to cool off.

      “Daddy!” my son yelled when he got to the bottom of the stairs.

      I instantly wiped the frown off of my face, then went to scoop him up.

      “Sup, man? You ready to go to the park?” I cheesed, taking his bag from Jasmine.

      “Yes, to play basketball?”

      “Nah, we gon’ play something called football. It’s way better than basketball. Basketball is for chumps.”

      I didn’t have a preference when it came to either sport, but since Siggy had my son playing basketball, I ain’t wanna do that shit.

      “Okay!” Jasiel hugged my neck, so I cuddled him closely to me.

      Leaving the house, I buckled my son in and then we drove to Target so I could buy him a football. We got there about fifteen minutes later since I chose to go to one closer to the park we’d be playing at, in Jasmine’s old neighborhood.

      “Aight, man. Let’s go find you a football.” I held his hand and started toward the entrance.

      I found the section that carried the balls, then began looking for a small one that would be better for Jasiel’s hands.

      “Siggy!” he shouted, and when I turned to look down at him, he shot off.

      “Jasiel! Jasiel!” I hollered his name as I chased him down. He ran right to Siggy, hugging his legs before that nigga picked him up.

      I slowed down in order to come to a stop, and then gave a look to the niggas he was with since they were staring me down. I’d seen them around the way, so I knew they were from the hood.

      “You’re getting a new toy, Jasiel?” Siggy grinned, holding my fucking son like he was his.

      “Yes, a ball! Are you coming back today?”

      “I am, but I heard you won’t be there. You left me?” Siggy tickled him, making Jasiel laugh loudly.

      “I didn’t leave! Daddy, take me back!” He looked to me.

      “Aight, let him go,” I told Siggy. He turned to me, so I said it again. “Let him go, my nigga. Put him down right now.”

      “I’ll see you later, okay?” Siggy kissed my son’s face before placing him to his feet.

      “I didn’t know you had a son, Manny,” one of the niggas Siggy was with commented.

      Ignoring him, I grabbed Jasiel’s hand and started leading him off. But before I got out of earshot, I heard one of them say, “He ain’t never with the little nigga. Shit, I thought he was yours.”

      I ignored it and proceeded back to the ball section with Jasiel to find what we needed. There was a bit of a line as usual with this Target, so Jasiel and I went to self-checkout where the wait was there but shorter.

      Squatting down into Jasiel’s face since it wasn’t our turn yet, I whispered, “Don’t ever run off like that again, okay?”

      “But—”

      “Jasiel. I’m your dad, not him. If I tell you not to run off, don’t do it. It doesn’t matter who you see.”

      He said nothing, dropping his head sadly as his small hands fidgeted.

      “I don’t want to play anymore. You’re mean,” he whined.

      I closed my eyes, inhaling sharply before reopening them.

      “That’s too bad. We’re going to the park to play, and then you’re spending the weekend at my spot.”

      Just as I said that, I heard a flock of girls clamoring about and realized they’d surrounded Siggy’s attention whore ass. That nigga’s songs weren’t even that good. And if it weren’t for Belly, he’d still be a bum ass corner boy.

      “No! No! I don’t wanna stay with you!” Jasiel screamed, catching Siggy’s attention as he took pictures with them thirsty ass females.

      “Listen, you better shut yo’ little ass up before I—”

      “Y’all good?” Siggy approached, making me stop mid-sentence and look up at his ass. His homies were right behind him.

      “Yeah, we’re good, muthafucka. Go get yo’ own damn kid to worry about.”

      “It ain’t even like that, Manny. I’m just checking on—”

      WHAM!

      I punched that nigga right in his face, making everyone gasp and whisper.

      “And you got shit to say too, huh?” I punched one of his homeboys, assuming he was the one who’d made the rude ass remark earlier. My back was to them niggas, so I ain’t know, but that voice matched his ugly ass face. Plus, the other nigga had spoken to me and it didn’t sound the same.

      Next thing I knew, Siggy was coming back at me, so we began fighting hard as hell, bumping into shit. The other one I punched joined in, clocking me so hard in the back of the head that my head began pounding.

      “Call the police!” someone hollered, and those three words made Siggy and his accomplices stop swinging and rush off out of the store.

      I wanted to pass the fuck out, but when I saw my son hugging some random woman’s leg, crying, I limped over to him.

      “Come on, Jasiel,” I groaned.

      Hesitantly, he reached his hand out, so I took it. I picked him up and hobbled out to the car as fast as I could, buckling him in the front seat after I got in to save time. Just as the police pulled in from one side, I sped out of the other, pulling onto the street.

      Angrily, I drove straight to Jasmine’s new spot, and once I got there, I snatched Jasiel out of the car. Holding him on one side, I banged on her door like the police until she came rushing to answer it.

      “Manny, what the fu—what happened to your eye?”

      “Yo’ gang banging ass boyfriend is what happened!”

      I wasn’t about to admit that I’d hit his ass first.

      “Siggy? Where did you see Siggy?” she inquired as I slipped into her crib, walking past her.

      “At the fucking Target!” I placed Jasiel down. “Nigga saw me with Jasiel, got mad because I guess he was high on that shit, and he hit me.”

      “High on that shit? What shit?”

      “Cocaine, dummy. You think that nigga only smokes weed? Nah, he fucks with that nose candy every time he comes out,” I fabricated.

      “Siggy does not snort coke. And you need to clean yourself up then go. Don’t think this will get you out of spending your days with Jasiel.” She took our son and sat down with him in her lap to check him out.

      “You don’t give a fuck about shit but that nigga! But wait until I let the right people know you got a damn cokehead around our son.”

      The slight horror in Jasmine’s face made me feel good, so I left her with that to hit the bathroom and clean up, before taking Jasiel and bouncing.
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        * * *

      

      Today, Belly was doing one of his giving back shits, so I decided to show up, but a little late so I wouldn’t be inclined to help. When I walked in, I saw some female trying to converse with him, but he wasn’t paying her any mind.

      “Excuse me, sexy.” I grinned at her, hoping to get her number once I was finished talking with my brother.

      “Can I help you?” she snapped, looking me up and down as if I wasn’t taller than her ass.

      I surveyed her for a few, then stressed, “Aye Cortez, man, I need to talk to you outside for a second.”

      “About what, nigga?” He frowned. This muthafucka wasn’t gon’ budge on that bullshit with Jasiel and Jasmine.

      “It’s important. It’s about my kid.” I made sure to throw out the last part, and like I expected, he was now paying attention.

      I started walking, so he began to follow me, just as old girl tried to grab his arm to stop him.

      “Bitch, did you scratch me?” Belly began surveying his forearm. “I feel like you did. I’m about to slap the shit out yo’ ass. Yo’ hands rough and big as a muthafucka too.” He looked her over suspiciously, thinking she was a nigga, I guess. She was fine, but them hands were kind of large now that I was looking.

      Laughing at this crazy ass nigga, I reminded him that I needed him to talk before he punched old girl, so he started back trailing me again.

      “You about to hit her ass?” I chuckled some more once we got outside.

      “That ain’t no damn her. Bitch can grip a whole ass basketball. Fuck did you call me out here for?”

      “She probably could, I ain’t gon’ lie. And I need you to talk to ya boy Siggy. He’s doing too much when it comes to my son.”

      “So now he’s ya fucking son?” Belly chuckled, nodding. “Siggy told me he, Fred, and Bo fucked you up inside of Target.”

      “Anyway, tell his ass to back the fuck off.”

      “You mean now that you wanna do right, you want him to stop. He was handling yo’ fucking business when you weren’t ready to.”

      “Are you gon’ do it or nah?”

      “Nah. I’m not. You figure that shit out.” He turned around and went back inside with me following him. Just as I gave up, the girl walked back up on him with her thirsty ass. “Get yo’ ass up out of here ’fore I karate chop you in yo’ fucking Adam’s apple.”

      I didn’t want to, but right along with everyone else, I cackled.

      Once I got back outside, I just shook my head. I ain’t know what I was gon’ do, but Siggy’s ass had to go.
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      Today, Belly and I were going to find out the sex of the baby. We could have found out months ago, but couldn’t decide on if we wanted to wait or not.

      But now I was anxious to know what was in here, and so was he since it was his first child. He swore it was a baby boy, and I really didn’t know. My mom only had one child, and so did I, so I couldn’t really play the guessing game based off of history.

      “Good morning, Miss Cansino.”

      “Good morning. This is Cortez, my fiancé.” I introduced him.

      “I’m the baby’s dad too,” he added, just as they shook hands with one another.

      “I think she guessed that when I told her you were my fiancé, Cortez.”

      “Never know. These hoes be getting nutted in by one muthafucka, but engaged to another nigga. I wanted her to know you ain’t getting down like that.”

      I stared Belly in the face for a tiny moment as the doctor giggled, and then I looked away, shaking my head.

      “Alright, well now that we got that out of the way,” the doctor chuckled, “are we ready to find out what’s growing in here?” She touched my stomach. It was so round now that I couldn’t wear tight or revealing clothes without letting my little secret out.

      “Yes,” Belly and I replied simultaneously.

      “What do you want it to be?” she quizzed as she turned everything she needed on and then washed her hands.

      “I don’t care what it is, as long as all fingers and toes are present.”

      “His dick and balls too, baby,” Belly corrected me, but I ignored his crazy ass.

      Snickering, the doctor asked, “And what do you want, Mr. Khalil?”

      “I ain’t tripping either way, but a boy would be nice since we got a daughter already.”

      His response caught me off guard, namely the part where he referred to Island as if she were both of our baby. I didn’t know what to say right away, so I just smiled softly at my doctor as she got ready to work. I could barely concentrate as she moved that thing around my tummy.

      “Looks like we got a little boy on the way.” Dr. Jordin smiled, pointing to an area of the screen to show us how she knew.

      I stared at the screen excitedly, before glancing at Belly who was so captivated by the baby.

      “Aww, he’s so cute already,” I cooed.

      “He’s got some good-looking parents. And maybe he will be a boxer too!” She laughed.

      “No, that’s too rough for my baby,” I replied, giggling. “He can be an actor like me, and play a boxer.”

      “He gon’ be a hood nigga with money, whatever he does,” Belly’s foolish ass had to interject, making Dr. Jordin and I titter.

      After the appointment was over and my stomach was cleaned off, Dr. Jordin left out of the patient room. I’d taken my shoes off before getting on the examination table, but as I was about to get down to put them on, Belly stopped me.

      “I got you.” He grabbed my sandal heels from behind himself and grabbed one foot to help me. I simpered for a little bit, just watching him.

      “You told the doctor that we have a daughter already.”

      “And?” He kept his attention on the small buckle of my shoe.

      “And, I don’t know… I was just surprised to hear you basically insinuate that Island was yours.”

      As he put my other shoe on, he replied, “I feel like she is. I didn’t say it on purpose, it just came out. She lives with me, I see her every morning and night; I love her.” He shrugged. “I can’t say what a dad is supposed to be like because I didn’t really have a good one, but I think I’m close.” He finished buckling my shoe and rose up, wedging between my legs. “You ain’t like what I said?”

      I tossed my arms around his neck.

      “I did. I just feel bad sometimes because of who her real dad is. I let her down by choosing him, when I should’ve known what he was like by the way he was with his previous kids.”

      Rubbing up the sides of my thighs until his hands were on my ass, Belly kissed my lips.

      “You’re a good ass mother though, so she’ll be good. She could’ve ended up with him as a father, and a bitch like his other baby mama for a mother.”

      “Hell, which one?” I laughed.

      “The one that’s always chasing his ass. I don’t know her name, but her lips stay chapped. She thick though.”

      I threw my head back in laughter as he pecked my neck before helping me down.

      “Tahani. Damn, I’m glad I keep myself up. You see everything!” I stepped back as he opened the door for me.

      “You keep all yo’ shit intact. That’s why I was machine gun nutting in you when we fucked.” He hugged me from behind, not talking lowly, so all the nurses in the hallway heard him.

      I usually would be embarrassed, and I was slightly, but not as much as usual because I was used to his mouth by now.

      “Yes, I know. That’s how we got him.” I placed my hand on top of his since he was rubbing my stomach from behind.

      “Him.” Belly grinned, moving to the side of me and taking my hand in his as we walked out. I cheesed seeing how happy he was. Last time I had this type of appointment, I was alone, so this was nice. “Now we gotta go get our daughter so we can celebrate our little nigga.”

      “Don’t call him that!”

      “That’s gon’ be his nickname. Now come on.”

      I shook my head, tightening my grip on his hand as we tread to the car.
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        * * *

      

      “So you like the role, right? It’s slightly comical, which is good because you’ve been playing serious characters.”

      “Yeah, I do. It’s very Regina George like, minus the high school. But my schedule is already crazy with filming Streets.”

      My show with Romelo had been going great, so great that I was promoted to series regular for season three and on. The show had also been renewed for two more seasons. My manager even negotiated a hefty pay increase, so anything that may get in the way of Streets was a slight problem.

      “I’ve already talked with the producers of Streets and we have the schedule down. You’ll film the movie while season 2 is airing, and by the time it’s off, the movie will be done.”

      “Okay, Ivory, but I’m pregnant. I have to have the baby and spend time with him. I don’t want to just dump him off to get back to work.”

      “Blaise, then you need to figure it out. This is a major motion picture, and they want you. This is not some random audition where you have to hope you get the role. The writer and director had you in mind when the role was created. Do you know what that means? Let me tell you what it means. It’s an offer for you to walk on that lot, sign your name on the dotted line, and make six hundred fifty thousand dollars.

      Now I know that’s nothing to some of the big guns, but this is just the beginning. The more movies you book, which you will because this will catapult you, the bigger those checks will be. This is more than just a film, Blaise; this is what’s going to make you even more known than Streets has, while showing your versatility.”

      “Okay. Okay. And they know I’m pregnant, right?”

      “They do. I made them sign an NDA so they won’t leak it. But you’ll be rehearsing for a while, so by the time filming starts, your baby might be here. We’ll just need to get you in the gym as soon as you’re able to.” She began shuffling through papers as I swallowed the lump in my throat.

      I was starting to get nervous just thinking about handling all of what was about to come. The thought of having to get my body back as quickly as possible after giving birth was scary, especially because it seemed like forever had gone by before I would even post a full body picture on the Internet after Island.

      “Yeah, it’s fine.”

      “Alright, so tomorrow morning, I will send a car to come pick you up. They’ll drive you to the company lot, and I will meet you there so we can connect with the team and your lawyer to sign.” Ivory smiled at me, closing her folder up. “Trust me, Blaise, you’re going to be it, honey. You’re only one of my five clients, but I’m putting my all into you because I see it.”

      I gave Ivory a smile back, just as we rose up then hugged.

      I left Ivory’s office and called Belly to see how he was doing watching Island by himself. A couple hours had passed, so I wanted to check on them.

      He thought everything she did was cute, even the bad shit that I wanted to spank her for. And I think she caught onto the fact that he was protective of her, because now when I threatened to pop her little ass, she would cry, looking right at him, and he’d pick her up.

      Since they were good, I continued on my route to Five-Star’s house. I wanted to hopefully have a civilized talk with him if possible.

      When I got to his place, I was happy to see there weren’t four hundred cars parked outside, because that usually meant his freeloading ass homies were over. The driveway was in fact clear, so hopefully, he was alone.

      I straightened my dress as I got out, then locked my car before walking up. I wore a long coat so I could conceal my belly.

      Five-Star had already texted me and said the door would be unlocked, so I waltzed right in, shutting and locking it behind me.

      “Jelani?” I called out. “Jel—”

      “Come back in here.” He emerged from the den shirtless with only basketball shorts on.

      I sucked my teeth at him being half dressed.

      “How are you?” I tried to be nice as I stepped into the large room, eyeing all of the expensive furniture and electronics.

      “About as good as you look. Damn.” He nibbled on his bottom lip, watching me closely as I passed him to sit down adjacent to him. I didn’t want to be on the same couch.

      “Jelani, don’t even start. Worry about Sybil.”

      He laughed, wiping down his face.

      “How you know her?”

      “Because she found me in the club at the celebration for my man’s win.” I set my purse on the table next to me.

      Five-Star smacked his lips, and I wasn’t sure if that was for Sybil or Belly.

      “Yeah, I saw yo’ ass front row on the TV. You were never like that for me.”

      “What the hell would I be front row for, for you? You’re a music producer, Jelani.”

      “Shit, I don’t know.” He shrugged, muting the TV. “I ain’t even wanna watch that shit, but the homies paid for the fight, so we saw it all, including that proposal.”

      I grinned, thinking about Belly asking me to marry him in such an elaborate way.

      “Yep. It was nice.” I tried to play it cool.

      “Don’t blush over another nigga in front of me.”

      Five-Star’s comment surprised me because I thought I was on chill, but clearly, my thoughts and feelings had spilled out onto my face.

      “Anyway, I came to talk to you because, even though we’re not together and I don’t care what you think, we share a baby, and a lot of changes in my life involve her.

      I told you I was moving, and as I’m sure you may have guessed, that means Island moved too. We live with Cortez now.”

      “What?” Five-Star sat up, elbows pressed into his thighs. “You got my daughter living with that nigga?”

      “Yes, I do.”

      “That ain’t gon’ fucking work for me, nah. You need to take yo’ ass back to that fucking condo I bought you!”

      “No, I’m going to live in the new house, and so is Island; she loves her room. Additionally, you need to spend more time with her because she’s at an impressionable age, so it’s not wise on your end for another man to be around her more than you.”

      “Nigga don’t spend more fucking time. What is you even talking about? And if he does, it’s because she’s been living in the same house as his psycho ass.”

      “Even before, Jelani. He takes care of her as if she is his own, and even though it makes me feel good to have an actual father figure for Island, I still believe she needs to know her actual dad.”

      “She does.”

      “No. She’s quiet around you, and your mother said she cries when you carry her out of the room.”

      I could physically see him getting angrier.

      “That’s yo’ damn fault! You got another nigga around my fucking daughter like some hoe!”

      “I’m the hoe, but you have four kids with four different women. Okay, nigga.”

      “Blaise, I want my daughter out of that nigga’s house.”

      “No, Jelani. And when he and I are married, she’s going to live with him anyway, so—”

      “Married? You think that nigga is gon’ marry you?” He laughed maniacally. “That nigga is taking you for a ride, just like all his other bitches. In a couple months, you gon’ be fucked up in the head like all these other hoes. So nah, you ain’t dragging my daughter into that fake ass relationship!”

      “I’m sure you want me to believe what you’re saying, but try again. I think I know my man a little better than the rest of the world. Island will continue to live with us, now and after we are married, right along with our son.”

      “So you really are pregnant by this nig—”

      “Take my advice on Island or leave it, but don’t call me crying when she starts thinking my fiancé is her daddy.”

      I ignored the tantrum he started to throw, even when I heard him shatter a bottle against the wall. I got right in my car and drove home, feeling just fine.

      When I got there, I saw Five-Star was throwing shots on his social media story like a little baby. He kept them subliminal though, because whether he wanted to admit it or not, he was scared as hell of Belly.
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      A few nights later…

      

      Oh, you pissed pissed?… ‘Cause I'm rich, bitch… Is you mad, 'cause I’m on your nigga's wish list?

      “Pissed” by Saweetie was currently playing over the well-lit room of the party. Belly’s manager Carson wanted to throw him a little get together to celebrate his win against Mason.

      Belly had won plenty of matches, actually every match, considering he was undefeated, but the fact that he’d KO’d Mason Strauss, the champ of all champs, was a huge deal. So of course, Carson wanted to show his appreciation. Hell, my baby’s face was everywhere now, so his percentage cut was about to be very large.

      The get together wasn’t anything too big or ratchet; just a room full of people, food, and drinks. Most of the guests here were boxers, their girlfriends or wives, managers, and some CEO’s. Belly explained to me that a more formal event was coming up later, so this was really nothing in comparison.

      “Loosen up.” I smiled, dancing against Izzy, Nichole’s little sister.

      I’d decided to bring Izzy, because the strip club last time seemed to be a bit much for her. So since this was more of an upscale kickback, I thought it’d be a perfect starter.

      “I can’t do too much in this dress.” She laughed, stepping back to show me.

      “I don’t mean physically, I mean your demeanor. You’re very rigid right now and stilted.”

      “Oh. Okay. I guess I’m nervous because of the crowd here. I’ve been around a lot of men before, but not these types.”

      “What types are these?”

      “I don’t know, so… so manly. Like Belly; I could never date a man like that.” She shook her head, moving her long hair from one side to the other. She’d dyed it brown, and it went well with her light complexion.

      “Why?” I chuckled. “He’s not cute to you?”

      She gave me a look that said ‘yeah right’.

      “No, he’s extremely handsome; nice height and body too. But I meant the way he is, he seems hard to please, and I’m afraid of him.”

      I chortled, almost dropping the piece of chicken on my fork.

      “I guess. I mean, I like how rough he is. He can be sweet too. He’s a good mixture, at least for me. I think he’s perfect. And he may be hard to please, but I’m pretty pleasurable.”

      “Well you’re supposed to think he’s perfect. And every woman isn’t you, Blaise. I’m sure he’s a piece of cake to you. I just feel like he’d think I was a horrible lay and kick me out of his bedroom in the middle of sex.”

      Again, I cracked up.

      Bringing Izzy was a good idea because she surely gave me some much-needed entertainment. When we’d gone out before, it was always with another person as well, so this was kind of the first time it’d just been the two of us. I actually liked her.

      As we ate some more food, I noticed Belly and some guy way shorter than him walking up to our table. They both sat down, along with another man who was right in the middle of the two men as far as height.

      “Blaise, this is Judd, and this is Herman.” Belly introduced the short one and then the normal height one respectively.

      “Hi. Oh, and this is my friend, Isabella,” I responded once the men spoke to me.
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      “Nice to meet you, Isabella.” Judd reached his hand across the table to shake mine. I gave him a smile before locking my eyes back on Herman.

      Herman was more of my type. He was tall, fine, and looked like a thug. I liked my men to look like thugs but not actually be about that life like Belly was. He was out here getting shot like it was nothing, and hopping back into the ring to fight. Not to mention it was no secret that he was a gangbanger from Inglewood. I liked to fantasize about a hood nigga, not actually be with one.

      On top of that, he could only be tamed by women like Blaise, who were confident not only in themselves but in the bedroom. I could definitely make my way around a bed, but I was sure I’d have to pull out all the stops to appease a man like Belly, so I’d pass.

      “So, Herman, you box?” I grinned, admiring his chocolate skin. I was pretty sure he was a boxer, but I wanted to make conversation.

      “I do.” He nodded, giving me a smile.

      “Are you guys both professional fighters?” Blaise inquired.

      “They are. Herman has been professional for like a year or some shit, and Judd just became pro a few months ago. Carson is managing ’em and want them to shadow a nigga.” Belly adjusted his tie, smiling. He was fine.

      “Nice, okay.” Blaise nodded.

      “Blaise, would you mind coming to the bathroom with me?” I got up from the table.

      “Sure.”

      I waited for her to rise up as well, and then we headed off, going down a nice long hallway.

      As soon as we were inside, I turned to her and said, “I like him.”

      “Which one?”

      “Umm, Herman, who else? Judd is short.”

      She chuckled, checking out her reflection in the mirror. She looked so nice in the orange dress she was wearing, and with her long hair in body waves. Her pregnant stomach didn’t take away from her fit either.

      “He’s not short. I mean, maybe for a man, but he’s taller than us. And he was walking next to Cortez, who is six feet four, so of course he’s going to look tiny in comparison.”

      “Either way, I want Herman. He’s so sexy, and I like that he’s a boxer like Belly.”

      “Okay, and you know he doesn’t make much money, right? He and Belly are on totally different levels.”

      “It’s okay. He’s fine enough to be broke.”

      “Alright.” She nodded as we giggled. “So then when we go back out there, just flirt a little bit with him to let him know you like him but without coming right out and saying it. Once he catches on, if he’s interested, he’ll take the lead.”

      “Right. So like bat my eyelashes and toss my hair?”

      “Umm, no. This is not a Bugs Bunny cartoon, Izzy. Maybe ask him something like, where his girlfriend is, and shouldn’t she be at the party. Or you can do the silent flirting, like dropping something strategically, and picking it up slowly so that he can see down the top of your dress.”

      I guess my face said it all because Blaise threw her head back in laughter.

      “Okay, I think I understand.”

      “Whatever you do, just make sure that when you guys start to converse, you keep strong eye contact. And if you smile, show your teeth. Men love a pretty smile.”

      We left the bathroom to head back to the table, and thankfully, the men were still there.

      “Herman, did you come here alone? Or…?” Just as I asked, I noticed Belly helping Blaise up before leading her off somewhere. She was like my crutch, so at the moment, I felt wobbly.

      “I did actually.” Herman smirked.

      “Oh okay. Me too. I mean, I came with Blaise, but she’s not a real date, just a friend.”

      “Would you like something to drink from the bar, Isabella? Or are you alright?” Judd started getting up.

      “Nope. I’m fine. Thanks.” I gave him a quick, closed mouth smile, and then focused back on Herman.

      “You’re fine, you know that?” Herman licked his supple lips.

      “Thank you. You’re not too bad looking yourself. It’s going to be hurtful seeing you in a ring, because I don’t want anyone to mess up that face.”

      “Oh, they won’t; at least I hope. Speaking of me fighting, you should come to my next match.”

      “That’d be fun! Maybe we should exchange numbers so you can remind me to be there.”

      “Aight.” Herman nodded, taking his iPhone out. I read my number off, and he texted me right after. I was so excited to talk to his fine ass.

      He and I chatted for a little while longer, until Blaise and Belly came back to the table. Blaise looked a little different, so I guess wherever she and Belly had gone, they had sex.

      “You ready to go?” she asked me, as Belly hugged her from behind, kissing down her neck, caressing her belly, and making her simper.

      “Sure.” I got up then looked down at Herman, “Don’t forget to text me, okay?”

      “I couldn’t forget.” He licked his lips again, letting his eyes run down my body.

      “Have a nice night, beautiful.” Judd sipped his drink.

      “Same to you,” I hurriedly replied before rushing off behind Blaise and Belly.

      When I got into the back seat of Belly’s car, my phone buzzed inside of my purse, so I retrieved it.

      Grace: How is the party? Any cuties besides my man?

      Me: Yes so many! I wish you could have come! And I told you if you want to be around Blaise, you have to stop calling Belly your man.

      Grace: I’m kidding.

      I locked my phone and looked up to see Blaise directing Belly to my mom’s place. It was far too late for me to go there though. My mother wasn’t super strict; it’s just she didn’t allow you to walk into her home after midnight. She always said, ‘stay wherever the hell you are until the morning’. So since I had a key to Nichole’s place, I was going to go there.

      “Oh, can you drop me off at Nichole’s? You know my mama and her front door rules, Blaise.”

      “Oh, right.” She got quiet. “Your sister is home to let you in?”

      The way she asked was strange, and I watched Belly glance at her then chuckle. I knew Blaise wanted to pulverize my sister, and although I liked Blaise more, I still loved Nichole. Not to mention she was carrying my niece or nephew, so I didn’t want her getting beat up.

      “No, I have a key. She’s out of town right now with Ian. Ever since they got engaged, they’ve been attached at the hip.”

      Blaise said nothing, so I sat back, idly looking through my phone. When we pulled up to Nichole’s place, I unbuckled and fished through my purse for my keys. As I did so, I saw Belly take Blaise’s hand to kiss it. She blushed, making him smile before he nibbled on his lip. When he leaned over and they began kissing, I searched even faster until I found them at the very bottom of my Gucci bag.

      “Okay, thanks for the ride! I’ll text you, Blaise!” I hopped out, interrupting their kiss session.

      I didn’t know much about love, the emotion at least, but they surely looked to be deep in it. That’s what I wanted but with Herman.

      I let myself into Nichole’s home, inhaling the nice scent that was always present in the air. I tiptoed to the guest bedroom to set my things down then went to take a hot shower before returning.

      Just as I sunk down into the bed, feeling nice and clean, the light came on, and I saw Nichole standing in the doorway.

      “Where the hell have you been? You only come here when you’ve been out too late to go home.”

      “I went to a little party with Blaise.”

      “With Blaise? Since when do you two hang together so much? First the strip club and now this little party?”

      “How did you know about the strip club?”

      “I— you know everything Blaise does gets on the blogs!” she snapped. I wasn’t a gossip blog watcher, so I had no idea they’d posted about her going to the strip club. “Anyway, what kind of party?” She cut the bright ass light off and then sat at the edge of the bed.

      “It was something thrown by Belly’s manager to kind of celebrate him and such.”

      “Belly was there?”

      “Uh, yeah, it was for him. Why would Blaise go to a celebration for Belly and he not come?”

      “Fuck you.”

      “I met a boy though. His name is Herman…” I looked off. “I didn’t get his last name, but he boxes, and he is so fine. He is going to make it big like Belly.”

      “Girl, please. Them boxers have about a one percent chance of making that kind of money. It takes more than some good fighting moves.”

      “Well, I believe he will be a part of that one percent.”

      “What’s his name again?”

      “Herman. Tall, chocolate, just scrumptious!” I exclaimed giddily, making Nichole laugh and roll her eyes out of disgust.

      “Girl, act like you’ve been here before, okay?” She stood up. “I’ll look into him and let you know if he’s worth your time.” She started out but then paused to look at me. “If we’re sisters, it’s not right for you to be hanging out with Blaise, someone who has basically told the world that she’s going to fuck me up on sight.”

      “But I was her friend before that happened.”

      “It doesn’t matter. I’m your blood, Isabella.”

      “What did you do to her?”

      “It doesn’t matter what I did to her. Because we’re siblings, you’re obligated to always have my back. That’s how this shit works. Do you want to be looked at as a trader? A disloyal ass bitch?”

      “N—”

      “You think Herman wants to date a girl who can’t even be loyal to her own damn sister? If he’s going to blow up like you believe, he’s gonna be looking for a bitch that’s bonafide, not a flip flopper.”

      “Goodnight, Nichole.” I turned over, pulling the covers above my head.

      I knew she was staring at me from the doorway, and a few moments later, the door shut.
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        * * *

      

      Two days later…

      

      Last night, Herman let me know he was training and that I should come. I wasn’t going to, but when Blaise said she’d be there, I felt better about it.

      I wasn’t gonna stop hanging out with Blaise just because Nichole wanted me to. I knew my sister well, and I was sure she was the reason why their friendship was broken. I didn’t know what it was exactly, and I was afraid to ask, but I knew it was Nichole’s fault. Blaise was too good of a person. Additionally, Blaise was the angry one, which made it obvious who the perpetrator was in this situation.

      “Excuse me, ma’am. There is a private session going on.” A man stopped me in the hallway of the boxing gym.

      “I’m here for Herman.”

      “I bet you are. You can’t come in unless someone brings you in that has permission to.”

      “Can’t you call—”

      “She’s fine,” a voice called out, and when I looked down the hall, I spotted Judd peeking out of the gym room.

      The man nodded for me to go, so I hurried down the hallway.

      “Thank you. He’s an asshole.”

      Chuckling, Judd replied, “He has to be. We got the champ in here, so a lot of people try to come in to get pictures. And some women come to do other things.”

      “What?” I jerked my neck back as we walked. “Other things like what?”

      “Like give head, sex, whatever he wants.”

      “Does he take it? I mean, from the women who get by security out there.”

      “Nah.” Judd laughed.

      “You’re lying, aren’t you?”

      “No. He actually fucks with Blaise. But even before her, he never fucked with random chicks, especially ones who just show up with knee pads on already.”

      We both guffawed, just as we entered the actual workout portion of the gym. I spotted Herman in the corner on his phone talking, so I separated from Judd to head his way.

      I wanted to get a chance to talk with him, because although we’d been texting for the past two days, it wasn’t much. He frequently texted back late, or not at all, so I’d have to rev the conversation back up.

      “No, I’m not coming by twelve. I got shit to do,” Herman fussed into the phone. I paused, not wanting to seem as nosy as I was. “I already said…” he halted when he saw me, then added, “I gotta go.”

      He quickly hung up, and when we made eye contact again, I gave him a brief smile.

      “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah, it’s straight.” He hugged me, smelling really good.

      “You can have a seat wherever, and when I get a break, I’ll—”

      “Come on, muthafuckas, I ain’t got all day.” Belly emerged from the back with Blaise and Island, shirtless. His body was nothing short of amazing.

      Chuckling, Herman finished his sentence. “I’ll get at you on break.”

      “Okay.” I felt myself blushing as he ran off toward where Belly and Judd were situated.

      As I went to sit by Blaise, I noticed Judd watching me. Ignoring him, I spoke to Blaise to spark up some conversation while playing with cutie pie Island.
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          The very next day…

        

      

    

    
      I felt a kiss on my forehead, which prompted me to open my eyes and see who it was. Standing there smiling and looking as beautiful as ever, was Dionne. She had her hair down, and her body wrapped in a robe.

      “Damn, what time is it?” I questioned.

      “It’s 11 a.m., so it’s late. I just took a bubble bath in your tub. I hope you don’t mind.”

      “I don’t. You smell good.” I grabbed her hand to intertwine our fingers as I studied her. “How did we grow apart?”

      “Mainly because of you, and maybe a tiny bit of me.”

      “I know.” I dropped her hand so I could use both of mine to rub down my face. “But I’m working on correcting all of that so I can get back to being who I was when we first got together.”

      “Good.” She beamed. Tying her hair up into a bun, she added, “And I want you to know that I never loved Belly. I just liked him, and because I wasn’t getting any attention from you, I latched onto him, believing it was love. But really, I was just desperate for some type of affection.”

      I nodded, soaking up what she was telling me. It felt good as fuck to hear that she wasn’t really on Belly the way she portrayed herself to be. I loved Dionne, but I’d be damned if I was gon’ walk around with her on my arm, knowing she wanted to bust it open for the homie and a client.

      “Glad to hear it.”

      “Well.” She stood up quickly. “I made you some food, so get up and come eat. Your plate will be on the table.”

      “Aight.”

      I watched Dionne switch out of my bedroom until I couldn’t see her anymore.

      Grabbing my phone, I replied to some emails, texts, and direct messages on social media regarding work. As soon as I swiped right to get out of my inbox, the first post on my timeline was a dance video of Priscilla.

      She had two ladies behind her, but my eyes were on her as she moved her body sensually to “Hope You Do” by Chris Brown. To make matters worse, she had on these tights that showed every curve in her body.

      I’d only planned to watch for a second, but I couldn’t pull my eyes away, as she danced sexually yet gracefully right on my phone.

      It was so good that when the video restarted, I watched again. I tried to look at the other women in the back, but they were simply decoration to have behind her.

      “Will!” Dionne shouted my name, jolting me from my position and making me drop my phone onto the floor.

      “I told you to come on.” She waltzed in, bending over to pick my phone up from the floor. Chris Brown was still singing, and when Dionne turned the phone over, Priscilla’s video was right there on the screen. “This is what has you still in bed, when I told you to come eat?”

      “Dionne—”

      “Why are you watching her, Will? You didn’t even date her that long, yet this bitch has you obsessed like some damn fan.”

      “Dionne, chill the fuck out, aight? I was looking at my damn timeline and the post was right there. I ain’t no fucking fan.” I tossed the covers off of my lap, getting up.

      “You need to unfollow her. There is no reason you should still be wanting to see her posts anyway. I don’t want you seeing her when you get on your social media apps.”

      “I’m sure the damn video has gon’ viral, so whether I follow her or not, I would’ve still seen it.” I went to one of them gossip blogs, the biggest one on Instagram, then turned my phone to show Dionne that they’d posted Priscilla’s video.

      “I don’t care! It’s not like you check those gossip pages anyway! Unfollow her, Will, or we can’t move forward. You think I’m gonna feel comfortable knowing you see her posts when you’ve already gon’ behind my back and fucked her? I thought she was my friend! I was venting to her about my relationship, not knowing y’all were messing around! Do you know how that makes me feel?”

      “Baby—”

      “And I’ve unfollowed and blocked Belly on everything like you wanted, but it’s a problem for you to do the same?”

      Exhaling heavily, I nodded to let her know I agreed. I shouldn’t have wanted to follow Priscilla’s ass anyway.

      “Aight, it’s done. I don’t follow her no more.” I showed Dionne my phone screen.

      Not saying anything else, she left the bedroom, so I slipped some sweats on over my boxers to go eat.

      We sat at the table in silence for a little bit, but I decided to make some conversation. She was only giving out one-word answers at first, but eventually, she loosened up, talking a lot like her usual self, which I was happy about.

      “Sorry about the video.” I leaned back in my chair as she scraped our plates into the trash.

      “It’s fine.”

      I got up and hugged her from behind just as she set the dishes in the sink.

      “Thank you for choosing to work with me. I’ll make it worth your while. No one else is for me but you.” I kissed her neck, and she reached around to caress my curls.

      As I rubbed on her body, I heard my doorbell sound off, so I popped my head up to look in its direction as if that would tell me who was there.

      “Who is that?”

      “I don’t know. Stay right here.” I patted Dionne’s butt.

      She shook her head to say ‘okay’, then turned on some water to wash the dishes as I headed to the living room.

      Peering through the peephole, I spotted some white dude who looked normal. For a moment, I just stared, trying to recall if I knew him or if I’d scheduled some shit for my crib. Nothing came up, so I unlocked the door with a frown, staring down at him.

      “Yes?” I gripped my doorknob tightly as I sized him up.

      “Are you Mr. Willem Dade? Or does a Mr. Willem Dade live here?”

      “I’m Willem. Who the fuck are you?”

      “Mr. Dade, this is the third and final attempt.” The white man reached into his brown saddlebag, revealing a packet. “You’ve been served. Good day.” He placed the envelope in my hand and immediately turned around to walk off.

      I stood there in the doorway after retrieving the papers from the envelope, sifting through them, confused as fuck.

      I’d just handled the solicitation charges, so this couldn’t be related to that. Thankfully, my lawyer was right with his assumptions, so the judge on my case decided to let me off with a fine and community service since I had no previous record. He also made me snitch, giving up Geena’s location, which I happily did since she exposed me. She tried to keep herself protected while doing so, but I fixed that.

      “What is that?” Dionne appeared behind me as I read.

      “You fucking serious?” I backed up, slamming my door just as Dionne moved out of the way.

      “What, Will?” She trailed me to the bedroom.

      “Fucking Nichole got a restraining order against me; well, a temporary one. I have to show up for court.” I plopped down onto the bed, pondering. My personal life had plummeted severely.

      “Why would she do that? Have you been bothering her?”

      “What? Fuck no! Her ass is mad because I threatened to tell her little fiancé that her baby could be mine. She’s swearing it ain’t now, even though she claimed it was before.”

      “Well maybe you should let her have that. If she doesn’t want you to be the father, then leave her alone and let Ian raise the baby. Do you honestly want to have to deal with Nichole for the rest of your life?”

      “This ain’t about her, Dionne! I don’t give a fuck what she wants. If that’s my kid, I’m gon’ raise it, not another nigga. Me not wanting to deal with Nichole ain’t got shit to do with me being a father to my kid!”

      “Don’t yell at me. I was just trying to help!”

      “I—” I calmed myself down some, closing my eyes for a second. “I get that, Dionne, but telling me to abandon my child is not helping, aight? Fuck!” I threw the papers.

      “Just go to court and show them there is no need for the permanent restraining order.”

      “We’ll see how well that goes. I already have solicitation charges on my record, so my credibility is not up to par.”

      “Will, I…” Dionne just got up and left the bedroom. I didn’t have the energy to chase behind her or see what was wrong.

      I got up to gather the papers I’d thrown to double check the court date before putting it into my phone.

      I wanted to show up over Nichole’s house and tell her ass about herself, but that would only land me in jail, which was the last thing I needed at this point.

      Picking out my clothes, I laid everything out on my bed and then went to shower before brushing, flossing, and rinsing with mouthwash. After styling my curls to perfection and putting on some boxer briefs, I went to slip into the jeans and t-shirt I had out.

      “I’ll be back around 7 p.m. I’m just filming this shit by the boardwalk on the beach.”

      “What is it?” Dionne looked from the TV at me.

      “This choreographer is paying me to film her and some girls for this thing coming up.”

      “Did you recommend that I be in it when she contacted you? You know, ever since the shows with Reddi ended, I haven’t found anything.”

      “No, I didn’t. But I’ll look into some shit and make sure you get booked on something big, aight?”

      “Okay.” Dionne nodded with a half-smile. Leaning down, I kissed her lips then gazed into her eyes for a little bit before leaving. I swear her ass was bipolar, but I’d be a fool to say the shit.

      I hopped into my Benz, cut on some music, and then sped off toward Manhattan Beach.

      Ever since I’d filmed and chopped up videos for Priscilla and her choreographer, I’d been getting a lot of requests from other dancers. At first, I was turning them down, because I mainly did still pictures and not moving ones, but when I saw how much some were willing to pay, I changed my mind.

      I hated editing video, but I could charge a boatload for it, separately from the actual filming, so it was cool. Not to mention, I kind of wanted to be known solely as Belly’s photographer, so cutting down on shooting still photos for others would do that.

      After circling for what seemed like hours, I found a park in the crowded shopping area of Manhattan Beach, right near the actual beach area. As I got out of my car, I admired the big ass houses, thinking about how I wanted one for myself. I was just too damn cheap and figured I should wait until I had a family or some shit for all that.

      “Hey!” I heard a voice and spotted the White female, Katie, who confused me. I had to remind myself that she wasn’t Black. She looked like a White woman, somewhat, but her demeanor and the way she spoke made me feel as if she were mixed. Not to mention, her shapely body and full lips gave me Black girl vibes.

      “Sup. Where exactly are we gonna be?”

      “Right over there.” She pointed to the wooden walk area. “Right under the lights. You ready, bro?” She folded her arms, making me squint my eyes down at her.

      “Yeah. I’m ready. Lead the way.”

      “Dope.”

      I shook my head at her lingo but followed behind her, watching her plump ass.

      As soon as we got to the group of five ladies, she began to introduce me, and I could already tell from their faces that they knew me as the nigga who got caught fucking hoes. I ain’t care though.

      “So I’m gonna do my thing. Don’t mind… me.” I got distracted when Priscilla joined the group.

      She peered up into my face for a second but then looked off.

      For the next hour and a half, I filmed the dance sequence then let Katie view it to make sure she liked it. They did it a few more times for good measure, then I was free to go.

      I went to my car then sat in it, watching the women talk amongst themselves for a while. When they split up, I hopped out, catching Priscilla on the way to her car.

      “How are you?” I questioned, walking alongside her.

      “I’m fine, Will. Why?”

      “I’m just wondering. I’m doing okay in case you gave a fuck. You know, truthfully, I’m supposed to be mad at yo’ ass, not the other way around.”

      Tossing her bag into her trunk, she closed it then sighed.

      “I know. I’m sorry. I’m just not in a happy mood.”

      “You want some ice cream? Ice cream usually puts people in a happy mood.” I pointed to the creamery nearby.

      “Sure.” She chuckled. “Okay.”

      We started off, passing all the people who clearly weren’t in the mood to head home and were about to turn up.

      As we walked, I took Priscilla’s hand into mine, and I wasn’t sure why. I was pissed off at her for playing me, but I guess seeing that video reminded me of how much I liked her ass.

      I was surprised when she gripped mine tightly, since our last conversation was more like an argument.

      We entered the ice cream parlor and got what we wanted on waffle cones before going back outside to sit on the bench.

      “Damn, you like it?” I watched her lick all around the damn ice cream scoop.

      “Yes, I do. I rarely get to come here because I have to eat healthy. But when I was pregnant, I lived in this place.”

      I chuckled lowly. Why couldn’t I have gotten Priscilla pregnant instead of Nichole?

      “So why you ain’t in a happy mood? Seems like you should be when you got all this going on. And you look happy on social media.”

      “I’m thankful for the jobs, and yes, I’m happy when I’m with my friends and children, but alone, no. Plus, social media is a highlight reel. We always show the good things, never the bad times or the fact that we just cried before posting a picture.”

      “True. So what’s up?”

      “I don’t think you wanna hear.”

      “I asked.”

      “Rafi and I are officially done, like no going back. It’s completely over with, and I’m sad.”

      “You’re right, I didn’t wanna hear this shit.”

      “No, it’s not that I just love him so much, because if that were the case, I’d be with him. I left him. I’m just sad about my life changing.” She looked down into her lap. “It’s been one way for so long, so to think things will be different is…”

      “Scary.”

      “Yes, exactly.” She turned to look me in the eyes. “It’d be so easier to run back to him in fear of change, but I can’t. I’d rather face adjustments than be in a miserable relationship with a man who can’t stay faithful.”

      I ate the last of my cone then tossed the napkin I wiped my mouth with into the trash.

      Leaning forward so that I could see her face, I said, “There is a man who likes you a lot that wouldn’t be unfaithful to you.”

      She stared down into my eyes then smirked.

      “Will. You have too much going on.”

      “But I’m fixing it.”

      “Okay, what are you doing about your baby with Nichole?”

      “Waiting until it comes so I can get a paternity test. That’s all I can do. She got a TRO on me at the moment anyway, so I can’t do much.”

      “A temporary restraining order, for what?”

      “Doesn’t want me to spill the beans to that Ian nigga about us.”

      “How does he not know that she’s a hoe already? Then again, he’s not on social media much.”

      “I don’t know, man, but she’s not an issue. And if it is mine, I will co-parent with her, most likely using a mediator.”

      Priscilla nodded then ate some more of her ice cream.

      “And what about your addiction?”

      “I haven’t been indulging since it got leaked.” That night with Carrie was once, so no need to count that shit. “I admit I’ve been yearning, but my usual spot is no longer due to those charges against me.”

      “So what have you done to cure it?”

      Shrugging, I replied, “What can I do? I’m just going cold turkey until the urge leaves.”

      “Yes, but what about your inability to have sex with women who aren’t hookers? That’s an issue too.”

      “I’m thinking that’ll pass too.”

      “No, you need to go to a psychiatrist. That’s a mental issue that you need assistance with.”

      “Nah, that’s for white folks.”

      “Then change your race, but that’s what you need.”

      “No I don’t, Priscilla.” I chuckled angrily. “I’m good!”

      “Okay.”

      She stood then climbed into my lap. We started kissing, rubbing one another right here in front of everybody. As my hands went up the back of her shirt, her hand went to my crotch before she pulled away.

      “What?” I whispered, still in the moment.

      “You’re not even the slightest bit hard. See a therapist then talk to me, Will.” She got off my lap and then walked off, leaving me right there on the bench.
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      “Do we have to do this?” I asked my manager Sanya.

      “Do what?” She glanced away from the road for a second, gripping the steering wheel of her nice ass Lexus firmly.

      “Meet with them.”

      “Yes, Alivia.” She snickered. “His team wants to see you and go over some details.”

      “So maybe he won’t be there?”

      “Yes, he’s going to be there.” She pulled into a lot, throwing the car in park. “Alivia, you’re going to be Siamese twins damn near when you’re deejaying his shows, so this should be nothing for you.”

      “Ugh, I just really don’t like him as a person. How can I work for him when I don’t like him?”

      “Sweetie, I’ve had plenty of bosses I couldn’t stand. But what I did was suck it up and work my ass off until I didn’t have to have a boss anymore. You’re going to do the same thing. Soon enough you’ll be the boss.”

      “You’re right. I’m sorry. I’m not even the type of person to let guys get to me like this.”

      “It happens to the best of us. Come on.”

      We both got out of the car, and I let Sanya lead the way. Her pearl blouse shined under the sun, and her black pencil skirt with the split in the back fit her perfectly. She wore her hair the same all the time, down with a side part and some loose curls. She reminded me of a slightly younger Vivica A. Fox.

      “What all are we doing again?” I asked when we got onto the elevator.

      Pressing the correct floor button of the humongous building, she replied, “Just discussing how long the tour will be, the stops, accommodations, basically everything in the contract that we read. You’ll also get your schedule and then your first check to promise you will be at the airport.”

      “Okay.”

      I took a deep breath as we stepped off of the elevator and just trailed Sanya until we were seated in the conference room with ice water. A couple minutes later, Yono entered with one white and one Black man, both wearing suits. When he saw me, he smiled, looking at me as if I were a steak.

      We all shook hands, introducing ourselves formally before they joined Sanya and I at the table.

      “Alright, Alivia. Yono told me you two already know one another, so we can skip that part and get right to business.” The Black man, Keenan, slid an envelope over to me. “Here is your first check. Cashing this check means that this Thursday you’ll show up to the private jet airport, where you’ll fly to North Carolina with Yono. In every state, you’ll be booked at a five-star hotel, or if there are none, then the next highest rating available.

      You are to be at every show on time, or your pay will be docked. Each show will begin at 7:30 p.m., and rehearsals will be the mornings before and the mornings of, at whichever venue; rehearsals are mandatory. You will be sent a car to get you to and from shows and rehearsals.”

      “Sounds great! Any questions, Alivia?” Sanya turned to me.

      “How many days of break in between shows? And my hotel stays will cover those days, right?”

      “Yes, and there will be about two days in between shows. Okay, here is the itinerary so you’ll know where you’re going on which date,” the White man, Arnold, answered.

      “Thank you.”

      “Well, alright. How about we open a bottle of champagne?” Keenan smiled, making Arnold hop right up to grab a bottle from the table near the window. The view from this conference room was dope.

      Keenan got the glasses, and then Arnold filled them up before we all took one. Sanya started chatting with them both off to the side, leaving Yono and I at the table.

      “You look beautiful, Alivia.” He got up and came to sit right next to me. I noticed Sanya watching him for a second, her mouth still moving, before turning back to look at Arnold and Keenan.

      “Thanks, Troy.”

      Chuckling, Yono replied, “So even though I asked you not to call me that you still gon’ do it.”

      “Yep.”

      “That’s what I like about you, Alivia. I’m happy as fuck that we’re gonna be working together. That’s what power couples do—get that bread in unison.” His hand went to my thigh, and I immediately smacked it off.

      “Don’t fucking touch me.” I spoke through clenched teeth, wanting to slap that smirk off of his face as I shot up. “Sanya, I’m ready to go home. It was nice meeting you two.” I hurried out, leaving the suite.

      By the time I’d gotten to the elevator and pressed the button, Sanya was rushing down the hall towards me.

      “Alivia, are you okay?”

      “Yes. Just… just take me to my car please.”

      “Sure.”

      The whole ride back to Sanya’s office, I was quiet. Sanya talked the whole way about the gig with Yono anyway, so she didn’t really notice.

      “Thank you. Talk to you soon.” I got out of her car and then rushed to mine.

      I sat inside, contemplating all I’d given up to go on this tour with Yono. It was a great job and the pay was what I dreamed of, but I’d lost the man I loved. And the fact that Yono had pushed up on me as Manny had predicted made me feel even worse.

      I couldn’t believe I defended this job knowing damn well Yono was going to try something. There was no way I could do this tour, and since I wasn’t going to do it, I needed to get my man back.

      Starting my car, I turned on my love song playlist, and headed toward Manny’s place. I didn’t care if he wasn’t home because I would wait. And once I explained to him that I wasn’t going to take the opportunity with Yono, he and I would be back on good terms.

      Well, at the least I could get some dick here and there until I spoke to Jasmine about their son. I just didn’t want to be at the place we were now; not talking at all and acting as if we didn’t know one another in public.

      I parked my car and touched up my lips in my visor mirror before grabbing my purse and getting out. I went right up to his door to ring the bell, then waited for a little bit. No one answered, so I rang the doorbell again, only for his neighbor to peer out of his door.

      “Looking for the young man staying there? He’s on the TV set.”

      “Huh?”

      “He’s on the TV set! The young man!” he hollered angrily, but when I just stared, he waved me off.

      “Oh, oh, yes, he is on TV sometimes. He’s like a hype man for his brother; he works his corner.” The old man was over me by that time, so he gave me no response. “But umm, yes, I’m looking for him. Did he leave?”

      “Yeah, a few hours ago.” The man took a seat on his porch, hand trembling as he drank what appeared to be lemonade.

      “Oh, okay. I can wait.” I went back to my car, reclined my seat, and got on my phone to pass the time.

      Just half an hour later, I heard a car blasting loud music, and when I looked in my rearview mirror, I saw Manny pulling up. I quickly got myself together and then climbed out as he parked in his driveway. My heels clicked against the concrete as I made my way up to his car, but I almost tripped seeing some girl get out of the passenger side.

      “Alivia.” Manny emerged from the driver’s side. I glanced at him but then directed my attention back to the girl.

      “Wh-who is that?” I pointed.

      “She’s uh—”

      “Nandy. Manny and I are dating. Who are you?” Nandy cheesed, coming around to the side Manny was on.

      “You know who I am, sweetie.” I gave her an insincere smile. “We move on fast, huh, Manny?” I turned my attention to him.

      “It’s not like that, Ali—”

      “Then what is it like, Manny? Because you and I are a thing, right?” Nandy looked over at him.

      “It’s not that simple. Go inside, Nandy, and let me talk to Alivia for a second.”

      “Okay, but after five minutes, I’m coming to get you.” She took his keys and switched toward the house. I guess she thought that flat ass looked like something.

      “Really?” I laughed. “You told me you loved me, but you already have a new girlfriend? Did you lie to her about your son too? Or is she wifey, so she knows everything up front?”

      “Alivia, relax.” Manny towered over me, gripping my shoulders. I snatched away from him. “We broke up when you decided that you were gon’ do the tour with Yono. I told you straight up that wasn’t cool, and the shit made me feel uncomfortable, but you didn’t care.”

      “I came over here to tell you I wasn’t going to do it!” I screamed, feeling tears drip down my cheeks. Manny paused, mouth open, while staring down at me.

      “You ain’t?”

      “I wasn’t, meaning past-tense! But now that I know you don’t even give a fuck about me, I’m going to go!” I started toward my car, but I heard him coming after me.

      “Alivia!” He gripped my bicep. “I do give a fuck about you. I love you, I told you that!”

      “Then how do you already have a bitch claiming you? Huh? You don’t love me! If you did, you wouldn’t have been able to move on so quickly! Men have been asking me out, but I’ve been turning them down, when clearly I shouldn’t have been!”

      “Alivia, don’t leave. I can—”

      “Manuel! Come on, papi!” Nandy called him. Was she even Spanish? She was such a loser for that nickname.

      “No, stay with the bitch. I’m done with you, and I’m going on tour with my ex.” I slipped into my car then quickly shut the door before he could attempt to grab me again.

      He stood there as I cranked up, and even after I floored it, peeling off. And to think I almost stupidly sacrificed a life changing opportunity for love.

      That was our biggest problem as women; always putting our hopes and dreams on hold for a man when they’d never do the same for us. We were just supposed to fall in line and follow them wherever their dreams took them. But when it came to shit we wanted to do, we had to choose between that and them. Fuck that! I was about to make my money and say fuck Manny!
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        * * *

      

      Thursday evening… private jet tings…

      

      The car sent by Yono’s team had picked me up, and we were now unloading my bags from the trunk. I was a nervous wreck already, because I’d never done a personal deejay job before. I’d always done events, clubs, birthday parties, but never an actual concert, especially for someone at the level of Yono. What if I messed up? His fans would hate me.

      “Go ahead and walk, Miss Farms. I can carry everything for you.” The white man smiled at me, gesturing forward.

      I walked just as he’d asked, shivering a little because it was cold this evening. We made it to the back where I spotted Yono’s private jet, with the engine already running and ready to go. He was talking to someone who was dressed like a pilot, and as we made it closer, I looked around for his entourage. Where were they?

      “So it’s just us flying?” I quizzed Yono, hoping that wasn’t the case.

      “Yes, but my team is coming tomorrow.”

      “Shouldn’t they be coming now? The show is the day after tomorrow.”

      “They’re coming tomorrow, Alivia. Relax.” He touched my shoulder, smiling, and then started up the stairs to get onto the plane.

      Inhaling and exhaling sharply, I followed behind him then sat down where he told me to as the man who drove me brought my luggage on. The pilot went over a few things with us, mainly me, since I’d never flown privately before, and then he went to close up the plane.

      “You own this?” I buckled myself in then looked to Yono who was across from me.

      “Nah, I rent it.”

      “How much do you pay to rent it?”

      “Too damn much. I just don’t want to commit to buying a plane. And the price is even steeper.”

      “But it seems like you could’ve saved the money you spend to rent, to actually buy it.”

      Yono smirked then replied, “True. Love how smart you are, Alivia.” I just looked out of the window since the pilot was circling the runway now. “Want some champagne? Or something stronger?” He lifted a bottle, and when I nodded, he grabbed up some glasses.

      “Thanks.” I took the flute once it was full and enjoyed the crisp taste after I sipped it.

      “So I heard you got a boyfriend after me.”

      “Where did you hear that?”

      “I’m a well-connected nigga.” He shrugged. “So it’s true? Someone told me he’s Belly’s brother. I ain’t expect that from you.”

      “What’s wrong with me dating Belly’s brother?”

      “Belly has quite a reputation, and I’m sure his brother is the same type of nigga. When you come up together, you have the same ways.”

      “His brother is nothing like him. They were raised in separate households.” I drank some more champagne. “And you don’t have much room to speak on anyone’s reputation. I don’t want to talk about my ex though.”

      “Ex?” Yono grinned. “So that’s over with then?”

      “Yeah, it is. I’m happy to be single, and I plan to stay that way until I get my money up, and I meet a man who I believe is worthy of me.”

      Yono nodded with a smirk lingering on his face.

      “Would you be open to an ex being that man that’s worthy of you?” He touched my knee.

      “Depends.” I shrugged.

      “Well—”

      “I’m tired, and I’m about to take a nap. Wake me when we’re close to landing.” I unbuckled myself and then went to the back to lie down in one of the beds.

      Some odd hours later, I felt someone shaking me, and when I opened my eyes, I saw it was Yono. He reached his hand out to help me up, and then walked me to my seat to buckle up. About ten minutes later, we were landing, and two men met us on the runway to help us take our bags to the car.

      “Since you had a nap, you gon’ be awake for the night, right?” Yono inquired just as the truck pulled up to our big ass hotel. I could tell from the sight of the lobby that it was plush.

      “No, I’m still pretty tired.” I got out before the driver could even exit the truck himself to open the door for me.

      We gathered our bags then went to get our key cards for our rooms. I purposely got on a different elevator from Yono because I didn’t want him trying anything.

      I think the worst part of this all was that I was forcing myself to hate him instead of it coming naturally like it was supposed to.

      God help me.
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          That same night…

        

      

    

    
      “Look at this, man.” I palmed Blaise’s belly as she laid in bed next to me, wearing only a bra and panties. “He’s growing fast as fuck.”

      “I know. I’m already uncomfortable.” She smiled, placing her hand on top of mine.

      “Yo’ ass lied to me, you know that?” I got on top of her, pressing my palms into the bed to hold myself up.

      “About what?” She adjusted her legs, widening them for me so I could be completely between them.

      “You told me you was gon’ be fat as fuck and I wouldn’t be attracted to you. But I’m looking at yo’ lying ass, and you just as fine.” I kissed her lips slowly as she rubbed up and down my forearms.

      She blushed slightly before lifting up some to get her hair from up under her.

      “You’re just saying that because you have to.”

      “I don’t have to do shit. If I thought yo’ ass was unattractive, I’d let you know. You my girl. I ain’t about to have you out here looking busted as fuck to keep from hurting yo’ fucking feelings.”

      Blaise laughed.

      “So bellies are sexy?” She rubbed hers just before I leaned down to kiss it.

      “Nah, just yours.” I gazed into her pretty ass face for a moment then added, “I feel good as shit knowing my son is gon’ have you for a mother. If I didn’t do anything right in my damn life, at least I gave my kid a much better mama than I ever had.”

      “Aww, baby.” She sat up some so we could kiss hungrily for a little bit. Stopping, she whispered, “You never told me what happened when you went to talk with your mom. Was it bad?”

      Her question made me fall to the side so that I was lying on my back. As I stared up at the ceiling, getting mad as a muthafucka, remembering what happened the last time I saw my mama, Blaise nuzzled up to me. Feeling her stomach up against me made my hand gravitate toward it as if it had a mind of its own.

      “She was in the house with my pops, smiling and shit, just happy like he hadn’t left her for over a decade.”

      “He came back? Why?”

      Shrugging out of irritation, I replied, “I don’t fucking know. He ain’t come back because he loves her or no shit like that. It’s gon’ be the same as it was when I was a kid. He’s gon’ fuck with her until something new in a short skirt catches his attention.”

      “Maybe he changed. You said she seemed happy, right?”

      I looked down into Blaise’s face to see if her ass was serious.

      “No, he ain’t changed. I know that nigga.”

      “People think they know you, and you changed.” She touched the hair growing out of my chin. “Why don’t you try to see for yourself? And I’d like to meet your mom.”

      “I’m nothing like him.”

      “I know. You don’t have to tell me that. I can just see that being at odds with them, your mom especially, is bothering you, so I want it fixed. I don’t like anything bothering you.” She climbed on top of me and kissed my lips. When she sat up, she tousled her hair as I caressed her stomach.

      “That’s why I love yo’ ass.” I gripped her hips. “You know what’s been bothering me for a little minute?”

      “What?”

      “My hard dick. You can handle that for me right now.” I allowed it to peek through my boxers.

      “Cortez, I’m being serious.”

      “Me too. I’m yo’ nigga. You ain’t supposed to let me lay here with a hard ass dick, knowing you got some good wet shit to fix it.” Grabbing the waistband of her panties, I demanded, “Lift up.”

      She did as I’d told her, allowing me to pull her panties down before she got back in place, sliding down onto my dick.

      “Mmm,” she whimpered, palming my chest as her small frame shivered.

      “Fuck,” I grunted, pressing my head back into the pillow at the feeling of her insides. Pregnant pussy was no fucking joke.

      Blaise continued riding me, looking sexy as shit as sweat began to glide down her brown skin. Her long hair cradled her face as she gripped my sides for leverage, before tossing her head back. I watched her sexy, full lips part as moans and whimpers escaped them, before she came down on my dick.

      Sitting up, I hugged her body into mine while unhooking her bra and kissing her neck that smelled like some feminine but sweet shit. Making sure she was secure in my arms, I began moving her up and down a little faster, beating the pussy up to my liking. Blaise dug her nails into my back as she cried out, making my name sound like a fucking hymn.

      “Cortez,” she cried again before gyrating violently due to the orgasm tearing through her.

      “Shit,” I grunted, letting loose inside. After kissing on her wet collarbone for a little bit, I panted, “I already know as soon as this one comes out, it’s gon’ be another one in there.”

      “No, I’m going on birth control.” She breathed heavily before pecking me.

      “Go on birth control if you want to. My nut is powerful as fuck. That birth control ain’t got shit on some real thoroughbred hood nigga nut.”

      “What?” Blaise burst into laughter. “All semen is the same.”

      “White muthafuckas got semen; real niggas nut… and that’s what’s gon’ have yo’ ass pregnant again, birth control or not.”

      “That really makes sense to you, huh?” She cocked her head and then chuckled heartily when I nodded, before we resumed kissing.
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        * * *

      

      About 15 hours later…

      

      I’d woken up a little early this morning because I wanted to go meet Joan over on Rodeo. She was gon’ show me some new shit and see what out of it I wanted to give to Blaise.

      My girl had been working hard, all the while carrying my child and taking care of Island, so I wanted to get her something nice. I was holding off on jewelry simply because that muthafuckin’ ring on her finger needed some more time to shine. I didn’t spend almost half a million dollars on it for her to forget about it at the sight of some new earrings. Fuck that bullshit. That expensive muthafucka needed to be center stage for a few more months.

      I ended up buying her some purses, shoes, and accessories from Prada and Chanel, but as I was leaving where I met Joan, I stopped by Fendi to buy something small for my mama. I wasn’t gon’ go all out because she was liable to make me wanna slap the shit out of her ass, and I didn’t wanna blow racks on someone who I halfway didn’t fuck with.

      “Mr. Khalil, oh my, would you like some water or something?” one of the employees inside of Fendi greeted me.

      “Nah, I just want something for my moms. Like a purse, whatever females her age like.”

      “Oh, of course, we have plenty. I’m Amara, by the way. Your mother must be very fashionable if she wants a bag from Fendi.”

      “Nah, she’s just gon’ take whatever the fuck I give her, and y’all were the closest on my way out.”

      The woman nodded, still wearing that stupid ass smile, before she started showing me around the small ass store. I ended up letting her choose the bag because I knew nothing about this shit. I just knew what I liked to see on bitches, and that was as far as it went. I hated them big ass bags that looked like fucking carry-on luggage.

      “How much I owe you?”

      “No charge. Think of it as a gift from me.” She brought the wrapped-up purse out to me in a bag. “And if you have any problems, here is my card. Or, if you want to come shop again, let me know.”

      “So I can walk out the store with this shit and you ain’t gon’ call the police.”

      “No.” She laughed. “We take care of our clients, Mr. Khalil.”

      I nodded, taking the $3,000 bag that I’d gotten for free, and walked my ass out. I remembered my manager telling me that once you got to a certain level, most of this shit would be given to me because the brand got free promotion off of you wearing it.

      I started across the street, feeling people take pictures of me as others called my name or waved.

      As I trucked it up the hill, I spotted my father at the restaurant up top in the outdoor seating section. He was across from a woman, and she wasn’t my mother. This woman was chocolate, with golden hair, and my mama was light skinned with dark hair.

      Anger consumed my whole fucking being as I picked up my pace, ready to slap that fucking grin off this nigga’s face.

      “Who is this bitch, Pops?” I inquired.

      “Excuse me!” the woman replied, palming her chest. “Charles, is this your son?”

      “Yes, Raquel. My apologies.” My father put his hand out and then looked up at me. “We can discuss this later.”

      “Ain’t shit to discuss. I’m actually happy yo’ ass ain’t fucking with my mama no more. I knew it was only a matter of time before something new caught yo’ eye.”

      “We’re a lot alike, aren’t we?” He cheesed, making me snatch him up by his collar, causing the table to shake, glasses to fall, and Raquel along with others gasp.

      “Nigga, you couldn’t compare to me even if I was a strung-out ass crack head on Skid Row. You better stay with this fat neck ass bitch you’re sitting across from and away from my mama, or I’m gon’ beat yo’ ass like yo’ daddy should’ve.” I threw him back down into the chair, and he tried to titter off the embarrassment.

      “Don’t go upsetting ya mama with this!” he called after me when I turned around. “Ignorance is bliss, I’ve learned. Right, Raquel?” He looked to her, and she nodded, blushing like the hot link neck fool that she was. It was obvious she knew how my father got down and didn’t mind.

      Shaking my head, I proceeded to the elevator, ignoring the few fans who wanted pictures and autographs; I wasn’t in the mood.

      When valet brought my whip to me, I tipped the nigga and then tossed my bags in, driving straight to my mom’s place in Inglewood. Once parked, I grabbed her gift, leaving Blaise’s inside and wishing a nigga would try to break into my shit. If a few purses and shoes were worth his brains being scraped off the streets, then by all means.

      I nodded to say ‘what’s up’ to a few niggas I saw outside, then proceeded to my mom’s door. I heard music, so I knew she was still happy as fuck and still messing with my dad.

      “Oh, I didn’t expect you to ever return. Would you like to come inside, baby?”

      “Cortez is fine, and sure.”

      “Cortez, okay.”

      I immediately began surveying the place as she closed the door behind me. I hadn’t been inside here since I was eighteen years old, but she’d kept it up, despite her moods and inability to pay rent on time. The smell from the kitchen made my stomach grumble, but I’d shoot my own dick off before I ate here.

      “Let me talk to you, Christine.” I sat down on the nice couch, throwing my arm across the back as I held tightly onto the Fendi bag in my hand. I’d forgotten about it.

      “Sure. Let me just get my tea.” My mom used to always get told she looked like a young Vanessa Williams, and she still did. She could pass for being in her late thirties, and maybe younger had she not been so stressed half her fucking life due to my dad. “Okay, I’m back,” she announced as if I were blind then took a seat.

      “First, here.” I handed over the purse. I wanted her to have it before she pissed me off.

      “Oh, hone—Cortez, thank you.” She set her mug down and then dug inside. I felt myself smiling just a tiny bit seeing her light up as she opened the dust bag, but when I noticed, I nipped that shit in a bud. “So beautiful. It looks expensive too.”

      “It was.”

      “Thank you so much. I appreciate it. I can’t wait to wear it. I love that it’s neutral so I can put it with a lot of my outfits. In fact,” she got up and then rushed to the back where her bedroom was, “what do you think of it with this dress.”

      “I don’t know. Looks cool I guess.” I shrugged.

      She looked at it as it dangled from the hanger.

      “I think it’s perfect. Your father and I are going to dinner tonight, and this dress with that purse is going to be flawless.” She sat back down, lying the dress on the free couch.

      “Speaking of Charles, I saw him when I was just out getting the bag. He was with another bitch named Raquel.”

      “Oh.” My mom sipped her tea. “Was my purse the only thing you bought? Or did you get something for your beautiful fiancée? That proposal, baby— Cortez, was so sweet. Your father and I saw it on TV after your match.”

      “Christine, did you hear what the fuck I just said? He was with another woman, out to lunch, brunch, or whatever the fuck it is white folks call eating around this time.”

      “What do you want me to say?”

      “I don’t fucking know!” I barked. “Say you ain’t gon’ fuck with him no more! Be mad! Shit, something! Just don’t lock yaself up in that room to cry for days like usual!”

      “Listen.” She set her mug down after drinking some more of the tea. “I’ve been with your father for a very long time, Cortez. I’ve come to realize that if I want to be with him, I have to accept him the way that he is. He cannot be tied down, and the more I try to tie him down, the further apart we become.

      As long as he comes home to me, I’m fine. I wished I’d learned that back in the day, and we could’ve spent the last ten plus years together. Plus, he married me, and I have his only child.” She glowed, showing me her wedding ring as if I ain’t know they were married.

      “No you don’t. Manuel is his child.”

      “No, he isn’t.” She chuckled. “They got a DNA test long ago, and Charles was determined not to be the father.”

      “You believe that?” I frowned.

      “Yes I do. You wouldn’t know because you were just a toddler.” She drank her tea nonchalantly. “Thank you for the purse, sweetheart, but I’m going to go lie down. I want to be well rested for my dinner tonight.” She got up.

      “He don’t love you.” I shook my head. “If he did, he wouldn’t be doing this shit. You can say you don’t give a fuck, but you do. Nobody wants the person they love fucking with other people. I don’t give a fuck how goofy you are.”

      “He does love me, and do not say that. You have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      “I do. You think I don’t wanna be out fucking different bitches when I want to? But I don’t, because I love my girl, and I know being with her is more important than fifteen minutes of some new pussy, connected to a bitch I don’t give a fuck about.

      Not to mention, because I love her, I wouldn’t wanna be breaking her fucking heart and self-esteem because of another female. As her nigga, I’m supposed to do the opposite of that bullshit. I’m the main one in her life that should be making sure her ass is happy and confident as fuck.”

      “That’s sweet, but it won’t last. Once you get married, you’ll be acting just like you used to, so I don’t want to hear it.”

      “Aight.” I got up and grabbed the doorknob to leave.

      “Cortez, you see I’m happy. Just let me be happy.”

      Declining to face her ass or respond, I left out.
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        * * *

      

      A few days after…

      

      “Nice job today, Khalil.” Victor patted me on the back as I breathed heavily. “Those gunshots did virtually nothing to your stamina.”

      “Told y’all niggas.”

      Victor laughed, shaking his head.

      “I think it was because your mental was so strong, on top of your body. A lot of times when athletes get injured, all this stuff gets into their heads, making them feel and act weak. I never saw you doubt yourself, so that was surely a factor in your recovery.”

      “’Cause I’m that nigga.” I grinned, making him chortle. “Nah, but my girl helped me stay confident.”

      “She’s a good one.” He nodded. “Have you gon’ back to therapy? You know you have to get clearance so Carson can start setting up another fight.”

      “I know.” I shook my head. I wasn’t in the mood to see Sylvia’s ass again. “I’m gonna go. Just wanted some time to relax and be with my girl and baby; my unborn too.” I drank some more of my protein drink. “I’m ready to get that eight million, but I got some more business offers that I want to handle before my next fight.”

      “I’m proud of you, Khalil. I remember when you were just a shit talking knucklehead who had just won an Olympic medal and hadn’t fought one professional match yet.”

      We both laughed in unison.

      “I was cocky then.”

      “You were, but you talked shit with so much zeal that I began to believe you.”

      “Have I lost since?”

      “Not once. And now you’re a lineal champion.”

      “Crazy.”

      As Victor and I shot the shit some more, my phone began to ring. I looked down to see the number wasn’t stored. I usually wouldn’t answer, but with all this money being thrown my way, I didn’t want to miss shit.

      “Hello?”

      “Hi, is this a Cortez Khalil?”

      “Who is this?”

      “This is Dr. Daniels from Stokes Medical Center. We have your girlfriend here—”

      I quickly hung up on the nigga, grabbing my bag and running out of the fucking gym. I didn’t even have time to tell Victor a damn thing.

      Throwing my shit into the whip, I started it then sped out, driving the whole way shirtless, while ignoring my phone. I didn’t give a fuck about why she was there; I just needed to be by her ASAP.

      My fucking heart was pounding as all kinds of shit rushed through my mind. My kid was just fine; we just saw it at the doctor. If my son was gone, that bitch ass doctor was a dead hoe for not seeing whatever the fuck she was supposed to see when we last visited.

      When I got to Stokes, I parked right up front in the handicapped section, not giving a fuck, and then darted inside of the hospital. I noticed it was only two levels and looked different from normal humongous ass hospitals.

      Yanking my shirt down over my head, I said, “Aye, I’m Cortez Khali,l and—”

      “Right this way, Mr. Khalil.” A doctor approached, giving me that sympathetic smile white people always gave when seeing someone of color.

      I followed him down the hall and to a room, then took a deep breath before entering. What I saw when I stepped in made me want to punch the doctor as he shut the door behind me. Instead, I just stared, trying to remind myself that I had a lot to lose.

      “She took a bottle full of pills and slit her wrists in attempt to commit suicide. Thankfully, a neighbor who checks on her frequently, due to a crazy ex-boyfriend, found her before the results were fatal.

      We will be keeping her here for a little bit to do some evaluations, but you can stay to visit for a tiny while since she stated you’re her only family. I will leave you two alone for a moment.”  The nigga exited after a moment of silence when he realized I wasn’t gon’ say shit.

      “Hi, baby,” she said weakly, adjusting her sitting position before wincing in pain.

      Walking over to the hospital bed, I gripped the edges and spoke through clenched teeth, “Sienna, what the fuck is wrong with you?”

      “Nothing now that you’re here, baby—” She tried to touch my face, but I slapped the fuck out of her hand. “This is why I wanna die!” she screamed.

      “Shut yo’ stupid ass up with all that yelling ’fore I smother yo’ ass with a pillow.” I threatened, making her cower.

      “You haven’t answered my calls or texts. You don’t come to see me anymore. I want to die, Cortez. I don’t need to live anymore because you don’t want me.”

      I closed my eyes and sighed because this shit was blowing me. I’d always known Sienna was unstable as a muthafucka, but because I could always dick her down, I felt she’d be good. I never expected to meet Blaise, then be in love and shit, let alone be faithful, so I didn’t see this suicide attempt coming.

      I fell down into the chair next to her bed and just sat there thinking for a second.

      Putting my hands in the prayer position, I looked up to make eye contact with Sienna.

      “You know why I don’t fuck with you? Why I ain’t make you my main bitch?”

      “No,” she whimpered. “But tell me, and I can fix it.”

      “Because you’re weak as fuck. You a pretty bitch with a nice body and good pussy, but yo’ insides ain’t worth shit.”

      “I—”

      “You think niggas wanna fuck with females who would kill themselves because they ain’t fucking with ’em?” I let my eyebrows dip. “You see the type of nigga I am, and you thought I would want you by seeing that yo’ ass is a weakling?”

      “I thought you love—”

      “I don’t. I had love for you, but seeing you like this, I don’t even have that shit no more. I thought you had some muthafuckin’ sense, but you ain’t got shit but a nice ass shell.”

      “I know.” She began sobbing into her hands. I felt bad as fuck, but only a small bit. Sienna was cool and gave me the least problems; however, she needed to hear this shit to shape the fuck up. “I just didn’t want to be here without you.”

      “You gon’ have to. You killing yo’self ain’t gon’ make me want you to suck my dick no more than usual. You would’ve murked yaself and guess what? I would’ve went home to lay up with Blaise after ya fucking funeral.” I got up.

      “I hate hearing her name. It just, ugh!” she hollered through tears. “I hate seeing her pictures on social media, I hate her TV show, I hate you for loving her, I just hate her!”

      Leaning down into Sienna’s face while gripping the headboard and side panel of the bed, I whispered, “Keep up the theatrics, Sienna, and you won’t have to kill yo’ fucking self because I will. And it won’t be no peaceful shit like pills, because I’ll tie yo’ ass up in a warehouse and play Operation with a chainsaw and some pliers.”

      “What is all this screaming?” The doctor rushed in.

      “No! No! No!” Sienna yelled, scratching my neck with her long ass nails.

      “Bitch.” I gripped the fuck out of her neck out of reflex, but then let go, remembering where I was. “Let me get the fuck up out of here before I hurt her. Don’t call me no more about this unstable ass female. I ain’t her nigga,” I let the doctor know before leaving.

      I made it home about thirty minutes later and went straight to the shower since I’d left the gym for Sienna’s stupid ass. Once out, I heard Island and Blaise in the kitchen, so I slipped on some boxers, sweats, and socks before joining.

      “Smoothie?” Blaise handed me some green shit.

      “Smoothie?” Island repeated, making me cheese at her.

      “Nah, it looks nasty as fuck.”

      “Don’t hurt my feelings. It’s good for you. Drink it.” She fixed Island’s shirt as she sat on the large, circular counter in the middle of the kitchen.

      Taking it, I sipped it, and since it wasn’t bad, I polished it off.

      A smiling Blaise walked over to me, tossing her arms around my neck before pressing her lips against mine.

      “What the fuck is this?” She touched the scratch on my neck.

      “I—”

      “Because it looks like another bitch was getting fucked and scratched you in the midst.”

      “How you know you ain’t do it?”

      “Because some cheap ass nails did this! Not me!” she barked. I should’ve known her FBI ass would see this after she found a single eyelash in my hospital bed and blew the fuck up.

      “Long story short, Sienna tried to kill herself and told the hospital I was her nigga. When they called and said my girlfriend was there, I assumed it was you and went. We had a conversation, and her demented ass clawed me.” I caressed Blaise’s belly as I spoke.

      “I tried, but I’m adding her to my list of ass whoopings. And see what happens when you give out this dick?” She kissed me.

      “I ain’t realize it was hitting that hard.”

      “It is. That’s why I’m pregnant.”

      We both laughed.

      “That’s not all me. That good ass pussy made me fuck around and become a daddy.”

      Again, we chuckled before kissing a few times.

      “You been daddy,” Blaise cooed against my lips.

      “Daddy!” Island looked to me, smiling brightly, repeating after us. “Daddy! Daddy! Daddy! Hi, Daddy!”

      Blaise and I both stared at her for a minute before regaining eye contact.

      I wasn’t tripping, but I knew Blaise was.
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      I felt like shit, but I was going to go see Helen today because she didn’t want to leave the house until her nose healed. Blaise had done some serious damage, to the point where Helen had to get surgery to correct the bone or something of that nature. Shit, all I knew was that it was bad, and she had to go under the knife.

      I honestly didn’t feel like going to sit up in her house and listen to her mope and complain. But since I did her dirty by leaving her in the lion’s den, I was going to suck it up.

      Once I was dressed and had my new cute sweater from Givenchy on, I checked my belly out in the mirror. It was so round and perfect, making me smile. I’d planned to wait until the birth to find out my baby’s gender, but I wanted to know now, so I’d scheduled an appointment for later this afternoon.

      Seeing my belly made me happy, not only because I loved my child, even though I didn’t know I wanted one until it was already in there, but also because it was gonna guarantee its mommy a check.

      My phone rang, making me drop my sweater to cover my stomach. I saw Ian was calling, so I sat down on my bed to answer.

      “Hey.”

      “Hey, baby, how you feeling?”

      “I’m fine, I guess. I thought you were coming to LA yesterday so that we could go find out the gender together?”

      “Right, shit. I forgot to book my ticket with all this shit going on. But just text or call me to tell me what it is. Or we can FaceTime in there.”

      “No, Ian. My doctor doesn’t allow cell phones in the room when using equipment.” I dropped my head. I felt like I was about to cry.

      “Aight, then text it—”

      “It’s not the same!” I burst into tears. I’d never been a crier, but now I guess I was. “This is something we’re supposed to do together! And what did you even get caught up with?”

      “Business. Look, baby, I have to go, but I should be home very soon, and I promise I will make this up to you. What you want, a Rolex, Patek, Richard Mille, or all three?”

      “It doesn’t matter,” I replied sadly. For the first time in my life, a luxury watch didn’t excite me.

      “Aight, I’ll surprise you. I love you.”

      “Love you too.” I hung up the phone.

      I dabbed my eyes and then fixed the makeup surrounding that area before leaving.

      I got to Helen’s place in West Hollywood. It was a beautiful condo that she’d convinced her ex to buy her in exchange for not telling his wife about them. In the end, she reneged, sending all the tea to the blogs when he tried to later cut her off.

      “Damn, took you forever to answer the door.” I turned my lip up as soon as she answered.

      “Sorry. I feel terrible.”

      “It’s just your nose, bitch.” I shut the door behind myself as she walked like a decrepit back to her couch.

      “I know that, but medication affects the whole body.” She damn near fell onto the couch, sighing. By the time I sat next to her, she was reaching for a bottle of white wine, filling up two glasses.

      “Should you be drinking while taking medication? And I have a whole human growing in my stomach. I can’t indulge.”

      “Fuck that medication, and sorry, I forgot. This whole fiasco has me all over the place.” She gulped some down, then refilled her glass with the one she’d poured for me. “I hate you for leaving me.”

      “I’m sorry, but all I thought about was my baby. I wasn’t about to lose my child in a club brawl.”

      “I get it.” She stared at her flat screen as she took another sip.

      “So what happened?” I placed my Louis on the coffee table. “I mean, after she broke your nose.”

      “I swung on her but missed, then when I fell to the ground, I heard voices before I passed out. The last thing I remembered as I lied on the floor was her threatening me, and my head pounding like a club speaker. I almost thought Belly’s ass had hit me.”

      We both laughed heartily.

      “Shit, he may be teaching her ass some things. Then again, Blaise has always packed a punch.”

      “Yeah, she had your ass dazed and confused with your lace front hanging off.”

      “Ha ha, bitch.” I sat back, staring Helen down. “So what are you going to do about it?”

      “About what?”

      “Her hitting you. I mean, look at you. How are you going to catch a new nigga? And you know, your nose makes your face. If when you take that white shit off and look like a whole new person, you may never fuck with a rich nigga again.”

      I watched Helen ponder.

      “True. Shit, you, Mindy, and Blaise all got babies by and rings from ballers. I’m the only one still waiting.” She stared at her floors. “What should I do?”

      “I would press charges. Blaise is coming into a lot of money, honey, and I don’t just mean child support. She’s got that TV show, and I just saw an article that said she was promoted to series regular.”

      “So I should sue her?”

      “Absolutely. Get as much money as you can. That’s the price celebrities have to pay when they assault people.”

      “You know what, bitch, you’re right. Why should I let that hoe get away with breaking my damn nose?”

      “You shouldn’t.”

      “You should sue too for when she beat you up.”

      “No, I’m stressed enough as it is. Plus, I have Ian on top of my own money, so I’m good for now.”

      Hell, I wasn’t about to press charges on anybody. I was scared enough, worrying about Blaise finding me, so I wasn’t about to poke the bear. Not to mention, I still had a sliver of hope that she and I would become friends again, so suing her would dead that for good.

      “Makes sense. As for me, I’ll be calling my lawyer soon.”

      I smirked in response then watched Helen pour more wine into her glass.

      She and I chatted for a while until it was about an hour before my appointment, so I left.

      I wanted to get my usual vanilla bean Frappuccino from Starbucks, so I needed enough cushion in time for that. As I waited impatiently for my delicious drink, I felt my phone buzzing, so I removed it from my purse. The number wasn’t a stored contact, but I answered anyway since it was local.

      “This is Nichole.”

      “How you gon’ get a restraining order against me when we’re about to have a baby together?”

      Taking my drink from the bar, I stabbed my straw down into it then took a sip before walking away.

      “Will, you are not supposed to call me.”

      Ian had pulled some strings so that I was able to get the TRO.

      “I know that. That’s why I’m using a random person on the street’s phone. Now I get that you want to be a happy family with Ian, but you can’t, not unless he’s cool with me raising my kid.”

      “The kid is not yours, Willem, how many times do I have to tell you this?” I whined, getting into my car.

      “You don’t know that. We won’t know until a DNA test is taken, Nichole. You just don’t want it to be mine.”

      “Negro, I got pregnant the week before I fucked you. It is not yours. I lied to you because I wanted your money. If I spoke French, I would tell you in that language too, but English is my only native. It is not your baby!”

      “You got any appointments coming up that I need to make?”

      Him asking me that almost made my heart stop. The fact that he wanted to be a part of things like a man should, made me wish he were the daddy. But unfortunately, I’d gotten what I’d wished for: to be pregnant by a rich and famous nigga that bought me anything I wanted. I forgot to ask for love, quality time, kindness, and care.

      “I’m about to go find out the gender, but Will, please stop it. You aren’t my baby’s father, and I’d like you to leave me alone. When it gets here, I will gladly let you take a DNA to see for yourself, but it’s Ian’s.”

      “You’re about to find out the gender? How, when that nigga is in Colorado?”

      Will’s comments only made me feel worse.

      “Mind your damn business. And if you call me again, I’m going to the police!” I hit the red end button.

      I relaxed in my car and drank my whole Frappuccino. By the time I was done, I had twenty minutes to make my appointment, so I left, thinking the whole way. The one thing I thought would make me happy was doing the exact opposite.

      I parked at the doctor and then went inside to check in. I waited about five minutes before going to the back where I got ready to see what I was having. I felt embarrassed being there alone, but I wasn’t going to cancel my appointment because of Ian’s trifling ass.

      “How do you feel about having a baby girl?” My doctor removed her gloves. “Little girls are so cute.”

      “They are, especially when they grow hair long enough to style.” I smiled, looking down at the picture she’d given me. I wanted my daughter to be nothing like me or any of my friends.

      I couldn’t stop looking at the sonogram photo, even when I was out of the office and inside of my car. Taking a picture with my iPhone, I sent it off to Ian.

      Me: It’s a baby girl.

      Ian: She’s perfect already. I love you.

      I smiled at his text but didn’t reply. I didn’t feel loved and wasn’t going to say it back.

      I drove myself home, and once there, I turned on some Aaliyah then started on a late lunch for myself.

      After putting everything in the oven, I turned on Netflix to pass time, but of course, my phone bothered me. I saw I had a message from Mindy, so I opened it.

      Mindy: Do you know her? The streets are saying she fucks with Ian, and she’s posting that she’s in Colorado at the moment.

      My heart sank down to my stomach as I looked at the picture of the Instagram thot. Immediately, I went to Instagram to type in her profile name to look her up. Seeing her half naked pictures made me miss my body. And the fact that she was possibly fucking Ian killed my self-esteem even more.

      I watched her story, and she surely was in Colorado earlier today, and there wasn’t shit in Colorado, so what was she there for? Bitches like her only went to three places: Atlanta, Miami, and LA.

      I went back to the girl’s profile because I was still in shock, then tapped her story again. She’d added something new, claiming she couldn’t wait until the Los Angeles Chargers played again. She then said her favorite number was six, Ian’s jersey number. That was all I needed.

      I knew bitches like her, always posting little things to let people know who your nigga was or who you were fucking. Keeping it subtle but loud was the name of the game; I used to be one of those too.

      I left the app, went to my recent calls, and tapped Ian’s name. I was so upset that I swore I felt my baby move, so I gripped my belly and took a deep breath as the line trilled.

      “Aye, is everything good?” Ian answered, and I felt like he was whispering.

      “Why are you talking so lowly!”

      “I’m not. I’m talking regularly, but why are you yelling? You sound upset. You aight?”

      “Who is…” I pulled my phone away and quickly switched back to Instagram to see her name, “Jessica Mae?”

      His silence made me want to throw up.

      “W-who?” he finally quizzed late as hell.

      “Jessica Mae! The bitch that’s up there in Colorado with you!” I screamed, standing up.

      “Nichole, calm the fuck down. Ain’t nobody here for or with me. Now some of my teammates have females here.”

      “No, I don’t believe you,” I whimpered. “Why is she saying her favorite number is your jersey number?”

      “Maybe she’s a fan. Look, Nichole, calm down before you have the baby too early.”

      “You don’t fucking care about me or this baby, so stop acting like it!” I was sobbing so violently that I couldn’t make out a thing due to my blurry vision. “You don’t care.” I dropped onto the couch.

      I felt pathetic. All the bitches I used to laugh at when I saw them hurt over a nigga, and now I had become one of them. I used to not care about fucking a man that was taken, as long as he wasn’t married, because I felt like a girlfriend or fiancée meant nothing. But here I was, just a fiancée, and the pain from knowing Ian was cheating on me hurt badly.

      “Baby, I do care. It’s just, I got a lot of shit going for me, and to make the money I make, I can’t always be there. Any nigga that can lay up under you all day is broke.”

      “I have to go.”

      “Nichole!”

      I hung up the phone and just cried. On top of all this pain, I had no friends to vent to. Helen was too much of a bird to understand.

      Feeling desperate, I grabbed my iPhone from my lap and tapped Blaise’s name. She’d followed me recently after unfollowing for a while, but I knew it was to find my location.

      I’d been friends with Blaise for a minute, so she couldn’t fool me. She wanted to catch me slipping. Thankfully, I didn’t go many places now that I was walking around with a belly full of human, so I’d been safe. But right now, I needed her, and if she wanted to punch me then I’d let her. I just hoped my sob story would convince her not to, because the bitch hit like she had the same occupation as her man.

      “Yes?” she answered.

      “Hi, are you busy?”

      “Why?”

      “I wanted to know if you could come over to talk. I’m really sad, and I need a real friend, even though I haven’t been one to you.”

      Silence.

      “When?”

      “Umm, right now, if that’s okay. I know being pregnant, it’s hard to just get up and go, but I’d appreciate it. I will make it worth your while. I’m cooking dinner. It’s steak, sweet potatoes, and green beans.”

      “Hmm. Okay, I can come.”

      “Great! I’ll be waiting!”

      She hung up without replying, but I didn’t mind. I went to check on my food, and since it still needed time, I started to make this non-alcoholic sparkler that I’d been loving. It felt just like you were having a cute cocktail on the beach in Miami, which I wouldn’t be able to do for a while, so I was obsessed with these.

      By the time the sparkler was finished and the food was cooling, I heard my doorbell. I checked myself out in the mirror out of habit, but then stopped when I remembered who it was.

      “Hey, wow, you look beautiful.” I smiled, allowing Blaise in.

      She did look nice; I wasn’t just ass kissing. She had on some blue one piece that was tight around the body and off the shoulders. She carried her belly well, much better than when she was pregnant with Island. She was just a tub of butter with that child.

      “Where is the food?” she immediately asked.

      “Right. Sit down, and I will make the plates.”

      Blaise said nothing as she took a seat, so I hurriedly fixed the dishes and drinks, before wheeling them out on this cute wooden cart I’d purchased on Amazon. I set everything down, and then joined her on the couch.

      “I’ll take this one.” She took the plate that was in my lap and then swapped our drinks.

      “Seriously? I may be a bad friend, but I wouldn’t poison you.” I mean, yeah, I would fuck your nigga, but I wouldn’t kill a bitch.

      Again, she said nothing as she sipped the drink.

      “What is this?”

      “A fruit sparkler. Good, huh?”

      “It’s okay,” she lied. I knew she was lying because that shit was bomb! Why else would she ask? “What did you want to talk to me about?” She began eating, so I did the same.

      “I found out that Ian is cheating on me.”

      “So what. You’re possibly having another man’s baby. Be happy he even proposed to you.”

      Dumbfounded, I began to stutter. “No-I-I’m not having anyone else’s baby but his. Will thinks it’s his, so I’m sure that’s what he told Priscilla and what she told you, but it’s a lie. Ian is his father.”

      “Humph.” She ate some more. “So either dump him or shut up about it. What do you want me to do?”

      I felt like crying, hearing Blaise talk to me this way.

      “I— I don’t want you to do anything. I just thought you’d understand because of Five-Star.”

      Blaise laughed. “Girl, Ian is a saint compared to Jelani. You wanna feel some pain while pregnant, have a baby with him. You’ll be wishing you had Ian back, flaws and all.”

      “True. Is Five-Star’s dick even good? I mean all the shit he puts women through, I would hope it is.”

      “It is. Fucking is the only thing I have no complaints on with him.”

      I laughed, nodding my head.

      We ate some more of our food for a couple minutes in silence.

      “I’m having a girl,” I blurted. Blaise nodded, staring down at her food as she forked it before stuffing it into her mouth. “I’m sorry about all the things I’ve done. I don’t know what was wrong with me, but this baby is changing me. The thought of a friend of mine purposely trying to sleep with Ian would break my heart, so I really want to apologize.”

      “Soon as you drop your baby, girl, you’ll be on the same shit.”

      I had nothing else to say, so we finished our food and drinks without speaking a word. I took our plates and glasses into the kitchen, and since she agreed to a donut, I brought out two.

      “Thanks for coming, Blaise. I know you didn’t want to, but I’m happy you did. I hope that eventually I can earn your friendship back because I need it. I feel so miserable with all this going on.”

      Shoving the last piece of donut into her mouth, she smirked and replied, “You know what I used to do when Jelani would have me depressed and crying while pregnant?”

      “What?”

      Please don’t say anything bitchy.

      “Take a nice, hot bubble bath. Do you have any bubble bath here?”

      “I have a LUSH bubble bar.”

      “Even better.” Standing, she said, “I can run it for you… to make up for how I was a few moments ago. I was just trying to be mean.”

      “I know and it’s okay. But yeah, sure, you know where the bathroom is.”

      Smiling, Blaise turned on her heels to head to my bathroom. I sat back smiling as I polished off my donut, before grabbing another. About ten minutes later, Blaise called out for me, so I rushed to my bedroom to undress and put on a robe.

      “There you go. Let me get out so you can enjoy.” Blaise stepped around me.

      “Once I’m in the tub, you can come back in.”

      “Okay, let me know when.”

      When Blaise left out, I dropped my robe and then submerged my body into the warm bubbly water. She was right; this felt so nice and relaxing. It made me wonder why I didn’t use this luxurious bathtub for all it was worth.

      “Come in, B!”

      Blaise entered and then sat down on the closed toilet top.

      “We’ve been friends for a long time.” She stared at the wall across from her.

      “Yep. That’s why I don’t want to let it go.”

      “And I’ve never been one to really fight over a man, until I met Cortez. I just love him so much, and I don’t want anyone trying to touch him, let alone fuck him.” She finally looked my way.

      “I hear you. I was into him before you even paid him any mind, so I think that’s what I got caught up in.”

      Rising up, she replied, “When I came over here, I thought of beating your ass as soon as you opened the door.”

      “Well I’m… happy you didn’t.” I was starting to get scared because she was inching closer to the tub.

      “It’s because I’ve realized that you’re not the type of bitch to learn her lesson with an ass whooping, are you, Nichole?”

      “I don’t—”

      “No, you’re not.” She shook her head. She was super close now, her belly about to poke my forehead. “I think someone would have to kill you for you to learn.”

      “Blaise! Blaise!” I hollered when she picked up my radio nearby. “Ah!” I screeched, jumping out of the bathtub just as she dropped it in.

      This bitch was a psycho!

      “Told you Cortez was off limits.” Her voice was calm as she chased my naked ass out of the bathroom. I heard her snatch a knife from my bar counter, and when I glanced over my shoulder, she had sure enough drawn one.

      “Ah!” I cried out in pain when she sliced across my back.

      Collapsing onto the couch back first, I grabbed my belly, aching in pain.

      Standing over me as I felt blood seeping from my back, Blaise clenched her perfect teeth. “Let me find out you’ve done anything or have been a part of trying to or convincing someone else to fuck my man. From this day forward, you’d better cancel any plans or schemes you have that involve Cortez Khalil, or I will perform an emergency C-section on your ass then bury you alive. You got it?”

      “Yes, yes, I got it.” I nodded repeatedly, eyes darting from her to the knife that had some of my blood on the very tip.

      “Great.” She smiled, setting the knife down on the coffee table. “You have a goodnight, Nichole, and thanks for the food.”

      I was paralyzed as she left my house because I couldn’t believe her ass. She was right; beating my ass wouldn’t do the trick, but attempting to murder me the way she just had, had definitely worked. Belly was fine, but he wasn’t worth all of this crazy, psycho, murderous shit Blaise was on.

      Talk about what a bitch would do for the dick.
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      Now that Rafi had pretty much moved out, I felt confident enough to do me. Sly and I had been getting to know one another a little bit with texts here and there, plus a few phone calls.

      He seemed like a nice guy, and that surprised me because his demeanor on social media came off totally different. I thought he was an arrogant and flashy asshole, but he was chill and very sweet. Maybe he was just being that way to bait me, but I didn’t care; it wasn’t like I planned to marry his ass. He was cute, wasn’t broke, had no weird fetishes that I knew of, and was sweet, so I was going to keep talking to him.

      Tonight, he and I were going out on a date. The times we did talk on the phone, it was smooth and not awkward at all, so I wasn’t the least bit nervous tonight. The only thing about him that I was leery of was his status.

      I was so over men in the public eye, because they all felt like they deserved special privileges because of who they were. Not to mention, every little thing in your relationship was watched under a microscope then broadcasted for the world to see.

      For instance, it was hard enough having to hear Rafi’s songs every time I turned the radio on or went to the club. Then to make matters worse, I had to see every damn gossip page on Instagram, tagging us and reporting on our breakup, plus every move we made after. Shit like that made me wish I was a normal person that could break up with a nigga and not know shit he got into once I did. But hell, I’d known every little hoe Rafi had been linked to, thanks to the media.

      “Where you going!” I heard Penni’s little voice in my bedroom.

      Turning away from the mirror, I smiled seeing her adorable self in her onesie, pouting. She was a toddler but acted like she was my same age.

      “Excuse me, what are you doing awake?” I started toward her.

      “Not sleepy,” she replied as soon as I picked her up.

      “Yes you are. And your bed is so comfy. I wish I could have that bed to sleep in.” I tickled her, and she began giggling.

      “You leave then Daddy come?”

      “No. I told you daddy had to go on vacation. But Grandma Two is here to make sure you’re okay.”

      “I want my daddy.”

      I just stared into Penni’s perfect chocolate face before rubbing her curly hair back.

      “I know, baby. Soon, okay? If you go back to bed, we can go to the nail shop tomorrow.”

      “Promise?”

      “Of course. Don’t I always give you what I say I will?” I started walking back toward her bedroom.

      “No.”

      I laughed, surprised by her answer.

      “When did I not?”

      “Y-you say you let me drink when I get big.”

      “You’re not big yet.”

      “Yeah, huh! My party passed already.”

      I kissed her cheek and said, “Okay.”

      Taking Penni downstairs with me, I entered the kitchen then placed her on the counter top.

      “What’s going on?” My aunt Vivian walked in, seeing me pour some beer into one of Penni’s old small cups.

      “Just following in my mother’s footsteps.” I set the beer bottle down then handed the cup to Penni. “Here you go, baby.”

      Penni happily took it, gulped some beer, and screamed as she dropped it right onto the floor. My aunt Vivian and I began laughing, making Penni burst into tears.

      “Aww, come here, baby.” My aunt walked over, but I grabbed Penni myself to console her.

      “See, you don’t like drinks.” I kissed her round face until she stopped sobbing, lying her head on my shoulder. “You want another one.”

      “No!” Penni hollered angrily, making my aunt and I laugh again before I handed her over so she could go to bed.

      As my aunt put Penni to sleep, I rushed back up to my bedroom to finish getting ready. Sly said he’d be picking me up at 8:30 p.m., and it was already 7:15. By the time the clock read 8:20 p.m., I was ready and looking perfect, so I checked my phone. Sly said he was pulling up a couple minutes ago, so I quickly replied to let him know I was coming out.

      I kissed my now sleeping kids goodbye, and then let my aunt know I might possibly be home late.

      When I got outside, I saw a Wraith that I knew housed Sly. Before I even got to it, he’d exited the driver’s side to come around and open my door.

      “Hi.” I gave him a closed mouth smile as we hugged.

      “Sup. Damn you look… perfect.” He stepped back, holding my hands as he surveyed me.

      My dress was white, very tight, and short. I wore some white Louboutin sandal heels to match. I’d decided to get my curly hair pressed to switch things up, and I guess Sly enjoyed the alternate version of me.

      “I don’t know about perfect, but thank you.”

      He chuckled before opening the door to his very expensive car for me. I waited for him to join me, and once he did, we pulled off.

      “Any type of music you enjoy specifically? You seem pretty open.”

      “How do you know? We’ve never discussed music.”

      Glancing at me with a smile, making his hazel eyes light up, he replied, “I’ve watched your dance videos that you post on the gram.”

      “Oh,” I groaned. “I don’t always get to pick the songs, but I do like most of the ones I dance to, so I guess I am pretty open.” We laughed together. “So the night in the club wasn’t the first time you saw me?”

      “Nah.” He shook his head, entering the freeway. “I’d seen you a few times on those gossip Instagram pages, and just on the explore page dancing. I knew you were a friend of Five-Star’s baby mama too.”

      “Oh, okay, and her name is Blaise. You know that.”

      “I do. My apologies.” He smiled, and I returned the gesture. “She got a whole new man too, so I’m really out of line, huh?”

      “Yes, you are.” I chuckled, and he joined me. “Especially because he does not play about her.”

      “I already know. That nigga Belly is wild.”

      Again, we snickered together and then continued on with our conversation for the rest of the ride. We decided to eat at CUT, this restaurant inside of the Four Seasons hotel in Beverly Hills. I’d never been before, but according to Sly, it was owned by the chef Wolfgang Puck.

      “This is such a pretty place,” I whispered to him as the hostess took us to our reserved table.

      “Pretty place for a pretty girl.”

      I felt myself blushing, just as Sly pulled my chair out for me to sit down. He was so handsome and sweet, that there had to be something wrong with him. The waitress approached soon after, and Sly ordered a bottle of wine, my choice, which she brought back along with some glasses.

      “So what’s wrong with you? Do you have any crazy exes? Psycho baby mamas? A wife?”

      Laughing, Sly placed his wine glass down and shook his head.

      “I only have two exes; one lives in France with her husband, and the other definitely doesn’t want me.”

      “The ending of those relationships were your fault then.”

      “Yeah.” He nodded. Intertwining his fingers and placing them under his chin, he added, “The one who is in France, she wanted the whole marriage and kids thing, but at the time, I wasn’t in a place financially where I felt like I should be starting a family and taking a wife. She didn’t understand that, so we broke up. The other one was just a high school girlfriend that I cheated on constantly, but I was a kid.”

      “I see. So now do you want a family?”

      “Definitely now. I have money and the means to do all that. I got property, CD’s, all that stuff to make sure no matter what happens, my family will be taken care of. Back then, I was barely making $1,000 a month, so I wasn’t about to be getting married and having babies and shit.”

      I nodded, listening.

      “That’s actually pretty smart. I have two kids, as you know, and I was very young with my first, but it was an accident and their father was rich, so it was fine.”

      “Fine financially, right?”

      “Yeah. I mean, I would have liked to have kids when I was a bit older, like this age, but I should’ve thought about that before I climbed in that bed.”

      “You wanna have more or are you done?”

      “Not done. I think two more is my max.”

      “Okay, cool. If you said you were done, I was gon’ leave yo’ ass at this table.”

      We cackled, just as the waiter returned with our appetizer and to take our orders. Dinner was really good, great actually, and surprisingly, I wasn’t ready for it to end. So when Sly asked me if I wanted to chill at this lounge to have a cocktail, I quickly agreed.

      Once inside of the lounge, we got ourselves a section so we could drink our cocktails in peace.

      “So Sly, what made you go by your last name instead of your first name?”

      He’d told me when we talked on the phone that his name was Markis Sly.

      “I mean, I played football in high school and college, and in sports, they always call you by your last name, so the shit just stuck.”

      “You played in both high school and college? You must have been good.”

      “I was but I was stupid as fuck. When I got to college, I let the partying and all that shit distract me from school, and since my grades were shit, I couldn’t play. Instead of working to boost them back and get on the team, I just dropped out.”

      “Wow. But at least you found something that’s making you great money from the looks of it.”

      “Thank God.”

      We grinned at one another, just as a figure appeared at the entrance of our section. When I looked, my heart dropped at the sight of Rafi. Why was he here? How did he even know I’d be here?

      “This what we doing, Sly?” Rafi crossed his hands at his waist.

      “Man, relax.”

      “Relax for what? All the business I don’ brought yo’ ass, and the first thing you do is try to steal my girl?”

      “I’m not your girl, Rafi.” I finally spoke up. He was not about to be around here treating me like his property, trying to be Five-Star number two.

      “Shut yo’ ass up!” Rafi hissed, looking like if he wasn’t famous and if I weren’t a woman, he’d snatch a knot in me.

      “Don’t be telling her to shut up. Like she said, she ain’t yo’ girl, and we ain’t friends, so if I wanna date her, I can do that,” Sly explained coolly. I was so happy he wasn’t getting rowdy with Rafi because nothing was worse than being in the midst of two big ass niggas fighting.

      “Oh, you can do that, huh?” Rafi eased in, his flunkies behind him.

      I set my drink on the table when Sly rose up, causing the men to be face to face. Before I could even intervene to talk some sense into one of them, Rafi shoved Sly who came back and punched him. The men began going at it, Rafi winning at some points and Sly at others.

      “Oh my gosh! What the fuck! Break this up!” I hollered at Rafi’s flunkies, the ones who stayed up in my house, eating all my damn food a lot of nights.

      Immediately, they did as I asked, pulling the two men apart finally. Security ran over right when that happened, and probably on purpose with their lazy asses.

      “Priscilla, take yo’ ass home!” Rafi roared, snatching from his friends, who only regained hold of him.

      “Fuck you!” I shouted, somewhat hiding behind Sly.

      Rafi stared me down, and I knew he wanted to kill me. To make things worse, when Sly sat down, I did the same, cupping his face lovingly to inspect the small injuries he had. I knew Rafi was burning up inside, but that’s what his ass gets for cheating on me and giving me an STD.

      “I got you! Shady ass bitch!” Rafi barked before bustling through and out of the lounge.

      “I am so sorry about that, Markis. You probably don’t even like me anymore, huh?”

      He looked to me with a serious expression and then chuckled.

      “I do like you. I like you more now. If he’s willing to pull up on niggas, you must be worth it.”

      I smiled, happy that Rafi hadn’t ruined what little Sly and I had built.

      “Okay, good. I guess we should call it a night for now. We can see one another tomorrow?”

      “Aight. We can go to lunch or something.” He stood up then reached his hand down to help me do the same.

      We left the lounge, and the ride home wasn’t awkward at all. We talked normally, and at one point, I’d forgotten about Rafi’s little show.

      “See you tomorrow.” I kissed Sly’s cheek once he helped me out of his car.

      “Can’t wait.”

      We gave one another smiles before I started toward my door to go inside. I closed it behind me and leaned up against it, smiling way too hard, but a loud knock jolted me.

      Scared, I looked into the camera screen and was surprised to see Will right on my porch.

      “Sure, come in,” I said to him since as soon as I opened the door, he slipped inside. He looked good in black jeans, a red long-sleeved Polo, and some Gucci sneakers with red and blue stripes. He smelled even better, and his Rolex watch was the perfect little touch.

      Running his hand over his beautiful curly hair, he asked, “Who was that?”

      “A friend.” I locked the door then waved for him to follow me to the kitchen. I didn’t want my aunt Vivian hearing us.

      “He ain’t look like no friend to me. Looks like he’s trying to be yo’ nigga.” Will sat at the bar as I put my glass tea kettle on the stove to warm up.

      “I mean, it could lead to that; it’s very possible. But right now, he and I are just friends.”

      “No, it can’t lead to that, because me and you are gon’ be together.”

      “Wil—”

      “Don’t Will me. I’m working on myself like you fucking asked, and I expect you to be my woman when this shit is squared away.”

      “You just have too much going on for me.”

      “Not really. This addiction is getting kicked, and Nichole isn’t gon’ be a problem. She says it ain’t my baby, and I’m starting to believe her ass.”

      “She told you it isn’t yours? I thought you said she told you it was yours or that it was possible.”

      “She did, but she explained to me that it was a lie in order to use me for my coins. I ain’t believe her because I know she wants to walk down the aisle with old boy, and having my baby would dead that. But it seems like the nigga is barely there for her, and she’s still saying it ain’t mine.”

      I admit, hearing he probably wasn’t the father made me feel good. I liked Sly a lot, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to be with Will. I hated that I did.

      “Dionne told me you two are back together.”

      When he dropped his head to massage his eyes, before regaining eye contact, I shook my head and scoffed.

      “Priscilla, she caught me at a bad time. I’d just found out about you still fucking with yo’ baby daddy, and she was comforting me. So when she suggested we rekindle, I agreed.”

      “Oh my gosh.” I cut the stove off once my kettle began whistling.

      “I thought we were done! You went back to that nigga! What was I supposed to do, sit home and pray that you changed your mind?”

      “I don’t know! When we started this, you knew I had a family!”

      “Yeah, and I respected that! It was you who pulled up on me, trying to fuck that night, remember?”

      He was right, so it pissed me off.

      “You need to go. I don’t appreciate you trying to make me sound like some slut.” I rounded the counter and snapped my fingers before pointing at the exit of the kitchen.

      Will laughed, shaking his head at me.

      “This argument does not mean you take yo’ ass and run off into the sunset with that nigga, Priscilla,” was the last thing he said before he left the kitchen and eventually my house as asked.

      I was tired of men trying to boss me around, so he could kiss my ass. Sly and I would continue with our regularly scheduled program.

      Will was a no-go.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            8

          

          
            Manny

          

        

      

    

    
      I dried my face with a towel just as the bathroom door opened, and Nandy entered. Turning to her, I grabbed her face before slipping my tongue into her mouth. We stood there kissing for a little bit, before she removed my towel and then dropped down to take my dick into her mouth.

      “Damn,” I moaned, palming the pack of her head as she deep throated me with no problem.

      Her mouth was full of saliva as she sucked me up like her life depended on it. It didn’t take long for me to tense up and let loose right down her throat. As I caught my breath, she began to brush her teeth, before flossing and rinsing with Listerine.

      “Good morning.” She laughed, hugging me from behind since I was now outside of the bathroom and in my room, putting on some boxers.

      “You mean great morning.”

      I turned around to peck her lips. Although Nandy and I had still been kicking it, I’d been hitting Alivia up, trying to get back in her good graces. And recently, she’d been reciprocating the way I wanted, so I was feeling good about us for when she got back.

      “I’ve already had my bath before you woke up, so once I put my dress on, we can head out to breakfast.”

      “Aight, cool.”

      Nandy and I quickly got ready since we were both starving, then headed to Salt’s Cure off Highland Avenue. It was pretty packed, but we only had to wait ten minutes since the old white man who managed the place recognized me as Belly’s corner and hype man. All I had to do was let him talk my ear off about how big of a fan he was of Cortez Khalil until they cleared a table for us.

      “Be sure to come back with him anytime!” he called out to me as the hostess showed Nandy and I to our table.

      “You got it.” I gave him a fake toothless smile.

      “Your server will be with you soon. Enjoy.” The hostess placed our menus down and then floated off.

      “Does that always happen?” Nandy laughed before looking down at the menu to scour it.

      “Yeah, but I’m used to it, so I don’t mind. It actually makes me happy seeing that my brother has come so far. I remember when he was a nobody. And he worked for it, no handouts.”

      “Yeah, I bet that is a good feeling.”

      The menu was short, so by the time the waiter came to get our drinks, Nandy and I already knew we wanted the griddle cakes, then a biscuit, sausage, and eggs for the sides. My mouth salivated at the thought once the waiter left to put our order in.

      “You look beautiful. I mean, you always do, but I think orange is your color.” I admired Nandy’s pretty face. She smirked, smoothing down the edges of her hair, which was pulled back into a ponytail.

      “I’m light skinned, so I don’t like wearing bright colors, but I loved this dress, and it was the only shade it came in.”

      “Well it works for you; this color specifically.”

      “Thank you.” Nandy waited for the waitress to set our juices down then once she took a sip, she asked, “You still talk to Alivia?”

      “Uh.” I cocked my head, surprised. “Yeah. I mean, here and there.”

      “You’re trying to get back with her?”

      “I wouldn’t go that far, but we’re trying to be cordial to one another, you know. I like you, so we should focus on that right now, don’t you think?”

      Nodding, she sipped her juice again.

      “Because it seems like you want to be back with her, from what I can tell. I think you should be honest so you don’t waste my time.”

      I scratched my head, snickering a little bit because I wasn’t expecting to have this conversation at all.

      “How can you say what it seems like? What have I done to make you think I’m trying to get back with her? Just because I told you to step into the house that day?”

      “No.” She paused, smiling at the waiter since our food was already here.

      That was quick as fuck, but I wasn’t gon’ complain. Not to mention, I felt someone staring and it was the manager, Jim, giving me the thumbs up. It surely paid to be known sometimes, like right now.

      “That was fast.” I smiled after praying over my food, hoping to change the subject, and thanking God Nandy had gotten cut off.

      “As I was saying, you telling me to go in the house that day while you talked, isn’t why I said what I said. I looked through your phone.” She ate some of her food, staring at me calmly as if what she’d just admitted was normal.

      “You looked through my phone?” I repeated.

      “Yes, I did. And while looking, I saw that you’d been calling and texting Alivia. In the texts, you were saying things I didn’t like. For example, you told her you loved her, that you wanted to talk when she got back, that you missed her, and that when you saw an engagement ring the other day, you thought of her.” Nandy ate some of her sausage, awaiting my reply. “This was on multiple occasions too, and you guys sounded in love.”

      “Nandy, why the fuck you going through my phone? And how you get in it?”

      “Because I wanted to know what you were up to. You’re always on it. I just watched you type in the code a few times, and I got it.”

      “Yeah, but…” I chuckled angrily, “you realize that’s an invasion of privacy, right? Like you can’t do that shit.”

      “You can look through my phone. I don’t mind.”

      “I don’t want to look through yo’ damn phone, and I don’t want you looking through mine.”

      “Well, I already did, and I don’t appreciate you being all up her ass then acting like you want to be with me.”

      “Yeah, well right now, being with you don’t even sound like a good idea to me no more.”

      “I see.” She ate more food. “I guess you can be with Alivia then, but after she breaks up with Yono. I must say, despite her texts to you, they looked pretty in love at the show last night.”

      “What?” I scowled.

      “Oh, you didn’t see?” Nandy wiped some of the greasy residue from the sausages off on the napkin and then dug into her purse for her phone. She tapped and swiped around a few times, then handed it to me. “See for yourself.”

      I hit the video that one of them gossip pages had posted so I could hear the sound. I lowered it once I realized the volume was up pretty high.

      “Aight, y’all, and for this last song, I want my beautiful deejay to come down onto the stage with me.” Yono grinned as his audience cheered. “As y’all know, she’s my ex, but I’m trying to get her back. She’s giving me a hard time though.”

      A smiling Alivia came down from her booth to join him on the stage, and when he grabbed her hand to kiss it, the crowd went even wilder. I felt like I was experiencing a shortness of breath.

      I watched as he sang to her, getting super close to her face and placing his hands on certain parts of her fucking body that would get his ass whooped. Alivia was right there, cheesing and blushing like a hoe.

      “Some bullshit,” I mumbled, sliding Nandy’s phone back to her side. “I’ll be right back.” I shot up from the table and went outside, ignoring her calls to me.

      Unlocking my iPhone, I went into my recent calls and tapped Alivia’s name.

      “Hey, how are you?” she answered, sounding happy as fuck.

      “What you so happy about?” I got in my car so these nosy niggas wouldn’t hear.

      “I’m happy to hear from you. Why do you sound so hostile? Is everything okay?”

      “Nah, it’s not. I saw you and your boyfriend on stage last night.”

      “You came to the show?”

      “Hell nah I ain’t come to that soft ass nigga’s show! Every fucking blog posted that shit, that stupid ass video of y’all looking like long-lost lovers!”

      “Calm down. You know it’s not like that. Yono and I are business partners and nothing else.”

      “Sure and the fuck didn’t look like it.”

      “What was I supposed to do? Shove him off of me? It’s a performance, and I needed to act professionally. I talked to him backstage and told him that wasn’t okay.”

      “I bet you did. Before or after you let him fuck you.”

      “Wow, really, Manny? Why did you even call me if you feel like I’m out here doing all that?”

      “To check yo’ ass. Here I am thinking we’re on the road to recovery, but you’re traveling across the country with yo’ side nigga.”

      “We are not together, but yes, we were starting to work on that, despite me catching that bitch at your house. And speaking of that bitch, I am pretty sure you’re still fucking her, yet you have the nerve to call me because of a performance?”

      “Alivia—”

      “Manny, since you called to check me, consider me checked, and don’t ever call me again until you grow the fuck up. You’re still a little boy, and I don’t even know why I thought I could make you mature. You fuck who you want, and I will do the same.”

      “Alivia—”

      Click.

      I balled my fist but stopped myself from punching this expensive ass steering wheel. I attempted to call her back, but of course, she didn’t answer me.

      After fuming for a bit, I remembered I had Nandy inside, so I hopped out of my car to rush back to Salt’s Cure.

      “Thought you left me.” Nandy threw her napkin into her plate. She looked surprised when I sat next to her instead of across.

      “What you saw in my phone with Alivia and I was me trying to go back to something I felt was safe. I have real feelings for you, and I was scared, so I tried to use Alivia to help me stop feeling what I’ve been feeling,” I lied. I couldn’t lose two females in one day. And since Alivia was seemingly done, Nandy was the next best thing.

      “That’s not okay.”

      “Neither is you looking in my phone without my permission. But we can move forward from all that, right?”

      “Yeah. So we’re officially together?”

      “Um—”

      “Because I can’t sit and waste my time any longer. I’ve been dealing with you for a while now.”

      A while now? Had I slipped into a coma for some of that time? But fuck it.

      “Yep, official.”

      Excitedly, Nandy grabbed my face and kissed me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Few days after that…

      

      My son had been begging to see Belly fight, so I thought I’d bring him to one of his practice sessions. He was a kid, so he wouldn’t know the difference.

      “Belly!” Jasiel shouted upon seeing him and rushed over.

      “How you doing, man?” Belly squatted down to give him a hug. “You gon’ fight today?”

      “No.” He shook his head. “My mommy says fighting is bad. I don’t get toys if I fight.”

      Laughing, Belly replied, “Aight then, you can watch me fight.”

      “Like on the TV?”

      “Yep, somewhat.”

      “Yay! I can’t wait!” Jasiel jumped up and down, just as Belly rose to his feet. He dapped me up then went over to get into the ring where Victor was. Now that he saw me claiming my son, we’d been cool.

      Jasiel and I sat down to watch Belly and Victor practice, and Jasiel was so into it that he could barely eat the snacks I’d brought for him.

      Lately, I’d been feeling like an actual father, and I guess that was because Jasmine was forcing my ass to put in more time. I hadn’t realized how much I wasn’t doing until now. I was improving, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t bother me that more and more people were finding out about Jasiel. I just wanted to be his father in private. And shit, I still hadn’t taken that drive and told my mama yet. Damn.

      About two hours later, Belly was taking a ten-minute break.

      “I’m going to this liquor store right out here,” he announced, putting a shirt on.

      “Can I come?” Jasiel quizzed.

      “Nah, chill—”

      “Yeah, come on.” Belly waved him over, and he hopped down off of his chair to run off.

      “You gon’ take him out to the store? Niggas over there know you and they may think he’s yours.”

      “I don’t give a fuck what them niggas think. Only people I give a fuck about what they think are the niggas who sign my damn checks, and Blaise, ’cause that’s who sucks my dick.”

      “Aight, man, suit yourself.”

      I shrugged it off, taking out my phone to pass time. It was better they thought Jasiel was his versus mine anyway.

      About five minutes later, they returned since the liquor store was right across the street. Jasiel was chomping on some gum that Belly had clearly given him, as Belly entered the gym behind him holding a brown paper bag.

      While they were gone, Victor’s nephew Carl got dropped off, so when he saw Jasiel, he introduced himself. Carl was a few years older than my son, so around seven.

      “What’s your name?” Carl asked Jasiel. They were a little bit away from me, closer to the boxing ring that Belly had climbed in after drinking some of his water.

      “Jasiel. What’s yours?”

      “Carl. I’m seven.”

      “Wow. I’m only four. I can’t wait to be seven.”

      “Yeah, it’s pretty cool.” Carl smirked. I laughed, ear hustling. “Is Belly your dad?”

      “Uh—”

      “I saw him on TV! He beat the guy up so good! He’s so cool!” Carl exclaimed.

      “Yes, that’s my dad.” Jasiel nodded with a smile, shocking the fuck out of me.

      “Jasiel! Get over here and sit down!” I barked, pissed the fuck off. Looking like a deer in headlights, he ran over and sat down in the chair beside me. “Why did you tell him that Belly was your dad?” I spoke lowly, still pissed.

      Jasiel shrugged, still looking down.

      “’Cause he’s cool. I’m sorry, Daddy.”

      In a flash, my fury subsided as I realized he’d done to me what I’d been doing all his damn life. And I realized just how bad the shit felt to see someone you love deny you and make you feel like you weren’t good enough to be connected to them. I deserved the shit though.

      “It’s okay.” I brought him into my lap and kissed his temple. “You wanna go to Chuck E. Cheese?”

      “Right now?”

      “Yeah, right now.” I grinned.

      “Oh yes, please!” He clamped his small hands together.

      “Aight, come on.”

      On the way out, I made sure to let Carl’s little ass know who Jasiel’s real father was.
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      Today was Island’s birthday and she was having a big bash inside of Disneyland. Her daddy paid to have the whole park cleared out for the day so Island could enjoy whatever she wanted for however long she wanted.

      My initial plan was to give her two separate parties, one from me and one from Five-Star, but I knew he wouldn’t do anything for Island if I went about it that way. The most he’d do was drop off a butt load of toys, luxury designer clothes and shoes for her, then try to fuck me.

      I really wanted Island to bond with her father. I always have because I wanted her to have something I didn’t. But now that Belly and I had become closer, I felt like it was pivotal that she be able to distinguish the two men from one another. And her calling him ‘daddy’ that one night did not make me feel any better about the disconnect between Five-Star and Island.

      “Damn, yo’ mama look good as fuck, Island.” Five-Star met me before I reached the tables the park had set up for my baby. Some of his friends and their kids were here, as well as mine; Priscilla and Mindy, since they had children. Mindy’s daughter was only a baby though.

      “Stop it, Jelani.” I placed Island to her feet, and she ran right over to the table covered in presents.

      “How much stuff did you buy her?” I frowned, looking past him at about twenty gifts. “She’s a toddler.”

      “So. I can’t get a hug, baby mama.” He tried to push up on me, but I stopped him.

      “It’s her birthday. You should be focused on her and not me.”

      “I’m focused on the both of y’all.” He watched me as I rubbed my belly, stretching a little bit because my back was in pain. “Why you do this shit, Blaise?”

      “Do what, Jelani?” I walked off to go greet my friends, but he followed me of course.

      “Get pregnant by that nigga. I told yo’ ass I would marry you, but you’d rather be a two-time baby mama. Not to mention you chose a muthafucka that don’t even treat you as good as me.”

      “Stop acting like you’re so hurt because you love me so much. You’re only bothered by this because you’re a possessive asshole with too much pride. You don’t like the fact that one of your baby mamas moved on from your ass and didn’t stay locked in the stable like the rest. You hate that everyone can see that you ain’t got it like that.”

      “That’s not true. I love you.”

      “Well I don’t love you. I care for you out of respect for Island, but that is it. And how do you love me, but you be posted up with Tahani all over the gram and fucking on Liza still? Not to mention, the new girl, Sybil.”

      “Blaise—”

      “Exactly, nigga. Now get away from me before Cortez shows up.”

      “You invited that nigga? Fuck you invite him for? He ain’t got no muthafuckin’ reason to be here!”

      “Yes he does—”

      “He don’t have kids, so why the fuck would he come here?” Five-Star’s chest was puffed up and his face was bloodshot red as he stared down into my eyes, looking like he was ready to slap me up.

      “The one in my belly is his. And I hate to say it, but he is a father figure to Island; she wants him here.”

      “She don’t want him here. The fuck?” Five-Star looked at me as if I were an idiot. “She’s a little ass baby. She don’t fucking know him like that.”

      “She definitely knows him, and she definitely wants him here.” I gave Five-Star a knowing look, making him slip past me to go grab up our daughter.

      “Hey, finally that nigga got off of your bumper.“ Mindy laughed, standing to hug me.

      “I know. He’s annoying as hell.” I hugged Priscilla.

      “I hope you don’t mind that I invited Sly.” She looked to me as I inspected the cake for Island. It had three tiers and princesses all over it. I simpered, seeing her name written in icing.

      “Girl, no. I do not care who comes as long as it’s not any bitches I don’t like. Does he have kids?”

      “No, that’s why I almost didn’t tell him.”

      “Oh okay, it’s fine. She didn’t need this whole big ass park for the day, but her daddy never misses a chance to show off how much money he has. So the more people, the better.”

      As the ladies continued to talk, I glanced over my shoulder to see how Five-Star was doing with Island. She was calm, and I guess because he was allowing her to play with his iPhone.

      I wanted him to let her down so she could play with the other kids or get on some rides, but I didn’t want to intervene on their time or seem overbearing. It was 10 a.m., so she had all day to play.

      “Hey, I’m Claire, your party host for today! Are you Island’s mommy?” A pretty white girl with long blonde hair walked up. She was dressed in a uniform.

      “I am.” I smiled.

      “Great, this pin is for you.” She handed me a pink badge that read Island’s Mommy.

      “Oh, so cute!” I beamed before handing it to Mindy to pin on me.

      “Yes it is.” The girl giggled. “Is it okay for us to do a show for her now?”

      “Right now, like this minute?” I started looking behind her a little bit for Belly. He was supposed to be here in about ten minutes, and I didn’t want anything huge to start before he got here.

      “In about twenty minutes. I have to let the crew know so they can get into costume.”

      “Okay, that’s fine.”

      “Great!” She rushed over to Five-Star to hand him a blue pin reading Island’s Daddy and then left the area to go get the performance crew ready.

      I was hungry, so I made myself a little snack, and by the time I was done, I spotted Belly coming in with Manny and his son. I smiled seeing the little boy, whose mouth was wide open at the sight of Disneyland.

      Then my eyes drifted to Belly, looking so fine and solid with his deep brown skin glistening in the sun. He wore a Gucci polo, jeans, and some Off-White Nike collaboration shoes. His hat was low over his eyes, and I licked my lips when I saw him lick his. The jewelry on his neck and wrists were just the right amount. As my eyes traveled down his muscular arms, admiring his tattoos, I felt someone tap me.

      “You’re already pregnant by him. Calm down.” Priscilla smirked, sending Mindy, herself, and I into a fit of laughter.

      “I wasn’t even looking at him.”

      “I saw the drool about to drop.” Mindy nodded, before we chuckled again.

      I hopped up just as Belly got closer and felt myself grinning like a child, making him do the same before he kissed me.

      “You smell good,” he whispered against my neck, as his strong arms held onto my body.

      “You too.”

      “Okay, are we ready!” Claire returned with the whole damn Mickey Mouse crew, along with some other Disney characters. All the kids began to clamor about and cheer.

      The characters got in position and began to do the show, so I looked over at Island to be sure she was enjoying it. She was, but then we made eye contact, and she spotted Belly. She tried to get out of her father’s lap, but he wouldn’t allow her to, making her burst into tears.

      “Jelani, let her down,” I told him, and because Belly was here, he just sucked his teeth and did what I said.

      Once Island got her feet, she rushed over yelling, “Daddy! Daddy! Hi, Daddy!”

      I felt like all the blood had been drained from my body as I watched Belly pick her up, kiss her face, and then turn her so she could continue watching the show.

      I sensed Five-Star glaring at me, and when I turned to face him, I got confirmation. His homies were shaking their heads at me, and I felt like shit. Island was laughing and dancing right in Belly’s lap as the performers continued, pretending they didn’t hear her call someone else daddy. And everyone knew who her father was because he had on the pin that said so. I just wanted to put a bag over my head.

      “Let me have her.” I turned to Belly once the song switched, so he passed her to me. I avoided eye contact with him, and he knew I was purposely doing so.

      “You aight?” He kissed my neck since he was seated behind me in a way. We were on bench tables but facing the left to watch the show.

      “Yeah, Cortez.” I moved from his touch.

      The show was over about ten minutes later, and we continued on with the party, opening gifts, taking pictures, conversing, and eating cake and food.

      Belly left me alone after our encounter earlier, and even though I was bothered by it, it gave me a chance to make Island be around her dad. I tried to discreetly get her to call him daddy, but she wouldn’t do it. It’s like she’d ignore me. And when Five-Star would mention he was her daddy, she’d just look at him uncomfortably like she thought he was lying.

      I made sure Five-Star and I took Island on rides, along with my friends. Unfortunately, she cried a few times for Belly, so we let him take her on the train. I was ready to go, so when 5:30 p.m. hit, we all called it a day.

      Manny had given Belly a ride, which I suggested because I wanted Belly to come home with me. I was too tired lugging this belly around the park, so I asked him if he could drive us home. The first ten minutes of the drive was quiet, especially because Island was asleep with cake icing still around her little lips and on her chubby cheeks.

      “I was thinking since you can’t fly anywhere, we could go up to Lake Arrowhead; you, Island, and I. It’s a resort spa, and it’s nice as fuck. We can take her on the boat ride and all kinds of shit. The presidential suite is the one I booked, so when she goes to sleep, we can fuck and shit.”

      “No, I don’t think so. Maybe just you and I can go.”

      “Why?” He frowned, glancing from the road to look at me for a second.

      “Because I don’t think it’s a good idea for Island to come. Did you not hear her call you ‘daddy’ in front of everyone? Jelani was right there, and she threw a fit to come sit with you. I don’t like it, and going up to this lake place will only worsen it.”

      “Oh, so that’s why you was acting funny style.” He nodded.

      “Yeah, because you could have at least said something instead of just picking her up. That’s why she thinks it’s okay to call you that.”

      “What the fuck am I supposed to say? She’s a baby; I ain’t about to go the fuck off on her because she’s calling me daddy. And the only fucking reason she’s calling me that shit is because her actual one is a fuck nigga. If he was doing what the fuck he was supposed to do, this wouldn’t be an issue.”

      “Like I said, she can’t go. And the next time she calls you daddy, do not respond.”

      He pulled into the driveway of our home then parked.

      “I love you, I wanna marry you, and I respect you, but like I told you a long time ago, watch who the fuck you talking to. I’m not the nigga you wanna come out the side of ya neck at. Just ’cause I fuck you slow occasionally don’t mean I won’t shake yo’ ass the fuck up, Blaise.

      Now if you want a nigga that’s gon’ alienate ya daughter and only fuck with you and the baby in yo’ belly, let me know, ’cause that ain’t me. That type of muthafucka is yo’ first baby daddy. Get yo’ little rude pregnant ass the fuck out the car.”

      He got out, so I did the same, wanting to cry for some reason. I stood there stuck on stupid as he got Island out of the car seat, and started toward the front door. I followed like a puppy, and he pushed one side of the double doors open for me. I thought he was gonna leave my ass out here.

      I entered, and he locked the door behind us before putting the alarm on.

      “I have to bathe her.”

      With no questions, he handed Island over then jogged up the winding staircase.

      I stayed put for a few seconds, then went upstairs so I could give my baby her bath. Once I helped her brush her teeth, I put her to bed then headed to our bedroom.

      I heard the shower running, so I undressed and slipped into the bathroom. Tying my hair up, I pulled the shower door open, watching the water cascade down what was comparable to a Greek god. His reddish-brown skin was amazing.

      “I’m sorry.” I looked up at him, but he didn’t say anything. Getting down slowly, I massaged his dick, which got hard in record time. Taking it into my mouth, I sucked slowly, then once my saliva had built up, I bobbed on it while caressing his balls.

      “Mmm,” he grunted, lips tucked in. He was so handsome, and the sight made me go even harder, slurping his dick like a veteran hooker.

      Gripping my bun tightly, he began fucking my face, and I took each stroke in stride. He had complete control, sliding in my mouth slowly occasionally, then going at a medium pace at other times. Tilting my head back, he stared down into my eyes with his teeth sunken down into his lip as he fucked my mouth. A sexy, raspy moan burst through, as his grip got tighter before he released right into my mouth.

      He started washing his body as I rose to my feet, and I just stood there, wondering why he hadn’t said anything.

      “Cortez.” I touched him as the water rinsed the soap off of his phenomenal physique.

      “Get off me,” was all he said before pushing the shower door open, snatching the towel he had nearby, and then wrapping it around his bottom half.

      I felt like a whore.

      Once I gained a tiny bit of composure, I washed myself off and then got out to brush my teeth. As I was leaving the bathroom, I saw Belly was already in bed, so I shut off the bathroom light and padded over to my dresser. I kept looking over at him as I slipped my gown over my head.

      Climbing into the bed, I waited for him to face me, but he didn’t. I stared at his tattooed back, before lying on my back because of this stomach. I couldn’t help it, so I began to cry as quietly as I could, but he heard my sniffling.

      “Fuck you crying for?” He looked over his shoulder, frowning his sexy face.

      “Because you’re being mean to me,” I whined, feeling tears roll down the sides of my eyes.

      Groaning, he turned to face me, placing his big hand on my belly before slowly kissing my lips.

      “How was I mean to you?”

      I shrugged, not knowing what to say, so he adjusted himself to move closer to me.

      “I said I was sorry about today, and you still don’t like me.” I sniffled, making him chuckle.

      “I do like you. I love you too. You just pissed me off.”

      “I know. I just feel like a bad person because I gave Island such a trash father and my son a good one. I don’t want her to grow up thinking she didn’t matter to me.”

      “She ain’t gon’ think that shit, Blaise. That nigga being garbage don’t have shit to do with you. You know how many females was fucking on good niggas, just to get pregnant and he turn out to be a whole new muthafucka?”

      “Yeah.” I nodded as he thumbed my tears before kissing me again.

      “Aight then. Don’t blame yaself for how that nigga be acting. He got four hundred kids; he know what the fuck he should and shouldn’t be doing. And I’m not trying to step on his bitch ass toes. I just love Island because I love you, so I naturally treat her a certain way.”

      “I know, and I like how you are with her. Sometimes I wish you were her daddy, and that makes me feel like shit.”

      “Ain’t nothing wrong with wanting better for yo’ baby.”

      “I want to go to the lake. All three of us.”

      “Good, ’cause we were going anyway.”

      I giggled just before our lips crashed together then parted slowly.

      Softly before our tongues entangled, I whispered, “I love you.”
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        * * *

      

      Two days later…

      

      Belly’s mother, Christine, agreed to meet me for food, and I was nervous because I didn’t know what to expect. Belly had only described her as weak, deluded, and mean, which was a very odd combination of traits.

      I wanted to get along with her because I was hoping that she and Belly would become closer, but I couldn’t do that if we didn’t mesh well. And if the bitch was mean, I was praying she didn’t want to fight, because I wasn’t exactly in a condition to be tussling with my fiancé’s mama.

      We decided to have brunch at this place named Otium. It was a cute, rustic spot with great lighting. I felt like somewhere dark wouldn’t correctly set the mood, so I chose somewhere with a good energy and atmosphere.

      “Hello, is there a table seated under the name Christine?” I asked the hostess. His mother didn’t have a cell phone, so I couldn’t text her.

      “Yes, right this way. Would you mind signing an autograph for my girlfriend? She loves your show.”

      “Of course.” I snickered, just as we arrived to the table. I quickly signed the napkin for him and then turned to look down at the beautiful woman seated. She looked so sweet, quiet, and harmless, that I couldn’t believe this was the woman Belly had told me about. “Christine?” I inquired to be sure.

      “Yes, hello, Blaise.” She rose up, eyeing me. “Wow, you are so much prettier in person.” She hugged me.

      “Thank you. You’re very beautiful yourself.” We released one another and sat down.

      This was a good start.

      “Oh, I’m just okay. So wow, I finally get to meet the woman who is going to marry my son.”

      “Yes, that’s me.”

      “And give me my first grandchild. Ah.” She shook her head at me, grinning. “You are just wonderful.”

      Belly had his mama all wrong, or maybe this was a clone, because this lady was nice as hell.

      A waitress tended to our table, getting our drink orders and a small plate to start with to give me more time to look at the menu. Christine and I talked while waiting for it, and by the time our small plate was delivered, I’d decided on the chicken enchiladas to go with my iced tea.

      “This is nice, isn’t it? We’re going to have to do this again. And I think you should meet my mother,” I suggested.

      “Yeah, that’d be great.” She ate some of the potatoes. “My son seems to really love you. I mean, right now.”

      “Right now?”

      “Yes, while things are new and exciting. He and his father are a lot alike. Once the wedding bells are rung and the baby arrives, things take a… turn.”

      “I don’t think Cortez and I will have that issue, no offense.”

      “None taken. But honey, I think I know my child a little better than you. It’s not in his blood to just be with one woman. But you may have a chance to prolong his behavior if you break his heart now.”

      “There is no such thing as something like that not being in one’s blood. I think I know Cortez better than you, and I don’t want to break his heart.”

      “Fine.” She looked me over sympathetically. “I’m just saying, if you show him who is boss now, you’ll end up with the upper hand, unlike me. I say have the baby, get a little something on the side, and let him know he’s not the only one who can find something new here and there.”

      “You want me to do that to your son,” I stated more so than asked because I was in disbelief. Maybe she was testing me.

      “I love him, but come on, I’m sure he’s already cheated on you.”

      “I don’t want to talk about this anymore. I’d like to change the subject to something else.”

      Christine laughed, nodding her head as confirmation.

      “See, I knew it. Come on, girl. If his last name is Khalil, he’s going to cheat.” She sipped her drink. “And honestly, you’re so beautiful, you seem very smart, and loyal too, so what could you possibly see in Cortez? Yes, he’s very good looking, has money, and is pretty good at boxing or whatever, but he doesn’t even have a high school diploma.” She frowned, almost disgusted. “He’s affiliated with gangs, I mean the list goes on. You do not have yourself a catch, girlfriend. You can do better, so why not get that on the side.”

      I couldn’t believe she had talked about her own son like that. You’d think I was her daughter and he was some random man with the way she went on about him as if he wasn’t worth the shit you stepped in on the sidewalk.

      “Well, Mrs. Khalil, I definitely have a catch, and it has only little to do with his impeccable looks, financial status, and sports playing abilities. It’s understandable that you’re blind to it because you’ve never experienced being loved by a real man, so I won’t fault you for it. But I can see it clear as day, and I’m head over heels in love with him.” I grinned. “He’s perfect. I would never do anything to betray him or break his heart because he doesn’t deserve that. And I wouldn’t care if he was ugly, broke, and had to place his finger under each word to read a sentence in a book, I would still be just as in love with him.”

      “You don’t understand—”

      “I understand perfectly, and for your son to be so dumb, he sure and the fuck made a way out of no way without your help. He’s doing much better than that husband of yours, who has a diploma, is one bill away from being broke, and still chasing skirts in his late fifties.” I stood up, grabbing my purse.

      “He has money! He lives in Beverly Hills.”

      “No Mama, he lives with a woman in Beverly Hills; big difference. Maybe go get yourself another high school diploma so that nigga won’t be constantly pulling the wool over your foolish eyes. Have a good day.”

      I left her ass right at the table because I felt myself wanting to punch her.

      Mama or not, no bitch was about to come for my man.
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      I’d heard that Merlin was at a video shoot for one of his artists, so I wanted to pull up on Blood. I knew he thought I forgot about that bullshit he posted, trying to make it seem like he was back fucking with Blaise.

      At the time, I had to stay focused on my match and wasn’t gon’ do shit that could possibly disqualify me from fucking Mason up, so I played it cool. But now that I ain’t have a match lined up, Merlin was about to learn there were females he could play games with and there were ones he couldn’t, like Blaise.

      “Excuse me, you can’t go in there.” Some baldhead nigga that was about five feet three put his hand up.

      “And who the fuck gon’ stop me?” I stared down into his eyes, and he just sucked his teeth before moving to the side. “That’s what the fuck I thought,” I spat, walking right in like it was nothing.

      When I entered the main room where the video was being shot, a bunch of females were all over the room and in little ass bikinis. My stature was far from subtle, so as soon as I appeared, all eyes were on me.

      “Hi, Belly!” a few of the females called out to me in unison, and when I nodded to say ‘what’s up’, they damn near came in them cheap ass panties.

      I scanned the area until I saw Merlin with a ball on top of his head like a bitch. He was talking, but when we made eye contact, he pursed his lips then said something to who I guess were his bodyguards.

      “I don’t want no issue. I’m handling business right now,” Merlin spoke up once I got closer.

      “I don’t give a fuck about yo’ business. Just like you ain’t give a fuck about mine when you posted her on yo’ shit, trying to be funny.”

      “Man, let it go. That was a minute ago.”

      “Yo’ pigeon toed ass ain’t at the top of my fucking priority list, nigga.” I frowned because this nigga was out of his fucking mind. “I gave you a pass the last muthafuckin’ time, so you thought shit was sweet, but that’s not the case no more.” I started to get closer.

      “Aye, now—ah!” One of his guard niggas stepped up, so I immediately twisted his arm behind his back.

      “Shut yo’ ass up and sit the fuck down.” I tossed him to the floor, and he stayed right there, wincing in pain.

      His counterpart tried to run up like a fucking idiot, so I gave him a quick gut punch that forced his knees to knock as he fell to the floor. Merlin, witnessing his bodyguards go down, booked it toward the back. I didn’t expect his wack ass to respond that way, so I had a delayed reaction before rushing after him.

      He busted through the back door, running at full speed, and I was right on his heels. Luckily for him, he slipped through a white screen door, locking it before I could follow. Shit was no problem for a nigga used to ducking and dodging one time, so I hopped onto the dumpsters and then over the brick wall like it was nothing. The fear in his eyes as he looked over his shoulder to see me clearing that brick barrier, landing on my feet, and darting after his ass, was comical.

      “Aight, man, my bad!” he hollered, still running.

      “That’s all I wanted,” I let him know, causing him to slow down and stop.

      Turning to me, he asked out of breath, “For real?”

      “Nah.”

      WHAM!

      With one hit, Merlin was on his back, knocked the fuck out. I stood over him to see if he would get up, but he wasn’t moving, so I knew he was out cold. The hood nigga in me checked his pockets, removing all the knots of cash. I guess it didn’t matter how much money a nigga had, some shit I couldn’t change. He had a photo of Blaise in his wallet like an old ass grandpa, so I pocketed that shit too.

      I walked back into the building and through where the video was being shot. I could feel people looking at me, probably wondering why I was alone and not with Merlin, but I paid the shit no mind.

      “Belly, can I ride your dick?” one of the females called out to me.

      “I’m straight. I never want it if it’s that easy.” I looked to her. There was no point in me mentioning Blaise; these females knew about her and didn’t give a fuck.

      As I kept walking, I heard some heels behind me, before a bitch cut off my path; pretty ass girl but obviously thirsty as fuck.

      “Sometimes easy is good. I’ve never gotten any complaints.”

      “I just told yo’ ass I was straight.” I then grabbed her wig by the bangs, lifting it right off of her head. Blaise always told me if there was no visible scalp, it could come right off. “Lighten up on the weight of ya wigs so you can hear better, aight?” I dropped it in her hands and left as the other bitches gasped, and the niggas laughed.

      By the time I’d gotten home a few hours later after running errands, my phone was blowing up. I saw someone had recorded me chasing Merlin out of the video shoot, but since the cameras were only inside, they didn’t catch me knocking him the fuck out in the back alley. The nigga had finally woken up and gained enough composure to social media bang on me about how I was gon’ regret disrespecting him.

      I laughed, taking the blunt I’d rolled to the face. He could talk all the shit he wanted, but he had no way to explain why he was on video sprinting like a bitch. I’d let him run his mouth on the Internet because he was a media thug and wasn’t really about to pop shit with a proper hood nigga like myself. He was a joke, and I took it as such.

      

      Lake Arrowhead, CA…

      

      The drive out here took a little over an hour, so it wasn’t too bad. Blaise’s ass was scared Island would get restless, but baby girl was chill as fuck like I knew she would be. All she needed was some snacks and a sippy cup just like all a nigga needed was a burrito, weed, and Hennessy to be chill. I had the father shit down pat.

      When we arrived, I told Blaise to take Island to get us something to eat and bring it up to the room, while I checked in then brought our bags up. I just needed some alone time to decorate a little bit. We had the presidential suite, which was equivalent to a nice sized condo.

      I lit the fireplace and then took the four bouquets of roses from the bag I had them in. I was happy as fuck they didn’t die during the hour drive, and if they had, I was fucking that florist up when we got back to LA.

      Leaving one intact, I set it in the middle of the big ass bed, then just went ham, ripping the petals off the others to sprinkle all over the floor and the bed. I planned to make the ones on the bed into a heart shape, but the shit was too complicated, so I said fuck it; shit, a square was just as romantic.

      I put out the chocolate covered strawberries and then a gift I’d bought Blaise.

      Just as I brushed my fresh fade, I heard her knocking, so I went to let her in.

      “The chicken sounded good, so I got us the same thing.” She lifted the bag.

      “That’s fine.” I closed the door behind her and Island.

      We ate in the dining area together, and per usual, once Island was done, her ass passed the fuck out. That shit was never not funny to a nigga.

      The couch bed was already out, so Blaise just laid her down under the covers and on the big ass plush pillow.

      “I’m so tired.” She started back toward the room.

      “Can’t sleep yet.” I opened the bedroom door.

      “Cortez.” She covered her mouth. “When did you do this?”

      “While y’all were getting the food.”

      “Oh my gosh. You actually tore petals off of a bouquet?” She picked one of the petals up.

      “Yeah, how else would I set this shit up?”

      “Baby, they sell loose petals.” It was silence before she began laughing. “But this is even better. This is so sweet.”

      “I figured since my proposal wasn’t all romantic and shit, this could be a little extra added bonus.” I handed her the gift I got her, which was a diamond tennis bracelet.

      “Your proposal was perfect. This is a nice addition though.” She talked as she opened the box. “Baby,” she whispered. “You remembered when I said I’ve always wanted a tennis bracelet.”

      I nodded, moving toward her.

      We started kissing as I backed her to the bed, and when we got on, I stopped since she wanted to share a strawberry with me.

      “Aye, some bitch gave me this in the lobby. She was having a party in her suite and had some extra, so she passed the shit out when I was checking in.” I pulled the box from the side of the bed, handing it to Blaise.

      “A sex swing?” She inspected it.

      “Fuck is that?”

      “I guess you get in it like this and have sex.”

      “Let’s go then.”

      “Cortez, no, I’m too fat.”

      “Nah, you fine as fuck, and I’m horny, so give me this shit.” I took it, getting off the bed to open it up.

      “Baby, no. Let’s make love like old people. I’m tired and I feel heavy,” she whined.

      I ignored her, figuring the shit out, and once I did, I set it up, using the door to our bedroom. I checked on Island before closing the door and adjusting the straps.

      “Come on, I won’t keep you in it long.”

      Pouting, Blaise got off of the bed, and I helped her undress. She did the same with me, just before I cut the lights off and lit two candles.

      Taking her hand, I helped her sit in the swing, spreading her legs and putting her thighs in the side loops.

      “I can’t believe this.” She giggled, holding on tightly to the swing straps.

      “I wanna take a fucking picture of this shit. Damn.”

      I stared her pretty ass down in the swing, the candlelight flickering over her sweet brown skin. Her hair was down, falling over her, and her belly was so big, round, and perfect. Not to mention her pussy was staring me right in the face, looking like the prettiest shit I’d ever seen.

      I adjusted the height of the swing, bringing her up a little bit, and then I moved her hair so I could slip my tongue into her mouth. I trailed my lips to her ears then her neck and down to her nipples. Once I had my fix on those, I kissed down her belly and then moved on to her inner thighs. I sucked and licked on each one, right up to her pussy, liking the sounds of her moans and whimpers.

      “Cortez.”

      “You damn near dripping,” I said, amazed before sucking on her pussy for a little bit. I liked having her legs locked in the open position.

      Placing her thick thighs on my shoulders, I buried my face in between her hips, flicking my tongue over and sucking her clit gently. She was wet as hell already, juices dripping down my lips as I feasted on her. She came in no time, sweat gliding down her body, and I just let my hands assault her fine ass as I continued to eat. Her pussy and my mouth were one, so I enjoyed the taste of her nectar seeping out every fucking second it seemed.

      “I think I’m gon-na pass out,” she sniveled, cumming for the second time and about to bite a hole in her lip.

      I ignored her pleas, because I knew she just wanted out of the swing because she had no control over how long I ate her ass up. I let my tongue dip into her opening before dragging it back up to slurp her bud, making her release to the point where she trembled violently.

      “Shit,” I cursed in between sucking her clit, liking how fucking wet she was and the taste. Shit was sloppy, and I didn’t know if I wanted to keep eating or slide up inside it.

      “Cortez, baby, oh my gosh,” she whimpered as I French kissed the pussy. The straps her thighs were in had her legs elevated a little bit, giving me the ultimate access.

      “Mmm,” I grumbled, licking her clean before rising up with a smirk. “That was fun, huh?” I leaned down to suck on her neck as she panted.

      “A little,” she lied. “Ah,” she cooed softly when I slid inside of her, still sucking on her neck.

      I dug her out slowly, clenching my teeth because she was sopping wet. I felt her juices gush out every time I plunged deeply as fuck inside. This swing was the shit because she couldn’t do a fucking thing but take this dick.

      “I fucking love you,” I groaned, beating it up. I had her hemmed up against the door and locked in the swing while I pounded her pussy mercilessly.

      When we made eye contact, I saw her mouth wide open, unable to make a sound, so I sucked on her lips. Every time I hit her deep, I could hear the shit, and it was driving me crazy. Blaise already had that good shit, but being pregnant only made it crazy good shit.

      “Oh… baby.” Her head fell back when she exploded, so I sucked her chin then neck, still gliding in and out of her drenched walls leisurely. I used the swing to bounce her on my dick slowly, making her lick her full lips just before she came.

      Gently, I got her out of the swing, chuckling  at how hard her legs were shaking from that head and light pussy pound. Lying her down onto the bed, I climbed between her legs and proceeded to make love to her cry baby ass like she wanted.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The next afternoon…

      

      We decided to go out on a boat just so we could see everything around the area. I’d never been up here before, but this was clearly where muthafuckas went to relax, and I saw why. Shit was peaceful as fuck and far from the city life of Los Angeles.

      “I’m only wearing this bathing suit because no one out here will see me.” Blaise sat down at the top part of the boat in the two-piece yellow bathing suit. I loved seeing bright colors against her brown skin. “Stop, Cortez!” She laughed when I started taking pictures of her.

      “Doesn’t ya mama look perfect, Island?” I picked her up, and she nodded before giggling.

      Walking her to the edge, I smiled, seeing her small eyes widen at the scenery we were passing. She was enthralled as fuck.

      “This is adorable. I have to post a photo of this,” Blaise said, holding her phone up to take a picture of Island and me.

      “You gon’ post that shit?” I frowned.

      “Yes, I am.”

      “Aight. Don’t get that nigga’s ass beat.”

      Chuckling, Blaise shrugged. “He’ll be fine. I can’t go out of my way to make him be a father anymore. So if he doesn’t like the picture, he’ll do something to fix it.”

      After the boat ride, we played in the water with Island for a little bit and then went back to the room to get ready to have some food and chill.

      The servers were going to bring us dinner up to the room and shit. I couldn’t believe I had enough bread to do shit like this. The fact that spending $250 on a meal didn’t make me flinch was crazy as a muthafucka.

      “Oh my gosh.” Blaise stared down at her phone before showing me. I saw on the screen that someone here had taken a photo of her in the bathing suit when we were playing in the water with Island, and sent it to the them fucking blogs. “Now everyone knows for sure that I’m pregnant.”

      I pulled my iPhone out, then posted the photo I took of Blaise on the boat now that the cat was out of the bag. She looked beautiful with my son inside of her, and I wanted to show the shit off. It took no time for my comment section and tags to blow up.

      “You look good though. And you kept it a secret for a long ass time, so I commend yo’ low-key ass.”

      We laughed as Island brushed my fade the wrong fucking way, but I kept my chill.

      “I do look good though.” She cocked her head to stare down at the photo.

      “I told you that. You should suck my dick before the food comes to thank me.”

      “Nigga.” She started laughing. I was serious, but I flashed her pretty ass a smile anyway.
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          The same night… just in Los Angeles…

        

      

    

    
      “Damn, you are beautiful,” Herman whispered in between pecks. We were in his car groping and kissing like teenagers, but I was ready for some dick.

      When he reached up under my skirt to grab my panties, I said, “Let’s go to your house.”

      “Uh, the back seat is closer.” He started kissing me again.

      I pulled away to get in the back seat because I was too horny to keep up this touching and tonguing. Herman joined me, wearing a wide smile. We resumed touching and rubbing all over one another, and once he pulled my panties off, I started unbuckling his jeans.

      “Where is the condom?” I moaned, loving the feeling of his lips on my neck.

      “I don’t have one, but I’ll pull out.”

      “No, I need you to wear one. Why don’t you have any?”

      “I haven’t been fucking, so I haven’t had the need to buy any. But come on, Izzy, my pull-out game has been successful since I started having sex.” He smiled, looking so fine.

      “Herman, I believe you, but I can’t take the chance. Let’s just do this another time. It’s late, and I have a photo shoot in the morning anyway.”

      Sucking his teeth, Herman got off of me and shook his head.

      “Aight.”

      “Are you mad?”

      “Not mad, just horny.”

      “Awww.” I laughed before leaning over to kiss him. “Maybe we can see one another tomorrow. Just be armed and ready.”

      “For sure. I got a match tomorrow night. I’ll send you the address, and you can come through. I’ll let the door people know you’re on my list.”

      “Okay, can’t wait!” I got into the front seat, and he did the same.

      Herman drove me to Nichole’s since it was late, and the whole way, I couldn’t stop smiling. I loved having a boxer for a man; it was so sexy to me. He was no Belly yet, but I was sure Herman would work his way up and quickly. And I would be right there on his arm. It would be so perfect. We’d be like one of those fairytale couples, nothing like Belly and Blaise.

      I loved them together, but their relationship wasn’t for me. I wasn’t built to deal with hardships and issues. I needed my romances to be smooth sailing like Herman and I at the moment.

      “Tomorrow, it’s on. Do your stretches.” Herman winked at me before we pecked, and then I got out of the car.

      As I rushed up to Nichole’s, passing a brand-new Range Rover, I saw her peeking out of the window. Of course, she opened the door before I could use my key, and when I stepped inside, I rolled my eyes at the sight of Ian on the couch.

      “Who was that?” Nichole inquired.

      “A boy. Why is he here?” I pointed right at Ian.

      When they first started dating, I liked him because he was respectful, famous, rich, and appeared to really be into my sister. And my feelings toward him stayed that way until Nichole got pregnant.

      The way he dodged her for months, and then had the nerve to just come back and propose, made me dislike him. Then to make matters worse, he had the nerve to be in Colorado with another woman, instead of coming home to find out the gender of his baby. I just hated him, and the fact that Nichole wouldn’t leave him made me hate her too.

      For as long as I could remember, I’d always looked up to Nichole, even when she was mean to me and had questionable behavior. Yes, I looked up to Blaise, too, and preferred her personality over my sister’s, but at the end of the day, Nichole was my big sister. And before Ian, I thought she was such a strong person, yes shady occasionally, but she wasn’t one a man could fuck over or make a fool out of.

      “No, absolutely not, Izzy. If you want to spend the night, there won’t be any of the disrespectful shit.” Nichole stared me in the eyes.

      Like a bratty teenager, I grunted and then stormed to the back, ignoring Ian’s calls to me. He still tried to parade around my mother and I as if he was some prince charming, but that ship had sailed.

      I slammed the door to the guest bedroom, and sure enough, a couple seconds later, Nichole was entering, scowling.

      “It was an accident,” I murmured, a little bit afraid of what she’d come to do. Plus, I didn’t want her to send me home to my mama at this time of night.

      “What the hell is your problem, Izzy? I told you that you cannot talk to him like that.”

      “I thought after the Colorado thing, it was over?” I felt myself tearing up. I was way too invested.

      Nichole sighed and then glanced off.

      “There was no proof that he was messing with her. I think my hormones overwhelmed me.”

      “The blogs even put two and two together, Nichole.”

      “They don’t know shit! You know how long I’ve been in the public eye? You can make them believe anything you want to with a simple post! He was not there with that girl! He was with his team, and she was with one of them! Yes, she tried to get with him, but he turned her down.”

      “Then why did he buy you that Range outside?”

      “Because he loves me.”

      Dropping my face into my hands, I began to cry. I hated how emotional I was. I heard Nichole grunt before coming to sit next to me on the bed.

      “Leave him, Nichole.” I sobbed.

      “Izzy, stop it, please.” She rubbed my back before bringing me into a hug. “I’m fine. He’s not doing anything, okay? If he were, I would be gone.”

      “You promise?” I picked my head up.

      “I promise. Now who was the boy that dropped you off?”

      I started smiling as I wiped my wet eyes.

      “That boxer I told you about, Herman.”

      “Oh, him.” She rolled her eyes. “I did look into him, and yes, he’s broke as fuck. He makes about $4,500 a fight on a good night. He’s also popular with the ladies.”

      “Must be the wrong Herman. The money part sounds true, but not the ladies’ man crap.”

      “Last name is Shire, right?”

      “Yes.” I swallowed the lump in my throat.

      “Then I have the right one.” She got up. “Get rid of his ass, or use him to meet someone with Belly’s status. You’re too pretty, and your body is too fine to be busting it open for a broke nigga, especially one who is going to fuck around on you.”

      “You have him all wrong. I want you to meet him.”

      “I don’t associate with poor folk, but you can bring him home to Mama if you’d like. Just don’t call me when his indigent ass is borrowing money from you to buy condoms to fuck other girls.”

      With a smile, as if she were satisfied with her comment, Nichole left me to my lonesome. She was not about to come between Herman and me.
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        * * *

      

      When I’d woken up this morning, I had a text from Herman, asking for my email. After I gave it to him, an electronic ticket for tonight came through, exciting the hell out of me.

      I couldn’t go back to sleep, so I got up to brush my teeth and take a hot shower because I wanted to hit the mall and nail shop.

      I’d been to one of Herman’s fights before, but this time, I wanted to be the star in the room. Last time, there were so many women in tight short dresses with stilettos on that I felt like a lesbian in my jeans and top. This time though, I was going to be turning heads in that bitch. I planned to get a few fits since Herman fought a lot more frequently than Belly due to his level and the pay he received per event.

      “Good morning.” Ian entered the kitchen as I sat at the table, stuffing my face with oatmeal covered in blueberries.

      “Morning,” I replied dryly, watching him make some nasty looking protein drink.

      When he was done, he filled up a sports bottle and took a sip. Leaning on the counter, he said, “Isabella, I know you don’t like me, but I want you to know that I’m going to do my best to change that. I love your sister, and I want to marry her.”

      “Whatever.”

      He nodded, sighing out of frustration.

      “Why you up this early, dressed?”

      “Why are you up so early?”

      “Gotta hit the gym in about an hour. Your turn.”

      Rolling my eyes, I scooped the last bit of oatmeal into my mouth and said, “Going to the mall. I need a new outfit for my man’s match tonight.”

      “Match? He boxes?”

      “Yep.”

      “Dope. Well here is some cash to get you started.” Ian reached into his sweat pocket and peeled off a super thick stack of one hundred-dollar bills. I would have been a fool to say no.

      “Thanks!” I snatched it and rushed out, leaving my empty bowl on the table.

      I hit the bank to deposit the money because I didn’t like using one hundred-dollar bills at places. Once the money was in my account, I looked over my receipt from the teller to see that nigga had given me ten racks. Ian was cool peoples for the moment.

      Instead of going to Del Amo Mall as planned, I hit up the Beverly Center, where all the luxury designer stores were. I got a few things from Gucci and YSL that I’d been eyeing, then I went to some cheaper places like H&M and Express for my actual outfit. I still had some cash left over, a lot actually since I already had my own money in my bank, so I went to Fendi to get a belt bag before going home.

      After the mall, I went to the nail shop, and by the time I got out of there from getting the works, it was time to go home to shower and get dolled up. I went to my mother’s, since that’s where my makeup and things were.

      It was 6 p.m. when I was completely ready to walk out of the door. Herman’s match was at some small boxing venue, and when I pulled up to park, I saw a nice lengthy line outside.

      “Look at my man bringing in the fans,” I said to myself as I switched up the sidewalk, wanting to kill myself for wearing YSL heels to this. They were perfect but hurt.

      “Young lady, please get in the line,” the man at the door said to me sternly.

      “I’m on Herman Shire’s guest list. Isabella Carriage. Look it up.”

      Giving me a skeptical look, the doorman peered down at his list, then once he found my name, he asked, “Identification, Miss Carriage?”

      I proudly flashed him my ID, so he highlighted my name, scanned my e-ticket, and then allowed me inside.

      The place was grungy looking, and the hallway to the actual fighting room smelled like beer, with a tinge of piss. But Herman wasn’t at the level where he could fight in huge stadiums like Belly.

      As soon as I entered the room, I got anxiety from seeing all these unfamiliar faces. I wished my friend Grace could have come, but she didn’t want to since Belly wouldn’t be here.

      “Isabella.”

      I heard my name, and when I scanned the area, I spotted Judd. I hated that he used my full name and not Izzy. Short men were annoying.

      “Hey.” I walked over since he was the only person I knew. The way he looked at me, as if I was the best thing he’d ever seen, made me feel some type of way. I guess I enjoyed being admired, even if I didn’t like the man doing the admiring.

      “You can sit right here by me if you want to.”

      “Umm, Judd, look, I know you like me, but I’m with Herman, and it’s serious.”

      “Wow, already? You just met him.”

      “That’s none of your business, and time means nothing.”

      “My bad. But all I did was offer you a seat. I ain’t ask for your number or no shit like that.”

      “I know.” I shrugged, feeling slightly stupid. “I just wanted to be sure you understood me.” I looked around before taking a seat. “You know where Herman is?”

      “In the back. The fight is gonna start in ten minutes. I’m gonna go to the concessions. You want something?”

      “No.”

      “You sure? The fight can get long, and they have some good ass hotdogs.” Judd grinned. Hmm, he was kind of cute.

      “Okay, okay fine.” I smiled softly, and he nodded before walking off.

      Right when the lights lowered, Judd had returned with my hotdog and a water bottle for me. He also brought some candy, which I thought was nice.

      Once they announced my man Herman, I watched his sexy ass come out and made sure to distance myself from Judd as much as I could. I didn’t want him thinking his friend and I were flirting at all.

      The fight lasted about an hour, with Herman coming out on top. Judd explained that he won because the referee determined his opponent couldn’t endure anymore punches. He said it wasn’t a KO, which I thought was the only way you could win. Shows I didn’t know shit about the sport.

      “I can take you to the back where Herman is,” Judd offered me. We’d been waiting for what was comparable to a lifetime for him to come out now that people were leaving.

      “Could you?”

      Judd nodded and reached his hand down to help me up, but I didn’t use it.

      “Why are you looking me up and down?” Judd quizzed as we walked.

      “I thought I’d be taller than you with heels on.”

      “Wow. I’m actually over average height for a man.”

      “No, you are not six feet.”

      “Average height is five feet nine. I’m five feet ten. Do ya research. And you’re short as fuck. Why would you be taller than me just ’cause of some damn heels?”

      “I don’t know. I thought you were five feet six.”

      “Fuck out of here.”

      We both laughed just as we reached the room that I guess Herman was dressing in. Judd knocked on the door for me, and right when he did, I heard a woman moaning from behind it.

      “Give me five minutes!” Herman shouted as the girl continued to squeal.

      “Uh, you want me to—”

      “No, no, I think I just started my period, so I’m going to leave.” I cut Judd off and turned around to walk away. I was so embarrassed. That speech I’d given Judd earlier about Herman being my man had me looking so stupid.

      “Isabella!” Judd called me, and I heard him running after me. I couldn’t escape because I didn’t know how to get out from back here. “The exit is this way.”

      I looked over my shoulder and then begrudgingly turned to head over to where Judd was. He pushed the heavy dirty door outward for me, so I stepped into the cold air.

      “Thank you, Judd. And can you please not mention that I was here? I just… I… just don’t say anything about me being here.”

      “Isabella—”

      “Izzy. My name is Izzy. That’s what people call me.”

      “Izzy. Don’t go home and cry over this nigga; that’s all I ask of you. He ain’t worth it.”

      “Oh.” I laughed. “And let me guess, you are?”

      “No, no man is worth it, but I wouldn’t make you cry.” He touched my hand, and when he started to rub the back of it with his thumb, I snapped from the trance I was in and snatched my hand.

      “Goodnight, and just do what I asked, please.”

      “Goodnight, Isabella.”

      I shook my head and rolled my eyes as I continued to my car.

      Tonight was a disaster. And I guess Nichole could still tell when a dog had fleas, even when she was sleeping with one herself.
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      I looked down to see my phone ringing, so I picked it up, tapping the green button. It was Katie, the wannabe Black girl I’d filmed for, and since she paid me handsomely, I never ignored her.

      “Yes, Katie?” I answered lowly.

      “Why are you whispering?”

      “Because I’m kind of busy. What did you need?” I looked around at the other people in the waiting area that I was seated in.

      “I need you to come film something for my girls and me. I have a whole idea planned, and I just need you to make it happen.”

      “You could’ve just emailed me that.”

      “I know, but I wanted to discuss the details with you, and it’s easier to do that if we speak over the phone.”

      “I have to go do something, so I can’t right now. Let me hit you back later or just send the email.”

      “Alright, fine.”

      I quickly hung up just as I spotted the therapist I was here to see, come out of his office and wave me in. Locking my iPhone, I pocketed it, then made my way over.

      Once we were inside and his door was closed, he smiled. “Dr. Cary Overt. You can call me Cary, however.”

      I shook his hand.

      “Willem.”

      “Yes, I know. Have a seat, Mr. Dade.”

      “Will is cool.” I sat down on the nice couch, eyeing his office as I rubbed my hands up and down my jeans. “So you do this shit all day?”

      “What shit?” He laughed, grabbing a notepad, a pen, and taking a seat. I couldn’t believe I was seeing a damn therapist. This was against the Black person code. But the fact that this nigga was Black himself made me feel a little better.

      “Talking to people and trying to figure out what’s wrong with them. This has to be exhausting.”

      “Not exhausting at all. The human mind is very interesting, Will.” He hit his pen against the pad in order to expose the writing tip. “Now I got the gist of why you’re here, but why don’t you give me a little bit more detail. All I know is that you’re having intimacy issues with women, and you believe it to be a mental and not a physical problem.”

      “Right. I mean, I can get it up, don’t get the wrong impression.” I looked him in the eyes. I ain’t want his ass thinking I was some impotent fuck. “It’s just a certain type of woman that has to be in my presence.”

      “What type is that?”

      “Women who work.”

      Dr. Cary squinted his eyes and then asked, “Work as in, a business minded type of woman, or work as in a streetwalker.”

      “The latter.”

      “So what you’re saying is, if a regular woman is nearby and ready to go, nothing happens below the waist.”

      “Correct.”

      “Okay, yes, it surely sounds like a mental incapacity. And you’re only interested in women sexually, right?”

      “Yeah, the fuck? I don’t do that other shit.”

      “All the streetwalkers that you’ve slept with, because I’m assuming you have slept with some, have been cis women?”

      “No, not no fucking cis women, regular women.”

      He laughed and then pushed his glasses up.

      “My apologies. Cis women are women who were naturally born with female genitalia.” He started writing. “Okay, so it isn’t your sexuality. What is it that you like about women who work?”

      “I’m not sure. It just turns me on knowing they work and that they’re out there like that.”

      “What type of women have you tried to sleep with and got no response with your penis?”

      “Well, I have this one woman, and I like her a lot. I wanna be with her, but we can’t have sex naturally unless we role play and she acts like a hooker. If she’s normal, I can’t do it naturally.”

      “Naturally. Why do you keep saying that? What other way is there? Pills?”

      “No, I use my mouth and fingers.” I couldn’t bring myself to mention the damn dildo.

      “I see.” He nodded. “Tell me what you think of her. What type of woman is she in your eyes?”

      “She’s beautiful, for one; deep chocolate skin, long curly hair, and a shapely frame. She’s talented, a really great dancer, smart, wholesome, and just perfect.”

      “Sounds like a woman we all want to marry.” He smiled, so I chuckled, nodding.

      “Exactly.”

      “And that seems to be the problem, Will.”

      “What? What seems to be the problem?” I frowned, feeling like I’d missed something.

      “The way you see her is the problem. You see her as a wife, a mother, an angel, and not something you can do sexual things with, unless she portrays herself in such a way. I didn’t hear you call her sexy once or use words like seductive, sultry, things that allude to someone being sexually attractive.”

      “Nah, no, that ain’t true, because we’ve done shit.”

      “Yes, but with your mouth and your fingers. You’re not able to achieve a natural erection when she’s herself; you just said that.”

      I stared at the floor, not knowing what the fuck to make of what this nigga was telling me.

      “But I like her. I think she’s beautiful, and sexy as fuck. You’re making it sound like I’m not attracted to her.”

      “No, you are attracted to her, but you’re not sexually attracted to the type of woman you perceive her to be. As men, we like to view our wives and girlfriends as classy women that can turn that off once we get into the bedroom. But because you’ve been dealing with women who are workers, it’s hard for you to view normal women as sexual.”

      “What the fuck.”

      “Just the way some men are only turned on by women who come off as innocent or ignorant to sex, and feel turned off by women who are sexually assertive or as they say, freaks.”

      “Aight, so how do I fix this? I have to fix this shit so she and I can be together. She’s trying to fuck with some new nigga, and I need to dead that by fixing me.”

      “It’s not an overnight thing, Will, but I want to give you an assignment.” He grabbed a Post-It stack off of his desk. “Try coming onto a woman who you know nothing about outside of her name and maybe her occupation. Tell me if you get an erection.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A couple days later…

      

      I shut down my computer and began packing my shit up because I wanted to get home and sleep well before tomorrow. Belly had some early morning shit to handle, and I had to be right there, capturing it all. I’d been doing the most to stay on track ever since I fucked up way back when. He seemed to be over the shit, but I wasn’t.

      I heard the buzzer to my studio door, so I dropped my bag and peeked around the corner to see who it was. I shook my head at Katie smiling widely and dancing a little bit.

      “What you doing here?” I opened the door, and her ass came right in.

      “I was just over here, and since my day is over, I decided to come by. You don’t mind, right?” She cocked her head, making her wavy, blonde hair bounce. I swear this girl was half black.

      “Well I was on my way out.” I locked the door.

      “It’s only 8 p.m., grandpa. You should be just getting started. You got some alcohol?” She opened the fridge and then pulled out the Hennessy.

      Laughing, I said, “Katie, I’m tired as fuck. I got shit to do early in the morning on top of that.”

      “Come on.” She started pouring the Hennessy into the cups. It was still slightly dark in here, but she had the fridge open, so it gave us some light.

      Making my way over to the counter, I said, “Just one, then you gotta go so I can head home.”

      “Fine, little baby.” She handed me a cup and then took hers down like a professional. “Drink it!”

      “Aight, aight.”

      As soon as I finished, she pressed her body into mine and said, “See, it wasn’t that bad, huh?” Her lips were nice as hell, and so were her pool blue eyes.

      “Nah, it wasn’t.”

      Next thing I knew, our mouths were pressed together, and I was pushing down the tights she had on. Tossing them along with her panties, I put her up on the counter, unbuckled my jeans, and pulled a condom from my wallet. I didn’t even realize I was hard until I was inside of her, pumping away. I guess that therapist knew a little something.

      “Oh fuck,” Katie called out as I hammered her pussy, gripping the paper towel rack on the wall behind her.

      “Shit,” I groaned. When she came all over my dick, I filled the condom up, jerking against her body.

      Immediately, I pulled out, backing away from her until I hit the back of the couch.

      “You okay?” She breathed heavily.

      “Yeah, I umm…” I wiped down my face before removing the condom. “I just have to go.”

      “Right.” She just stared at me before hopping down. I watched as she ripped off a paper towel, wet it, and then wiped between her legs. She grabbed her tights and panties then put them on before trashing the paper towel. “So I will see you next week for the shoot?”

      “Yeah. Be safe.”

      When she left, I just stood there, pondering. Now if only I could do that shit with Priscilla.
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      I woke up to someone beating on the door to my hotel room. It took me a minute to even get up out of this fabulous bed to go see who it was because I was still half dead.

      I’d planned to sleep in, because today was an off day in between shows, but clearly, someone didn’t want to let me indulge in such a luxury.

      “Okay, got damnit!” I shouted when they beat on the door again.

      “Troy, really?” I pulled the door open to see Yono standing there with a bouquet of red roses. It was large, and they were beautiful.

      “Good morning, gorgeous.” He smiled down into my face, reaching the flowers out to me.

      “Thanks.”

      I didn’t say he could come in, but he did, and a man followed him, pushing a cart of food. Another man appeared, holding about seven shopping bags.

      “Put everything in the living area,” Yono directed them.

      “Troy, no. I want to go back to bed.”

      “You can after we have breakfast. But only for a little bit because I want us to spend the day together.” He neared me, slipping his hands around my body.

      “I already told you it won’t be that type of party.”

      “You also told me that an ex would have a chance to be the man you said would be worthy of you.”

      “Fine. But I don’t know about the whole day together; maybe just half a day, okay?”

      “I’ll take whatever I can get.”

      I set the flowers on the table near the TV, and then Yono and I went into the living room area to eat breakfast together. The conversation wasn’t awkward, so I was a bit more at ease at the thought of spending the day with him.

      When we finished, I revealed what was in the shopping bags, and couldn’t believe how much money this nigga had spent on me. However, I was not going to complain. And to piss Manny off, I took a picture of all the gifts, posting them right to my story. He would know exactly where they came from, and that was exactly what I wanted.

      “Okay, I’m going to shower. I will meet you in the lobby in a couple hours.” I patted Yono’s shoulder.

      “I can come with you to the shower.”

      “Goodbye, Troy.”

      I led him out of my suite and then proceeded to get ready. Once I was clean and had brushed, flossed, and rinsed with mouthwash, I put on lotion then my clothes. I did my makeup and hair, then complemented my face with some gold hoops. I decided to rock the new purse from Prada and the boots as well that Yono had just bought me. Slipping on the Rolex he’d gifted, I was ready to go.

      I texted Yono to let him know I was coming down, and by the time I’d made it to the lobby, he was already there, signing autographs and taking pictures with some thirsty girls.

      “I don’t want to interrupt you.” I smirked when he finally broke away from the mob.

      “I don’t mind the interruption at all. The car for us is out back. You look so sexy.” He tried to hold my hand, but I moved it.

      “Stop.” I smiled. I could already feel eyes on us as well as hear people taking pictures. They didn’t even have the decency to silence their phones beforehand.

      Yono helped me into the back of an all-black Escalade, and then opened a bottle of champagne as the car started to drive through the Miami streets. It was so nice outside, and the champagne seemed to only add to the city’s beauty.

      We made it to a port, and when Yono saw my jaw on the floor, he laughed, before getting out of the car and helping me do the same.

      “You don’t get seasick or nothing, do you?”

      “No, I mean, I don’t think so. I’ve never been on a boat before. What are we even about to do?” I chuckled.

      “Come see.”

      “I’ll be back in a few hours, boss,” the driver let Yono know, who nodded in response.

      We walked down the port until we reached a big, beautiful white boat. A man with a button up shirt and khaki shorts approached where the stairs were, smiling very hard.

      “Welcome, Mr. Carter, and who is this lovely lady?”

      “This is Alivia, my soon to be girlfriend and maybe wife.”

      The last part had me astonished, so I looked over at Yono to see if he was joking, but he didn’t appear to be.

      “Well, it’s nice to meet you, Alivia. I’m Kip. Mr. Carter here must really like you if he’s bringing you on his boat.”

      “He’s never brought a woman on here before?” I stepped on, taking in the beautiful attributes of the boat.

      “Nope, you’d be the first.”

      I couldn’t lie, I was feeling very special. And on top of that, Yono’s little serenades at his concerts were getting to me. He was a totally different man than when I initially dated him, and I was liking this version, no matter how hard I tried to tell myself I didn’t. I guess it was true that when a man really wanted you, he made the necessary changes.

      I loved Manny, but I just didn’t think he and I would ever be able to become one. Our mindsets were too different. Things that he felt were no big deal, I felt the opposite, and vice versa. I felt like we’d be one of those couples who got married, had a good six months, and then divorced. I didn’t want that.

      No, I wasn’t the woman my parents wanted me to be and didn’t believe I shouldn’t live life until I was a married woman, but I did have some marriage values. Whomever I met at the end of that aisle, I wanted to be with forever, and I just knew Manny and I wouldn’t last.

      “I like the sound of that,” I finally replied to Kip.

      “I bet. Well you two enjoy the boat, and I will be in my own little area, driving you two around. And don’t worry, I’ve only had one case of beer this morning.”

      “What?” I frowned.

      “He’s kidding, Alivia. Come on.”

      Yono led me downstairs and into the bedroom. It was so cute and cozy but luxe as well.

      “What are we doing down here?”

      “Chill. I thought we should change into our bathing suits.”

      “I didn’t bring one.”

      “I got you one.” He lifted up a two-piece from Fendi.

      I grabbed onto it, but he didn’t let it go, using it to pull me into him. Slowly, he moved his face toward mine until our lips were against one another’s. I couldn’t hold back any longer, so I allowed his tongue into my mouth as we kissed hungrily and passionately. After what seemed like an eternity, we pulled away, and I went to change into my new bathing suit.

      “It fits. Good job on the sizing.”

      “I can eyeball shit like that.”

      “I bet you can.”

      We went up to the top, and for a moment, just relaxed, watching the beautiful water and all the scenery that Kip drove past. And it didn’t feel wrong being cuddled up in Yono’s arms either. He took a picture of my legs on top of his to post to his story, and since he had his camera open, I asked him to take some of me on this plush boat and in this bomb ass bathing suit.

      “So that stripper, it wasn’t your baby?”

      “She miscarried. How convenient?” He shook his head. “She was never pregnant I don’t think, but if it was mine, I would’ve stepped up.”

      “I know.” I sat back down but facing him. This was how a man was supposed to act when faced with fatherhood.

      “They don’ already captured my story to post on them damn gossip pages.” Yono laughed, showing me one of them already had it up.

      “I could’ve told you that would happen.”

      After he sent me the pictures he’d taken of me, I put them up on my Instagram. Not even two minutes had passed before people were in my comments saying how they knew I was with Yono. I didn’t really care.

      We chilled for a little longer, then Kip pulled over so we could ride the jet skis. I was so scared, too scared, so Yono and I rode together for the first couple of times. That calmed me down a bit, so I was able to go once on my own. By the time we finished, the sun was slowly going down, so while Kip drove us back, we showered and changed. Of course, Yono had bought me a dress, new purse, and some shoes from Saint Laurent to wear.

      “Don’t forget these.” He approached me from behind in the mirror and opened a Chanel box containing some diamond earrings.

      “Troy. These are about to blind me.”

      “That’s how they’re supposed to be.” He watched me put them on then hugged me from behind.

      “I’m serious about you, Alivia. I don’t do this type of shit for every female.”

      Rubbing his hands, which were locked against my stomach, I replied, “I know. I didn’t want to want you back, but I do.”

      “Cool. We can go as slow as you need to.”

      Turning to face him, I locked my arms around his neck and sucked on his lips.

      “Let’s skip the dinner,” I whispered, so we started toward the bed.

      Quickly undressing, I made sure to put my new earrings to the side before we laid down on the bed.

      Kissing Yono’s abs, I started to stroke his dick, and once it got hard enough, I took it into my mouth.

      “Alivia, shit,” he moaned, massaging my hair as I bobbed up and down on it. I’d mastered my skills with Manny, so I felt like a pro now.

      Getting in my own world, I continuously sucked Yono’s dick, until it got so hard, I thought he would chip my tooth. He pulled me off, bent me over, and then got behind me to eat my pussy from the back.

      “Mmm,” I whimpered, biting down on the pillow as he feverishly sucked my clit, palming the backs of my thighs.

      I came back to back, and Yono licked me clean before getting a condom from the drawer nearby. Pushing inside of me, he gripped my shoulders and started pounding me hard from the back.

      I never thought in a million years I would love something like this, but it felt like heaven. As I released on him, he didn’t stop; he just kept hammering me so hard our skin clapped together repeatedly.

      “Oh fuck, Alivia,” Yono growled, grasping my hips tightly and going even faster until he released so violently that he collapsed onto me.

      We laid there for a moment, then got up to take a bath together. He went upstairs to talk with Kip for a minute then came back to get in the bed with me where we fell asleep.

      

      Some odd hours later… Around 3 a.m.…

      

      I woke up feeling sick as fuck, so I hopped out of the bed and rushed to throw up in the toilet. This had been happening for the past three nights, and I was starting to worry.

      At first, I assumed it was the food I ate, but I would be fine all day until around this time, when I’d need to vomit. Not wanting to face what could be, I rinsed my mouth and then went back to get in the bed with Yono.
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        * * *

      

      Just 48 hours later… Minnesota…

      

      “Hello, this is Jillian.”

      “Hi, Jillian. Is there a way I can see a doctor?” I asked Yono’s tour manager.

      “Sure, Alivia. Is something wrong?”

      “I just have a bad cold. I’m not like everyone else who waits it out. I always go to the doctor.”

      “I’m the same way. I will send our doctor up to you in a little bit, okay?”

      “Oh wow, you have a doctor?”

      “Yes. He comes on the tour to make sure Yono is in good health at all times. He gets paid a nice fee, so he’s fine with it.”

      “I bet, but okay. Thank you.”

      I hung up the phone and went to take a hot bath. Once I was out and in my robe, I heard someone knocking. I peered out of the peephole to see an old Black man with salt and pepper colored hair.

      “Who is it?”

      “Dr. Terry. I was sent by Jillian. I’m looking for Alivia Farms.”

      “Sorry, I had to be sure.” I opened the door, waving him in.

      “Good afternoon, Miss Farms. Jillian—”

      “Hey, so before we start, all information stays between us, right?” I stared into his eyes after shutting the hotel room door.

      “It does.”

      “Okay, I want to make this quick. I think I’m pregnant, but I want to be sure. If I’m not, I need you tell me why I’m so sick.”

      “Alright.” He placed his black bag down on the desk and reached inside. “If you could pee in this cup, please.”

      Taking it, I did as he asked and then returned it to him with the cap on. He took out some other utensils, but I was on edge, so I went to look out the window of my hotel room.

      I couldn’t be pregnant. This would ruin my entire life; my career, my relationship with Yono, and what little relationship I had left with my parents. I would have no other option but to get an abortion. I’d be stupid to keep it.

      “How much longer?” I turned to face Dr. Terry, anxious. It’d been forty-five minutes it seemed, even though according to the clock, just five minutes had passed.

      “Just a second, Miss Farms. Why don’t you sit down and relax?”

      I did just that, but couldn’t stop my leg from bouncing. That only lasted a few minutes before I sprung up.

      “You know what, I’m going to make myself a drink.” I grabbed the bottle of vodka sitting out.

      “You may not want to do that, Miss Farms.”
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      “Why do you have to go?” Blaise sat up in the bed.

      “Because I’m getting paid to go. You know I gotta keep the money coming in at all times.” I pulled my Balenciaga hat down before pocketing my keys and wallet.

      “I don’t want you to go. I don’t feel well.”

      “Quit lying, Blaise.” I laughed, going over to lean down into her face before kissing her lips. “Just take yo’ ass to sleep, and when you wake up, I’ll be here. If you want, I can slide my dick in yo’ mouth as a wakeup call.” I spoke right against her mouth as she chuckled. And since she was holding my face, we started to kiss nastily.

      “Stay,” she whispered in between kisses, reaching for my belt buckle.

      “I can’t. I signed a contract.” I moved her hands from my jeans and stood up straight.

      “I don’t want you at the club with all your friends and a bunch of hoes.”

      “Ain’t shit gon’ happen.”

      “You don’t know that. You’ll be around all those bitches, and you won’t think about your fat baby mama waiting for you.”

      When I burst into laughter, Blaise’s jaw dropped damn near to the fucking floor.

      “You ain’t no fat baby mama.” I kissed her neck. “You’re my sexy ass, pregnant fiancée.” After pecking her, I said, “I’m gon’ be good no matter how many females are in that muthafucka.”

      “I just hate that I can’t be there, because I know they’re going to be pressing you for some dick.”

      “If they do, I’ll just let ’em suck on the tip for a little bit so they can leave me alone, aight?” I walked away from her and to my dresser.

      “Cortez, what the fuck!” she screeched as I chortled.

      “I’m fucking with you.” I spritzed on my cologne.

      “No you’re not.” She folded her arms so that they were resting on her belly.

      “I am. You know most of these females got them big fake ass Chiclet gum teeth in their mouth. I ain’t risking my dick getting bit off or scraped for no bitch.” It was quiet as she glared at me, then I remembered what I’d forgot to fucking say. “Plus, I love you and don’t wanna cheat.” I grinned.

      “Goodbye. I’ll be smelling your dick when you get back.”

      “You better lick it too. I don’t pull my shit out unless it’s going in a hole in ya body.”

      “I’m not licking shit!” She laid down, fluffing her pillow. “You’re just gonna put it back up when I’m done because I’m not sleeping with you either.”

      “Then I’m fucking you in yo’ ear, so think about that shit before you do it.”

      Without another word, I left the bedroom and went down the hall to check on Island. She was knocked out with her sippy cup on the floor like a drunk. She made sleeping look like the best shit in the world.

      Snickering, I went to pick it up and then kissed her cheek gently before covering her back up with the comforter of her bed.

      “Mmm,” she cooed, turning over some. She was beautiful.

      “Yeah, yo’ daddy is a little bitch, but give his hoe ass a chance for ya mama, aight?” I rubbed her hair back. “I’ll beat his ass whenever you need me to.”

      After watching her snooze for a little longer, I cut on her night light, made sure the camera in here was intact, and then took her sippy cup downstairs to the kitchen before bouncing.

      Richard Mille cost a Lambo… Known to keep the baddest bitches on commando…

      As the hostesses brought the homies and I a variety of bottles, the bitches in our area shook their asses to “Going Bad” by Meek Mill. There had to be about twenty of them, thanks to these niggas, but I wasn’t tripping. If I even had the urge to smash one of these hoes, I just thought back to the time Blaise wasn’t fucking with me. None of these females were worth what I already had, and I was just happy I learned that shit sooner than later.

      “I’ve never seen so many bad females.” Siggy shook his head. “But I’m trying to get like you and chill.”

      “Fuck that shit. I’m fucking on whomever I want!” Manny shouted, holding the neck of a champagne bottle.

      I frowned and chuckled because he looked dumb as fuck. Hurt niggas never realized how obvious it was when a female had them bothered as fuck. I guess seeing Alivia living it up and shit with Yono had him crying when he got by himself, and it was more than apparent.

      “Nigga, sit yo’ stupid ass down. Get you some pussy in silence.” I yanked his shirt, making his tipsy ass fall onto the couch. He pulled some bitch with him.

      Looking at me as she sat in Manny’s lap, the female said, “My homegirl really wants to meet you. She likes you.”

      “Well I don’t like her ass, so it’s no point in us meeting.”

      “How do you know?”

      “Does she look anything like you? ’Cause you funny looking as fuck.”

      “Funny looking? Nigga, where? And your brother likes it clearly.”

      “Bitch, he’s drunk as fuck. He couldn’t point you out in a line up come sunrise. Thought the club had a fucking rodent infestation when you fell in his lap.”

      “While you talking shit, nigga, your girl isn’t even all—”

      “Watch yo’ mouth, aight?” I gripped her jaw tightly, and she nodded, eyes wide. “Now get the fuck up out of my area and take yo’ homegirl Ratatouille with you.”

      When I let her go, she hopped up from Manny’s lap, who was now passed out, and grabbed ahold of her friend.

      For the next forty-five minutes, it was chill, and the remaining females weren’t being thirsty at all. A few gave me looks and waves to see if I would bite, but I just continued to smoke and sip my Hennessy.

      “Aye, is that who I think it is?” Cole tapped me and pointed to the entrance of our VIP section. I saw a light-skinned female in a dress that looked painted on. Her reddish-brown hair was wild and curly, letting me know exactly who it was: Tiana Strauss, Mason’s wife. I remember back when he got her fine ass, niggas couldn’t believe it because Mason wasn’t the best looking muthafucka with his giant ass.

      She laughed and hugged the bouncer to our area before he stepped aside to allow her in. Instantly, her eyes landed on me as she started over.

      “Tiana.” She reached her hand over the glass table as she sat on the couch across from me, next to two bitches high on coke.

      “I know who you are.” I took a toke on the blunt, ignoring her hand.

      “Of course you do.”

      “Fuck you doing here? Shouldn’t you be with yo’ nigga? He’s in a coma.”

      “He woke up, honey, and he’ll be home in a week and a half. Don’t you watch the news? I’m out celebrating with my friends, but I saw you up here, so I wanted to come say hi.”

      Her saying Mason was awake had me feeling excited inside. I couldn’t wait to get at his ass about shooting me now that our fight was over with.

      “Why the fuck you wanna say hi to me? How does yo’ nigga feel about that?”

      “Trust me, he has bigger fish to fry. And he doesn’t have room to tell me anything when he’s sending your woman expensive gifts behind my back. I know it was to mess with you, but he would’ve fucked her if she called. I know him.” Tiana got up and came around the table, giving Cole a look, so he stood up and sat where she was prior. “Congrats on being a champion, the ultimate one. You’re the man who beat the man.”

      “I am.”

      “Y’all should take a photo together.” Will joined us after talking to some random bitch for the last hour. I knew why he’d suggested a photo, and I was happy he did.

      “We should.” I smirked.

      Will pulled a smaller camera out of his pocket and snapped a few photos of us. He then sat down in between Ozzy and Siggy to begin transferring them to his phone via the club’s Wi-Fi.

      “Well, it was nice meeting you up close, Mr. Khalil. You are very handsome.” Tiana eyed me lustfully, licking her lips. Leaning in, she whispered, “I’ve heard things about your bedroom skills.”

      “Oh word?”

      “Word.” She grabbed a napkin and pulled a pen from her small ass purse. “And since I’m used to bedding the ultimate champ, why don’t you make me a believer?” She handed me the napkin with her address and phone number. “Before he comes home.”

      The old me would’ve fucked Strauss’ bitch just for shits and giggles, and she was pretty as fuck too. Not on no Blaise type perfection beautiful, but she’d do.

      Females like Tiana Strauss made me feel thankful as fuck that I had a woman like Blaise. She would never do no shit like this to me, especially while I was laid up, immobile.

      “Champs ain’t into loser ass pussy. I got some good shit back at the crib waiting on me. Go find one of these other sucker ass niggas to break yo’ skeezer ass off.” Before she got up since she was pissed, I grabbed her arm and leaned into her ear. “And you better hope I don’t find out you helped yo’ nigga with getting me shot, ’cause if so, I plan to push yo’ shit back right along with his.”

      Yanking from me, Tiana left, and once she did, the festivities continued with no issues. I made sure to post the photo of us on my story with the caption, You niggas’ bitches be my biggest fans.

      

      Around 1 a.m.…

      

      After shutting the front door, I put the house alarm on then crept up the stairs. I entered the bedroom and noticed one candle was lit that had the room smelling like cinnamon pancakes. The light from the bathroom pulled my attention away, and I spotted Blaise in the doorway of it.

      “Baby,” was all I muttered as I took her in.

      She was wearing some thin lace panties and some sort of see through bra shit that was like a very short dress with a split in the middle, exposing her belly. This woman was beautiful as fuck.

      “Did you miss me?” She glided out of the bathroom, and my eyes wandered over her thick thighs, up her sexy frame, and right to her nipples poking through the thin, clear material.

      “Yeah.” I sat down on the bed slowly as she neared me.

      “You like what you see?” She straddled my lap, hitting me with her sweet-smelling lotion.

      “I ain’t never seen a pregnant female I wanted to fuck the shit out of, so hell yeah,” I whispered before she smiled gently and kissed me. I was dead ass serious too.

      Getting her lips close to mine, she replied lowly, “Then fuck me, champ.”

      You ain’t have to tell a nigga like me twice.
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      “And we haven’t talked since!” I exclaimed as Mindy doubled over in laughter. I’d just explained to her how crazy ass Blaise had come over my house and tried to kill me.

      “I mean, what do you expect, Nichole? You were trying to fuck her man. I don’t get why.”

      “What do you mean you don’t get why? Have you seen him? Have you also seen how dizzy he has bitches?”

      “Yes. And I admit I thought about trying to sit on it before I met my man, but that was also before he and Blaise got together. Once they became a thing, I wasn’t even worried about him. You should’ve been on the same tip.”

      “I wasn’t. Shit, I had eyes on him first. But now I’m not worried about him. I just want my friend back.”

      “She sliced your ass across the back. I doubt she’ll be your buddy.”

      “But y’all are friends, so whenever you two hang out, just put in a good word for me here and there.”

      “I will see what I can do.” Mindy sipped her smoothie.

      I ate some of my Acaí bowl then said, “So did you look into the Jessica Mae girl? You find anything?”

      I knew what Ian told me, but something wouldn’t let me accept it. I’d been in the game for far too long not to recognize a cheating nigga when I saw one. Fool’s Paradise had been my mental home lately, but I wanted to know if this bitch was fucking with my man so I could get rid of her ass.

      “Well I know her cousin, not like we’re close, but I know her. I asked her just during casual conversation if Jessica was fucking anybody, and she said Ian. He gave her a watch, and it kind of looks like the one you have on.”

      My heart felt like it’d stopped for a moment, especially because the Richard Mille watch on my wrist was over $150,000. How important was this hoe?

      “W-where did you see this?”

      “On her page. But Nichole, you don’t need to be in all this. You’re about to have this baby soon. You can’t be stressing.”

      “I’m fine, Mindy.” I stirred my Acaí bowl aimlessly, wondering how I’d gotten on the other side of the train tracks. I used to be the Jessica Mae. Karma was surely a bitch.

      “Okay. Don’t harm your baby over a nigga.”

      Mindy and I finished up our smoothies and bowls, then went to do a little shopping. I was sure to be frivolous with Ian’s credit card because I was pissed with him. When I had so many bags that Mindy had to help me carry them, we decided to call it a day. It was almost 7 p.m. anyway, and most of the places on Rodeo were closing up shop.

      I made my way home and backed my new Range Rover into the driveway. Shutting the engine off, I pulled my phone from my purse to text Ian.

      Me: Are you coming over tonight?

      Ian: I was thinking you could spend the night with me. I have my chef here, and he can make us dinner. Anything you want Mrs. Bradshaw.

      Me: Okay. Barbecue pulled pork sandwiches.

      Ian: You got it. Come ASAP.

      I rolled my eyes at him before putting my phone into my purse.

      I wanted to pack a little bag and put up what I’d gotten from shopping today before going over there.

      “Ah!” I screamed when I hopped out of the car. A big tall man in all black had a gun and slipped it right into my mouth when I hollered.

      Pushing the hood back slightly to expose his face, Belly smirked down at me. And even though I was frightened, I couldn’t help but to admire how handsome this man was. Him being this close to me had my panties a little wet.

      However, after his serial killer fiancée came and tried to electrocute and stab me, I would forever pass on that dick. It was obviously good enough to kill over, and I had other shit I needed to be focused on, not Belly’s satanic ass dick.

      “You thought all them little games and shit you was playing were funny, huh?” He grinned evilly.

      “Mmm.” I shook my head ‘no’ as much as I could. Pee trickled down my leg, heating up my skin.

      “Let me make some shit clear, Nichole. If you do one more muthafuckin’ thing, just one, I will murder you. I don’t give a fuck if you simply step on Blaise’s shoe and say excuse me two seconds too late, I’m blowing ya fucking head open. Be lucky you got a kid about to slide out of that busted open ass pussy or else I’d blast yo’ shit right now. Do you understand what the fuck I just said? And most importantly, do you understand that I mean every fucking word? I don’t make threats for play play; I come through on my shit.”

      I nodded, tears seeping out of my eyes. He and Blaise belonged together.

      “I get it, I do. I haven’t done a thing,” I whimpered when he retrieved his gun from my mouth.

      He said nothing else as he went toward my house, hopped the gate, and then hopped another like a werewolf or something.

      Looking down at my pee stained driveway, I gathered my shopping bags from the trunk and took my ass in the house for a bath.

      My day had been draining enough, so seeing Ian tonight was a negative.
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      Two mornings later…

      Some of the girls I danced with, along with Blaise, were about to do this little trail thing just to get some exercise. Blaise wanted her son to bring his ass out, so any kind of walking she could do, she did it.

      I was just happy to have my best friend with me. We were like sisters, so I never missed an opportunity to have her around.

      “Look at this belly.” I rubbed it after stretching. “It’s so beautiful.”

      “I’m ready for my normal belly.” She laughed, looking down. “I want my body back.” She pouted.

      “Oh my gosh!” Brittany grinned when Blaise’s belly began moving. It was amazing seeing her son move around like that.

      “I know it looks cool, but it hurts.” Blaise frowned.

      “Can you still do the trail?” I asked.

      “Yes, it’s fine. Anything to speed up the birth.”

      We all chuckled, just as Katie and a few other girls rushed over to us, full of excitement.

      “Alright, ladies, are we ready? Let’s go!” Katie screeched.

      She started off, so we followed her, keeping up a nice walking pace while sipping our water and conversing. It was super-hot up where we were, so it didn’t take any time for the sweat to pour.

      “Hey, Blaise. You think you could get an autograph for my man from your man?” This girl named Macy looked over her shoulder.

      “Yeah, sure.”

      “Okay. I’ll bring one of his posters of Belly to Priscilla for her to pass on. I didn’t want to ask, but he found out Priscilla knew you and wouldn’t leave me alone.”

      “It’s okay.” Blaise smiled. We all giggled at Macy’s comment and her shaking her head at her boyfriend.

      “Look at the way you smile when people mention Belly. I can’t wait to feel like that again.” I nudged Blaise, thinking back to days when I used to get all warm inside when I would post dancing videos to Rafi’s hits. We were so close then. That’s when I thought us being low-key was cute.

      “You will, watch.”

      The trail walk was over about an hour later, so we all sat down on the table benches to eat whatever food we brought. Katie had a cooler, so anyone who didn’t bring food, she provided it. She was cool, I just didn’t like how loud she was and how she tried to be down.

      “Damn, Katie, you got a glow. I mean your white ass is always bright, but it’s something different. You must have gotten some dick.” Brittany squinted her eyes, making us cackle.

      “I did. I ain’t gon’ say from who though, because he used to date one of our people. Well, she ain’t our people no more.”

      “Only person we haven’t seen in a while is Dionne,” Zyla, our usual choreographer chimed in. She and Katie both choreographed well, just different styles. Reddi switched between the two, depending on what she wanted.

      The mention of Dionne really made me pay attention, because I only knew of one man that claimed Dionne, and it was Will.

      “Damn, y’all hoes just had to pull it out of me. But yes, Dionne’s ex, or maybe he ain’t her ex. I’m not sure, but he fucked me, and good. The first time was impromptu, but we got it in two more times after that.”

      Brittany immediately looked at me. It confused me at first, but I remembered she was in the room when Dionne spilled the beans that I was fucking Will.

      “I’m sorry, are you talking about Will?” Blaise’s upfront ass had to ask. She was never one to hold her tongue.

      “I am.” Katie hopped up, stuck her tongue out, and started twerking her big butt, causing everyone but Blaise and I to cheer her on.

      Blaise looked to me, and I just shrugged it off. This was why I was messing with Sly and proud of it. Will wasn’t about shit.

      We finished our lunch and then took the trail back the way we came so we could leave. I dropped Blaise off at home, and because I wanted to confront Will, I went straight to his studio. I tried to ignore what he’d done, but I was pissed the hell off.

      I parked right out front and then jogged around onto the sidewalk. I pressed his doorbell constantly until I saw him peek around to see who it was like he always did.

      “Damn, baby, you good?” He opened the door for me, so I bumped him on the way in. “Am I missing something?”

      “You fucked Katie?”

      “Huh?”

      “Nigga, you are not deaf! Did you fuck Katie Moorehead? The white bitch who sometimes choreographs at the studio I dance at!”

      “Okay, yeah I did, but, it’s not what you think it is.”

      I started laughing while shaking my head as I paced the front area of his studio. I noticed he upgraded a lot in here, making it look more expensive.

      “You just don’t stop fucking things up, do you?”

      “Listen, as you wanted, I went to see a therapist. He told me to fuck her.”

      “Your therapist told you to go home and fuck Katie. That’s what you want me to believe? You must think I’m a fool.”

      “Nah, well, he ain’t say to fuck her. I guess. He wanted me to flirt with her and see what happens. Well not her specifically, but a woman I knew nothing about. Next thing I knew—”

      “Okay, and then you went back to fuck her again?”

      “Yeah, but to make sure I could actually perform without role play or her being a hoe. I did it too, baby, with no issue. All this shit is for you!”

      “Are you fucking demented!” I roared, and he even jumped back. “You having sex with Katie is not for me, and don’t ever say that again!”

      “Priscilla—”

      “I’m leaving, and I don’t want you to ever talk to me again. We have absolutely no chance of rekindling anything.” I started to walk to the door, but he rushed to block it.

      “Priscilla, baby, don’t do this. I’m trying. This shit sounds wild, but I swear to God I didn’t fuck that girl just because. Yeah, I took my doctor’s advice too far, but it didn’t mean shit. I didn’t want to come to you, knowing I still had issues down there, so I tested it out a few more times. Come on, man.” He pulled me close.

      By this time I was crying. I was realizing I liked this man way more than I thought. But why? Why couldn’t I be over him after seeing his disgusting ways? His behaviors should have trumped the way he made me feel.

      “No, no, get off me.” I snatched my body when he hugged me tighter then kissed my lips. “This is the end, Willem. Let me by.”

      He looked down into my eyes for what seemed like an eternity, and then opened the door to allow me out. I walked right to my car and pulled my phone from my leggings pocket.

      Me: I miss you. Wanna hang out tonight?

      Sly: Of course. I’ve been missing you too.

      Smiling, I dropped my phone into the cup holder and sped off to my house for a shower. I had no business worrying about Will when I had a man like Sly around.
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      “The baby shower was so beautiful.” My mom reminisced as we ate lunch together. It was Saturday and very nice outside.

      “Yes, I loved it.”

      Belly went all out for my baby shower; well, his wallet did. I hired an event planner to make it so perfect and lavish. Everything from the food and drinks, down to the tiniest decorations were handpicked and just flawless.

      The bill was hefty, but my man made no complaints, making sure I felt like a queen on that day. I couldn’t remember the last time I was that happy at a celebration for something. Cortez Khalil was just everything to me.

      I hated to say it, but this pregnancy had been a totally different experience than when I was carrying Island. To have the father there with me along the way made this so much smoother. My last baby shower was literally in my living room with Priscilla, my mother, and Nichole, plus a few gifts. I was too self-conscious to take any pictures, and too miserable to throw a party.

      Despite all that though, I was never not excited to meet my precious baby girl. She made all the turmoil and drama I’d experienced very much worth it. And if I had to go through that all over again to have Island, I would.

      “And your maternity pictures… I have never seen a pregnant woman look so good. The one with you and Cortez was adorable too.”

      “Really, Mama?”

      It meant a lot to hear that coming from my mother. She was the most superficial and critical person I’d ever met. She never skipped over the opportunity to call someone fat, out of shape, or broke. So to hear her say I looked good was flooring.

      It took me weeks to get the courage to post them on Instagram, so I was happy to know my mama agreed with all the sweet comments I’d gotten, plus the 400,000 likes.

      “Yes, really. I will admit your outfits were a bit too revealing for my taste, but you looked very good.”

      I scrolled through my Instagram page a little more to view my baby shower and maternity pictures for a few more moments with a smile, then I closed my phone up to finish my plate.

      My phone began ringing as I adjusted Island’s top, so I grabbed it up to see it was my manager.

      “Hey, Ivory.”

      “Hey, honey. You sound happy, so I guess you haven’t seen the blogs this morning?”

      “No, I don’t look at that stuff. And I have my notifications off on Instagram so I won’t know when I’m tagged. Why, what’s up?”

      “Helen Jacob, you know her?”

      “Unfortunately. We used to be friends many moons ago, but she’s not my style. Why?” I forked my chicken.

      “She’s pressing charges against you for assault. She says you broke her nose, forcing her to get cosmetic surgery.”

      “Is this a joke?” I chuckled.

      “I wish it were. We’re going to need to get you a lawyer and a good one if you don’t want to pay her any money.”

      “Umm, okay.”

      “I will call you once I find someone to represent you, sweetie.”

      “Thanks.” I sighed, hanging up the phone.

      Something always had to ruin my day. I wanted to beat Helen’s ass, but that would do nothing but make shit worse. I couldn’t believe that bitch.

      “Who was that?” My mama asked.

      “My manager. You remember Helen? She’s suing me because I broke her nose.”

      “Why did you do that?”

      “She was trying to fuck my man, so I hit her ass.”

      Shaking her head, my mom replied, “You should not be fighting over a man. You’re going to end up in jail, and he’ll have a new woman.”

      “Okay, first off, I wasn’t fighting over Cortez. There is no need to fight over him because he’s mine already. I hit the bitch because she was being disrespectful by pushing up on him, knowing he has a woman. Don’t act like I’m just out here on some ratchet shit, beating up every bitch that looks his way. Helen was an old friend and tried to betray me on some sneaky shit.”

      “And he’s never slept with her?” My mom looked me over skeptically.

      “No. No he has not. He’s never slept with any of my friends, old or new.”

      “Well, he’s rich, so I’m cool with it. So if you say so, Blaise.”

      “I do. Let’s change the subject.”

      “You know I finally caught up on your show and—”

      “Excuse me, Blaise Cansino?” Some man walked up to our table holding a manila envelope.

      “Yes?” I looked up at him.

      “You’ve been served.”

      Snatching the envelope from him, I tore it open, ready to see what all Helen had said and what she was trying to get. I got the shock of my life though, seeing it was from Five-Star, trying to get custody of Island. I instantly grabbed my phone to text this dummy.

      Me: Are you stupid or something? You do not want to go to court with me nigga. I will put all your shit out there! And you know damn well you don’t want Island!

      Jelani: Go ahead. But once they see you got my daughter calling some hot-tempered gangbanger daddy, they’ll know where to send her.

      Today was just not my day. Lord, teleport me back to my baby shower.
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      A day and a half later… Baby Cortez…

      

      “Okay, he’s back,” the nurse sang as she carried my beautiful son back over to the bed. He’d just gone to have his first bath, while Cortez and I waited for his return. “Here you go.” She handed him off to me, and I kissed his cheek. He was the cutest little baby boy I’d ever seen.

      “You’re so handsome, baby,” I cooed as the nurse and Cortez smiled, looking on. Cortez was seated next to my hospital bed.

      “He is. And since his name is Cortez Khalil, Jr., maybe he’ll be a boxer too.” The nurse grinned as if she’d spouted an original idea. If she only knew how many people had said the same thing once they heard I was having a boy. “Well, buzz me if you need anything. I will send your mother in.”

      “Thank you.” I half smiled. I couldn’t wait for Island to see him when she came in with my mom.

      “What we gon’ call you, man?” Cortez took him, smiling so hard down into his face. “We got the same name but we both can’t rock that shit. Niggas named CJ usually grow up to be broke ass niggas with the skin still on their dick, so I’ll let you have Cortez since I love you and I’m already Belly.”

      I giggled softly, watching him talk to our baby as if he could understand.

      “You guys are cute.” I chuckled.

      Belly turned to me and kissed my lips a couple times.

      “I can’t believe this nigga came out of ya pussy. I know that shit hurt. Thank you, baby.”

      It was new having the father be at the birth and also there right after. I didn’t see Five-Star until I brought Island home, and he had the nerve to try to fuck me. He did send me a Birkin bag the day of her birth though. I couldn’t wait to tell the judge that.

      “You’re welcome. Vulgar ass. And yes, it was not a pleasant feeling at all. But he’s worth it, huh?”

      I already loved him so much. And I was thankful to Belly for such a gift.

      “Most definitely.”

      Just as he said that, my mom entered with Island, who rushed right over to Belly with her little mouth open. He brought her up into his lap, and we all laughed when she just stared at her brother. My mama looked on, smiling, and it was nice to see her happy about my new little man. I was sure her happiness would last as long as Belly’s money did.

      But in the end, this was the type of stuff I lived for.
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      “Breaking news. As we all know, champion boxer Mason Strauss had to have surgery to remove a portion of his skull, due to the injuries sustained during his fight against Cortez Khalil, the new lineal champion. The doctors present at the fight claimed Mason appeared to be fine once he came to after being knocked out by Khalil. However, as we reported a while back, he later fainted at his home.

      Although Strauss survived his surgery, he was in a medically induced coma for months. Recently, he woke up, and was preparing to come home; however, sources have confirmed that 28-year-old Mason Strauss has died. Laurie.” The news reporter nodded sympathetically, passing the reporting baton to his co-worker.

      “Thanks, Paul. I’m here live at the hospital where you can see fans of Strauss have surrounded the hospital with candles and signs…”

      “Hey, don’t let that bother you.” Carson waved his hand in my face so I’d stop looking at the TV.

      We were in some breakfast spot, eating. He wanted to talk to me about business shit, but seeing this news about Mason had me pissed off. I wanted to get at that nigga for having me shot, but now I had no way of doing so because in a sense, I’d already killed him.

      “I won’t.”

      “We have to prepare you for the little backlash you will receive.” Carson stared at me. “His fans will call you a murderer, and they’ll be harsh, but it’s normal. He’s been the king for so long, and now he not only lost his title, but he’s dead.”

      “I’m good, Carson, and I don’t give a fuck what his weak ass fans think.”

      “I know. I know you’re a man’s man, but this is your first death as a boxer, hopefully your last, and I just want you to be prepared. We can’t slow up; we have to keep pushing no matter what’s going on around us.”

      “I said I’m straight, muthafucka. Now what you got me in here for? You said these pancakes were fire. I should’ve known yo’ white ass would be wrong.”

      Laughing, Carson replied, “They are good; you just got the wrong flavor. But I wanted to talk with you about opening a business. Your name is hot right now, and we need to build off of it.”

      “Open a business? Like what?”

      “Anything. Club, restaurant.” He waved his hand around to emphasize restaurant.

      “Strip club,” I added, smirking.

      “Yes, even a strip club. Something we can put you behind and make loads of money off of it. Think of that, plus your boxing, then all the sponsorships and opportunities you’re already getting? You’d be making a lot of money, son.”

      I nodded, processing his words.

      “Aight. I’ll think of something.” I looked around until I saw a waitress. “Aye, can I get some different pancakes? This shit is nasty!”

      Carson chuckled, shaking his head and shading his eyes out of embarrassment.
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      One week later…

      

      “Damn, did you leave a cake in the oven?” Victor inquired, making me laugh.

      “Nah, I just wanna get home to my girl and kids. My son is new and shit. I ain’t trying to have him walking while I’m busy up here.”

      “He’s got a while before all that, but I understand.” Victor patted my back. “You went hard today, so go home and enjoy your family. ”

      “Oh I will, especially Blaise.”

      Smiling, Victor added, “And ignore the shit with Strauss.”

      “I’m good; I ain’t tripping,” I half lied.

      I ain’t really give a fuck, but a small part of me hated that some people were calling me a fucking killer. I knew they were just his die-hard fans, but he had a lot of them, and the shit was annoying. Yes, I planned to kill his ass anyway, but that murder would’ve been a secret. This public shit was aggravating. But all them pretty boy comments had ceased.

      “Okay, good.”

      Victor and I dapped one another up.

      As I turned to leave, two men entered the building, one in a suit, the other in a police uniform.

      “Can I help you gentlemen?” Victor stepped in front of me. He was always acting like a damn father. I guess because he’d been training me since I was a kid, he felt like he was.

      “Cortez Khalil.” The one in the suit ignored Victor and stared right at me.

      “What y’all need me for?” I asked.

      “Cuff him,” the suit told his officer buddy.

      “Cuff him? For what!” Victor shouted.

      “What the fuck is going on?” I barked as my bag dropped and the officer in uniform pulled my hands behind my back. If I weren’t a public figure, I would beat his ass.

      “Cortez Khalil, you’re under arrest for the sexual assault of Tiana Strauss.”

      Huh?
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