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      Dropping my purse, I said, “Can you believe Nichole invited me out to lunch just to try and convince me you were cheating on me? Well, had cheated.”

      “What she say?” Belly frowned.

      “That she saw you at the SLS Hotel, at a kickback ordeal, and that you were coming out of the bedroom portion with Cadence.”

      He inhaled sharply and then ran his hand down his face before scratching his fresh fade. His muscular arms flexed, making his tattoos look like they were moving.

      “Blaise, it was one time, and it was the only time I fucked around. I haven’t—”

      “Wait.” I laughed. “Hold on. So Nichole was telling the truth?”

      “Yeah, but—”

      “Stop walking toward me. Don’t even try to touch me.” My body was shaking, and my heart was thumping seemingly out of my chest. All the rumors and bullshit that I’d ignored because of what he’d told me, when I should have been listening to them. Before I knew it, tears were spilling down my cheeks. No wonder he’d ‘fallen asleep’ on me.

      “Baby, I swear I haven’t done shit else, and it meant nothing to me. I was high and drunk as shit.”

      “So what!” I hollered through tears. He came closer, hugging me and kissing my neck while apologizing, but I was disgusted by him. “Get off of me, Cortez! Right now!” I pushed at his body, but it was similar to steel, making me feel captured.

      “Fuck!” he bellowed when I kneed him in the nuts.

      He still tried to hold onto me, but when I elbowed him in the face three hard ass times, he couldn’t help but to loosen his grip. I rushed out of his house, and he limped after me, blood spilling from his nose.

      “I’m not fucking with you anymore, so give it up!”

      I hopped into my car, quickly starting it as he got closer.

      “Blaise! Blaise, get out the fucking car!” he barked, punching my passenger window and shattering the glass all into the seat.

      I hit the accelerator with all of my strength, peeling off and not looking back. I didn’t slow up until I got to my own damn condo.

      After parking, I pulled my phone out and saw Izzy had sent me a direct message on social media. Since I felt kind of bad for leaving her there the way I had, I went to see what she’d said. There were no words though, only a picture of two pregnancy tests. When I looked up to see it was a screenshot of that girl Maia’s story, my heart sank. Belly supposedly hadn’t been with her in ages, but I didn’t believe shit he said anymore.

      Not able to take two things in one day, I dropped my phone into the passenger seat and just cried. My heart was aching, and for some reason, this felt worse than with Five-Star.

      Realizing I needed to be done with Belly entirely, I grabbed my phone back up to call the nearby clinic. I could barely look them up because Belly kept hitting my line.

      “The Hills Medical Solutions, this is Adah. How can I help you?”

      “Hi, yes. I’d like to schedule an appointment to terminate my pregnancy.”

      No way was I about to have yet another baby by an ain’t shit nigga…

      “Oh, well, alright. When would be a good day for you to come in? And how far along are you?”

      “As soon as possible, please, and not far along at all. My period was late, and I took the test yesterday.”

      “I see. Your name, sweetheart?”

      “Blaise Cansino.”

      I hesitated mentioning my name because of all the notoriety I’d received in the past few years. The last thing I needed was the media finding out I’d gotten pregnant for the second time by a horrible nigga and that I was getting an abortion.

      I finished booking my appointment, which was this afternoon since it was still early in the day and early in my pregnancy. Since my appointment wasn’t for another hour and a half, I went to get myself something to eat before heading over.

      Thankfully when I arrived, the office only had a few people there, and they didn’t seem like the types to recognize me; they were just a totally different age group. I was able to get to the back and allow them to do an ultrasound and STD test within fifteen minutes of being there.

      “Alright, Miss Cansino, so you’re definitely pregnant. You’re about three weeks along, so we can give you the pill.” The doctor came in once I was dressed. “May I ask why you want to get rid of it? Is it for financial reasons? Religious? If you don’t want to say, that is fine. I just like to know so I can maybe offer advice.”

      “It’s just not a good time.”

      I wasn’t about to tell her that I felt embarrassed, stupid, and afraid, so there was no way I could have this baby.

      Nodding, she replied, “I understand. Well, I will get you the pill. Just remember that you need to be able to rest for at least twenty-four to forty-eight hours after you take it.”

      “Got it.”

      I waited for about five minutes after she left before she returned with the pill. I hurried out and planned to drive straight home, which wouldn’t take long since the doctor’s office was in the same city as my residence. Plus I didn’t want to keep driving around with this broken window; it’d be getting fixed tomorrow.

      The whole way to my condo, Belly was texting and calling me, so I blocked his number as soon as I was able to at a red light. I decided to take a detour and stop by my mom’s since she had Island. I wanted to ask if she’d be able to keep her for two more days while this pill did its job.

      “Hey, she’ll be ready in a second.” My mom answered the door to her huge house, thanks to Merlin. I was surprised he’d been letting her live here with no problems.

      “Wait, Ma. I was wondering if you could keep her for two more days? I’m gonna be busy on set.”

      “Okay, fine.” She looked me up and down suspiciously. “Why have you been crying, Blaise?”

      “Not real tears, Mama. I’ve been rehearsing all day, and there’s a scene where I have to shed tears.”

      “Oh…”

      She turned to walk toward the back where Island’s room was, so I followed. I found my baby playing with her doll, the one that wack ass nigga bought her, so I got down onto the floor to kiss her.

      “Hi, baby!”

      “Hi, Mommy!” She gave me her cute smile, and when I reached my arms out for a hug, she gave me one.

      “I love you, Island.”

      “Love you too, Mommy.” She brushed her doll’s hair as she spoke to me. I just watched her.

      “Does your doll have a name, Island?”

      “Cookie Belly.”

      My heart sank, hearing her say that, because I’d realized exactly what I didn’t want to happen, had happened. My baby had gotten attached to that asshole, but thankfully, she was young and would forget about him. It took a lot for me to hold my tears in.

      I kissed her cheeks a few more times and played with her for a couple hours before my mom let me know dinner was ready. I was hungry as hell, so I definitely made a plate as well as my baby’s.

      Once I had her in the bed, I headed home so I could prepare myself for this pill. The doctor advised me to get some pads or adult diapers, so I got some from the store on the way home from my mom’s.

      I admit I was afraid because I had no idea what was really about to happen. I’d never had an abortion in my entire life, so this was all new to me. Getting rid of Island never crossed my mind, not even when certain people in my life begged me to.

      After taking a hot bath, brushing my teeth, and putting on something more comfortable, I got a call from the front desk.

      “Good evening, Miss Cansino. I have a guest here for you,” Gary said excitedly.

      “A guest? I’m not expecting anyone.”

      “It’s the boxer, Mr. Khalil.”

      “I’m not accepting any visitors at the moment, Gary, so you can let him know that. If anything gets out of hand, go ahead and call the police.”

      Before Gary responded, I hung the phone up then sat down on my couch. I kept looking at the pill on my coffee table, procrastinating. A part of me was afraid of what it’d do, and the other was unsure if I wanted to kill my baby just because of who its father was. And seeing Island today only made it harder.

      As soon as I reached for it, I saw the front desk was calling again.

      “Gary, I do not want any guests,” I answered angrily.

      “Uh umm, it’s not a guest. You do have a package down here, however. I forgot to mention it earlier, Miss Cansino. You rushed through the lobby when you arrived.”

      “Okay.”

      Placing the phone back on the receiver, I put a jacket on because I didn’t want to go downstairs in that cold ass lobby wearing just my pajama tights and this bralette.

      When I got down there, I walked over to the desk for my package, but Gary just pointed behind me. Turning, I spotted Belly looking like a sad ass puppy, holding some flowers. His nose was red from me elbowing his face, making him look like a brown-skinned reindeer.

      “You need to go.” I started off, but he grabbed my wrist, which I snatched back so hard that I hit the desk. Before he even said a word, I felt my eyes watering, and I wasn’t happy about that at all.

      “Baby, let me explain to you—”

      “You don’t need to explain shit. You cheated on me, and you also have a baby on the way with that YouTube bitch. We have absolutely nothing to talk about. We just need to part ways and never speak again.”

      “Nah, I’m not doing that bullshit.”

      I laughed.

      “You don’t have a choice!” I hollered. No one was in the lobby by this time, and Gary had retreated to the back. “You chose to sleep with Cadence while you were with me, so clearly, that’s who you want!” When I felt the tears dripping down my cheeks, I became enraged. I wanted to murder him; I did.

      When he reached the flowers out to me, I snatched them then started fucking him up with them. Rose petals were flying everywhere and falling all over the marble floors of the humungous lobby as I wore his ass out. I was using every muscle in my body to whack him with that damn bouquet.

      Finally, he was able to stop me and hemmed me up against one of the wide pillars. I was breathing heavily due to that floral ass whooping I’d just delivered. His big hands moved from my biceps to the sides of my face as he looked down into my eyes.

      As much as I hated him, he was still so handsome, with his supple mahogany skin, long eyelashes, bright brown eyes, and full lips. His facial hair, that was neatly cut, complemented his sexy face so well. His scent, the Chanel cologne, was just as alluring as always, and per usual, his attire of a fitting white t-shirt, sweats, socks, and corduroy slippers turned me on.

      My eyes traveled down his tattoos, the ones on his neck, as I waited for him to speak.

      “Only person I want is you, Blaise. Listen to me.” He added the last sentence when I opened my mouth to speak. “I was wrong, I get that, but, baby, I’m sorry. I’m not used to this shit, and I tried, hard. I slipped up once, which says a lot for a nigga like me. I’m not making an excuse, but I’m begging for you to think about that shit. I haven’t touched another female since that Cadence shit, and I swear to God I won’t. I love you, Blaise. Whatever you want me to do, to make this right, I’ll do it. I can kill that bitch if you want.”

      This nigga was crazy. And as hurt as I was, killing Cadence didn’t sound like too bad of an idea.

      Gently removing his hands from my face, I leaned up and whispered, “Fuck you.”

      “Blaise—”

      I took off running because I didn’t want him to grab me, but he caught me anyway, near the elevators. Quickly, I kicked him in the nuts, and when he dropped his hands to grab himself, I punched him in the face, liking the sight of his head popping back. He chased me onto the elevator, and by this time, I was scared for my life. Why was he so hard to take down? Damn animal.

      “Get out!” I screamed, but he grabbed me up and kissed me with the perfect amount of pressure as always.

      Like a fool, I got lost in it, allowing him to push my tights and underwear down right here in the elevator. As our mouths stayed occupied, he picked me up, removing himself from his sweats, and pushing right inside of me. Thankfully this hoodie I had on was lengthy, because if those elevator doors opened, people would see us.

      “You know I love yo’ violent ass,” Belly whispered, holding tightly on my ass cheeks as he fucked me against the elevator mirror. “If I gotta stalk you, I will.”

      He started back kissing me, sucking my lips in between and letting our tongues come together occasionally. I’d cum already and was on the verge of a second. I hated him, but he was making me feel too good right now.

      “Baby,” I whimpered as he sped up, hitting it hard.

      “You love me.” He slowed down his strokes, staring me in the eyes as his teeth sunk down into his lip. It felt phenomenal, the way he was gliding in and out of me, making sure to go as deeply as possible when he got in. “Tell me, Blaise.” He pressed me harder against the wall and began beating my pussy up again, making me release.

      “I love you, Cortez.” I sniveled, just as he let loose inside of me.

      We stood there kissing for a bit before he pulled out. Without a word, he pressed the button to my floor, and as we rode up, he kept kissing my lips gently. Once we got inside of my condo, we took a shower together then laid down in my bed without any clothes.

      In the middle of the night, I woke up to go to the bathroom, but he wouldn’t let my body go.

      “I have to pee badly, Cortez.”

      Hesitantly, he released me, so I rushed to use the restroom then washed my hands before returning to the bed. I noticed his nose was still red, shining brightly through his brown skin from all of those face shots I’d given him. Cupping his face as he slept soundly, I kissed his nose a couple times very softly, before turning my back to him.

      He kept me close to him throughout the night. I guess he knew this would be the last fucking time he touched me or saw me in any way.
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      The next morning…

      

      When I woke up, I checked my phone for the time to see it was 8 a.m. Gently removing the covers so I wouldn’t disturb Blaise, I got out of the bed, heading to the drawer she’d let me keep here. Thankfully her crazy ass hadn’t had time to move my shit out or burn it, so I had something to slip on.

      After picking out my clothes, undergarments, and my other shit, I went to her bathroom to shower then brush, floss, and rinse with Listerine. My face was in a lot of pain from getting my ass whooped at least three times by her ass.

      Blaise loved this one breakfast spot in her city, so once I was dressed, I dipped out to go get her some shit.

      I was for sure sucking the fuck up, because there was no way I could allow her to stop fucking with a nigga. I loved her more than I loved a lot of shit, and that meant plenty to a muthafucka who only gave a fuck about boxing and getting money. I understood I fucked up royally, but I refused to just give up on the shit Blaise and I had built. She was a different type of female, and I beat myself up mentally all fucking day, thinking about how I messed that shit up; well, before she found out.

      Once I had the food, I went to buy roses, hoping to win her over with some sappy shit. When I got back up inside of her condo, I heard her moving around in her bedroom, and the scent of her body wash was flowing from the bathroom, so I knew she’d just gotten out less than an hour ago.

      “Good morning.” I walked in, salivating at the sight of her in some black dress. Every color she wore went perfectly with her sexy ass brown skin.

      Staring in the mirror and refusing to look at me, she replied, “I’m about to leave, so you should go ahead and bounce.”

      I refrained from choking her ass for talking to me like she was a nigga and I was some hoe.

      “Nah, I got you something to eat.” I walked in, placing the bag on the dresser. “And these.” I handed over the roses.

      She turned to me and looked at the roses for a few moments before walking off to grab her shoes.

      “I don’t want your flowers or your food. I want you to leave. I’m sure you have one of your many women to tend to.” She buckled the strap on her heel.

      I set the flowers on the bed next to her then squatted down with my hands on her smooth thighs. I kissed one because I couldn’t help it.

      “Nah, you’re the only woman I give a fuck about, Blaise. I love you.”

      Before the words even left my lips, she immediately wiped a lone tear from her eye, before tousling her dark, wavy hair and rising to her feet. I rose up as well, lightly grazing her waistline.

      “No, no.” She started trying to move around me, but I wouldn’t allow her to.  “Cortez, you need to go! You need to leave me the fuck alone!”

      “I’m not doing none of that shit.”

      “We are not together anymore!”

      “That’s what you think in yo’ fucking head, but that’s not the reality of this shit; those are two different things. In reality, we together.”

      She looked up at me for a few moments with squinted eyes, as if she were confused yet baffled by my response, before shaking her head.

      “You cheated on me with one bitch, and you have a baby coming with another, yet you think I’m going to be with you?” She chuckled, sniffling in between. “Like, you can’t be serious. I deserve way better than you.”

      I admit her words bothered me because what she was saying was true as fuck.

      “You do. You deserve better than that Cortez, and I wanna give you the new one. I can’t let some other nigga step in and take over, Blaise. It’s not happening.”

      “Whatever, nigga. Worry about your baby on the way; that’s what you need to do. You guys can be a family, because clearly, y’all are in love. You’re out here making babies with her.”

      “I didn’t do that shit on purpose. I haven’t fucked that bitch raw in over a year. The condom broke, and…” I slipped my hands into my jeans before shrugging. “That bitch ain’t important to me; none of ’em but you. I love you.”

      “You don’t love me!” she roared like she was tired of me saying it because she didn’t believe it.

      “Say that bullshit again and watch what the fuck I do!” I growled down into her face, and she softened up only a little bit.

      “I have somewhere to be.”

      “Eat with me first, Blaise. Please.”

      Without another word, I took her hand into mine then grabbed the food with the other before leading her into the kitchen. She ate with me but wouldn’t say shit, no matter how many questions I asked and no matter what the fuck I said.

      “I need my key back.”

      She placed her small hand out, and after surveying her a bit, I reached into my pocket and removed the condo key from my key ring. I had copies at the house, but she ain’t need to know that shit.

      “Where you going?” I watched her stand up in that tight ass dress. Blaise knew she was beautiful as fuck, sexy too, no matter if she was in a little ass skirt or a suit. Everything she did got my dick hard.

      “I have an audition. It’s none of your business though.”

      I helped her throw everything away, and when she was about to leave the kitchen, I hemmed her up against the wall smoothly.

      “I wanna come see you later.”

      “You can’t. I’ll be busy. Go see Maia. Or Cadence, or Kharla, Sienna, and whoever else you have. Is this what you do? Make women fall in love with you just to treat them horribly?”

      “No,” I replied dryly. “I don’t make anybody do shit. And whether they love me or not doesn’t matter to me. The only person that matters is you. I’m not fucking leaving until you agree to let me see you later.”

      “Fine. I will come to you.” She switched out of the kitchen.

      Following her, I asked, “The beach house or my spot?  I can cook for you.”

      “I don’t care which one. I most likely won’t be hungry, and I definitely won’t be spending the night.” She shoved something into her purse and then slid it down her forearm. “You just make sure baby mama is straight and—”

      “Aye, I don’t need you telling me what the fuck to do when it comes to that. I’m gon’ handle that shit. Just make sure you show the fuck up so I won’t have to show the fuck out, aight?”

      “Bye, Cortez.”

      She yanked her front door open, so we both left out. I made sure to walk her to her car, and after forcing a few kisses on her lips, I let her pull off.

      I headed to my whip and double-checked the plastic bag in my passenger seat since it contained the pregnancy tests I’d purchased this morning. Maia was about to pee on these muthafuckas so I’d have some sort of proof. I wasn’t doubting the fact that if her ass was pregnant it was mine, because Maia wouldn’t let another nigga fuck her if I paid her ass to.

      She was clingy as fuck and had the hardest time out of all the females I fucked with, understanding that we were just fucking and nothing else. If I let her ass spend the night, she would think that meant I was gon’ marry her, so shit like that had me not wanting to fuck with her as heavily. However, the pussy was good as fuck, and she was fine as a muthafucka, so I for sure dipped occasionally. I was regretting that shit at the moment.

      Once I had my music bumping, I sped off straight to Maia’s spot in Torrance. She made a nice amount of cash doing that YouTube bullshit, so her place was cool.

      “Baby!” Maia answered the door excitedly and tried to rush into my arms, but I gently shoved her ass back and handed her the pregnancy box as I slipped inside.

      “What the fuck is this?” She closed the door with one hand, holding the box with the other as she frowned at it.

      “The fuck does it look like. Hurry the fuck up and pee on that shit.” I sat down on her leather couch.

      “I already took a test, Cortez.”

      “Take it again. I wanna see the shit live.”

      “Why! We made this baby together. I’ve already taken a test, which you saw because you made me take down my Instagram story! I even went to the doctor—”

      “Get yo’ stupid ass in that bathroom, pop a muthafuckin’ squat over that stick, and piss ’fore I uppercut yo’ ass.” I gritted, cutting off that bullshit ass whining she was doing.

      I was standing up at this point, so slowly she turned to walk to the back where her bathroom was, and I followed. As she tore the box open, she began sobbing hard as fuck, which confused me, but I ignored it. I knew Maia wasn’t the type to lie or trick me, but I still wanted solid proof that she had my kid in there. I’d seen too many niggas in the hood get played by these females claiming to be pregnant by them but really wanting that muthafuckin’ bread. I’d be damned if that shit happened to me. I didn’t give a fuck if it was a bitch I’d been smashing for years and somewhat trusted.

      “I thought you loved me.” Maia cried, taking a mouthwash cup and peeing inside of that over the toilet.

      Once done, she took the cap off of the stick and set it in the cup before washing her hands.

      “How long this shit take?”

      “Just a few more minutes.”

      We waited in silence, with her sniffling and staring down the whole time, trying to make me console her ass, but that shit was out. I’d done enough consoling with this dick, and now my bitch was around here thinking we were broken up.

      Finally, Maia pulled the stick from the cup but didn’t look at it. She just put the cap on and handed it over to me.

      “This shit says not pregnant, Maia. What the fuck is going on?” I felt my face contort as I stared down at her. I didn’t know if I was pissed about the fact that this bitch had lied or if I was slightly bummed at the fact that I wasn’t about to be a father. Yeah, Maia was the last bitch I wanted a kid with, but any muthafucka I shoot out of my dick was someone to be excited about.

      Twiddling her thumbs, she looked off for a couple seconds and then made eye contact with me.

      “I was pregnant, but when I went to get checked out, the baby was growing in the wrong place so… so… they had to ter—terminate it.” She burst into tears, and 2 percent of me felt bad as fuck for her.

      “Maia, when the fuck was this?”

      “About a week ago. But it was after I told you the news, and I couldn’t face the fact that we weren’t having a baby together, Cortez!”

      “Wait. Are you sad because ya baby is no longer or that you ain’t having a baby by me?”

      That small percentage of sympathy was fading fast as fuck.

      Walking closer to me, she whimpered, “I just love you so much, and I know you love me. So if we had a baby together, you would see that I’m more important than Kharla, Sienna, Cadence, and especially Blaise.”

      “Wow.” I laughed.

      “What is so special about her anyway! She’s no prettier than the rest of us! Yet you’re around here being all romantic and buying her things! She has not put in the work for any of that!”

      “She’s special because I love her.” I could damn near physically see Maia’s heart slink down into her stomach as her jaw dropped, eyes scanning me frantically. I took a picture of the test then hissed, “Take this fucking stick, and don’t hit me up no more for shit. We a wrap for good.” I turned to leave.

      “No! No, Cortez! I’m sorry! I’ll behave!” she shouted, grabbing onto the tail of my t-shirt.

      I had to turn around and pry her small hands from it then toss her muthafuckin’ ass onto the couch. She laid there crying hard as shit as I left out, not giving a fuck.
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      The next morning…

      

      I definitely flaked on meeting Belly because I didn’t know what the fuck he thought this was, but it was over. I ended up spending the night at my mom’s house with my baby, because Belly was blowing me up and said he was at my condo.

      I still had yet to take that damn abortion pill. I didn’t want to kill my baby, but I hated the circumstances surrounding it all. Another woman was pregnant by him as well, and just the thought of us both having his baby disgusted me. Not to mention like the last time I was pregnant, I had a baby father who was cheating on me. It was too much, and I felt stupid for allowing this to happen to me yet again. Only insane people didn’t learn from their mistakes.

      After Island and I were ready, I made us some breakfast and then let my mother know I was leaving. I wasn’t sure if I was gonna take the pill, so I was bringing my baby home with me until it was decided. I missed her too much, even though it’d only been about a day, and I’d still been seeing her.

      “Belly!” Island shouted as soon as we entered the lobby of my condo. I looked to my left and saw Belly seated on one of the couches, sleeping. He was even a sexy sleeper, and I could smell his cologne from over here. It did make me feel a way knowing he’d waited for me so long that he’d passed out.

      “Yeah. He came yesterday evening and said he wanted to wait for you.” Gary gave me a look.

      “When he wakes up, Gary, tell him I’m not home yet, okay?”

      “Sure thing, Miss Cansino.” He paused then asked, “But why? He seems like a nice guy. Plus, he’s a great boxer. I saw—”

      “He and I aren’t in a relationship anymore, if you must know, Gary.” The only reason I even gave him that much information was because Gary had been like a cool trusting grandpa this whole time I’d been living in this building. I knew he meant no harm.

      “I understand.”

      “Mommy, Belly!” Island yelled again.

      “Okay, sweetie.” I kissed her supple cheek and hurried through the locked glass door and toward the elevators before she woke him up.

      Once I got up into my condo, I let Island down so she could play with her toys, then dialed Priscilla.

      “Hey!” she answered excitedly.

      “Hey, do you think you can come by? You can bring Penni and Rafi if you need to. I have Island here.”

      “They’re with my Aunt Vivian, but yes, I can come. I don’t have dance rehearsal until later. Are you okay?”

      “I’m not sure. Let me know when you’re on your way.”

      “Oh… okay.”

      I hung up with Priscilla and then got up to attempt to make a sweet potato waffle. By the time I was done, Gary was calling, whispering to let me know she was here, so I told him to allow her up.

      This waffle wasn’t that great, because Belly was the only one who could make them good, but I was craving it, so I ate whatever came out of that waffle maker, while waiting on Priscilla to get up here.

      “Damn, it smells bomb in here.” Priscilla walked in and set her Givenchy purse down on the couch.

      “Thank you. I tried to cook something, but the shit was a fail.”

      “You know how to cook though, Blaise.” She chuckled as we sat down on the couch. I kept my eyes on Island for a second then put my attention back on her.

      “No, I know. Just not these waffles Belly makes.”

      “Speaking of Belly, he’s down in the lobby sleeping. I almost didn’t recognize him because of the hoodie, but then I saw Hood’s Champ on it, and saw them corduroy slippers…”

      We both laughed.

      “Yeah, I…” I shook my head as I looked off before tying my hair up into a ponytail. “We broke up, and he thinks I’m not home, so he waited for me down there until he passed out.”

      “Awww!”

      “No, not awww.”

      “What happened, Blaise?” Priscilla frowned, sitting back with her arms folded. I wanted to tell her, but because I felt dumb for making the same mistake like a foolish person, it was hard.

      “He… I found out he cheated on me and with the girl I told you was saying she’d still get her time with him and stuff.”

      Just saying that shit had me wanting to go downstairs and box his damn head until he woke up.

      “What the fuck? And she’s super thirsty for him I heard.”

      “Yeah, but that’s not the worst thing…” I smoothed my hair back. “He got another one pregnant.”

      Priscilla’s jaw dropped as she searched my face with her eyes. I could see the anger, confusion, and astonishment all mixed together.

      “Are you sure? He was acting like he was in love with you. I can’t see him getting someone else pregnant. If anything, you’d be pregnant.”

      “I am.” I nodded, feeling tears well up. “And I feel so dumb because this just happened to me with Five-Star. I don’t want to kill my baby, but I don’t want to deal with this same stuff again. Not to mention the harassment headed my way for getting pregnant by yet another famous nigga who’s known for having a surplus of women.”

      “Well, with Five-Star, you were much younger, and he played, you making you think you were it. But Blaise, I do have to say the warning signs were there with Belly, but you’re not stupid; you just gave him a chance. And from seeing you guys together, I know he got to you with the way he was treating you. Romancing you, spoiling you; any woman would’ve fallen for it, including me.”

      “Yeah. I’m keeping the baby. Is that dumb?”

      “No.” She chuckled.

      “I know it’s going to be this big thing, but I don’t really care in a sense. Years from now, I’ll have a beautiful baby and won’t even remember half the stuff people said about me.”

      “That’s why I admire you. People have been coming at you for years, and still do, but you don’t let it stop you from doing what you want. I’m way too worried about what people think of me.”

      “We should go on a trip. We need it.”

      “To where?”

      “Mmm, Miami. Somewhere pretty where I can wear a bathing suit. I only have a few months before I start to blow up.”

      “Okay, but let’s go ASAP, please.”
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        * * *

      

      Two days later… Miami, Florida…

      

      NHBelly: I got some shit to tell you.

      NHBelly: She ain’t having my baby.

      As Priscilla and I walked out of our suite at The Setai Hotel, I saw Belly had sent me some messages on Instagram. I’d blocked his number days ago, and I guess he’d just now realized it. He’d been leaving me voicemails prior to this.

      I wanted to inquire about the baby text, but I realized it was no point. He and I weren’t going to be together, so it didn’t matter who was and wasn’t having his child.

      “This is so nice.” Priscilla commented on the private pool area we’d walked up on.

      “I know.”

      We laid out on the soft white bed chairs, just before a hostess approached to offer us something to drink, along with a fruit plate. We’d already gotten plenty of pictures yesterday at the actual beach, so today, we wanted to chill by the private pool. Plus, yesterday, there were too many thirsty ass niggas trying to get at us, which was annoying.

      “Your body is popping, by the way.”

      “Thank you. I’m trying to enjoy it as much as I can.” I giggled, shoving a grape into my mouth as I relaxed. This was nice.

      “So what did Belly say about the baby?”

      Looking over at her, I replied, “Nothing. He doesn’t even know. I should tell him, but I don’t want him around me. A baby will only worsen his behavior.”

      “True. So what, you want to raise it by yourself?”

      “That would be ideal, but I know as soon as I’m seen with a belly, he’ll know.” I sighed, thinking of how I could convince Belly the baby wasn’t his. I chuckled at my thoughts. “Plus, I want my baby to know its father, especially because I think it’d mean a lot to Cortez to be better than his parents.”

      I was going to tell Belly, now that I was for sure keeping the baby, but not right now. I would tell him once he backed off some and accepted that he and I were done.

      “You still love him, I see.”

      “Yeah, but I will get over it.”

      Priscilla and I relaxed for about ten more minutes alone before we heard someone else coming into the private pool area. When I peered around her, I saw it was this rapper named Bizz and two other niggas. Bizz was pretty big, and he made those songs we called stripper music, because all you wanted to do was shake your ass when they came on.

      “Good afternoon, ladies.” Bizz spoke up as one friend got into the pool and the other laid his stuff on a chair like Bizz had done.

      “Afternoon,” Priscilla and I said in unison.

      “Damn, y’all both are more beautiful in person than on Instagram,” his friend commented. He was a cute guy, but I could tell he thought he was cuter than he was.

      “Thanks,” again we responded together like twins.

      My eyes landed on Bizz as he walked right over to me, smiling. He was brown skinned, had dreads, very little facial hair, and was average height for a man, so about five feet nine inches. He was a handsome guy, with really nice teeth.

      “Blaise Cansino, right?” He grinned, showing off the perfectness of his mouth. Only other person with teeth that beautiful was Belly. Only Belly didn’t wear diamond grills on the bottom; he said he thought it was corny as fuck and too flashy.

      “Yep. You know me?”

      “I follow you on social media.” He chuckled. He smelled nice too.

      “You do? I’m sorry. I don’t really pay attention to who follows me these days. I get so many in a day.”

      “It’s cool.” He licked his lips, squatting down since I was lying flat. “I know you got something going on with Cortez Khalil, but if you don’t mind, you and your friend should have dinner with the homies and I; my treat.”

      “I don’t have anything going on with anybody, but I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

      “Oh, so you’re single then.” He nodded, appearing as if he was attempting to suppress his excitement. “In that case, I’m begging you to come. I been wanting to bag you for a while, but you’re so low key I never run across you. Then when I saw you with Khalil, I was jealous as fuck. Whole time I thought you already had a nigga ’cause you’re way too fucking fine to be single.”

      I chuckled, moving my hair from my face. He seemed to be in awe.

      I glanced over at Priscilla who shrugged, so I responded, “Okay, what time? And where? I’m a private person, so I’m not trying to have my picture taken.”

      “I got you. I only do private shit.”

      “Okay then, sir.”

      We both laughed together as he rose to his feet.

      Turning to look down at Priscilla, he joked, “Rafi won’t be trying to fight and shit if you come eat with us, right?”

      “No, not at all.” She laughed, and so did the rest of us.

      For the next hour, Priscilla and I hung out with Bizz and his boys, in and out of the pool. Bizz was definitely trying to get with me, which surprised me a little bit since he was so big. I felt the same though with Five-Star, Merlin, and Belly. Men who I assumed would just walk up and ask to sleep with me would instead pursue me for a relationship.

      We finally parted ways so we could get ready, and Bizz let us know he’d be sending a car to get us from the front of the hotel.

      “Bitch, he wants to be your man!” Priscilla laughed as we got onto the elevator.

      “Not going to happen, but I can have some fun.”

      “Like fucking fun?”

      “Ugh, no. I have a whole nother man’s baby in my stomach. I am not about to be getting dicked down.”

      “You never know. I heard you were a freak.”

      “I am, but not that kind.”

      We chortled in unison before getting off of the elevator to get ready in our suite. We listened to music as we showered, brushed our teeth, and got all dolled up. My dress was tight as hell and black lace. It had a brown nude material underlying, so it appeared to show my naked body under. I paired it with some black Prada heels and kept my makeup subtle, with a red lip. I let my hair hang down, allowing the natural waves to do their thing.

      By the time Priscilla was dressed, looking sexy as well, Bizz had direct messaged me saying the car was there. So after grabbing my mini Dior bag, we left out. I spotted the Phantom waiting, so I took Priscilla’s hand to lead her to it.

      “Welcome, Miss Cansino and Miss Dimitri.” The driver pulled the door open. “There are gifts for you, Miss Cansino.”

      “Okay,” I responded slightly confused as I climbed into the back seat.

      Priscilla and I gave one another a look after the driver shut the back door, just before I spotted the large bouquet of roses. I smiled at them and then reached for the smaller box first. Opening it, I spotted a gold Patek watch.

      “Is this nigga serious?” Priscilla asked what was exactly on my mind. This shit was at least thirty grand. I knew because Five-Star and Merlin had each bought me one.

      “I hope not.” I handed the watch off to her so she could get a better look.

      Opening the bigger box from Louis Vuitton, I saw he’d gotten me a Petite Malle for about six grand. This nigga was tripping. I didn’t know what he thought was about to happen, but it wasn’t.

      Priscilla and I discussed Bizz for the rest of the ride, and finally, we pulled up to this restaurant named OLA. The driver helped us out, and when we entered, I saw there weren’t many people there. In fact, it was only the employees. The hostess led us in, to the table where Bizz and his friends were, and when he saw me, he stood up. He looked nice, which I expected, and smelled good still.

      He pulled my chair out after speaking to both Priscilla and I, so we sat down as the waitress filled our flutes with champagne.

      “I’m happy you finally showed. Did you like the gifts?” Bizz inquired.

      “I did, thank you. But that stuff is pretty expensive.”

      “I think I know that. I’m the one who paid for it. You like nice shit, right?” He nibbled on his bottom lip.

      “I do, but I just hope you didn’t purchase those things thinking it’d be the key to me spreading my legs for you.”

      “Nah, of course not. I’m just interested, and I like doing nice things for women I’m interested in. Nothing more.”

      “Okay, good.”

      “My driver will leave the stuff at the front desk for you to pick up when you get back to the hotel.”

      “Great.”

      We ordered some appetizers and food, which I got a lot of. I was really hungry. I was hoping my large appetite and refusal to sip my champagne had gone unnoticed. I admit the conversation between all of us flowed, and I was having a good time.

      “You know I’m making you my girl, right?” Bizz let me know as the waitress set down our plates.

      “Oh yeah?”

      “Most definitely.”

      I just gave him a chuckle before requesting some water and diving into my food. The night continued to go smoothly, and as I finished my last bite, I felt a presence approaching the table. When I spotted Belly heading over, semi-dressed up in jeans, a polo, sneakers, and a little bit of jewelry, my stomach flipped.

      Without a word, he pulled a chair from the table behind us, placed it in between Bizz and I, then sat down. Everyone was quiet out of shock.

      “Cortez, I am out with friends. This is my date.” I gestured toward Bizz to piss him off.

      Turning to look Bizz in the eyes, Belly laughed then questioned, “You on a date with my girl?”

      Opening and closing his mouth, while darting his eyes from me to Belly, Bizz couldn’t seem to find the words. “I—”

      “Exactly. I ain’t think so. Move over a little bit. I’m uncomfortable as fuck.”

      As he was told, Bizz scooted his chair over to allow Belly to squeeze in between us some more. Me being dumbfounded was an understatement.

      “I cannot believe you.” I was so angry that my leg began to bounce like it always did when I wanted to fight.

      Gliding his big hand across my thigh opposite of him, Belly leaned over, kissed the corner of my mouth, and then whispered to me, “Get up and come on before I flip this fucking table over and beat all these niggas’ asses. I got some heat too, so I’ll light this bitch up, Blaise.” Sweetly, he kissed my cheek and then stood up, reaching his hand down to help me up.

      “Well guys, this was nice, but—”

      “Nah, come on. Fuck them.” Belly cut off my little exit speech that I’d attempted to perform to save myself from embarrassment. “Try some shit like this again with this one and watch me knock them fake ass dreads out ya head,” Belly let Bizz know, before Priscilla and I followed him out.

      We got into his rental, and the whole ride to the hotel, no one said anything. After pulling up to the hotel, both Priscilla and I got out quickly, and I tried to rush inside, but Belly caught up to me after giving valet his keys. I went right to the front desk to retrieve my gifts, and Belly was on my heels. Priscilla had gone to the elevator.

      “Fuck is this shit?” Belly stared at my stuff as I hugged it closely to my body, ignoring him.

      “New things. You can’t come up with me.”

      “How you gon’ stop me?”

      “I fucking hate you!” I shouted in a whisper, and this asshole leaned down to kiss my lips, forcing me to slap him. It didn’t faze him.

      We got onto the elevator, rode up to my suite, and then entered. It was a two-bedroom, so I immediately headed to mine with my gifts.

      Closing the bedroom door, Belly inquired again, “Where you get this shit?”

      “Bizz. He’s so nice, huh?” I pretended to fawn over the small yet pricey Louis Vuitton purse. “Give it back!” I hollered when Belly yanked it from me, tossing it onto the floor.

      He spotted the Patek box then regained eye contact with me. He was so fine when he was mad. His mahogany complexion seemed to deepen when that happened. The jealousy in his eyes made me tingle with joy.

      “This nigga buying you almost fifty thousand dollars’ worth of gifts, Blaise?” He started walking up on me, scaring me. “You fucked him?”

      “Wouldn’t you like to know?” I smirked, folding my arms.

      “Blaise, I swear on everything I love, if you let that nigga fuck, I’m killing you and him.” Still smirking, I raised my eyebrows and shrugged one shoulder. Before I knew it, he was pulling a gun from his waist and removing the safety. “Aight, I be right back.” He was way too chill, so I knew he meant business.

      This nigga was psycho!

      “Cortez!” I rushed after him. “Cortez, I didn’t fuck him! I just met him this evening!” I added just as he was about to leave our suite. I knew Priscilla was in her room, shaking her head at us.

      “Put that shit on something!” he roared.

      “I put that on my baby. I did not sleep with him!”
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      Blaise was driving me fucking insane, and the shit was pissing me off. The thought of that nigga getting what was mine infuriated me like a muthafucka, and I was ready as ever to push his fucking wig back.

      “That’s what the fuck I thought.” I smirked, closing the door back.

      “Nigga, please! I’ll fuck whoever I want.” She turned around and started walking off. “I may just fuck him tomorrow. Suck his dick real good too—Ah!” she screeched when I picked her ass up and started out onto the balcony. “Stop, Cortez!” she hollered when I put half of her body on the edge, letting one of her legs dangle.

      “You gon’ do what tomorrow?” I inquired, eyes squinted as if I didn’t understand.

      She tried to mean mug me instead of responding, so I jolted her slightly as if I was gon’ drop her.

      “No-nothing! Not doing any-anything tomorrow!” She retracted all that shit talking as she kept looking from me to the big ass fall her ass was about to take. I only had her scary ass seated on the edge, yet she was panicking.

      “Nah, you said you was gon’ suck some dick. Now I gotta drop yo’ ass. It’s my dick or no dick, that’s yo’ muthafuckin motto.”

      “Okay! Okay!” She damn near cried.

      She was cute as fuck, looking all scared.

      “Say it.”

      “It’s your dick or no dick. I promise!”

      Laughing my ass off, I brought her down, placing her to her feet. Of course she took off on me, raining down punches against my back as I went back into the hotel room.

      “That’s what yo’ scary ass gets for fucking with me. You think that shit is funny, you acting like you gon’ let that nigga fuck you? Huh?” I finally turned to face her, and she backed away.

      “I-if I wanted to, I could!”

      “Go do it.” I stepped back. “Go out and let that nigga fuck you. But when they find his muthafuckin’ body in a river, I want you to know you’re responsible for that shit.”

      “Oh, so you can fuck bitches while we’re together, but I can’t fuck niggas while we’re not? You’re backwards.”

      “Nah, I can’t do that shit. I made a fucking mistake. Not even a mistake, baby. I made a stupid ass decision that I swear I regret every fucking day.”

      “Too bad.” She shrugged, looking down at her feet.

      The living room of her suite had an ocean view, with large ass bay windows going across. The moon was shining right in like a fucking personal light system. I chuckled very subtly seeing the balcony again.

      Plopping down onto the couch, I placed my gun on the coffee table after replacing the safety.

      “Blaise, I’m losing my fucking mind, baby.”

      “You’ll get over us.” I had no reply for that stupid shit, so after pausing for a little bit, she asked, “What did you mean when you said Maia wasn’t having your baby?”

      “Some shit about the baby growing somewhere it shouldn’t have been, so it had to be terminated. She was just pissed she wasn’t having a baby by me no more, not even that the baby was gone.”

      Suddenly, Blaise came and sat next to me.

      “Are you sad?”

      “Not sad, ’cause I ain’t have enough time to process the shit, but I’m slightly disappointed. Kind of got my hopes up for a second, but nothing major.” I sat back, chuckling softly to lighten the mood as I move the gun from the coffee table to put in my waist.

      “Sorry to hear that. You’ll have a baby one day.”

      “I know, but not right now. I want a baby with a female I can fuck with on some longevity shit, and that ain’t Maia.” Leaning over to grip Blaise’s smooth thigh, I kissed on her neck. She smelled so fucking good. “A female like you.” Spreading her legs so I could get between them, I added, “I want you to have my baby.”

      “Stop, Cortez.” Blaise moved my hand from the waistband of her panties, then pushed me off, hopping right up. “You need to go. I’m serious. I don’t want to work anything out with you.”

      “So you don’t wanna give me another chance,” I stated, not asked.

      “No. I’m not Kharla or Sienna or one of your other bitches. You can’t just come back to me whenever you want to.”

      “I know you ain’t one of them. If you were, I wouldn’t be flying into fucking Miami, hunting you down, and almost dangling yo’ ass over a balcony. I wouldn’t be telling yo’ ass I loved you and that I want you to have my baby. Blaise, I wouldn’t be promising you that I was gon’ be faithful to you if you gave me another fucking try, if you were one of them hoes.”

      She blinked about one hundred times as she looked off. She was so fine it was hard not to touch her, but I just laughed when she slapped my hand from her body.

      “If you love me so much, then why did you even cheat? I thought we were fine. I thought you were good with just me, but then you fucked that stupid ugly bitch. Yet now you expect me to believe you when you say all this bullshit.”

      “I did the shit because I was high and drunk off my ass. My state of mind wasn’t in a good place, because I ran into somebody, and I was being dumb as fuck.”

      “Excuses.”

      “Nah, it’s the truth. None of that shit excused my behavior, but you asked me why, so I told yo’ ass. Does me smashing that bitch mean I don’t love you and that I wasn’t satisfied? Fuck nah. Just means I was stupid, faded, and let some bullshit get to me. It ain’t have shit to do with you, Blaise. You perfect as fuck. Why you think I’m gunning for you so hard?

      The last thing on my mind is a female and being in a relationship, but with you, that shit is different. Nah, I don’t want any bitch being my girl. I want you.” I pulled her closer, wedging her between my legs as my hands graced her hips. I was surprised she let me touch her mean ass. Her arms were still folded though. “If I didn’t feel you were worth my time and fucking money, you’d know. Anything you want a nigga to do, let me know, and I got you. I just wanna be with yo’ ass.”

      She let me pull one of her hands from being folded up in her arms, so I kissed the palm. After staring at me for a little bit, she seemed to snap out of her trance, so she pulled from me.

      “You look good as fuck. Only reason I ain’t punch Blood just based off how you’re looking was because you wore this one for me first.”

      “You remember?”

      “Hell yeah. When I took you to dinner in Atlanta.”

      “How did you even know where I was tonight? Or where I’m staying?”

      “I’ve been to both this hotel and that restaurant, so with you posting all over social media, it was easy to recognize your background and scenery.” I sat back. “I originally flew out here to snatch you up for them risqué ass bikini photos, but when I landed, I saw you were at dinner and then with that bitch ass nigga.”

      “I thought you liked my bikini photos.” She rolled her eyes.

      “I do, but you was being extra as fuck for obvious reasons, especially that topless bullshit.”

      “I covered my nipples.”

      “I don’t give a fuck. Ya body is sexy as shit though.”

      “Whatever. I’m tired, so leave.” When I stood up, she added, “Leave here, and leave me alone for good.”

      Bending down to kiss her full lips slowly, I whispered, “Nah.”

      She didn’t say another word as I left the hotel room. Blaise was coming back to me, and I didn’t give a fuck if I had to exterminate every other human being on this Earth to get the job done. I’d apocalypse all this shit if it meant getting my bitch back.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      A few days later…

      Power Force, that protein company, was throwing a big ass party for me since they’d just announced my signing along with all the promotional photos and shit. And as cool as I attempted to play it, the shit had me excited. It was surreal as a muthafucka seeing my face up there on such a big ass brand. I remembered when shit like this seemed so damn far away, yet I was right in this bitch. Only thing missing was my girl, but I was praying like fuck that I’d have her ass too, and very fucking soon.

      “Damn, nigga, you made it.” Manny dapped me up as “Neat” by Q. Money played in the club. This shit was packed as hell and full of bitches in the smallest amount of clothing they could find. Usually, I would have been basking in this shit, but the only muthafuckin’ thing my simp ass could think about was Blaise and how she’d been ignoring me.

      “Almost,” I finally replied, taking the bottle of Hennessy from Ozzy.

      “Yeah. Yo’ wild crazy ass really pulled this shit off, Blood. You deserve it though,” Cole added, taking a blunt to the face, and I nodded.

      We all continued to drink and turn the fuck up in my honor, and over time, more and more females were in our section. The homies had good eyes, so they were all some bad ones, minus a few with horrible ass bodies.

      “This is who I’m up here for.” Some bitch gave me a look. She was aight in the face, but her body was ridiculous. I ignored her though, taking down a small sip of my drink. I could only have one of these muthafuckas for the night, so I was taking shit slow.

      “Me too,” her homegirl added, and she was the ugliest bitch I’d ever seen, with a body to match. She’d clearly slipped through the cracks. “Just let me sample it.”

      “Aye, get her ass up out of here.” I nudged Siggy who was seated next to me. I didn’t whisper the shit either, so the bitch heard me.

      “Why I have to leave?” She frowned, pointing to her chest as Siggy rose to his feet and put his hand on her arm.

      “’Cause you thirsty as fuck and unattractive as shit on top of that. At least be thirsty and fine like ya homegirl. You can’t possess two struggles.”

      “This nigga said unattractive.” Ozzy chuckled.

      “Nigga, you wish I was thirsty. I’m sure you secretly wanna fuck me!” She was mad as fuck, making it comical, but not comical enough for me to laugh.

      “Nah, I’m good.” I swallowed down what I’d taken a sip of. “You shaped like my fucking uncle, beer belly and knocked knees included.”

      “Nigga, I know…” she started fussing, but Siggy was moving her out of the area.

      “Nigga, what uncle do you have?” Will asked. He was seated across from me.

      “I don’t, but if I had one, he’d have that body. All uncles do.”

      I chuckled a little bit as the homies died laughing, and for the next hour or so, it was chill. That was until I spotted Kharla walking over to me in some little ass dress. Niggas’ eyes were glued to her.

      “Congrats, handsome.” She smirked when she got closer, pushing her hair behind her ear. “Can I sit down?”

      I nodded to say it was aight, so she looked to Siggy who moved down some to allow her in between us.

      “Why you here?” I asked her. “Thought I told you to quit that pop-up shit, Kharla.”

      “You did, but one, I love you, and I can’t just leave for good. Secondly, I know you miss me. You don’t stay away from me long.” She rubbed my shoulder and then leaned to whisper in my ear. “I’m always gonna be here for you, Belly.”

      I chuckled gently.

      “Oh word?”

      “Yeah.” She paused, then inhaled sharply before letting it go. “I admit I’m not happy about Maia having your baby, but I’ve already cried over that, and I’m good now. I doubt old girl is willing to stick by you. I haven’t seen her post little hints that she’s with you or any of the romantic shit you were doing on her story.”

      “Maia ain’t having my baby, and Blaise ain’t going no fucking where. Why you clock her moves so much?”

      “Thank God about Maia. And I’m clocking her because I’m waiting for the signs that tell me you’ve stopped fucking with her so we can get back to the regularly scheduled program.”

      Kharla was relentless as a muthafucka, and even though I’d known she was like this for years, at times it was still baffling. If there was something I could do to make her stop fucking with me, I would pay to know what it was, just to have that damn knowledge.

      “Kharla, Blaise and I are on some forever type shit.”

      My tone was dry as fuck. There was nothing Kharla could say or do to make me fuck with her the way she wanted me to; never could and never would. And I ain’t have to worry about her pulling anymore stunts to piss Blaise off or break us up, because I’d made it clear I’d go upside her head. And she knew I never made threats, only vows, in and outside of the ring.

      “We’re a forever type thing too. That should be obvious by now. It’s enough of you for us both. Just leave Sienna, Cadence, and Maia alone.”

      “The only one I want is Blaise though. That’s what the fuck I’m trying to explain to yo’ ass. What I can have and what I can do is one thing, but what I want is another, and it’s none of y’all.”

      Kharla just stared into my eyes sadly for a few.

      “Yeah, well maybe you should make sure Blaise knows you want her, because she surely doesn’t want you.”

      “You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about. Keep running yo’ mouth and get ya fucking neck rung like a dish towel.”

      “She posted this. It’s already on the blogs.” Kharla showed me her phone, and it was Blaise’s Instagram story. She was in some little ass bathing suit, showing off her plump ass. That was enough to piss me off, but her caption saying she forgot how fun being single was had a nigga enraged. “Cortez!” Kharla called my name since I’d hopped up and started to the back of the VIP where the plush ass private room was.

      Dialing up Blaise, I paced back and forth, waiting for her bold ass to answer the phone.

      “What, Cortez? It’s—”

      “Delete that stupid ass shit off ya fucking story, Blaise.” I was squeezing the fuck out of my phone.

      “Delete what?”

      “Keep playing dumb, and I’m gon’ hack yo’ shit. Take that single shit down, Blaise. I’m not fucking around.”

      “I’m not taking anything down. I’m single and it’s fun.”

      I chuckled before hanging up on her and leaving the private room. I didn’t say shit to anybody as I dipped out of the club through the back and went to the side parking lot to get my whip.

      I sped right to her condo building in Beverly Hills, parking right out front and jogging to the door. Entering the lobby, Gary and I made eye contact, so I approached the desk.

      “Aye, my nigga, buzz me through to the elevator.”

      “Miss Cansino isn’t home at the moment—”

      “Look, either you buzz me up or I fuck you up, bruh. It’s up to you.”

      After looking me over for a couple seconds, he nodded, so I headed to the elevator and pressed the button, waiting for it to open. I was impatient as fuck as I rode up to Blaise’s condo and darted off once the doors opened. Using my key, I entered, hearing the shower. After getting her iPhone from her bedroom, I opened the bathroom door, slipped in, and yanked the shower door open like the nigga from Psycho.

      “Ah! What the fuck, Cortez!” she covered her breasts, frowning hard as shit.

      “Delete the damn story.” I handed her the phone as she stood under the running water.

      “No!”

      “Delete it ’fore I drown yo’ ass in the shower. Don’t ask how it can be done; I’ll figure the shit out.”

      “Let me out first. I don’t want my phone to get water damage.”

      “This shit is water resistant. Delete it.”

      Snatching the phone, she unlocked it then went onto Instagram. I watched closely as fuck as she deleted the picture from her story. In the meantime, I saw her DM icon had the number 300 on it, making me want to sock out every nigga in there. This break-up shit was about to have me lose my mind.

      Blaise tossed her phone at me, and after catching it, I placed it on the sink counter. I watched as she rinsed the soap off of her body, licking my lips. Blaise did shit like this on purpose. And to make matters worse, she was naturally sexy, so even when she wasn’t trying, it seemed like she was. Turning the water off, she was about to get out, so I opened her bath towel to help her. She yanked it from me to wrap around her body, and once the shower door was closed, I pressed her up against it.

      “Move, Cortez,” she whined.

      “Let me have a kiss.” Before she could respond, I planted one on her, a few actually, and then went down to her neck. I made sure to grope her ass in the process.

      She started to let me have my way with her, but my fucking phone buzzing in my pocket snapped her out of it. With the quickness, she reached down into my jeans to grab it, and then stared at the screen before shoving me off of her and throwing it into the hallway.

      “Your bitches are blowing you up.”

      Chuckling as I went to grab my phone from the hallway, I said, “That’s ’cause yo’ ass posted that stupid single shit. This yo’ fault these hoes is hitting me up.”

      “Get out! And how did you get in here? I took my key back. Give me that spare you obviously made.”

      Doing as she asked, I gave her the spare I was currently rocking. I had a chuck full of spares back at the crib, so I’d just replace it when I got home.

      “I love you, Blaise. You so beautiful when you all hype and shit. You need to stop before I subconsciously slip my dick in you.”

      BAM!

      She slammed the bathroom door in my face, so after going to take a peek at beautiful Island, I went back to the club.
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      One week later…

      She freaky, she gon' bust it… She thick as fuck, I'm lusting…

      I smiled watching everyone sway a little or bob their heads to “We Don’t Luv ‘Em” by HoodRich Pablo Juan. I was the deejay for a baby shower today, for this Instagram model named Mindy. She was pregnant by NBA Player Jordan Bayou, who’d just signed a 125-million-dollar contract, so her being happy was an understatement. Mindy was very pretty though, with a body to match. She’d had her fair share of famous men too.

      The baby shower was more like a big ass luxurious wedding in a sense, with outdoor seating, beautiful green grass, pink and white flowers, and enough food to cure world hunger. It was a garden theme, so it was beautiful.

      Knowing her man was balling, I definitely took advantage, charging my highest fee. I was feeling good doing this job, and it was mainly because it was a daytime gig, so my parents weren’t breathing down my neck. I could calmly spin songs while thinking about the 50 percent remainder of the nice hefty pay I’d be getting once I left.

      “Oh my gosh, you came!” Mindy screeched, rushing her pregnant self off. I glanced to see who she was so excited to have laid eyes on, and it was none other than Blaise and her friend Priscilla.

      “Of course.” Blaise smiled, handing Mindy a huge gift bag just before Mindy hugged Priscilla too.

      I quickly turned away because I’d be damned if Blaise caught me staring again. I couldn’t believe she’d offered for me to hang with her that night, and I planned to, but just as I was about to head over, she was in a full-on brawl. I definitely didn’t want to get in the way of that or be expected to help out, so I took my ass back to my booth and very quickly.

      About thirty more minutes passed of everyone having a good time, before I was asked to lower the music so Mindy could open gifts. I watched, admiring the luxury baby items she was given by her rich friends, or friends who had rich companions like her. Finally, it was over about two hours later, so people got back to eating, drinking, and dancing.

      I spotted Blaise get up from the table and head to the food area, so I removed my headphones to walk over. Grabbing a plate, I cut the girl in front of me since she was in between us. She didn’t seem to mind since she was too busy trying to decipher which bread roll she wanted.

      “Hey, Blaise!” I said way too excitedly and immediately regretted it.

      “Hi.” She looked to me with a smile. “I keep seeing you everywhere.” She looked back and saw my booth. “You’re getting your coins out here.”

      “Yeah, I try to. I wanted to apologize for not coming to VIP with you that night.”

      “When?”

      I didn’t expect that to be her response, and now I felt dumb. She moved down the line, so I followed.

      “That one time you saw me in the deejay booth for the club event you hosted. You asked me if I—”

      “Oh.” She chuckled. “Yeah, that night. Don’t remind me. It’s fine; no need to apologize. I didn’t even remember.”

      “Right.” I tried to think of something to say as she turned to go back to her seat. Following, I added, “Well I think you fight really well. It must be from dating a boxer.” I laughed, but she only simpered softly.

      Sitting down at the table, she replied,  “I could fight long before him.”

      “Him? Must be talking about Cortez Khalil. You know, you amaze me, Blaise, with how you’re able to be more than a one-night stand to some of these men, especially ones like him,” some girl chimed in. She was Instagram famous, but I couldn’t recall her name. I’d just seen her before.

      “Glad I amaze you.” Blaise focused on her food as everyone at the table listened in.

      “Got any tips?” the girl continued. “I mean, Cortez isn’t exactly easy to keep.”

      “And how would you know?” Blaise cocked her head.

      Shrugging with a smile, she replied, “I may have run across him in the past. We had a quick little thing.”

      Everyone had their lips parted while on edge. I didn’t know this girl well—hell, Blaise either—but if she’d seen that ass whooping in the club like I had, she probably wouldn’t be saying any of this.

      “So you mean you came to one of his matches or club appearances, he fucked you, and that was it. So now you’re a little envious, wondering why that didn’t happen to me.” Blaise laughed, and Priscilla followed suit.

      Was I supposed to laugh too? I wasn’t sure.

      “Girl, please. If I wanted that nigga, I could have had him!”

      “Please, if you even thought you could get Cortez to be your man, we would have seen it all over social media,” Blaise responded, and that caused for the other girls to giggle. “It’s okay. Some niggas just don’t want you.”

      “Keep talking, and I’ll fuck that nigga the next time I see him. Yeah, y’all may think y’all are together, but I know bitches he’s been fucking the whole time he’s been with you.”

      Blaise finished her glass of juice, slid her chair back from the table, and then rose up. Her dress was burgundy, a velvet material, and very tight. Her dark wavy hair hung down her back. She didn’t appear to have on makeup, but her brown skin was flawless, bearing a sort of glow.

      Tossing her burgundy Prada purse onto her shoulder, Blaise then grabbed a table decoration made of diapers and whacked the girl across the face.

      “Oh my gosh! Helen!”

      “Have a good day, ladies.” Blaise turned to walk off, as the girl who I’d learned was named Helen, yelled out, holding her face.

      My shift was over, so when Priscilla took one more bite of her cake then pranced off, I did the same. When we got outside of the gate, Blaise had her iPhone out, and it must have been on speaker because I could hear it ringing.

      “Priscilla.” She looked to me, hand reached out, introducing herself.

      “Alivia.”

      “Hey, baby—”

      “You know a bitch named Helen?” Blaise barked into the phone as Priscilla texted away.

      “No.” Cortez sighed.

      “Well she’s saying she fucked you and knows bitches you fucked while you were my man! Who else did you sleep with, Cortez!”

      “Nobody! I told yo’ psycho ass everything. And whoever that bitch is, is lying. Why the fuck you questioning me anyway? I thought you wasn’t fucking with a nigga, Blaise?”

      Shaking her head with her mouth twisted, she hung up on him.

      “Are you okay?” Priscilla asked her, rubbing her back as a black truck pulled up. They both climbed in after a man held the door open for them. “Are you coming?” Priscilla looked at me as they sat in the truck.

      “Oh, I didn’t drive my car, so I was gonna take an Uber. I don’t mind—”

      “Come on.” Blaise waved for me, so I didn’t argue. It was getting later, around 4 p.m., but I couldn’t turn this down.

      “Okay.”

      The inside of the black truck was fly as hell and smelled rich. I could definitely get used to this.

      “This is exactly why I want nothing to do with him,” Blaise fussed.

      “I hear you, but you have to now.” Priscilla shook her head.

      What did that mean?

      “Yeah, well, we should maybe have a mediator or something so I won’t even have to see or talk to him. I know all that shit was because Helen is jealous, but still, the fact that I’m this paranoid means I can never be with him.”

      “You guys are broken up?” I inquired. I mean, I kind of figured by the phone conversation, but I needed confirmation.

      “Yep!” Blaise smiled, dabbing her eyes. She was a very pretty girl. “Let’s go to the Waldorf in Beverly Hills to relax, eat, and stuff.” She grinned.

      “You know I’m down!” Priscilla giggled. “We can maybe spend the night depending on how long we stay. You okay with that?” She turned to me.

      “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?”

      Lord, my parents were going to murder me.

      The driver, who I learned worked for Priscilla’s boyfriend, Rafi, drove us to the Waldorf over in Beverly Hills. First, we went to get facials and massages, two things I had no idea I needed. It was so relaxing, and I no longer thought it was a way for rich people to waste their money. From now on, I was getting both at least once every two weeks.

      “I feel new.” Priscilla chuckled as we got dressed in the back. We had to disrobe for our massages earlier.

      “Me too. I haven’t had a massage in two months.” Blaise shook her head, reaching for her dress.

      “How the hell did you get abs?” I asked her, amazed. My body was very nice, but abs was something I couldn’t achieve.

      “I looked like the Michelin Man after I had my daughter, so I went a little crazy trying to drop the weight.” After speaking, I noticed her eyes zone out like she was in deep thought. “Anyway, should we have dinner on the rooftop or in the lounge?”

      “Rooftop,” Priscilla and I answered together.

      We went up there, and although we didn’t have a reservation, the hostess allowed us to be seated. I noticed this whole time, Blaise hadn’t been drinking alcohol, not even the champagne offered to us in the spa. And Priscilla’s comment about her having to deal with Belly now, pretty much painted the picture for me. I kind of felt bad for her.

      “Do you have pictures of how you looked before?” I asked Blaise as we all sipped our drinks, awaiting our meals.

      The view up here was beautiful and made me despise my parents even more for keeping me so sheltered. I was too old to not have experienced this type of stuff in my own damn hometown.

      “Yes.” She reached into her Dior purse and pulled her iPhone out to show me.

      She wasn’t the Michelin Man at all, but she was for sure much bigger, mainly in her stomach and thighs. Her body now was goals, so I was sure she was bummed that she would possibly lose it again.

      “Oh, you weren’t bad at all.”

      “I told her that, even when she still looked like that.” Priscilla reached for the appetizer right after the waiter set it down.

      “So you date Manny? I hope not.” Blaise shoved food into her mouth.

      “Oh Lord,” Priscilla added.

      “I definitely do not date Manny. He asked me to come out the night you saw us, so I agreed. He’s not my type though.”

      “I don’t think thirsty is anyone’s type,” Priscilla replied, making us laugh. “So you deejay, that’s cool. I don’t see you out that much though.”

      “Yeah, I umm, kind of just started working more.”

      “Well, you’re beautiful, so I know you get a lot of jobs for that and your talent. That’s a win-win in this business.” Blaise looked at me.

      “Very true. I always say, if a man wants to pay me for a job based on my looks, I do not mind.” I shrugged.

      “Amen!” Blaise and Priscilla chanted together.

      We chuckled and continued having conversation. Before I knew it, the sun had set, and we were going to someone’s penthouse for a kickback. My parents had been blowing me up since we had dessert, but I was enjoying myself too much. Not to mention, I couldn’t believe I was hanging out with Blaise and Priscilla. I wondered where that Nichole girl was.

      We freshened up in the bathroom and then headed off to the penthouse, which wasn’t too far from the hotel. I found out it belonged to this actor named Romelo Charis. He was on this huge TV show at the moment that everyone talked about. He was a young guy in his early twenties, around our age, so I was a bit surprised that he lived here.

      As soon as we walked through the door, we all danced a little bit to “Juveniles” by Wifisfuneral. Soon as we got to the thick of the crowd where everyone was, Blaise and Priscilla really started dancing. I could tell they loved this song. I couldn’t do anything but laugh because they were smiling so much. Someone walked by with champagne flutes in the lowly lit house, so Priscilla and I took one.

      “Hey.” Romelo walked right up on Blaise, hugging her body from behind. To my surprise she didn’t push him off, she just grinded on him. He was a sexy guy, not cute, if that makes sense. Like, I would sleep with him; his body was impeccable, and he turned me on, especially on the show, but I wouldn’t call him cute.

      Priscilla lifted her eyebrows at me with a smile as we continued to dance, and Blaise continued to freak Romelo. He was paying close attention to her too. And every time he whispered something in her ear, she smiled.

      Suddenly, I felt someone grip my hips, and when I looked over my shoulder, it was this R&B singer named Yono. He was super fine and had a voice like silk.

      Tossing the rest of my champagne back, I began to move my body against him, and in no time, his dick was hard. All the liquor I’d drank today at the baby shower, the spa, dinner, and even just now, had me lit, and I must say I liked it.

      For the next few hours, the three of us had a good time—great time. Yono even asked for my number, which I did give him. Romelo wanted Blaise to spend the night with him, but she shut that down. She was strong because, although I was no sexual deviant, it was just something about him that made me want to bust it open.

      “That sexy ass nigga wants to marry you, Blaise,” Priscilla commented as we walked our asses to the truck we were being driven in. It was 4 a.m.

      Blaise waved her hand in response as she grinned.

      We rode back to the hotel, checked into a room, and then knocked out. I knew I’d pay for it in the morning, and I did. As soon as I walked through the door, I was barraged with insults and put on punishment for a week straight. It was worth it though.
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      “Why is chicken so damn good? Chicken is only good in the club.” This nigga Ozzy shook his head as he tore into his food.

      “True as fuck.” Manny nodded, shoving fries into his mouth.

      Belly, Manny, them ContraBandz niggas, and I were in the club just chilling. We’d been here for a couple hours now, and shit didn’t seem to be slowing down at all. I didn’t mind, because I wanted to do anything that would keep me from being at home where Dionne may pop up.

      Ever since our role-play encounter, shit had been weird as hell. Not to mention I found myself at the brothel way more often than usual. And when out of town with Belly, I was like a crack head needing a hit, on the prowl for hookers. It was at a point now where normal women didn’t turn me on in the slightest, not even ones I found sexy as hell like Priscilla.

      Speaking of her, I hadn’t tried to contact her or anything because I was embarrassed as fuck. Plus, it was no point; she had a nigga, I had a girl, and I could only fuck professional hoes.

      “Damn, she’s blowing you up.” I looked down to see Sienna calling Belly for the hundredth time tonight.

      He simply silenced it before taking a sip of his drink.

      “Aye, since you don’t want Sienna no more, can I fuck with her?” Siggy quizzed, causing us all to break out into laughter.

      Sienna was beautiful as hell, but that was nothing new for Belly. Kharla, Maia, Cadence, and Blaise were all fine as fuck, but I could see why he wanted Blaise the most. She was the sexiest, in my opinion. She appeared to have her own shit popping, and her world didn’t seem to revolve around Belly like with the other females.

      “You can try,” Belly replied, knowing damn well another nigga couldn’t fuck Sienna if he put a gun to her head. She wouldn’t dare.

      As they continued to talk, Cole brought some women in who made themselves more comfortable. As they did, I spotted a familiar face down on the dance floor, having a good ass time. She was moving her body in some little ass dress and smiling like I’d never seen her do so before. I didn’t know if she was alone or with friends, but for some reason, it bothered me.

      “I’ll be right back.” I stood up then rushed out and down the stairs. Barging through, I made it right to Swan, hugging her body from behind. She immediately yanked away from me, and when she turned to see who it was, she looked angry. “Baby, what you doing out here?” I asked as she looked around like she didn’t want people to see her.

      “I’m dancing, same thing everyone else is doing here.”

      “Shouldn’t you be at the house?” I moved closer to her since she was so far away, and the music was pretty loud. “I may drop by later.”

      “I’m off tonight.” She moved my hands as soon as they touched her waist.

      “Why you acting like this? Like I can’t touch you and shit?” I placed my hands on her body again, and although she didn’t move them, she looked uncomfortable. “You aight?”

      “Yes, I’m fine, but I’m off the clock, Will, and I can’t have this conversation tonight. It’s my night off, and I want to dance. I’m off the clock.”

      Her eyes were on her shoes as she talked to me.

      “Aight. How many time you gon’ say it? But I need this tonight, so how much? I’ll pay extra. I wanna get some food with you first.”

      “Will—”

      “Please.” I kissed her lips. She looked different with her hair up; it was nice. “I missed you.”

      “You just saw me yesterday.”

      “I know, but still.” I shrugged. “Now can you come with me. Whatever price you want me to pay, I will.”

      She nodded sadly, so I took her hand into mine while looking up to make sure no one was paying attention. Unfortunately, Belly and I made eye contact, and when his lids lowered, I just shrugged, making him grin. I knew he thought I was just simply cheating on Dionne with some normal girl, so that made him happy since he hated Dionne’s ass. And right now, his thoughts were perfect.

      I kept Swan’s hand in mine as I walked her to my whip, because for some reason, I felt like she would run off if I let go. Once we were in the car and on the road, I noticed her eyes bouncing around my car.

      “You like it?”

      “Yes. I’ve never been in a car this nice.” She touched my dashboard and smiled. “Where are we going for food?”

      “You’ll see.” I glanced her way then added, “I want you to stay the night with me after dinner.”

      “That’s going to cost you. None of this is for free, Will.”

      “Of course, baby. I got you.”

      She nodded before exhaling, and for the rest of the ride, we just listened to music. Since it was only ten thirty, I took her to South Beverly Grill. It was a nice spot with pricey but good ass food. Plus, the lighting was dim, and that’s just what I wanted. Not that I was embarrassed of Swan or anything, but I had a girlfriend, and Belly’s ever-growing fame was being passed onto every muthafucka in his life.

      “Do you always eat at places this expensive?” Swan quizzed as she looked over the menu.

      “Nah, just on dates.”

      “Will, this is a date?”

      “Yeah it is. Why wouldn’t it be a date?”

      “Because a date is something that I would go on, on my free time. This is… work.”

      “No, it’s a date.”

      Swan didn’t say anything in response; she just nodded.

      The waiter came over to take our orders, and I noticed when Swan handed over her ID for the drink, it bore a different name.

      “What?” she inquired when she caught me staring her down once the waiter left.

      “Who is Tammy?”

      “The twenty-four-year-old me, when I want to drink and go to clubs.”

      “Wait, you ain’t over twenty-one?”

      “No, Will. I just turned twenty a month ago. See, how is this a date and you don’t even know my age?”

      “I’m learning.” I rubbed her leg.

      After the food came, we scarfed that shit down, and I took her to a hotel suite, because going to my crib was too dangerous; Dionne’s ass might show up. The brothel was a no go because Swan was supposed to be off, and two, I wanted to lay up with her for as long as possible without clock watching.

      Not bothering to turn the lights on in the room, I got right to groping Swan and removing her dress. Usually she would take a little bit of charge, but she was different tonight. I wasn’t tripping though.

      “I need the money first, Will.”

      Pausing, I reached into my jeans and retrieved a knot of cash. Breaking it in half, I gave her one side.

      “This is too much—”

      “It’s fine.” I shoved the rest of the cash back into my jeans and began removing them.

      Once I was naked, I slid Swan’s panties down her sexy legs before laying her down. Slipping my tongue in her mouth, I got ready to slide in, but she stopped me.

      “Condom, Will.”

      I paused for what seemed like forever, because I didn’t want to move myself from between her legs. Climbing off of the bed, I went into my wallet for a condom, then quickly ripped the shit open to slide it down. I got right back in between her thighs, pushing my way in as I kissed her; Swan was the only hooker I kissed. The way she moaned and how her pussy felt was crazy.

      “Shit, Swan,” I moaned, sucking her nipples.

      As I sped up, we cried out loudly and in sync, until we both were releasing something serious.

      “Oh my gosh.” She panted.

      “I wanna be your only client.” I kissed on her neck and collarbone. “You hear me?”

      “This is my job, Will. I can’t live off of just your visits.”

      “I’ll start seeing you all seven days, instead of five, and paying you double. We can do shit like tonight.”

      “No, Will, no.” She moved me from being on top of her.

      “Why? What’s the fucking difference? You’re still getting paid, and it’ll be me all the time. You won’t have to spend time with them other niggas, which I know you hate!”

      “How do you know what I hate? What makes you think you’re so special that all I think about is you, while I have to work with other men?”

      “’Cause you do. I know you do.” I brought her closer to me.

      “This isn’t a relationship, Will. I work at a brothel, and you’re a customer. You’re taking this too far.”

      “Just think about it.” I removed the condom slowly and dropped it in the wastebasket next to the bed. Turning back over, I got in between her legs and started sucking her lips, making sure another condom was ready.

      Tonight cost me a lot of money, but I wasn’t tripping.
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      A few days later…

      “Thank you so much for doing this.” Nichole smiled seductively at me. She was wearing a robe but quickly dropped it. Under, she wore nothing but a bra and the matching underwear.

      “No problem.” I directed one of my assistants to fix the lights. “So what exactly will these be for?”

      “Just something to keep boosting my following. I want to get my 1.5 million to two million.”

      “Well I’m sure these will do it, especially with this outfit.”

      “It’s La Perla.”

      I knew what she had on was expensive, just from being in the photo industry. I’d taken photos of some high-end brands, and I remembered that La Perla wasn’t cheap.

      “Nice.”

      I began taking pictures of Nichole about fifteen minutes later once the lighting was right. We were up in this penthouse that I occasionally rented out for photos, depending on the scenery wanted. I figured Nichole would do some sexy shit, and this place was perfect.

      About an hour later, we were finished, so I had her come to one of the back rooms with me to look over the work.

      “So nice. Are you going to edit these?”

      “Yeah, of course; clean them up some, but you don’t need much.” I looked over at her, seeing her robe was slightly open. Nichole was fine as hell, fake body or not. “So you single, looking like that?” I had to ask.

      “Not really.” She gave me a wide smile. “You know Ian Bradshaw?”

      “Yeah, of course, the quarterback. That’s you?”

      “Yeah, but it’s nothing serious like that. I mean, he’s my man, but only because he has the coins, he’s cute, and the dick is good.”

      I laughed at her honesty.

      “So if he was broke, you wouldn’t want him?”

      “Nope. I like niggas who can buy me things, fly me places, and do anything else I want. I’m not the only one; Blaise is like that too.”

      That last part caught me off guard.

      “Blaise? Belly’s Blaise?”

      “Yes, nigga. You know what Blaise I mean. Not too many girls with that name. But yeah, she likes them rich too. Back when we were close and kind of new in this industry, we all wanted to be down with rich niggas. Me, Blaise, Mindy, and this girl named Helen.”

      I would definitely be putting Belly up on game about his girl. That nigga was in love with her, it was obvious, but since they were broken up, I was gon’ be sure to advise him to leave shit that way.

      “Damn, I thought she was legit. I’ve never heard about her dealing with anybody other than Five-Star and that Merlin nigga.”

      “It’s because she’s low key; an undercover hoe.”

      “Damn. Glad her and Belly are a wrap though.”

      “They are?” Nichole asked a little too excitedly.

      “Yeah. You happy or something?” I chuckled.

      “No, I just didn’t think Blaise would let him go. Belly is… a hot commodity right now to a lot of women; not to mention he’s what’s hot right now in entertainment period. She got a lot of haters in the industry when she nabbed him.” I nodded, agreeing with her. “I’m sure once everybody finds out that he’s single again, the ladies will be happy.”

      “That’s crazy.”

      “But now, I need to pay up, right?” Nichole removed the robe again, staring me dead in the eyes.

      “Yeah, this was a six-thousand-dollar job.”

      “Then I have a lot of work to do.” She straddled me, and my dick was ready to go.
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      “Sorry I took so long to get ready. I’ve been feeling so sick,” I explained to Priscilla as I walked into the living room, holding hands with Island. We were supposed to take the kids to breakfast, but now that it was too late, brunch was it.

      “It’s fine. I can only imagine.” Priscilla stood up, holding her son Rafi. He was staring hard at my big screen.

      “You like sports already?” I chuckled at how into it he was.

      “Yes, it seems like it. Cartoons do not work for him. But if I turn on basketball, football, boxing, hell, even golf, he’s chill.”

      Priscilla and I burst into laughter together.

      “He’s such a loser!” Penni, Priscilla’s baby girl shook, her head.

      “Penni, what did I say about calling people losers? Especially your own brother.” Priscilla scolded her.

      “Sorry.”

      “You got a Regina George on your hands already,” I joked, and Priscilla rolled her eyes playfully.

      Just as I got ready to turn the TV off, I saw Belly pop up on the screen. He was doing some sort of press conference, and he looked so handsome in the suit he was wearing. The hair on his head and face were trimmed very neatly per usual, and every time he smiled widely, I got a tingle throughout my body. Why? Why the fuck was I still in love with him? He was a womanizing asshole that played me and made me fall in love with him, knowing he wasn’t ready. I felt myself squeezing the remote at my thoughts.

      “Mr. Khalil, the word is you’re going to make three million dollars for this next fight. That’s the most you’ve earned for a fight. How does it feel?”

      I cut the TV off before he could answer and then grabbed my purse and baby. Priscilla said nothing as we left my condo to head downstairs. As soon as we walked through, Gary stopped me, pointing to a man seated at one of the tables in the lobby.

      “Miss Cansino?” the man inquired, staring after Gary gestured toward me, I guess letting him know I was who he was looking for.

      “Yes? Can I help you?”  I saw he had bags in his hand, one from Tom Ford, another from Balmain, and then Rolex. I had no idea who sent this man, because only a handful knew my address.

      “Hi.” He attempted to hand me the bags, so I put Island down to take them. “These are from Mr. Khalil. May I just take a photo for evidence?”

      “Umm, yeah, okay.”

      The older man quickly took a picture of me holding the bags and then gave me a nod with a smile. All of us headed back up to my condo to place my stuff down, so I gave the babies applesauce pouches to hold them over until the brunch food.

      “Those are sexy!” Priscilla exclaimed as I opened the shoes from Tom Ford. They were sandal stilettos but had fur going across the toe strap. They were indeed sexy.

      From Balmain, he got me a cute circular bag that was a nice small size. It was so beautiful with velvet material and embroidery on the front. And lastly, he got me a beautiful yellow gold watch from Rolex with VVS diamonds around the face and my initials on the case back.

      “I’m gonna wear this one now. I don’t have any watches with my initials or VVS’s.” I removed it and put it on. No matter how much shit my exes bought me, when Belly did it, it meant more to me for some reason. And he always went the extra mile to make it more special, like the engraving.

      “Baby daddy is not playing with you, Blaise.” Priscilla giggled.

      “I know. I can’t stand him.”

      We chuckled before I put my stuff up and then left out to go actually eat brunch this time. After we ate, we took the kids to the park because they loved going, and by the time we left, it was a little after 6 p.m., so we parted ways.

      I decided to stop by Diddy Riese, this ice cream shop, because my baby and I fell in love with it after Belly brought us here. And being pregnant had me craving a big ass gourmet ice cream sandwich anyway.

      “You know what you want, baby?” I kissed Island’s face as she stared at all the options.

      “Cookie!” she shouted eventually, and I should have known that’s what she would want.

      “With ice cream?”

      “Yeaahhh.” She gave me her pretty smile.

      “Well my night is ruined,” I heard a voice say from behind me, and when I looked, I saw Maia walking into the parlor, looking sad as ever. Her curly hair was in a bun piled on top of her head, and she had on a long coat and turtleneck. I didn’t realize it was that cold.

      Ignoring her, I turned back around and continued to wait to give my order. I had no plans on entertaining any of Belly’s hoes after whooping Cadence’s ass.

      “Yes, two chocolate chip cookie sandwiches with just one scoop, please,” I let the employee know. I switched Island to my other hip so she wouldn’t be on the side with Maia.

      “So you’re still fucking with him even though I’m having his baby? Pathetic if you ask me.”

      Her mentioning the fact that she was having Belly’s baby caught me off guard, because he’d explained to me that the baby was no longer. So either he lied, or she was off, and knowing his wack ass, it was the former.

      “Nope, I’m not. He’s all yours.” I kept my attention on the man making my sandwiches.

      She was quiet for a minute, and I felt her looking at the side of my face. I guess that wasn’t the response she was expecting.

      “Well good, because I will never leave him alone. No matter who he dates or goes after, I will always be there waiting for him.”

      “Wow, I thought that was Kharla’s job, but I guess you are all in it together, huh? Hopefully you win though.”

      “I know he had you thinking you were special, with the way he was treating you and stuff, but you’re not.”

      “Look Maia, I already said I don’t give a fuck about what you do with Belly and his baby you’re carrying. You’re lucky my daughter is here, otherwise I would have slapped you already for continuously running your mouth.”

      She laughed. She was a pretty girl, reminding me of Christina Milian as Paris Morgan.

      “Aww, he must have dropped you.” She laughed again. By this time, I was paying for my stuff. She was so gung-ho on harassing me that she paid the employee, attempting to take her order, no mind. “Yep! I called it. These new ones always get dumped. But see me, I’ve been solid. He can’t leave me alone.”

      “Damn, I got all that special treatment, and you’ve been around much, much longer but got nothing, yet you still stay around?” I grabbed my paper bag off the counter.

      I didn’t care to tell her that Belly hadn’t dropped me, because I knew the truth. And as depressed as she looked, her thinking he dumped me was probably the only thing keeping her from jumping off the ledge.

      “We all get that special treatment, boo! So what you got expensive dinners and a few gifts? So did I!”

      Lies.

      “Oh, where is your Rolex?” I asked, making sure my brand new one was visible.

      “Co-Cortez bought that… for you?” She ogled it on my wrist.

      “Yep, right after he dumped me. Have a goodnight, boo.” I waltzed out, and she didn’t say a word, I guess baffled.

      I set my baby up in her car seat, then placed one of her long bibs on her, before letting her go crazy with only half of her sandwich. She would be taking a bath tonight anyway.

      On the ride home, I chose to call Belly, and I hated myself for wanting to talk with him. Dialing his number on the screen in my car, I waited as the line trilled. Just when I was about to hang up, he answered but was out of breath.

      “’Sup, fine ass,” he spoke into the phone, sounding as good as he looked.

      “I just wanted to thank you for the gifts. You didn’t need to send them though. Gifts won’t help you.”

      “I didn’t buy them to get you back. I bought the shit because I love you, and I wanted to do something nice for you.”

      “Are you having sex?”

      “No, Blaise. I just finished training. Jealous ass.”

      “I’m not jealous! Why would I even care if you were fucking? I was just making sure I wasn’t interrupting.”

      “Ain’t no pussy I wouldn’t pull out of to holla at you.” His voice was low, and oddly, it turned me on.

      “Yeah right. You don’t love me that much, nigga.”

      “Nah, I do. But on the real, you calling me means I possibly have a chance to slide up inside you, so I’m def pulling my shit out the next bitch.”

      I rolled my eyes.

      “You’re so romantic,” I said sarcastically. “Anyway, maybe you should give these gifts to someone else next time. My new nigga may not like you sending me things.”

      He cackled so hard that I had to go over what I’d said because I didn’t recall it being a joke.

      “Aight, Blaise. Get these niggas shot, fucked up, or robbed if you want to. And if they from LA, they know Belly, and I doubt they’re ready for any type of issue with me, so good luck.”

      “Whatever. I just wanted to say thanks and not to do it again. Also, get ahold of your women. I saw Maia, and she was very bothered, thinking you and I were still a thing. I set it straight.”

      “We gon’ always be a thing, fuck you mean?”

      He completely ignored me mentioning Maia, which I found slightly funny.

      “I’m getting off the phone,” I announced because I was feeling him too much, and that was going backwards.

      “Aight, I love you. Kiss Island goodnight for me.”

      Without another word, I hung up in his face. I hated his guts but loved him at the same time. Calling him was a mistake for sure.

      When Island and I got home, I gave her a bath, brushed her teeth, and then put her to bed. I’d hurriedly placed my ice cream sandwich in the freezer as soon as we arrived, so once I was showered and had the heater on, I curled up in my bed with my dessert on a plate.

      As I watched Netflix, my phone buzzed, and I saw it was a text from Nichole, asking me to talk. I ignored it, and since I was on my phone, I went into Instagram to check my notifications.

      While on the explore page, I saw a picture that appeared to be Belly and some woman. Tapping it, I confirmed it was in fact him and some bitch I’d seen before, thotting all over Instagram. They weren’t hugged up or anything, just seated next to one another, posing. The photo was from yesterday, something she’d posted, and it was obvious she was happy as hell. Her caption even stated that she had a crush on him; how thirsty.

      I checked his page, and it confirmed what I’d expected, that he didn’t post her at all, not even on his story.

      “Bitch.” I locked my phone and tuned back into the show I was watching while devouring my sandwich.

      Once done, I brushed my teeth and went to bed.
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      The next morning…

      I dropped Island off with my mother since I had to work this morning. I planned to head straight to the set but realized I’d forgotten these shoes I was supposed to wear. I took them home accidentally, so I needed to bring them back with me for the scenes.

      When I entered the lobby, I rushed across and through the glass door to the elevator. I had no idea anyone was behind me, until I felt big hands grace my hips from behind.

      “Cortez, what the fuck!” I pushed him before walking onto the elevator.

      “Pay more attention. I could have been anybody.” He got on with me. We rode up in silence, and when he reached to hold my hand, I snatched away from him. “I see you like the watch.”

      “Whatever, nigga.”

      He followed me to my door and walked right in behind me. I grabbed the boots, and when I tried to get around him, he wouldn’t allow it.

      “Where you going?”

      “To work. I need you to move.”

      “Come here.” He gripped my waist and pulled me in, rubbing and kissing on me. God help me.

      “Let me go. You buy me gifts, tell me you love me, and wanna be all over me, but you were just in the club with another bitch.”

      I couldn’t believe I was having his baby. This was a disaster.

      “It was a fucking picture, Blaise, that she came at me for. None of these females will ever mean shit to me. I don’t give a fuck what you see on the Internet. A nigga is all about you.”

      “Sure. So you didn’t do anything with her?” I finally got out of his embrace.

      “Nah. She was just hosting, and I happened to be there. She tried to fuck with me, but I ain’t want it. Too easy.”

      “That’s the only reason why?”

      “Mainly, since you out here tripping and shit. I’ve never been into thirsty ass females. Plus, I heard her pussy was funky and loose.”

      “You’re disgusting. Oh, and Maia let me know she’s still pregnant, liar.” I shoved him lightly, but he didn’t budge much. I wanted to rip his handsome face off.

      Shaking his head calmly, he replied, “She’s lying, Blaise. I made her muthafuckin’ ass pee on a stick, and the shit was negative.”

      “So you have no babies on the way?”

      “None.”

      “I don’t know why I’m asking. I don’t even care.” I folded my arms and stared off, making him chuckle for some reason.

      “I’m waiting on you though. Soon as you’re ready for it to be me and you, let me know.”

      “That won’t happen.”

      He started toward me until I was up against the wall, forced to inhale the scent of his Chanel cologne. I looked off to the side, so he craned his neck around to kiss me. I put my hand on his chest to push him, but he pinned my wrists to the wall, pressing his body against mine. I forgot how good he felt.

      “You mine forever, Blaise.” He moved his lips down to my neck. “That pussy is mine.” While sucking on my neck, he gave my ass a hard squeeze that almost made me cum, then added, “This too.”

      “Cortez, move, seriously. I have to go,” I whined, trying to push his hard body away.

      He paused and just looked down into my eyes for a second before pecking me gently.

      “I’m gon’ convince yo’ ass to come home to daddy, watch. It’s either that or I make you come home. I’m only giving you time because I know I fucked up, but this bullshit ain’t gon’ last.”

      He finally let me go, so I opened the door for him to leave. Once he did, I cleaned myself, changed my panties, and then left out.
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      “Aye, you seen these?” Ozzy showed me his phone, and on the screen were some pictures Blaise had posted on Instagram. She was in a bathing suit, and the top was short as hell but long sleeved, and the bottoms were a fucking shoestring. Got damn!

      “Hell nah I ain’t see these.” I took the phone for a better look. She was breaking my damn heart, and I wasn’t even my brother.

      “She fasho top 5.” Siggy laughed, looking over my shoulder. “I’d do whatever the fuck she wanted me to.”

      “Aight. We can get up out of this muthafucka.” Belly came from the back. We were at his training session, so we’d been waiting for him to change so we could bounce.

      “Aye, nigga. You gotta take a L for not getting this one pregnant.” Cole took Ozzy’s phone from me and handed it to Belly.

      “Fuck y’all niggas out here lusting over this shit for!” Belly’s brows dipped between his eyes as he looked down at the picture before tossing the iPhone back to Cole.

      “Nah, I wasn’t even… he just showed me… and the nigga had his phone out…” We all clamored together, trying to explain why we were out here getting hard as bricks off Blaise’s pictures.

      “Aye, nigga, she’s fair game now,” Ozzy chimed in, prompting Belly to look his way.

      “Nigga, what?” Belly dropped his bag to the floor.

      “Y’all, come on.” Siggy tried to step up, but Belly put his hand against his chest to stop him.

      “Who is fair game?” Belly inquired.

      “I’m just saying, like, y’all are broken up, and she’s just one of many, so I can’t see why somebody else can’t move in.” Ozzy shrugged.

      Belly chuckled, staring the nigga in the eyes, and nodded.

      “I ain’t gon’ knock the shit out yo’ ass because you’re supposedly the homie, but don’t ever come out yo’ mouth and say any more bullshit regarding Blaise being fair game. She ain’t one of many. That’s my only, but even if she was, muthafucka, you can’t have her. And we ain’t broken the fuck up, nigga. She’s on vacation, but her ass will be back.”

      “My bad, nigga. I ain’t know it was serious.” Ozzy lied like a muthafucka.

      Everybody in the crew could see how different Belly was toward Blaise, despite the fact that he was still fucking Kharla and them.

      “With her damn initials on my wrist. Aight, nigga. I need you to unfollow her.”

      “Why? It ain’t even like that, my nigga! You said what you had to fucking say, and I get it! I ain’t gon’ holla at her!” Ozzy hollered.

      “Nah, I know you not, but unfollow her.”

      “No.”

      Calmly, Belly reached into his bag and retrieved a Glock, removing the safety like it was nothing.

      “Ozzy, you know this nigga crazy. Just do it,” Cole commented.

      Making sure the shit was locked and loaded, Belly repeated himself. “Unfollow her, nigga, or I’m putting some heat in yo’ ass.”

      Ozzy stared angrily, nostrils big as a fucking bulls, before pulling his phone from his pocket and doing what Belly had asked.

      “You happy!” Ozzy hissed.

      “Yep.” Belly grinned, putting the safety back on and slipping his gun into his bag. “Hopefully we don’t have this problem again, my nigga, ’cause I’d have to kill you.”

      Without another word, Belly started toward the exit, and we all followed him out, including Ozzy. It was always some shit with these niggas. But that’s what it was when you hung around gang bangers. Thankfully, my mama was too overbearing to allow me to be sucked into that shit. Belly wasn’t as fortunate. Plus, as I grew up, my mama eventually moved me to a nicer area, while Belly and his people were still in the hood. We stayed close though.

      “Nigga, did you say Blaise was just on vacation?” I asked him as we headed to the parking lot.

      “That’s what the fuck it is. We ain’t broken up; she’s on a fucking mind trip and her ass will be back.”

      “That’s the new name for breakups: vacations.” Cole chuckled along with everyone else except Belly. It was quiet before he added, “You still get an L for not knocking her fine ass up.”

      “Get yo’ ass shot if you want to.” Belly threw his shit in the trunk as everyone laughed.

      We went our separate ways, so I headed straight over to Jasmine’s spot. I was horny as hell and was in need of some pussy right away. Plus, I wanted some guaranteed good shit.

      Pulling up to her spot, I checked my surroundings to be sure nobody was outside. This was the hood, so a lot of times, niggas stayed roaming the streets until the wee hours of the morning. Climbing out, I made my way up to the door and texted Jasmine to let me in. She wouldn’t give me a key, and since my son was probably asleep, I ain’t want to wake him up.

      When I heard the locks being taken off, my dick started to rise at the mere thought of fucking Jasmine. Yeah, she was a hoe, but her pussy was fire. She was sexy as hell too, minus the wigs she chose to wear.

      “What?” She left the screen door closed, peering at me through it.

      “What you mean, what? Let me in.”

      Jasmine just stared at me for a little longer, before opening the door and allowing me in. As soon as I locked both doors behind me, I rushed her, catching up in the hallway. Slipping my arms around her waist from behind, I started kissing on her neck.

      “No, move, Manny. You can’t answer texts, but you can come through here late at night trying to fuck?”

      “What you text me about?” I asked as if I hadn’t ignored the shit.

      “Your son’s birthday tomorrow, fool. I know you got it. There are some extra things I need for the setup, so I want you to bring them to the party.”

      “How many people gon’ be there, and who gon’ be there?” I watched Jasmine brush her real hair, which was a nice length, so I didn’t understand why she wore wigs. Her ass claimed it was because she liked to change up her look, but that made no sense to my ass.

      Pausing and turning to face me, she replied, “No, Manny, do not start this. Jasiel is turning four years old, and he notices your absence. He’s been talking about you being at his party every time it’s mentioned.”

      “He don’t give a fuck if I’m there. And why he need a party? You should just have us and a cake.”

      “No! He has friends from daycare, and I want to give my baby a party. I’m not going to keep him cooped up and away from everybody just because you’re immature.”

      “How am I immature? That don’t even make no damn sense! I’m immature because I don’t take him places? I buy him every fucking thing!”

      “Yes, but you still have him living in the hood while you’re safe in Torrance! You don’t take him anywhere! Being his father is more than giving him money, Manuel! He needs quality time with you and not inside of the house!”

      Jasmine was right; I could see that. I knew what it was like to grow up without a father, but I was doing way more than my pops had ever done, so I deserved some credit. I wanted to be at my son’s party, but the thought of people figuring out he was mine made my stomach flip. LA was huge but not huge enough. Everybody knew everybody somehow, someway.

      “Look, aight. I will come to the party. But only his little friends better be there and nobody else.”

      “Just two of the boys’ moms are coming. It’s going to be seven kids in total, and at Chuck E. Cheese off La Tijera.”

      “Not in the backyard?”

      Jasmine sucked her teeth, waving me off as she removed her robe. She had on these little ass shorts and a bra. I was about to continue to quiz her ass, but seeing her body had my mind elsewhere. So as soon as she got into the bed, I went to use her shower, then returned to her room with just my towel. Climbing in behind her, I started to kiss on her neck and shoulders before turning her onto her back to get her collarbone.

      “Manny.” She grabbed my face, making me look down at her. “You better be there tomorrow. Bring the stuff I’ve asked for, and be there by 11 a.m. The party starts at 12:30 p.m.”

      “I will.”

      She gazed up me for a couple seconds then let me proceed to kiss all over her and smash.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Birthday party…

      It was about 9 a.m. when I woke up, and I was still tired as fuck since I didn’t get home from Jasmine’s until 2 a.m. I did not feel like hitting this party up, but I knew Jasmine would have a fit if I didn’t. Plus, every time she got mad at me, she withheld the pussy, despite her track record in the hood.

      Turning onto my back, I covered my face with my hands and wiped down, exhaling heavily. Getting up, I went to brush my teeth, and as I swished the mouthwash around, I looked through my phone.

      While on Instagram, I ran across a party flyer Alivia had posted, telling people to come through to this day party she was deejaying this afternoon. The shit started at 10 a.m., so I immediately looked at the top of my phone to see it was 9:16.

      “Shit.” I quickly locked my shit and rushed out of the bathroom to get towels for my shower.

      I’d initially said fuck it when it came to Alivia, but she was too fine for me to not continue to try. And the fact that she was slightly weird had me even more interested in her ass. It was funny though how she pretended not to like me.

      By the time I was out of the shower and dressed, it was 9:54 a.m., and I had a text from Jasmine, making sure I was going to be at Chuck E. Cheese by 11 a.m. Ignoring her, I pocketed my shit along with my keys and wallet, then dipped out to this day party.

      My son would be perfectly fine without me there. He had games, his friends, and his mama, so I highly doubted he’d be worried about me. By saying that, I was gon’ spend my morning with Alivia’s fine ass.

      I made it to the party, and after shaking some hands and making conversation, I was let in for free with no problem. Being Belly’s corner man was definitely a luxury.

      As I slithered through, I spotted Alivia at her booth, sipping on a drink. She had on a bathing suit that hugged her curvy body just right. Her short hair was sweeping the top of her shoulders every time she moved.

      “Surprise, surprise.” I walked right up, and she rolled her eyes so damn hard I thought she was about to have a seizure.

      “What are you doing here? Do I need a restraining order?”

      Chuckling, even though she wasn’t, I shook my head and said, “Nah. I just happened to be here and saw you.”

      “Yeah right, Manny. I’m sure you only came here for one reason.”

      “Aight, I did. So maybe we can chill once the party is over, go get some food. Or you can come to my crib.”

      “I’m not going to your house. Plus, this party is over at 3 p.m., and I have to get home right after to handle some business.”

      “Damn what kind of business?”

      “Work.”

      “You’re just a deejay. Throw some damn songs on a playlist and you’re done. So chill with me and then you can handle that shit another time.”

      “Just a deejay? Well, all you do is yell out dumb shit in the middle of Belly’s fights. No wonder you have all this free time to chase behind women who don’t want you.”

      “My bad. I didn’t mean to say that ‘you’re just’ part. I just wanna chill. I got some wine, food, everything at my crib.”

      “I can’t, Manny.” She looked down at her laptop keyboard after changing songs.

      “Look, I’m sorry for how I came off before, but I promise I’m getting it together. And I’ll continue to get better as time goes on. So just—”

      “No, it’s not you. I mean, it is you, but that’s only a small percentage. I have things going on in my life right now, and trust me, you don’t want any parts of it.”

      “How you know?”

      “Because I do.” She cocked her head. She was so pretty.

      “Try me. I’m into a lot of shit people aren’t into.” I smiled, and she chuckled softly.

      “I appreciate that, but I can’t go with you after the party. I’m sorry. It’s a must I go home.”

      “Aight then.” I sat in the free chair by her booth. “We can chill while you’re at work. Is that cool?”

      “I guess. But don’t touch anything.”

      “I won’t.”

      For the next few hours and some change, I sat up there with Alivia watching her work and occasionally getting some conversation in when she could. I even stayed once the party was over, watching her pack up until she scolded me about not offering to help.

      “So when can we hang out again then?” I asked her as she sat in the driver’s seat of her car with her window down.

      “In the daytime, right?”

      “Of course.” I sighed in my head because I really needed to see her at night. How you get pussy in the daytime? I didn’t know.

      “I’ll text you to let you know.”

      I nodded, backing away so she could reverse, and reached into my pocket to grab my buzzing phone. Jasmine had been blowing me up twice every hour. It was now 5:30 p.m., and I knew the party was over, so I wasn’t sure why she was hitting me up. Opening my iPhone, I went into my texts since she’d sent yet another one because I hadn’t answered her call.

      Friend: He was crying for you. I hope wherever you are, it was worth it.

      I just told myself she was lying and went on about my day. I would drop his gift off sometime later.
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      The next afternoon…

      Today I was having lunch with Dionne because we’d been getting to know each other better, having to work together a lot. I was kind of leery of hanging out with her simply because of the things that happened between Will and me. I felt like such a horrible person, which contrarily was the reason I was even going. I somehow thought me befriending her would make up for the things I’d done.

      Once I was dressed, I went to let my aunt know I was leaving and to give my kids kisses.

      “I’ll only be gone for like a couple hours, not long at all,” I let my Aunt Vivian know.

      “No worries, sweetheart. Enjoy yourself.”

      Kissing her cheek, I adjusted my Chanel purse then headed out.

      Dionne and I were meeting at the L’Opera, this Italian place in Long Beach. When I got there, I let the host know my party was already sitting down, so once she located Dionne, she walked me over.

      “Hey!” Dionne shot up from her seat and hugged me tightly as if we hadn’t spent all day yesterday together, practicing.

      “How are you?” I sat down across from her.

      “Well, not too well.”

      The waiter came over just as she replied to me, so I gave him my drink order which was just champagne.

      “Why not too well? You did great yesterday, and we’re about to start the shows up soon.”

      “No, it’s not that. My career is fine. I mean, I’m still not getting booked like you, but I’m content for now. My issue is my personal life.”

      “Champagne, Miss. Did you ladies need more time to order?” The waiter set my glass down, and I immediately took a sip. I assumed my lunch with Dionne would be chill, but she was talking like she was about to lay some heavy shit on me.

      We both ordered from Menu #2, and handed the waiter our menus so he could put them in.

      “I’m sure whatever issues you’re having personally, you will get over. I mean, unless you’re sick,” I joked. I really didn’t want her to spill to me, and I was hoping she caught the hint.

      “No, I’m healthy. It’s just, I think my boyfriend is cheating on me.”

      I swallowed the biggest lump.

      “Wi-Will? No, no way. He’s all about you.”

      “I know, but still.” She gulped down some of her vodka martini. “I’ve frequently smelled women’s perfume on him.”

      “I mean… well…” I too took a sip of my drink. I immediately thought back to the night at that house we stayed in, where he came in reeking of floral arrangements and frosting. “He does work with female clients, so maybe—”

      “No, Priscilla. I’ve been with Will for a year and a half, and he’s always been a photographer whose worked with women. Why is it now that he’s coming home smelling like he works at a perfume parlor?”

      Truthfully, she had me wondering too. I assumed Will was all about her and had only slipped up with me, but clearly, he was in the streets doing him.

      “I don’t know, honey. I’m sorry.”

      “Then,” she lowered her voice, “he wanted to role play one night, with me as a hooker, and he was way too serious about it.”

      I burst into laughter, but it ceased once I realized Dionne was dead serious and bothered.

      “I mean, role play can be weird.”

      “No, it’s like he really wanted me to be a hooker. It was overboard. Do you think maybe he’s sleeping with prostitutes?”

      “Hell no. Will? Come on now. I don’t know him well, hell, at all really, but he’s way too preachy and power to the people like to be messing with street walkers, Dionne.”

      “Yeah, true.” She sat back.

      “Maybe just ask him. I’m sure he has an explanation. You guys love each other, so don’t let something like this rip you apart. It’s all about communication.”

      Dionne stared down into her lap before taking down the rest of her martini. She waved the waiter down, and when he arrived, she put in an order for another.

      “I have to tell you something.” She sighed once the waiter floated off.

      Lord, no.

      “You do?”

      “So, yes, I love Will, but there is someone else I’ve been dealing with. I want to be with him, but he’s not exactly available.”

      “He has a girlfriend? Or a wife?” My eyes were wide as I sipped my champagne.

      “He has a girlfriend… but he has others too… He’s just not really the type you can hold down. He’s emotionally and physically unavailable, but we’ve been messing around since before I met Will.”

      “Wait, so you’re currently dealing with him? You haven’t stopped since you got with Will?”

      “Well we stopped because we were never in the same circle, then when I got with Will, we rekindled.”

      “Are you telling me that Will knows this man?” I leaned in to keep my voice down yet allow her to hear me.

      She nodded slowly and with her eyes closed. Her light skin was flushed as she tossed her hair constantly.

      “Do I know him?”

      “Yes.” She smiled. “If I tell you, you can’t tell anyone. He’s low key and doesn’t like when his women brag.”

      “Okay, please tell me, because he must be one hell of a man for you to be willing to deal with him when he’s unavailable emotionally and physically, plus has other women and a girlfriend.”

      “Belly.” She instantly covered her mouth, but I could tell she was smiling by how squinted her eyes were and the height of her cheekbones.

      “Dionne.”

      “I know, I know… and I get that you’re friends with his girl or his flavor of the year.” She rolled her eyes. “But I love him, and I will wait it out.”

      “I am best friends with her! And she’s not some fucking flavor of the year! He loves her!”

      “No he doesn’t! He probably likes her; likes her enough to fuck her just like the rest of his hoes, but he does not fall in love. If he could, it would be with me. Hell, even maybe Maia or Kharla, but not… her.”

      “You know what, I’m going to go.” I reached down into my purse to retrieve some cash to pay for my food and champagne.

      “Priscilla, don’t go. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to come off harshly, but I’m just being honest. She knew what she was getting into, and if she thought she could get a husband or something out of Cortez, then I feel sorry for her.”

      Without another word, I stood up and started out of the restaurant. Dionne called my name a few times, but I paid her no mind. I was furious, but I didn’t know who to be angrier with, her or Belly. Then again, how could I be mad with Dionne? She’d been fucking with him well before Blaise came along. I just hated him for what he’d done and what he was doing to my friend. And to make matters worse, she was pregnant by his ass.

      As soon as I got into my Mercedes, I hit Blaise up to see where she was. She told me she’d just finished an audition for this TV show on HBO named Streets. I was so proud of her for booking the audition that I almost got sidetracked.

      We agreed to meet at her condo, so I headed over there. I was only in the lobby for about ten minutes before I saw her come in, holding hands with Island’s cute self.

      “Hi.” Blaise beamed. She was glowing already, despite showing no physical signs of pregnancy. “Say hi, Island!”

      “Hiii!” Island waved her small hand, making me chuckle.

      We headed up to her condo and went straight to Island’s room to set her up with her toys. Once she was preoccupied, I took a deep breath so I could tell Blaise what Dionne had spilled on me.

      “So I have something to tell you,” I came right out. Blaise stopped toying with one of Island’s dolls and looked to me.

      “You okay?” She touched my knee as we sat on the floor of Island’s big, colorful room.

      My eyes landed on that Rolex Belly had gifted her. Blaise had plenty of Rolexes in different colors, Pateks too, but she’d been wearing this one constantly. It was obvious she was still quite attached to Belly.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. So I went to lunch today with Dionne, and we got to talking about her and Will. Anyway, I pretty much told her to try and work things out with him because she loves him and vice versa.” I paused, taking a deep breath.

      “Okay?”

      “Yeah so… umm… then she tells me that yes, she does love Will, but there is someone else that she loves more and wants to be with.”

      “Priscilla.”

      “She told me it was… Belly.”

      For what seemed like forever, Blaise just stared into my face without saying anything.

      “Oh… okay.”

      “She told me she’s been dealing with him for a while, right along with all those other girls; Maia, Sienna—”

      “I know who they are, Priscilla, but thank you.” As she talked, she stared at Island, playing with her toys. “Do you want something to drink? I’m going to get her some juice.”

      I watched her stand up, and since I was caught off guard, I didn’t respond for a little bit.

      “No, I’m okay.”

      Pushing her long dark hair behind her ears, she left the bedroom, and I just sat there not knowing what to think. She was taking a while, so I got up after making sure Island was fine and walked through her mansion sized condo until I got to the kitchen. I heard light sniffles, and when I entered, I saw Blaise was teary eyed whilst twisting the cap back on the juice bottle.

      “Blaise.”

      “No, no, I’m fine. I promise.” She stopped me when I tried to hug her. Slipping around me, she put the juice back into the fridge then made her way back to grab Island’s sippy cup from the granite countertop. “I don’t even care anymore. Whatever he does or whatever he did while we were together, is the past and has nothing to do with me now.”

      “Okay,” I responded very lowly.

      We left the kitchen to go back to Island’s bedroom, and it was crazy to see how happy Island made her. I could tell her smile was genuine as I watched them for a little bit.

      Even though I knew my friend was strong, I still despised Belly.
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        * * *

      

      About one week later…

      Tonight was a Hip-Hop awards show, and I was dancing background for this rapper named Classy. He was huge, and I was still in disbelief that I would be on stage with him. Not to mention, it was only three of us, so it would be a lot of exposure for me.

      While backstage, waiting to go on, the other two girls and I watched the live red carpet show.

      “They are so cute together,” one commented, and when I looked up from my phone, I saw Rafi and Yesenia, hugged up like a couple on the red carpet, answering questions.

      I thought I’d be able to deal with this little publicity stunt, but seeing them together like this was too much for me. Rafi would have to choose this acting gig or me, but he could no longer have both.

      About an hour later, we were completely ready, and it was time to show out. I had such an adrenaline rush while up there on stage, dancing my ass off. I almost felt like a different person, and every time I went out there, I was reminded of how much I loved the art of dance. Once off the stage, I rushed to the back to clean up and change.

      As I was walking through to go out and sit in the audience next to Blaise, I saw Rafi. He was announcing an award, and he was also nominated for one as well.

      “I need to speak with you.” I walked right up on him. Turning to me, he smiled widely, but it faded when he witnessed my facial expression.

      Stepping down the hall some for privacy, he touched my arm and asked, “What’s up, baby?”

      “I’m not doing this secret stuff anymore, Rafi. Either you make it known and clear that you and I are together, or we won’t be together. And I’m talking within the next twenty-four hours.”

      “Priscilla, I told yo’ ass—”

      “I know what you told me, and now I’m telling you… make it known, or we’re done.”

      I moved around him and yanked my arm when he tried to grab my wrist. Taking my ass out to the audience, I sat down next to Blaise, who looked radiant in her pink dress against her luminous brown skin.

      “You looked so bomb up there.” She smiled.

      “Thanks. I tried.”

      We sat back enjoying the award show for the next hour, and when it was time to announce the categories for Best Rap Album, I zoned in. Even though I was angry with Rafi, I did want him to win. As we waited to hear the winner, I was on the edge of my seat.

      “Rafiiiiii!” This actress yelled his name after opening the envelope.

      His song played as the camera showed him getting up from his seat to come accept his award.

      When he got up to the podium, he grinned, clutching the award tightly in his big hands.

      “I just want to say I’m thankful to all my fans and everybody that contributed to the success of this album and the making of this album. I’m especially thankful of God and all the blessings I’ve received from Him. And lastly but definitely not least, to my family; my mama, my two beautiful kids, and my beautiful girlfriend, Priscilla Dimitri… I love y’all. Peace.”
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      A few days later…

      

      I’d been calling Blaise’s ass every night to cupcake and shit with her ass, and she’d been answering. I thought I was breaking her the fuck down, and the shit had me feeling good. Even though it wasn’t close to what I wanted between us, it was something. She’d been ignoring me for weeks prior to that, so shit was on the up and up in my eyes.

      That was until a few days ago, when she stopped answering my calls, texts, direct messages, and actually changed her muthafuckin’ locks so none of my spares worked. By saying that, she had me fucked up, so right now, I was outside of the studio set she’d been working on for that movie, and I was about to roll up on her ass.

      “Good morning, sir. How can I help you?” Some short fat nigga with pit stains tried to cut off my path.

      “Tell me where Blaise Cansino is.”

      Chuckling before sipping his coffee, he replied, “And who are you exact—Cortez Khalil.” He nodded, recognizing me. “Unfortunately, Mr. Khalil, Blaise is in her trailer getting dressed and cannot have visitors.”

      “Oh word? Who said she can’t have visitors?” I moved closer to him, and his mouth opened and closed a few times, with no words coming out.

      “Well… I… umm… not me.” He palmed his chest. “These were just the orders I was given. I’m her producer and—”

      “Look, bruh. Either you tell me where the fuck to go to get to her trailer, or I’m gon’ beat yo’ ass.” I spoke calmly, letting him know it wasn’t a fucking thing for me to knock his ass out. “And if I have to beat yo’ ass, something I usually get paid to do, I’m really gon’ fuck yo’ ass up. You ever had a burger through a straw?”

      “My apologies, Mr. Khalil. Miss Cansino is right through this garage-like area, through the orange door, and to the left. Her name will be on the trailer.”

      “Hey, is there a problem, Ted?” Some ugly Hispanic bitch approached like she was about to handle some shit. She looked like she stunk but didn’t.

      I started to walk off, but on the way,  I grabbed her Starbucks coffee cup and dropped it into the trashcan nearby.

      “Oh,” Ted commented.

      “Excuse you!” the bitch yelled.

      “You don’t need to be drinking anymore coffee until you learn to brush yo’ fucking gums,” I let her know. “You got them black rings around yo’ fucking teeth. You lucky I ain’t punch yo’ ass out of reflex for rolling up on me with that scary shit.”

      I continued off, irritated and disgusted as fuck by that hoe’s mouth. I never understood how people knew their shit looked like that and didn’t care. She should be thanking me for my help.

      I followed Ted’s directions, and when I spotted the big silver and white trailer with my girl’s name on it, I jogged a little bit. When I got to the door, it sounded like I heard somebody throwing the fuck up, so I attempted to yank the damn door open, but it was locked. I immediately broke the handle off and busted inside.

      I saw Blaise coming out of the bathroom, just as I got a good ass look at this fancy ass trailer. This was a whole damn apartment.

      “What the fuck are you doing here?” She wiped her mouth.

      She looked beautiful, even with all that heavy makeup they’d thrown on her pretty ass face. Her hair was down her back but pinned behind her ears. And she was wearing this white silk robe that was nice and short, showing her thick brown legs that seemed to glisten for a nigga.

      “Baby, you aight?” I neared her, trying to pull her in, but she moved, grabbing a toothbrush to begin cleaning her mouth.

      I continued to survey the trailer as I waited, and once she was done flossing, scraping her tongue, and rinsing with Listerine, I yanked her ass into me.

      “Moooove, Cortez! You need to leave!” She looked sad as fuck and miserable, so I could tell she was ill.

      “You sick or something?” I kissed her cheek then her lips before she moved her face.

      “I ate some bad salmon at a buffet.”

      “Since when do you go to fucking buffets? You only eat fancy shit.” I grinned, making her roll her eyes as she repeatedly tried to move from my embrace.

      “Since forever. Now can you leave. I have to change into my clothes.”

      “Just change. I’ll sit right here.” I took a seat on the couch. She folded her arms, staring down at me.

      “No, I want you to go. Why are you even here? And how did you get in here? I locked the door.” She went to check it and then palmed her face when she saw I’d broken the handle. “What the fuck, Cortez!”

      “I heard you throwing up and shit, so I came in to save you. Why the fuck you ain’t been answering my calls lately?”

      “Because I don’t want to.” She put the chain on for the door just in case. “We have nothing to talk about. I’m single, you’re single, and we need to press on with our lives.” She sat down in the swivel chair that was in front of the mirror.

      Turning the chair so that she was facing me, I let my hands grip her thighs and said, “I ain’t fucking single; you my girl.”

      “No the fuck I’m not.”

      “What I tell you about that shit, huh? You just think you ain’t my girl, but in reality, you are. So what you think and what’s reality, are two different things. I’m gon’ have yo’ ass committed  if you keep talking crazy.”

      “Cortez.” She looked down at my hands gently caressing her thighs, so I took that opportunity to bring her into my lap, making her straddle me. “We can’t be together. I don’t want to.”

      “Why, Blaise?” I inquired dryly. We would just be together unwillingly.

      “Because I want to be with somebody that is honest, that loves only me, that wants to be with only me, and that’s not you. Not to mention, I don’t trust you. Every time I hear your name in the same sentence as another woman, I feel queasy. I don’t want a relationship like that.”

      “Blaise.” I brought her closer into me and tightened my grip on her body. “I only want yo’ ass, I swear. I’m trying to show you that. I’ll cut off all them hoes I was fucking and letting suck me up, for you.”

      “Do you have to say it like that?”

      “Say it like what? That’s what the fuck they were doing.”

      “Never mind.” She shook her head, and when I saw a lone tear, I thumbed it before pressing my lips against hers.

      I hadn’t fucked her in a cool ass minute, and I was now realizing that pussy wasn’t just pussy. Fucking these other females didn’t cure the want I had for what Blaise possessed between her legs. Feeling her soft ass body under me, the way she whimpered my name, the way her ass bounced when I beat it up doggy-style, the faces she made, how she tasted, smelled, all that shit came into play. Blaise had that good shit.

      “Blaise, what the fuck you crying for, baby? I love you. On everything, I love you.” I kissed on her lips, her collarbone, and her neck repeatedly. “Tell me what you want me to do, because I’m not leaving yo’ ass alone.”

      Desperate was a fucking understatement. As bad as Blaise was giving it to me, she never had to worry about me fucking up if she took me back. Shit.

      “You have to,” she whimpered.

      “I can’t. And I know I fucked up, but I put it on my life that if you forgive me, all the great shit to come will outweigh that hiccup.”

      She was quiet but eventually got up to sit back in her chair, making me sigh out of fucking frustration. She tried to turn to face the mirror, but I stopped her, tugging the belt of her robe. When it fell open, my dick sprung the fuck up like roosters when the muthafuckin’ sun rose.

      “Cortez, I’m not fucking you.”

      “I know.” I pulled her thong down, brought her to the edge of the elevated chair, and buried my face between her legs.

      Spreading her thighs as they sat on my shoulders, I sucked her clit hungrily, causing her to cry softly while caressing my head.

      “Mmm, okay.” She panted, cumming heavily as a muthafucka. I lapped it up, then slipped my tongue into her opening, before dragging it back to vacuum her clit into my mouth.

      Like always, she released so hard that her knees tried to come together, but I kept them apart, pressing her thighs upward and against her stomach. Her pussy was sopping wet, and I was basking in that shit, loving the smell and taste. Her soft whimpers turned me the fuck on, and after she came again, I French kissed her pussy for a few before going back in for more, keeping her legs open.

      “Shit,” I mumbled, getting my tongue well acquainted with the pussy, allowing my mouth to become one with the shit. Her nectar was coming down my chin, and the shit was sexy as a hell. I kept switching back and forth between suctioning her bud and flicking my tongue over it. Palming the backs of her thighs, I latched my mouth onto her clit and hungrily yet passionately sucked the life out her ass.

      “Oh…” Blaise let out a soft moan, just as her body tensed up, and again, she exploded.

      I made sure to take up every drop, before planting a final kiss and coming up for air. I noticed when I kissed her flat stomach, she recoiled very slightly.

      “You taste sweeter,” I whispered against her lips before slipping my tongue into her mouth. We sat there kissing and shit for a minute before she nudged me away. Gripping her chin, I forced another kiss on her then said, “I love you.” She just kept her attention the other way, so I stood up straight. Before I left the trailer, I said, “I’m calling you tonight, and if you don’t answer, I’m gon’ act a muthafuckin’ fool in yo’ condo building.”

      “Get out, Cortez.”

      I did as she’d asked, but I was dead serious.
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        * * *

      

      One week later…

      Cool with your bitch smokin’ sherbert… Lil baby, you makin' me nervous… Go to your hood, yeah, I'm purgin’… Hop in the Lamb, yeah, I'm swervin’…

      Drinks of all kinds, weed, and a bunch of other shit were being consumed as “Nervous” by Famous Dex poured from the speakers of this live ass club. Tonight, Siggy was having a big ass party at this plush ass lounge out in Hollywood to give the first full listen of his song to the public. It was invite-only, and per usual, he made sure all types of bitches filled this shit up.

      Since I had a fight coming up in two weeks, the only shit I was getting fucked up on was this water jug. It was cool though; I had a greater goal.

      “This place is nice as fuck, huh?” Will looked to me, and I nodded in agreement. I didn’t fuck with lounges too much, but this shit here was more like a small intimate club.

      “This nigga.” I chuckled at Cole inspecting each female before allowing them in or denying them entry into our section.

      When one walked up in a short ass skirt and a top that barely covered her breasts, my eyes traveled down her sexy ass frame. Her skin was reminiscent of caramel, and her hair was up in one of them tight ass ball shits. She was pretty as fuck.

      “Damn, that’s Megyn Thomas.” Manny sat next to me. “I need this one.”

      I chuckled before saying, “What you waiting for, nigga?”

      “Ain’t she an Instagram hoe?” Will questioned.

      “Sort of. But she got a lash company or something. She got a little money on her. She used to be a stripper,” Rocko answered.

      “Damn, nigga. You got her whole fucking life story!” Manny laughed. “But good shit to know.” He stared her down.

      “I follow all the fine ass females on the gram.” Rocko took down some Hennessy and then refilled his glass.

      I didn’t give a fuck about the bitch, so I kept quiet. She was fine as shit, but a lot of females were. If they weren’t Blaise, I gave it no energy.

      “Now what you wanna waste ya time on that for? You need a real wholesome woman,” Will said, shaking his head.

      “Wholesome females don’t suck dick the same, so nah, don’t nobody want that shit,” I replied before dapping up a laughing Manny and Rocko’s funky breath ass. I made sure he sat across and to the right of me but not right next to me. I was too muthafuckin’ sober to be smelling that signature trash and ass scent he carried on his tongue.

      “Whatever.” Will waved me off.

      Megyn was talking to Cole, who was attempting to push up on her, before she finally slipped away and started over. When she came up to sit, Manny moved down to allow her in between he and I.

      “Hi, I’m Megyn. I just wanted to say I will be at your match against Sully.” She smiled widely. She looked even better up close.

      Megyn was as pretty as Maia but not as pretty as Blaise. Blaise made niggas act thirsty as fuck. Had that nigga Bizz buying her Patek watches when she hadn’t even kissed him. Now I remembered I had to beat that nigga’s ass next time I saw him.

      “Cool.”

      “I’ll be front row, so I hope you’ll see me. You can see front row people while in the ring, right?”

      “I can.” I chuckled subtly as I nodded, because Manny was making all kinds of faces and shit at me behind her back because she wasn’t fucking with him instead.

      “Okay, good. And maybe afterwards, we can hang out or something.”

      “Hang out or fuck?”

      She stared at me with her sexy lips parted slightly. I guess she was caught off guard or waiting for me to crack a smile to indicate that a nigga was joking, but I wasn’t. The fuck was we gon’ hang out for? I had a girl; she was just experiencing some mental issues that were holding us up. Once she realized we were still together, everything would be cool.

      “Hang… out.” Megyn took my free hand into hers, but I moved it. “I’m interested in getting to know you, so you never know what can happen.”

      Squinting my eyes at her with a smirk, I made her giggle before I said, “We’ll see.”

      “You’re so fucking fine.” She laughed. “Can I stay over here with you for the night?”

      I gave her one nod to let her know it was cool, and she returned a wide grin. Everybody continued to drink and smoke, except me, and once Siggy’s song played, niggas got even more turnt. Megyn gave me a lap dance, and the plumpness of her ass had me paying close attention.

      “Drip Too Hard” by Lil Baby came on, so she slowed down her moves, getting my dick hard as fuck.

      “You’re happy to see me, huh?” She looked over her shoulder at me.

      “Don’t acknowledge the shit unless you gon’ handle it for me,” I leaned closer to whisper into her ear. I watched as she nibbled on her lip, wearing a slight smile as she continued moving her body, grinding extra hard on my dick since it was swollen.

      Standing up, I hugged her body so she wouldn’t fall, and then took her hand to lead her to the back area where I’d seen a private room. I wasn’t sure what it was for, but it was about to be for dick sucking.

      As soon as we got into the room, she was giggling and smiling with her pretty ass, so I took a seat on the couch. She stood there, twiddling her thumbs nervously, so I waved for her to come closer. When she did, I gestured for her to get onto her knees, and she complied. I didn’t have to say shit else as she reached to unbuckle my jeans.

      “I usually don’t do this when I just meet someone. I swear.”

      “I believe you.”

      She couldn’t be too much of a hoe because I would have heard the shit out there with the homies. Bitches always did shit out of character for them when they liked a nigga, so I believed baby girl. However, I just wanted my dick sucked and didn’t care for conversation.

      Smiling, she got comfortable and took my dick into her mouth once it was all the way released. Gripping her bun, I controlled her speed, making sure the head of my shit hit the back of her throat. She took it like a champ, twirling her tongue around my shit.

      “Look at me,” I instructed, and she did so.

      She kept bobbing on my shit, and her saliva production was crazy as a muthafucka. Before I knew it, I was nutting all in her mouth, and she licked and slurped up every drop. Sitting back, she gave me a smile.

      Once I put my dick up, she straddled my lap.

      “I guess you liked it.”

      “It was aight.” I chuckled when she hit my arm. “I might be able to fuck with you, but know I got a girl, and whatever the fuck we do ain’t serious. If I want you, I’ll hit you, and if I don’t, don’t even think about sweating me, aight?”

      “I already know how you get down.” She toyed with the collar of my shirt.

      My phone started ringing in my pocket, and I saw it was Blaise, so I pushed Megyn from my lap.

      “Baby, you good—”

      “I got the gifts from Chanel. Don’t send me shit else, Cortez. Next time, send them to the bitch in your lap at the club.”

      “Blai—”

      Click.

      Fuck! I should’ve known someone would have taken fucking pictures and sent them to one of them nosy ass blogs.
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      Almost one week later…

      

      I climbed out of Ian’s big ass shower and wrapped a warm towel around my body after patting my skin dry. I loved this damn house, and I loved the nigga that owned it.

      Ian played for the Los Angeles Chargers and was balling out of control. Not to mention he was handsome, and his dick game was good enough. I came 90 percent of the time, but I wasn’t fantasizing or yearning for the dick twenty-four-seven. He had enough money to compensate for the other 10 percent.

      I met Ian at a party one night, and the next day, he was in my inbox on Instagram wanting to take me out. That was nothing new for me at all. Plenty of men in all fields, from ball players to rappers and producers, stayed trying to get with me. But if that status wasn’t up to par and that bread wasn’t flourishing, I wasn’t responding or wasting my time. Call it what you want, but Nichole didn’t fuck for free.

      Ian was the longest relationship I’d ever had with a celebrity man, because we were going on eight months now. Usually after a good ninety days, me and these niggas would end up parting ways. It was stressful as hell dealing with a man who was famous and trying to make him be a normal boyfriend. Women were always willing to do whatever for his attention, which always caused friction in relationships.

      I loved Ian, but until I had a ring on my finger, I was going to continue to do me. I didn’t cheat all the time; actually, I didn’t cheat at all except for the few times I’d fucked this photographer named Will. But that was just for some pictures I didn’t want to pay for and that Ian refused to foot the bill on. I had more than enough cash to pay Will, but why do that when I knew I could finesse his ass? Anyway, I still talked to other niggas on the side, but I wasn’t giving pussy up.

      After I spread lotion on my body, I left the bathroom because my phone was ringing. I saw it was my homegirl Helen, so I answered.

      “Hey, we’re still on, right?”

      “Yes. You know I don’t flake.”

      “Unless Ian wants you to do something.”

      “Whatever. I don’t chase behind any nigga.”

      “I know. I know. Well, see you in a little bit. I’m curling my hair, so I’ll be headed to the restaurant soon.”

      “Okay.”

      Helen and I went way back. She, Mindy, Blaise, and I used to be thick as thieves, going out, traveling, and doing every damn thing together. We especially would have a good time when one of us had an extra rich baller willing to blow racks, because he’d extend his generosity to our friends. Blaise was always the one bagging super famous and rich ones, starting with Five-Star.

      The four of us stopped being as close, mainly with Blaise and I being on one end and Helen and Mindy on the other. It happened once Blaise got pregnant with Island, because she wasn’t down with doing some of the shit Mindy and Helen wanted to do. We all stayed cordial but just didn’t rock together as closely. I stuck by Blaise because I knew by being her friend, I could get close to the right niggas. Hell, she was Five-Star’s baby mama, and that came with fame.

      Now, she and I didn’t talk at all after she hit me, but now that I’d heard she and Belly were no more, I was going to reach out to her. A part of me wanted to be friends because Blaise was well connected, but the other part wanted her back because I missed her. I had my own fame now, so I didn’t need hers or anyone else’s like that, but I did miss her.

      I brushed my teeth then slipped into a dress and some Givenchy slippers. Once I had on my jewelry and my weave cascading down my back, I was out of the door. I smiled as I hit the alarm to unlock my new Porsche Ian had just given me.

      I met Helen at this cute French restaurant on La Brea, and after parking my car, I slipped out, feeling as good as I looked. A few niggas called after me, but I ignored them. At the moment, no nigga in my view was bringing in more bread than Ian. For me to leave my man, he’d have to be fine, paid, and have hella game; someone like Belly. Even though Ian made more than him, it was something about Belly that had me wanting him and badly.

      “Bitch, you are body goals!” Helen greeted me.

      She too had gotten her body done a while back like me. All four of us got work done while we were still friends, since Mindy knew this bomb ass doctor in Miami. Blaise only got her breasts enlarged since her body was naturally shapely. Helen and I got the works, and Mindy just got her ass enhanced.

      “I try to be.” I hugged her before we sat down.

      “See, you were smart with your shit. You work out to keep your body work bomb. I haven’t done shit since I got off that surgery table.”

      “There is still time. Hit me up when you want to work out. You look good though.”

      “Will do, and thank you, girl.” The waitress came over to take our wine orders, so we gave them to her along with an order for appetizers. “You know I almost beat your little bestie’s ass.” Helen raised her brow at me once the waiter left.

      “Wait, who is my bestie?”

      “Blaise Cansino, bitch. You know who I’m talking about.”

      “Wait, y’all are still cool, so how did this even happen?” I was perplexed. Yes, we didn’t hang as tightly, but everybody was still okay with one another.

      “At Mindy’s baby shower that you flaked on. She got mad because I told her about her nigga; Belly. She actually thought she was his girl, when this nigga has a whole group of females. I told her I knew bitches that were fucking him while she was thinking he was her nigga. Just because she’s the first one he posted on his Instagram story don’t mean he took her seriously.”

      We both laughed together as the waiter set down our glasses of wine. We ordered our main courses then sent her on her way.

      “Well, I told her ass at the start that he had a couple girls he kept close and that she would be an addition. Typical Blaise thought she was special though.”

      “I know, right. But she posted that she was single on her story but later deleted it, so it looks like it’s a wrap.”

      “Poor thing.” I poked my bottom lip out, playing sad. I was filled with glee knowing Belly had dumped her.

      “She’ll be fine; niggas love Blaise.”

      “True.” I was irritated just thinking about it. I mean, niggas loved me too, but for some reason, they only wanted to fuck me for a few months. Blaise would somehow be turning these niggas into long-term boyfriends or a baby daddy in Five-Star’s case. Belly ended her winning streak though. I chuckled at the thought.

      “Speaking of his group of bitches, did you see his new one?” Helen pulled me from my thoughts.

      “New one? When?” My heart rate sped up. I’d been trying to be on this nigga’s team since before he even met Blaise, so hearing he had some new bitch pissed me off.

      “Yep. That bitch Megyn.” Helen showed me some pictures of her in Belly’s lap, smiling. She appeared to be dancing on him. “Blogs posted it earlier this week. I’m trying to be down too, sis.” Helen cackled.

      “I’ve been so busy I haven’t seen anything.” I stared at the photos. Megyn was a beautiful girl, no doubt. I definitely knew who she was, because she used to be at a lot of the parties and functions we went to, and she was on that same bag-a-baller tip we were on. She had a somewhat successful lash company going, and now she had my man; well, a portion of him. I was for sure hating.

      I didn’t want Helen to know how angry I felt inside, but damn was it hard. I just didn’t get why this nigga was turning me down. I was pretty as hell, and I knew my pussy was fire, so I was beyond confused.
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      A few days later…

      There was this boxing event where a few boxers would be in the building taking pictures, speaking, and signing autographs. I got word that Belly would be here, so of course I bought a ticket and showed up.

      Entering after being stamped, I scanned the room and finally spotted Belly with some teenaged boys, taking pictures and signing some boxing gloves.

      Just as I was about to walk over, I saw Megyn seated off to the side, smiling hard as she watched. I quickly took a picture and just observed for a little longer as I shoved my iPhone into my Louis bag. I stared as he sat back down, and Megyn stood to walk up to him. She leaned down to kiss his lips, but he moved coolly, making it clear she wasn’t allowed to, as he texted away on his phone. Like it was nothing, she took a seat in his lap, draped her arm around his shoulders, and then kissed his temple, content. Rolling my eyes, I took another photo then left out to head to Blaise’s place.

      I arrived at her condo building about forty-five minutes later because traffic in Los Angeles was fucking ridiculous. It was the one thing that made me contemplate moving to some po-dunk town with a population of fifty.

      Once in the lobby, I dialed her up.

      “Yes?” she answered.

      “Hey, are you home? I wanted to know if I could come up and talk to you.”

      “About what, Nichole?”

      “Please, Blaise!”

      She was quiet and then replied, “I’m parking my car now. I should be walking in, in a few.”

      “Okay, I’ll be waiting.”

      Blaise hung up, so I locked my phone and waited for about five or six minutes until she appeared, carrying a sleeping Island. We didn’t exchange words as I followed her through the glass door and onto the elevator. Once we got into her condo, I waited for her to lie Island down in bed before she returned to the living room.

      “What do you have to say?” She removed her Fendi stilettos.

      “Well first, I wanted to apologize for delivering the information I had the way that I did. I should have done it privately and presented proof. I also should have told you earlier.”

      She sat back after taking her ponytail down, so her long dark wavy hair was framing her pretty brown face.

      “You should have. I’m angry with you still, but I want to apologize for punching you. I thought you were lying because I do know you like or liked Belly at one point, so I assumed you were jealous.”

      “I know, and that’s why I’m not mad about it.” It was quiet before I added, “I’m sorry he hurt you, Blaise.”

      She looked off like she was thinking, and when she moved her hair behind her ears, I got hit with her sweet-smelling Dior perfume. She’d been wearing it for years, so it was her signature.

      “I’m not hurt. I’m fine.” She stood up. “It’s been a long day for me, so I’m gonna have a bath and then go to bed. Island and I just came from having an early dinner together, so I got the itis.”

      “That’s so cute that you guys go out for dinner together.” I smiled, but she didn’t return the gesture.

      “Did you want some water or something before you leave?”

      “Umm, yeah, actually, thanks.”

      She left the big ass living room and went to her kitchen to fetch my bottle. As I waited, her buzzing phone caught my attention. When I saw Belly had called five times and now had sent a text, I leaned over some more so I could read it. Thankfully, her previews were on.

      Belly: You think you just gon’ never talk to me again, Blaise? You got shit twisted. Answer the fucking phone.

      Then another…

      Belly: These other females are just some bitches I’m busting down until you fuck with me. When you do, I’m gon’ be faithful to you, I promise.

      Another…

      Belly: Baby.

      I couldn’t believe she had him speaking this way. I felt like raging because of all the feelings brewing inside of me.

      Belly: No other female don’ ever had me bugging like this. I love yo’ ass.

      I tapped the last message because I wanted to reply for her, but it prompted me to type in her code or scan my face.

      “Here.” Blaise returned, so I played it cool.

      “Thanks.” I rose up. “Oh, before I go, do you remember her?” I unlocked my phone to show her the photo I took of Megyn in Belly’s lap.

      “What Belly does or who he does isn’t any of my concern, Nichole.” She opened her front door after looking at the picture. “Even you can fuck him if you’d like. I know you’ve been having a hard time getting him, but maybe now you can slide in.”

      “Blaise, no I don’t—”

      “Goodnight.”

      I left out, and as I tread down the hallway, feeling bummed because it still seemed like Blaise and I wouldn’t be cool, I started to feel lightheaded. Before I knew it, I’d blacked out.
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      A couple hours later…

      I woke up to see I was in a hospital bed, so I began to panic. The nurse outside my room behind the desk saw me trying to get up, so she picked up the phone to call someone. Quickly as hell it seemed, another nurse appeared and walked into the room with me, closing the door.

      “Hi, Miss Carriage. How are you feeling?”

      “Fine. What the fuck is going on?” I wouldn’t dare tell her my head was pounding. I was scared as hell, wondering what exactly the fuck was going on with me. “Is this some kind of cult? How did I get here? I just… what—”

      “Relax, Miss Carriage. You fainted at your friend’s home, and she called 911 to have you brought to the hospital.”

      For a moment, I just stared the chubby faced white woman down, with my eyes wide. I had never been so confused in my life.

      “Okay, well I need to go. And where are my things?”

      “Your belongings are right here. You can’t leave tonight; it’s not recommended. But tomorrow, if everything is okay, which it should be, then you’ll be free to go.”

      My phone started ringing, so I pointed to my purse. The nurse went into it to grab my device, and when she handed it to me, I saw it was Ian calling me.

      “I have a flight in the morning, so I can’t stay. My boyfriend has to go to New York, and I’m going as well.”

      Inhaling then exhaling, the nurse asked, “Miss Carriage, are you aware that you’re pregnant?”

      This had to be a joke. And to make matters worse, I didn’t know if it belonged to Ian or Will.
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      Yono: How about tonight beautiful?

      I stared down at the text from Yono, asking me to go to dinner. I didn’t want to shut him down nor tell him I could only be seen in the daytime and a very small portion of the evening. Yono was one of the biggest R&B singers out, so I knew once I told him no, he’d move on to the next bitch. Surprisingly though, he’d been patient with me, not pressuring me to see him or attend uncomfortable events like Manny had. So our courting had been enjoyable until now.

      Me: Okay, where should we meet?

      Yono: I’ll send a car to pick you up. Just shoot me your address.

      Fuck! I couldn’t have him send anything to my parents’ house, so right now, I was stuck. I had to think and think quickly.

      I decided I would call Blaise and get some advice. She was used to men like Yono, and I wasn’t, so I needed all the help I could get.

      “Hello?” she answered.

      “Hi. Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t even text you first to see if it was okay to call you. I hope you’re not busy.”

      “No, it’s fine. I’m getting my hair done now before I go on set. What’s up?”

      “Okay, so Yono, you know, the singer, he wants to take me out, and I offered to meet him, but he wants to have me picked up.”

      “What’s wrong with that? You like to drive or something?”

      See, I knew me refusing to be picked up would come off odd, so I had to think of a reason that didn’t make me sound like I was underage.

      “No, nothing is wrong with that, I just umm… he and I just met, and I’m not comfortable with him knowing where I live.”

      “Oh, okay. Well tell him you’re staying at a hotel while your home gets renovated so he can send the car there.”

      “I should have been able to think of that on my own. I’m sorry for bothering you, Blaise.”

      Chuckling, she replied, “You’re fine. I hope you have fun.”

      “Wait, before you go, I admit I’ve never been on a date with a famous man before. Are they different than regular guys? Should I know anything?”

      “Yeah, they’re different, especially ones like Yono, who are very successful and well known. They’re entitled, and sometimes, they’ll try to make you feel like you need to do a lot to keep them interested in you. But that’s usually only if they can tell you’re desperate for them, or you’re new to dating their kind.”

      “Okay, got it. I’m far from desperate, so that won’t be a problem.”

      “Oh, and gifts. He will definitely get you something nice if you impress him enough, but don’t act all excited about it. Just politely thank him.”

      “What kind of gifts?” I was intrigued.

      “Rolexes, Chanel purses, YSL shoes, the list goes on. Whatever they sell on Rodeo Drive and at Neiman Marcus.” She giggled.

      “A man bought you a Rolex before? After a date? What the hell!” I laughed, and so did she.

      “If he doesn’t, that either means he’s not interested, or maybe he was but your pussy was garbage.”

      I nodded, taking the information in. Blaise gave me a few more tips and details before I got off the phone and texted Yono that I was staying at this hotel in Beverly Hills. After giving him the address, I got up to head to the mall because I needed to buy something new to wear. All the dresses I had weren’t short enough; plus, I hadn’t been shopping in a while.

      Once I had a new fit and some shoes, I got my nails done then headed home. I decided to actually book a room at the hotel just in case he called to ask for me or something. I was way beyond paranoid.

      “Relax, Alivia,” I told myself as I undressed for a shower.

      After getting out, I brushed my teeth and then went to my bedroom to put on some lotion. Right when I was done, I heard my phone ringing, and I looked down to see it was Manny calling. Rolling my eyes, I tapped the green button to answer.

      “Yes, Manny?” I stood up to survey my naked body in the full-length mirror. A smile spread across my face at the sight.

      “Hey, what you doing tonight?”

      “I’m busy.”

      “Busy doing what? I was thinking you could come to this video shoot. We need some extra girls last minute.”

      “I have a date tonight, asshole. And do I look like I shake my ass for cameras in my spare time? I am a deejay, nothing else.”

      I swear no one irritated me more than Manny. No matter how hard I tried to be nice to him, he always turned me into this raging bitch. And I was far from a rude girl, but he brought it out of me.

      “A date tonight? With who? And I thought yo’ ass couldn’t go out after 3 p.m.?”

      “This was the one night I wasn’t busy, so he lucked up. Is there anything else you need, because I have to get dressed?”

      I wanted to hurry out of here before my parents got home from work. Thankfully, I booked that hotel, because I’d decided to get dressed there in case they got home before I could jet. They wouldn’t dare let me out the house in what I planned to wear for Yono.

      “Who is taking you out? A fellow deejay?” He cackled because I guess that was funny.

      “No, Yono.”

      “The singer nigga?”

      “Yep.”

      “Wow, so he gon’ get some before I do.”

      “No, neither of you will. Goodbye!” I hung up immediately.

      After ranting under my breath for a couple minutes while shoving some things into an overnight bag, I put on some tights, a top, and some slides, before grabbing my keys to head out. Thankfully, my parents hadn’t made it home, and I was sure it was due to the LA traffic they endured coming from crowded ass downtown.

      Throwing my things into the car, I hurriedly peeled out the driveway, headed to the hotel. I got there about an hour and half later, much to my dismay, so after checking in, I took a quick nap.

      By the time I’d woken up, it was 7:30, so I damn near flew out of the bed to brush my teeth again before doing my makeup. I was dressed to impress about an hour later, and by that time, my phone was ringing off the hook because of Yono.

      “Hey, I’m coming down now,” I spoke into the phone as soon as I answered.

      “Aight. I’ll be waiting, beautiful.”

      I smiled with the phone still pressed against my ear, before hanging up. Yono seemed like a nice guy, so I was calming down a little bit. He seemed nothing like what I assumed famous men would be, so that gave me some hope that maybe he wouldn’t mind waiting for me.

      I gave myself a once over then stuffed my keycard into my Gucci purse before leaving. When I got outside of the hotel, I saw a black truck, and the back door opened almost immediately. Yono slid out, looking so handsome with his dreads hanging. His brown skin was perfectly clear, and I could tell he’d recently gotten his facial hair lined up.

      “Wow.” He shook his head as his eyes cascaded down my body. I didn’t have the biggest butt or breasts, but I had hips for days for some reason. I liked my body though; everything was proportionate.

      “Thanks.” I giggled shyly before he helped me into the back seat.

      The driver took off, so Yono opened a bottle of champagne for us to drink. He handed me a flute, and once he filled it up, I took a sip; I needed something to calm my nerves.

      “So how was your day, Alivia?”

      “It was fine, actually. How was yours?” I felt my phone buzzing, and when I saw it was a call from my home number, I hit ignore and silenced my device.

      “Long. I had to record all damn day, but what got me through was knowing I was going to get to spend some time with you.”

      I felt myself blushing, and my skin was getting hot. Yono was so handsome, and it made me extremely nervous. I thought back to what Blaise told me and how men of his kind could sense when they were dealing with a first timer, so I attempted to stay as calm as possible. I didn’t understand how Blaise and her friends did this. I was a wreck at just ten minutes in!

      “I mean, I guess I am pretty exciting, huh?”

      “You are.” He took a sip of his champagne. “I can’t believe I’ve never seen you before. I don’ been to every club in Los Angeles, and I’ve never run across you.”

      “Maybe you just don’t remember.”

      “Nah, I would for sure remember you.” Again, his eyes moved down my body, only this time, his bottom lip was being held captive by his top row of teeth.

      “Well, I umm, kind of just started heavily doing nightclubs in the past six months. Before, I was doing more personal events, but now that I’ve gotten my name out there, the club gigs are rolling in.”

      “That’s sexy. There aren’t many women deejays in the business. You ever thought of being a personal deejay?”

      “All the time! I would love to be an artists’ deejay and get to travel and have that whole experience. I have a ways to go before all that.”

      “Maybe not.” He winked, and again, I giggled like a schoolgirl.

      We pulled up to the Peninsula Hotel and headed inside to eat at this restaurant called The Belvedere. We were seated outside on the patio area, where there were large trees with lights in them. The atmosphere was very beautiful and surely set the mood.

      The first fifteen minutes of us being here was nice, but after we ordered drinks and starters, I noticed people taking pictures or recording on the sly. I wasn’t used to this, and I did not want the scrutiny that came with dating a man as famous as Yono. I hadn’t even thought about that until right now.

      “Does this always happen when you go out?” I inquired.

      “Yeah, but I’m so used to it by now that I barely even notice it. You’ll get used to it as well.”

      “Oh,” was all I said as I focused back on the menu to scan the entrees.

      We ended up ordering a nice amount of food because there were a few things we wanted to try. We got more drinks as well, and at the end, we had desserts too. Overall, the dinner was perfect, the food and my date. Yono was good at keeping up conversation, and he was so sweet, just like the lyrics of his songs.

      “Why don’t you have a girlfriend?” I quizzed him. “I know women throw themselves at you, yet you’re single. I mean, I know you dated that rapper girl, but she’s a fool to have let you go.”

      “I didn’t date her per se; that was a fling. But I’m single because I haven’t found the right woman. I’m feeling like that’s gon’ change real soon though.”

      I blushed… again.

      “You’re so sweet. I kind of like you.” I smirked.

      “I kind of like you too.”

      “Wait, what the hell is your real name?”

      “Troy, unfortunately.” He chuckled. “I hate that shit though, so don’t use it, please.”

      “Got it.”

      “Is there anything else I can get for you two tonight?” The waiter approached our table.

      “No, I am stuffed,” I responded.

      “Same. We’ll just take the check.” Yono nodded, and the man walked off. “So I was thinking you could spend the night at my penthouse with me.”

      “Oh, umm, when?”

      “Tonight.” He laughed. “When else?”

      “Right, sorry.”

      “You good. But yeah, we can have some more champagne, continue to chop it up, and then maybe I can show you some things.” His tongue glided across his plump bottom lip.

      “Show me some things?” I cocked my head.

      “Yeah, I mean, I don’t wanna pressure you, but I think we’ve been hitting it off pretty well since I met you at Romelo’s. So tonight, I wanna get you right. We can have breakfast in the morning and do a little shopping.”

      That sounded nice, except for I couldn’t sleep with him. I knew what type of women he was used to, and that wasn’t me. I didn’t have control over my body like every other woman in her twenties. I wished I could just have sex with a man when I wanted to. Having the ability to take charge of my sex life was a dream.

      “I—”

      My phone lighting up interrupted my sentence. It was still on silent, but I could see it was my mother’s cell phone calling. I felt like a prisoner.

      “You good?” Yono inquired.

      “Yes, give me one moment.” I hopped up, grabbing my phone, then went to find the bathroom. “Yes, Ma?” I answered once I was in the restroom.

      “You need to come home, and right now! Where the hell are you?”

      “I—” I dropped my head back and closed my eyes. “I’m out. I will call you later.”

      I hit the end button before she could say anything and then rushed back to the table where Yono was. By the time I got there, he was standing up and had finished paying the bill.

      “So you coming through with me or—”

      “Yep.” I half smiled and waited for him to round the table. He took my hand into his before kissing my lips and then led me out of the hotel.

      I knew people were watching us closely, but I chose to ignore it. Tonight, I was going to be a grown woman. Hell, I made my own money, paid my own bills, excluding rent, and I could make my own decisions regarding my body. This was for me.

      Yono’s driver took us to his penthouse, and it was humungous. He gave me a small tour since the place was so large, and then we went to his bedroom. He lit a few candles and then removed his shoes, jewelry, and shirt. His body was so muscular that it looked fake, and the artwork on his arms was beautiful.

      “Don’t be nervous.” He walked up on me, looking down into my face. He pressed his lips against mine as he unzipped my dress, and I felt like my legs were doing the James Brown under me.

      Once my dress hit his furry carpet, he picked me up and carried me to his bed before removing my panties. I didn’t have on a bra because my dress was strapless, so at the moment, I was ass naked. My breathing became heavy as I watched him undress. I hadn’t had sex in ages, and it was only once. It was a secret I kept. I was sixteen and in eleventh grade; plus, it only lasted for about ten seconds before I pushed the boy off and rushed home. I told myself it didn’t count.

      Yono started sucking my nipples then dropped down to put his mouth between my legs.

      “Chill.” He laughed when I jumped. I’d never experienced this before. Plus, I was worried that my pussy would be garbage. “I promise you’ll like when I do it.”

      Relaxing, I pressed my head into the pillow as he started to suck on my bud. At first, I didn’t know what to think, but as time progressed, it started to feel so good. I noticed the more he sucked and licked between my hips, the more sexual I felt. It was horrible but good. Next thing I knew, I was grinding against his face and moaning like some nympho.

      “Oh my gosh,” I called out, just as my body tightened and I released. I thought he’d move away, but he didn’t; he instead licked me clean, damn near.

      “Told you.” He came up to kiss me.

      By the time I opened my eyes, I saw him rolling a condom down his thick penis, just before he yanked me closer to him by my legs. He prodded my opening with the head, and when he started to push in, I wanted to tell him to stop. No words could be formed in time though, so he was fully inside of me in seconds.

      “Troy,” I called out accidentally, but he didn’t seem to mind as he moved in and out of me slowly.

      “Damn, Alivia. Shit.” He cursed as he humped away.

      When I experienced another orgasm, he all of sudden sped up his moves, and it felt even better. I spread my legs wider for more, and he gave it to me, making me cry out.

      “Oh shit,” I moaned, surprising myself. The few porn movies I’d seen, I always thought the women were exaggerating.

      Yono pulled out, turned me over, and then pulled my hips up before sliding back in. I’d always told myself I would never do this position, but once he started, I didn’t want him to stop.

      “Fuck, Alivia,” he groaned my name, gripping my hips and fucking me harder. When another orgasm tore through me, my upper body collapsed.

      Before I knew it, he was climaxing himself and growling like a wild animal as his body shook. Falling down onto me, he kissed the nape of my neck slowly as I tried to catch my breath.

      We took a break, then did it once more, and surprisingly, it was better than the first. I couldn’t believe I’d had sex with someone, for real sex, and multiple times. I also couldn’t believe how much I liked it. I felt ashamed.

      However, the breakfast and shopping Yono treated me to the next morning definitely eased the guilt I felt. Date night was a success… I guess.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            Blaise

          

        

      

    

    
      A week and a half later… Around 7 p.m.…

      I’d finally gotten Island to bed about thirty minutes ago, and after getting out of my bubble bath, I sunk down under the covers of my bed. I’d been on set all day, and although I loved my job, it was tiresome. Working long hours while pregnant was not ideal, especially because some days I was very ill. I was so sick sometimes that the thought of having booked the role on that HBO show Streets exhausted me more than excited me.

      I was so disappointed in myself for getting pregnant again and not being in better circumstances as far as my relationship with the father. But at the end of the day, my second baby was a blessing, and I would continue to try to view it as that and nothing else. And even though I was unhappy with what I’d done, I was proud of myself for being much further in my career than last time.

      “Shit.” I hopped out of my bed and rushed to the bathroom to vomit. It was violent, and I felt like complete shit after.

      I sat there on the bathroom floor for about five minutes before getting up to brush my teeth. I heard my phone ringing in my bedroom, and when I went to grab it, I saw it was Belly. I’d been ignoring him for weeks, and he hadn’t given up. The calls, the texts, the flowers, the pop ups, all just continued. I hadn’t seen him, however, because I had Gary tell me whenever Belly showed up so I could stay away from home.

      “Yes, Cortez?” I plopped down onto my bed. I wasn’t in the mood to deal with him. I felt like shit.

      “You aight, baby?”

      “Yes, I’m fine. What do you want?” I felt tears form in my eyes because I was in a little bit of pain, and I was over being sick. And I was sick because of his ass.

      “You.”

      “Yeah? You sure you don’t want Megyn? Or one of your other group members? Because that’s what it seems like. Plus, they want you. I don’t.”

      “Blaise—”

      He was cut off because I’d rushed to the bathroom to throw up yet again. He was calling my name the whole time, and I wanted to hang up on his ass.

      When finished, I wiped my mouth and whimpered, “Cortez, please. I’m begging you to leave me alone.”

      Before he could even reply, I ended the call. Again, I brushed my teeth and then made myself some tea to calm my stomach as directed by my doctor. After downing that, I lied down in my warm bed, with only the TV on, praying to feel better.

      Not long after, I heard someone at my door, so I got out of bed to see who it was. Looking through the peephole, I spotted Belly. He was holding a brown paper bag in one hand, and a plate with foil on top in the other.

      “How did you even get up here?” I opened the door.

      He looked so good in just his white t-shirt, black cloth sweats, socks, and Givenchy slides. His deep brown skin seemed to glisten under his tattoos, and his eyelashes were reminiscent of fans, surrounding his beautiful, almond shaped eyes. My eyes of course landed on that No Good tattoo which was a warning sign I should’ve heeded to when I first met him.

      “I slipped in the glass door behind one of your neighbors. Nigga tried to snitch, but I introduced him to my heat locked on me, and he shut the fuck up.”

      Rolling my eyes, I walked away from the door, and he followed me in, closing it behind himself.

      “Whatever you’re here for, I’m not in the mood.” I sniffled, taking in his cologne that had taken over the air of my living room.

      “I know you’re sick as fuck, so I brought you some shit from CVS, and I made you a sweet potato waffle.” He lifted the plate with the foil then set it down on the coffee table.

      “You made it after we got off the phone?”

      “Yeah. I didn’t know what you needed from the store, so I got heating pads, these pads, tampons, panty liners, this spray shit, cough syrup, Advil, and some shit to make you some soup.” He pulled each thing out, reading it as he did so. “Why them muthafuckin’ tampons cost so much?”

      I chuckled at the stuff he’d purchased and his question.

      “I wonder the same thing. Thank you, but I just have a stomach bug.” I stared at him for a moment then said, “I do want the waffle though.”

      “Aight.” He picked it up to take it to the kitchen to warm it, so I told him I’d be in my bedroom.

      “Thank you.” I smiled up at him when he entered my room with the plate and a glass of ice water.

      Kicking off his slides, he rounded my bed and got in on the other side. It was dark in here, because all the lights were off and only my huge TV was on, illuminating our faces and upper bodies.

      “I guess it’s good, huh?”

      “Yes. Thank you for making me two.” I chuckled because I was so happy to have them. I’d been craving them so much. “You don’t have to stay here; you can go. I’m sure you have other things or people you could be doing on a Saturday night.”

      He just looked at me as he leaned against my headboard. His strong arms had me turned on.

      “Nah, I wanna be doing this.”

      “You want to be laid up with sickly me, watching me eat, and not getting any sex?”

      “Whatever being with you is, that’s what the fuck I wanna do.” His eye contact was intense, so I turned away to grab my glass of water to hydrate myself. I continued eating my waffle, and I felt him touch my exposed thigh. “You’re beautiful as fuck, Blaise.”

      “Cortez, don’t.” I ate the last slice and placed the plate on my nightstand where my water glass was. “I don’t want your compliments or your gifts; it won’t get you anywhere.”

      “I see you wearing my gifts on social media.”

      “How? I blocked you.”

      “I made Manny follow yo’ ass so I can see ya stories and shit. Pretty ass.” He gripped my thigh with his warm hand, and I moved it.

      “Like I said, none of it will help you.”

      “I compliment you because what I’m saying is facts, Blaise. I buy you gifts and shit because I love you and enjoy spoiling the woman I love.”

      “You don’t know what love is. You just think you love me, but if you did, we wouldn’t be here.”

      “I know you feel that way, and it’s understandable, but baby, I do love you. If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be here, and I wouldn’t be working so hard to have yo’ ass back. I messed up some good shit, great shit, and the thought of not getting it back is fucking with me.” He took my hand to kiss it, and once done, I pulled away slowly.

      “You don’t want a relationship, so why not take this opportunity to be free?” I finally looked at him.

      “I don’t wanna be free. I wanna do shit like this.”

      I stared into his eyes to see if he was lying, but they appeared to be honest. I didn’t want him pulling me back in.

      “How many times did you cheat on me? Be honest.”

      “Once. Cadence was it.”

      “You like her or something?”

      “I did, but that wasn’t why, baby. It could have been any bitch that night. I ain’t got no type of connection or no bullshit like that with her. She was there, I was on one, so I fucked her.”

      “So every time you get on one, you’re just going to sleep with another bitch?”

      “Nah. It was a mistake, and you learn from mistakes, which I did. And I ain’t need you to leave me to know it was a mistake; I felt the shit right away. You finding out and not fucking with me only made it worse.” He leaned up to kiss on my neck and added, “I miss you.”

      Before I could say anything, his phone began ringing in between us, and I looked to see Megyn’s name pop up.

      I sucked my teeth and shook my head.

      “I honestly hate you.” I ran my fingers through my hair before covering my face.

      He moved one hand from my face and sat up some to kiss the corner of my mouth.

      “Don’t trip off her or any other female, Blaise. They don’t mean shit. You know I’ll cut ’em all off once you say word.” He planted kisses on my neck.

      His phone began ringing again, and of course, it was her.

      “Let me answer your phone then.”

      “Go ahead.” He moved back some so I could grab it. I was only talking out of my ass; I didn’t expect him to agree. He probably thought I wouldn’t do it, so I smirked, tapping the green button.

      “Hello?” I answered, leaning back against my headboard. Belly reached under my shirt to rub my stomach gently with his big hand. It caught me off guard because he knew nothing of the baby. It felt good though, so I didn’t stop him.

      “Uh… umm, who is this?” Megyn quizzed.

      “This is Blaise.” I looked down when Belly kissed my stomach a few times, then moved to my inner thigh.

      “Oh, I-I didn’t know he… was umm—”

      “You can speak to him if you’d like. He’s not my man or anything anymore.” I laughed lowly because I was sure she was confused.

      “Yeah, that’d be nice. Thank you.”

      Belly gave me a look as he removed my panties. I was trying to stop him, but he was too quick.

      “Here, she wants to talk.” I reached the phone down to him, but he ignored me, gripping my thighs as they sat on his shoulders, before sucking my clit. “Cor-Cortez, ta-take the ph-one,” I moaned, even though I tried not to.

      We made eye contact as he passionately ate my pussy, slightly pushing my thighs toward my body for more access. I came just that quickly, so he slipped his tongue into my opening, then brought it back up to tease my bud some more. He dove back in, making my legs shake, and before I knew it, I was cumming yet again.

      He came up for air and tongued me down nastily, sucking my lips here and there. Finally, he took the phone from my hand; hell, I’d completely forgotten that I had it.

      I tapped the speakerphone button, just before he said, “Aye, Megyn. I’m busy right now. Why you blowing me up? We discussed that, that shit wasn’t cool.”

      “What are you busy doing? You said you may see me tonight.”

      After putting my panties back on, I tried to get out of the bed, but Belly pulled me back down into his lap.

      “I was eating pussy.”

      My mouth fell open at his answer, and I’m sure hers did too, judging by the silence on the other end of the phone. He crashed his lips against my collarbone and neck, as he held me in his lap, awaiting her response.

      “Wow. So you tell me that maybe you’ll come see me tonight, just to be over there—”

      “I’ll send him to you now. I don’t want him here anyway. Goodnight.” I’d taken the phone and hung up.

      I hopped from his lap and went to the bathroom to turn the shower on. Just as I began to undress, Belly entered and grabbed the toothbrush he left here so he could brush his teeth.

      I finished washing off and then spread body butter all over my frame before going to my bedroom. I thought Belly was gone, but he was lying in my bed, looking through Netflix. I dropped my towel to put on some new underwear and then grabbed a short silk sleep dress to put on. I smirked, knowing Belly was watching me closely.

      “You mad?” he quizzed me as I climbed onto the bed.

      “Nope.” I got under the covers.

      “You know I don’t give a fuck about her, right? Just something to pass the time for me.”

      “I know.”

      He pulled me into him, kissing my nose and said, “Then take me back, Blaise.”

      “I can’t. I don’t trust you.”

      I turned my back to him, and he hugged me from behind, kissing the nape of my neck after moving my hair.

      “I love you.”

      “You don’t have to stay, Cortez. You have willing vagina waiting on you. She really likes you; I can tell by her tone and actions, on and off social media.”

      “She ain’t never posted me on no fucking social media. And I don’t want willing pussy, I want this one.” He slipped his hand between my legs but I moved it.

      His embrace felt so warm and safe, that was the only reason I hadn’t made him release me. He smelled good too.

      “No, she doesn’t post you, but she hints at it. And this vagina isn’t willing. It’s closed down and probably never reopening.” I looked over my shoulder at him.

      “That’s my favorite kind of pussy.”

      We both burst into laughter at his response.

      “Your favorite pussy is pussy you’ll never get again?”

      “Whatever pussy you got is my favorite. The taste too; I love that shit.” He stared down into my eyes lustfully, licking his lips, and it turned me on.

      “No, move.” I turned my head back around when he attempted to kiss me.

      “I made you two waffles in the middle of the fucking night, and I ate yo’ pussy. You gon’ give me a kiss, Blaise.” He gripped my jaw and turned my head gently before forcing his juicy lips against mine.

      My clit started to throb, which annoyed me. I could never kiss Belly and not get horny. Even his pecks felt too good at times.

      As he kissed me, sucking my lips and letting his tongue dance around mine, I tried to act uninterested, but the moan that burst through my lips proved otherwise.

      “Goodnight.” I finally pulled away, and he sighed before letting his head plop on the pillow.

      “You driving me fucking crazy, Blaise.”

      Ignoring him, I drifted off to sleep with him caressing my aching stomach. At least he was good for something. And the next morning, he made Island and I breakfast before I kicked his ass out.
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      A few days later…

      “Okay, so this will be your wardrobe for this week’s scenes. Your style is sexy and high fashion, even when you’re just going to the damn gas station.” The stylist for the show Streets, Rose, explained to me as she showed the clothes on the racks.

      I was cast as a love interest for Romelo’s character, and if I did well, I could become a series regular instead of just a seasonal one. I planned to act my ass off, because the pay was very nice, and so was the exposure, considering the show was a major hit.

      Romelo played a top heroin kingpin named Jermaine Porter, and this season I would be his little girlfriend named Crissi. I was excited as hell, and Romelo was too, but for other reasons.

      “Great. These are some cute things,” I replied to Rose.

      “Yeah, and you’ll fit right in with Crissi’s style because you’re a very good dresser. So if you don’t have any questions, you’re free to go, Blaise.”

      “Nope, I’m good. Thank you.”

      Rose hugged me, and as she left, I began sifting through the clothes more. I heard someone come in the large room, and when I looked toward the door, I saw Romelo.

      Romelo was definitely handsome and very sexy. He had smooth caramel skin, curly brown hair, an extremely nice build and sexy lips. Not to mention he was a great actor. His role as Jermaine made him even sexier.

      “I can’t wait for Jermaine to meet Crissi.” He licked his lips, smiling widely and showing off his deep dimples.

      “Oh yeah? Why?” I chuckled.

      “You know why. I’m anxious as fuck to start shooting with you. I had no idea you were auditioning for the show. I would have put a good word in so you wouldn’t have had to audition.” He walked closer to me.

      “Thank you, but I like working for my roles. And I got it anyway, see.”

      “You did. Great job.” He adjusted his baseball cap. “So look, Blaise, you know I like you and—”

      “Oh, you do? I had no idea.”

      We chuckled in unison.

      “Yeah… I do. So maybe we can go out for dinner or something like that. I’m down for whatever you wanna do.” He bit down on his lip.

      “I don’t know. I’m not really in the dating mood, if that makes sense. I’m trying to stay focused. I’ve dated enough for this year.”

      “Yeah, but you ain’t ever dated Romelo.” He palmed his chest. “And aye, no pressure. If you go out with me and you don’t like me as much as I like you, we can go back to being cool.”

      “You promise?”

      “I do, but I highly doubt you won’t like the kid.”

      He cheesed, so I couldn’t help but to do the same. I was going to go out with him, but only so I could put an end to his attempts of trying to get with me. It wasn’t that he was unattractive, obviously, or that I didn’t like his personality; it’s just now wasn’t a good time. And I honestly wasn’t in the mood to date or meet anyone new. I was more focused on Island, my new baby, and work, nothing else. Plus, with me being pregnant, I wasn’t exactly a great candidate for a new relationship.

      “Okay, we can go out.”

      “Cool.” He retrieved his iPhone and then handed it off to me to type my number in. Once I did, he called me so I’d have his.

      As Romelo walked me to my car, I kept checking my phone to see if Belly had texted me. He usually would have by now, or called, but there was nothing. Why did I even care?

      Once I was in my car and about to leave the set, I couldn’t help it, so I dialed his ass.

      “Baby—”

      “What the fuck are you doing?” I hissed at him once he answered.

      “I was taking a nap.”

      “For what?”

      “I’ve been training since 7 a.m., Blaise—”

      “You usually would contact me by now. So what, you think what you’ve done so far is good enough?”

      He was quiet, trying to get his thoughts together, I guess. I could hear how tired he was in his voice.

      “Baby, I was tired. I was taking a fucking nap. We can talk right now though—”

      “No, I don’t want to talk to you, nigga. I was just saying! Bye!” I hung up then started my car.

      I saw he was calling me back, but I was a little afraid to answer since I’d hung up on him, so I ignored it. I stopped by my mother’s house to get Island and then headed home after a quick grocery trip. When I walked into the lobby of my building, I saw Belly standing up from the couch in there. Smoothly, he walked over to me.

      “’Sup, pretty girl.” He dropped down to smile at Island, who gave him one back shyly as she clutched her doll. He took her small hand to kiss it then stood up to look down into my face. “Who the fuck you hanging up on, Blaise?”

      “Nobody. The call dropped.” I wasn’t about to get smart with a nigga who drove all the way over here to press me.

      “Do that shit again, and I’m gon’ fuck you up.”

      “I won’t be doing it again because I won’t be calling you, nigga!” I couldn’t help the anger. His handsome face even annoyed me.

      “Well guess what?” He got down into my face.

      “What?” I frowned as hard as I could, stretching my neck a little.

      He kissed me deeply and slowly before pulling back. And then… he just left. If I didn’t have Island, I would have punched him in the back…

      This baby was making me a little bit crazy.
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      “Aight, and do that one more time, but we gon’ get it from this angle over here,” I said to Belly.

      We were taking some more promotional shots for his match with Sully that was coming up. Nowadays, I didn’t have as much time to shoot other people, so I was mainly focused on Belly; that’s where most of my cash was coming from anyways.

      “Mr. Dade, a visitor is here to see Mr. Khalil.” One of my assistants, Terri, walked up on me. I looked over my shoulder to see some woman carrying a bunch of bags.

      “Okay, I got it. Y’all fix him up and get things back perfect again.”

      “Will do.”

      I headed over to the woman, who gave me a quick smile, so I returned it. She had to be in her mid-forties, but she looked pretty up to date for her age.

      “I’m Will Dade, and we’re kind of in the middle of something. Is there a message I can give Cortez?”

      “No. He told me I could come here, and it’d be fine.”

      “Aight. What’s your name?”

      “Joan.”

      I walked Joan over, and once Belly saw her, he came off the set and led her to the seating area. I followed, simply because I was curious as to what the fuck she was here for and who she was.

      “Okay, so I got a couple things from a few places. Everything is brand new and not even on the website or shelves yet. A few things were in the window. I looked up Blaise’s style on Instagram, so I think she’ll love these things.” Joan began pulling stuff from the bags, and I noticed it was some luxury items: purses, shoes, and some accessories.

      “I don’t know anything about the female side of this shit. But a lot of this is sexy, so have them wrap it up nicely and send it to her,” Belly explained.

      “Yes, sir. She should have it by this evening.”

      I watched Joan pack up the Chanel, Gucci, and Fendi shit, before floating out of the room. I had no problem with a man buying his girl nice shit, but Belly didn’t know he was buying this for a skeezer. He was usually up on game when it came to hoes, but I understood he was blinded by love.

      “I see you being generous,” I commented.

      “Just a little something. That’s my baby. Let’s hurry up and finish this shit; a nigga gotta get to training.”

      “Aye, man. Let me talk to you for a minute.” I stopped him when he was about to stand up.

      “What’s up?” He was already frowning.

      “So umm, I heard some things, and I just thought I’d come to you and let you know what they were.”

      “So what the fuck you heard? Quit beating around the bush.”

      Inhaling sharply, I replied, “I heard Blaise is a come-up type female. Like, she fucks with niggas who got a lot bread, and only because of that. And I see you’re spending money on her, so I just want you to know that she ain’t what you think she is.”

      His brows dipped, and he cocked his head slightly as he stared me down.

      “I’m tempted to knock you the fuck out, but since we somewhat cool, I’m gon’ chill for the moment. You don’t know shit about my girl, and I don’t give a fuck what you think you heard.”

      “Cortez, bruh, I know this shit is hard to hear—”

      “Fuck make you think you know my girl better than me?” He walked up on me, making my assistants pause and gape. “Don’t ever disrespect Blaise again, whether you in my muthafuckin’ presence or not.”

      “Look, bruh—”

      “Nah, you look, bruh. Worry about yo’ own bitch, that’s the hoe.”

      “Oh, so because I told you about yours, now mine is a hoe? Aight. Whatever makes you feel better.”

      He laughed.

      “I don’t give a fuck about another nigga’s personal life to create fables. Yo’ bitch used to suck me up a couple years ago and she’s still asking to. She hits me up almost daily, begging me to break her ass off.” He smirked.

      “Get the fuck out of here!” I barked. I knew Dionne, and this nigga was lying like a muthafucka. I knew it. I did. My girl hated Belly, so the last fucking thing she was gon’ be out here doing was begging to fuck with him. “Dionne can’t stand yo’ ass.”

      “Maybe she can’t, but she can stand this dick.”

      “Look, I get that you’re mad right now because you love old girl, but—”

      He was on his phone the whole time I was talking, so I stopped when he showed me his screen with messages from Dionne. He tapped her name to show her information to prove it was her phone number. My skin was heated the fuck up, and my stomach had some deep ass pains.

      This whole time, I’d been feeling like shit for fucking hoes behind Dionne’s back, yet here she was being thirsty as fuck and for a damn client of mine. And to make matters worse, the messages weren’t on some fuck buddy type shit; it was like she loved this nigga. That pissed me the fuck off.

      “Yeah, well, between me and you, Blaise wanted to get fucked, but I turned—”

      WHAM!

      Before my sentence was completed, Belly hit me in the jaw with so much power that I was sure my shit was dislocated. But because I was infuriated, I went back at him, so we started fighting, knocking down some of my expensive ass lights.

      I’d never lost a fight in my life, but then again, I’d never fought a muthafucka that had been trained to sneak hits and dodge moves, so by the fifth punch to my face and ribs, I was forced to grab a nearby miniature tripod and go upside this nigga’s head. Blood spewed from his mouth, but thankfully, when he tried to come back at me, two of my male assistants jumped between us.

      “Say some bullshit about Blaise again, and I swear on my life, I’ll kill you, bruh.” Belly stared deeply into my eyes. “Me fucking you up was a warning.”

      I didn’t have shit to say because I was still in shock from everything. From finding out Dionne was a backstabbing hoe, to me getting into a brawl with somebody I was becoming cool with and also someone who was bringing in the most of my cash.

      Belly yanked himself from my assistants, so I gripped the tripod tighter, only to see him walk the other way to get his bag. I couldn’t even look my assistants in the eyes after what had just went down, so once Belly was gone for sure, I just told them to pack everything up and avoided eye contact. Plus, my face was a fucking mess. I’d gotten a glimpse in the mirror of my bloody mouth and nose. Then my eyes were hurting as well.

      As soon as I left the studio, I stopped by CVS to get a First Aid kit to hopefully pull my damn mug together. I didn’t feel like going to a damn hospital, because right now, the only thing I wanted to do was approach Dionne.

      This shit was still hard as fuck for me to believe, even though I saw the damn text messages myself. Once I’d gotten the kit, I texted Dionne to see if she was home, and when she told me she was, I sped right over there to her ass.

      “Oh my gosh!” She jumped backwards at the sight of my face when she answered the door. “Baby, what happened?” I slipped into her house and went straight to the bathroom before pulling the kit out of the CVS bag. “Here, let me do it.” Dionne made me sit down on the closed toilet top before washing her hands. “Will, tell me what happened?” She opened up the alcohol pad.

      “Belly happened.”

      She paused to look down into my eyes before resuming her cleanup of my face.

      “What do you mean, Belly happened? You guys got into a fight? Why?”

      “Because of you.” I glared up at her. “Yeah, I called myself telling him how much of a gold-digging hoe Blaise was, and he let me know a little something about you.” I nodded. “So you’ve been trying to fuck him behind my back, huh?”

      “No. Is that what he told you? I don’t even like him!”

      “I saw the messages, D! I saw you basically pleading for this nigga’s attention like you ain’t got a whole fucking boyfriend!”

      “What do you want me to say! I met him first, and we just clicked, Will! I couldn’t just forget! I tried! But baby, I haven’t even been with him since I’ve been with you. I’ve never cheated, I swear.” She cupped my face, but I pulled away.

      “You ain’t never cheated because he didn’t let you!”

      As soon as the words left my lips, I felt even worse for making up that last part about Blaise just to spite that nigga Belly. Had he been any other nigga who didn’t give a fuck, he would have smashed Dionne behind my back. Hell, she was beautiful, sexy too, and very willing. Yeah, I was pissed he didn’t tell me, but truthfully, I wouldn’t have wanted to know that shit. And now, I’d possibly lost a job and homie over Dionne’s ass.

      “Okay, so now what, huh?”

      “You need to cut that shit off, for me to even think about sticking with yo’ ass. That means block him on everything, delete his contact, all that shit. And anytime I’m around him, if I still got a job, you can’t come. If he’s in the building, you leave.”

      Dionne began twiddling her thumbs before tears ran down her soft cheeks. As thirsty as she was acting, you would never guess how beautiful she was. I actually saw her ass as a prize.

      “I don’t know if I can do that, Will.”

      “Excuse me?” I felt the tightness in my face.

      “I need time to think. I love you, but I really like him. And you don’t give me any attention, at least not enough to keep me satiated and away from him. We barely have sex, and when we do, it seems like you’re forcing yourself, which I don’t get, because I look the same as when you met me.” She sobbed.

      As badly as I wanted to blow up on her ass, she was right. I paid her no mind because I was too focused on getting my fix then heavily working. Dionne was always an afterthought, and even though I loved her, some days, she didn’t even cross my mind until she called or texted me.

      “Dionne—”

      “You should leave. I will call you or something later.” She finished fixing my face and then tapped my shoulder.

      I stayed put on the toilet seat as she left the bathroom, wondering what the fuck had just happened. This was definitely one of the worst days of my life.

      Standing, I left out and checked my Rolex to see it was 7:30 p.m. It was early, but I was bugging out and needed a little something. I drove straight to far ass Woodland Hills and couldn’t get out of the car fast enough to get inside of the brothel.

      “Wow, you never come this early.” Geena smiled. “What’s the occasion?” She let me into the house.

      “Bad day. Is Swan here? I’m not in the mood for anybody else.”

      “Umm, no, Swan is off today.”

      “Off doing what? Fuck does she need to be off for? All she does is lay on her back,” I fussed.

      “Mr. Dade, calm down. We have plenty of other girls here. And contrary to popular belief, we do more than lie on our backs. And even if we did, a break is still needed just like with any other job.” She looked me up and down. “All you do is press a device to your face and push a button; but don’t you need off days sometimes too?”

      How the fuck did she know I was a photographer? As I stared Geena down, she gave me a knowing smirk, so I left the shit alone. I was not fond of fame.

      “Well uh, I don’t want anybody else but Swan. So call her in or something.”

      “She’s off, Will.”

      Irritated, I snatched the front door open and left. I knew I should’ve gotten Swan’s number the last time I saw her, because I would surely pull up on her ass. While sitting in my car, I tried to think of how I could get her ass, but then Nichole crossed my mind. She was the closest thing I had. I didn’t want them other bitches inside because I felt like laying up, and Swan was the only one willing to do so. Them other hoes were too on the move as soon as you busted.

      “Hello?” Nichole answered softly.

      “It’s only 8:40 p.m. You asleep?” I frowned, staring at the clock embedded in my Mercedes dashboard.

      “I guess I was. I fell asleep in front of the TV. Is there something you needed, Will?”

      “Yeah, I wanna come over.” I started driving. “I don’t feel like I got my money’s worth or my photos worth yet.”

      “How about tomorrow? I’m not feeling too well.”

      “Nichole, I need to come through right now. I’m already on the way.”

      “Alright.”

      I hung up the phone, forced the accelerator down to the floor damn near, and held it there until I arrived at Nichole’s plush ass condo. By the time I got to her door, I was putting a hurting on her damn doorbell.

      “Damn you look good.” I smiled when she answered the door. The dress was simple, but her body was banging.

      Picking her up, I shut the door behind myself and carried her to the bedroom to wear her out. After round two, we took a break.

      “I think that this should be the last time we have sex, Will.” She stared up at the ceiling as she lay next to me.

      “Why?”

      “Because I’ve been thinking, and I need more serious relationships. And in order to do that, I need to cut off the ones that aren’t. So it’ll be just Ian and I for now.”

      “Nah, don’t do that. I like being around you.”

      “It doesn’t seem like it. We only hang out to have sex or to take photos.”

      “Okay. Well next time I do something, I’ll bring you along with me.” I moved her hair from her face.

      Shit, Nichole may be just my type. At the moment, she was the only semi-regular female that could get my dick hard.
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      A few days later…

      

      “Thank you, sir. Have a nice day.” The Target employee handed me the plastic bag.

      “Same to you.”

      I left Target and headed out to my whip so I could go to Jasmine’s house and see my son. I’d bought him some fly ass shit from Gucci and then some toys from Target, so I couldn’t wait to see the look on his face.

      Ever since his birthday party, which I flaked on for Alivia, Jasmine hadn’t been fucking with me like that. And even though I thought I wouldn’t give a fuck, it bothered me. I hadn’t been hearing about her throughout the hood, so I guess she slowed up on fucking with these niggas. And because of that, I bought her something nice too, hoping she would start talking to me again and giving up the pussy.

      When I pulled up to her spot, I noticed a Porsche truck parked out front. Her car wasn’t there, but I just knew this shit wasn’t hers. Jasmine didn’t have bread like that. She had a little job that was enough to pay the bills, but she wasn’t raking in enough chips to buy luxury whips.

      Hopping out of my car, I tread up to her door and started beating on it, eyes still on the truck behind me.

      “Why do you do that? There is a doorbell,” Jasmine answered. She looked good as fuck, but that was nothing new. What was new was her hair; she was wearing her natural shit again, letting it sweep her shoulders.

      “Whose car is that?” I pointed over my shoulder as I stepped up inside.

      “Don’t worry about it, Manny. If you came to see Jasiel, he’s in his room. I don’t want to talk to you.”

      “Wait, come here.” I grabbed her hand, but she quickly snatched it from me.

      “Baby, I’m sorry about the party. I told you I had to do some last-minute work,” I lied.

      “Last-minute work? Since when is your job last minute? You work boxing fights, so you know your jobs months in advance! And what fight was this that Belly had, that no one heard about? And suddenly, on Jasiel’s birthday?”

      I was realizing my lie was stupid as fuck, so I just stared down in her face, making her shake her head and roll her eyes.

      “Aight, aight, look. I’m gon’ do better. I just—”

      “You always claim you’re going to do better, Manny.”

      “I know, but I’m for real. That was fucked up of me, and I’ve been feeling bad as fuck ever since.” I bent down to grab one of the Gucci bags. “Plus, I got you a peace offering.”

      She sat down to look through the bag, before pulling the box out and releasing the black ribbon. She removed the purse from the box and smiled gently, but not big enough for me. I spent racks on that shit and was expecting a much bigger response.

      “Thanks, Manny.” She started putting it back up, and I noticed the nice ass watch on her wrist.

      “Where the fuck you get a Patek from, Jasmine?”

      “A friend, okay? And the car too. Mine is in the shop, so they offered for me to drive one of theirs.”

      “This better be a homegirl.”

      “It’s not; it’s a man.”

      For a minute, I just glared at her ass as if she had two fucking heads growing out of her shoulders.

      “What nigga out here buying you that type of shit? You giving it all the fuck back and ASAP!”

      The thought of another nigga buying my baby mama this type of shit pissed me off. Her being a hoe didn’t fuck with me, and I guess that was because it wasn’t no serious shit. But this looked like a damn relationship, and I wasn’t having it.

      “I’m not giving anything back. You don’t even want me like that, so why does it matter to you, Manny?”

      “You love him or some shit?” I couldn’t believe how fucking fired up I was.

      “No, I haven’t even been dealing with him long enough to be in love. I like him a lot, and we’re getting close.” She hugged herself, rubbing her biceps and looking off for a moment.

      “You been fucking him?”

      “Not really. We’ve done things, but not that yet. Why does it matter? Don’t you sleep with other women? And even if I had slept with him, we’re not together; we never have been.”

      “So that means we can still fuck, right?”

      I brought her closer to me and started kissing all over her neck, while rubbing on her ass. I felt her small hands press against my chest like she was trying to push me off, but I ignored it.

      “No, I’m never fucking you again. You don’t even have the decency to put your pride aside to be a good father.”

      “I am a good father! I pay for all of the shit he got!”

      “So what! How many times do I have to tell you money is not enough! He needs to spend time with you! And the way you left him at his party, crying for you all because you’re embarrassed of his mother, is why I will never respect you, let alone fuck you, Manny.”

      “Jasmine…”

      “Either give Jasiel the stuff you bought or leave. I’m about to make dinner, and I don’t want you here just chilling.”

      “You serious right now? Over one party?”

      “Give him the stuff or go.”

      After a stare down, I snatched the bags up from the floor, making sure I had all of them in my hand.

      “I’m giving them to him, and I’m staying to have dinner with him, put him to bed, and all of that shit.”

      “Manny, no. I want you to leave after.”

      “I don’t care,” I threw over my shoulder as I continued to the back where Jasiel’s bedroom was. Jasmine only sighed, saying nothing else.

      I didn’t know who this nigga was that was trying to move in on Jasmine, but it wasn’t happening. And I didn’t appreciate him getting her shit I never had. Then for her to refuse to fuck me only made this shit worse. Whatever they had was about to be a wrap because I was gon’ be around this muthafucka all the time.
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      The next morning…

      I woke up on the couch because Jasmine’s stupid ass locked me out of her bedroom. I guess she knew I was gon’ try to creep up in her shit in the middle of the night, so unfortunately, I went to sleep with a hard ass dick. I could’ve gone out and found something, but a nigga was too paranoid, thinking she would call that friend to roll through as soon as I dipped.

      “Smells good.” I swung my feet off the couch, watching Jasmine make breakfast as Jasiel sat at the table coloring. “What we doing today?” I rose up and then started toward the kitchen.

      “Manny, nothing. You need to go home.” Jasmine began turning off the burners. I saw she’d made pancakes, turkey sausage since she didn’t fuck with pork, and eggs.

      “Yay, pancakes!” Jasiel yelled excitedly.

      “I know, baby,” Jasmine cooed.

      “I think maybe all of us should go to the park or something.” I took a seat at the table, as Jasmine started setting down plates. I realized she ain’t make me one, so I hopped back up to do so myself.

      “I have something to do already. There is a school I want Jasiel in, and we have to go shopping for some clothes.”

      “I got him some shit yesterday.”

      “He can’t go into a preschool interview looking like a damn rapper, Manny. He needs little boy clothes, not Gucci.”

      “You right. Well maybe afterwards then.”

      Jasmine nodded, so then we proceeded to eat breakfast together and talk with my son during. Once done, Jasmine took Jasiel to the bathroom to get cleaned up, so I began looking through my phone. After replying to and sending a couple texts, I went onto Instagram to see what was newly posted. Before I could even hit the home button, I saw a photo of Alivia holding hands with some nigga on the explore page. I tapped the shit so quickly I almost sprained my thumb.

      When it blew up, I realized it was that singing nigga named Yono. When I clicked the hashtags, I saw them damn blogs were eating that shit up. I felt like I was being cheated on at the moment, even though Alivia and I weren’t even like that. Going onto her page, I peeped that she had an event this afternoon, and I was definitely gon’ show up on her ass to press her.

      “Hey, I’m gonna get him dressed, and then we’re going to leave. I’ll text you when we’re coming back.” Jasmine looked to me.

      “Aight.”

      I couldn’t even pay attention to what she was saying as I went to put my shoes and shirt on. I slipped out the house, running to my whip so I could gun it straight home. Once there, I got cleaned up, brushed my teeth, and put on my flyest outfit so I could be looking fine as hell when Alivia saw me.

      It took me about forty-five minutes to get to the spot she was working out in Hollywood since it was a bunch of traffic. As soon as I entered the party, I was caught off guard seeing her at the booth with that nigga Yono not too far away.

      I stayed in the mix of the crowd for about an hour, getting a few drinks and eyeing some of the females. It was just my luck by then that I saw Yono kiss Alivia’s cheek and then head out with a few niggas trailing him. We made eye contact as he moved past me. He nodded to say ‘what’s up’, but I mugged his ass, causing a confused look to spread across his face. Before he could say anything, the females started to surround him, trying to get his attention, so I pressed on toward Alivia.

      “Long time no see.” I approached her booth, and she looked like she’d seen a ghost.

      “Hey, Manny.” She took her headphones off and kept darting her eyes back and forth between her computer screen and me.

      “So what happened? Last time I seen you, shit was cool, and now you fucking with somebody else?” I gripped the edges of her booth area so I wouldn’t choke her ass.

      “It wasn’t like that. We weren’t even clicking like that, Manny. And Yono and I were kind of unexpected. I didn’t mean for you to take it that way.”

      “What other fucking way would I have taken it, Alivia?”

      “I didn’t think you were taking me seriously! I mean, I know you were fucking with other women the whole time you were chasing me, so why is this a big deal?”

      “Because I had dibs on yo’ ass! And what you think, he ain’t spending time with other females right now? While he’s with you? Did you see the way them bitches mobbed him on his way out of here? You think he’s turning that down when you ain’t around?”

      The whole time I spoke, her soft face hardened more and more.

      “You don’t know what you’re talking about. He’s not like that. Just because that’s what you’d be doing doesn’t mean every man with money and disposable women act the same.”

      “Aight. When that shit fails, I’ll be right there waiting for you.” I brushed my fingers under her chin, so she snatched her face.

      I stayed at the party for another twenty minutes or so until I found a girl I wanted to take home with me. On my way out to the car, I saw I had a text from Jasmine, letting me know that she would be home with Jasiel in thirty minutes so we could hit the park. Ignoring it, I slipped my phone back into my pocket and continued on with the female I’d picked up for the day.

      Fuck Alivia, and fuck Jasmine.
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      “What are you doing later?” Sienna quizzed. “You should come through to my job tonight, and then we can go home together.” She slipped up a fresh pair of panties before grabbing her dress.

      “You know I ain’t doing two nights in a row with you, baby.” I made sure everything I needed was in my gym bag.

      “I know it’s not the normal, but I was just saying. I like when you come to my job. Plus, I’m gonna miss you, so I was trying to continue our thing.”

      “You trying to show me off to ya friends and shit. You ain’t slick.” I chuckled and so did she. “But nah, I got some shit to do today, all day, so I can’t. But I’ll hit you whenever.”

      I leaned down to kiss Sienna on the cheek and then her neck as she nodded. Pulling back, I stared down at her, making her blush and smile widely.

      We left out my spot, and after I dropped her ass off at home, I went straight to the gym to train.

      “Where the fuck is Will?” I questioned once I came out to see my trainer, Victor, in the ring, and Manny nearby.

      “Oh, he umm… didn’t know if he should come because he said y’all got into a fight,” Manny explained.

      “Carson!” I called out to my manager who gave me his attention. “Call that nigga Will and tell him get his ass down here, and in the next fifteen minutes, or it’s a wrap for his job.”

      “Okay.”

      Almost twenty minutes later, Will arrived, and I ain’t say shit to that nigga but ‘get to work’. Yeah, I wasn’t fucking with his ass, but that was on a personal level; I still needed business handled. Nothing was getting in the way of my muthafuckin’ career, especially not Will and Dionne’s ass.

      A few hours later, Victor had my ass exhausted and finally decided to let me go. I rushed up out of there, tired and all, because we’d gotten boxed seats to a football game. I planned to chill and enjoy that shit, no matter how many females the homies invited, and no matter how many blunts and cups they passed that I couldn’t partake in.

      We got to the game about an hour and a half later, and Manny, my ContraBandz gang, Rocko, and some females were in attendance. That nigga Will wasn’t invited and wouldn’t be invited to shit until he apologized to Blaise. Speaking of my baby, as I sat down inside of the boxed area, I retrieved my phone to text her.

      Me: Congrats on the premier tonight beautiful.

      Bad Ass: Thank you. I got the flowers. I appreciate it.

      I frowned at that ‘appreciate it’ shit, because she was talking to me like I was some corny muthafucka trying to get with her ass. If she thought she was about to friend zone a nigga, she was in for a rude ass awakening. I dialed her right up and waited as the line trilled.

      “Hell—”

      “What the fuck you mean you appreciate it?”

      “Huh? What’s wrong with what I said, Cortez? I appreciate the flowers you sent; they were nice.”

      “See all that bullshit. Appreciating shit, and how it was nice. That’s not how you talk to yo’ fucking man, Blaise.”

      “You ain’t my man, Cortez, if you haven’t noticed.”

      “Who’s yo’ man then?”

      “Nobod—”

      “Me, exactly. So don’t ever tell me, you appreciate it, when I do some sappy shit like I did.”

      “What would you like me to say?” She sighed dejectedly.

      “That you love me and wanna suck my dick.”

      Click.

      When I heard her ass hang up, I tried to call back a few times, but she kept hitting ignore… it was obvious.

      “Plenty of food in this bitch, and I’m hungry as fuck!” Cole rubbed his stomach as he surveyed everything.

      We all got us some of the good ass food, and a little bit into the game and our meal, the bitches arrived, smiling hard as fuck. I wasn’t surprised to see Cadence, because she was always in them types of circles, and per usual, she came to sit right by me.

      “Hi.” She gave me a soft smile.

      “Sup.”

      “Can I have a hug?”

      “I’m eating right now, Cadence.” I glanced her way as she pushed her hair from one side to the other.

      “I heard you’re single now.”

      “Nah, I’m not single; one of us is just on break.”

      “Well, whatever it’s called, I’m happy about it. I know you’ve spent time with Sienna, so are you busy tonight?”

      As Cadence talked, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket.

      Megyn: You forgot?

      Me: Nah, happy birthday baby.

      Megyn: Thanks baby! I can’t wait to see you tonight!

      I dropped my phone down into my lap and resumed eating my food while watching the game through the glass.

      “Hello, Cortez?” Cadence got my attention.

      “I’m trying to watch the fucking game, Cadence. Nah, I can’t fuck with you tonight. I got some shit to do.”

      “Shit to do like Megyn? Why is she even around? These new girls are a waste of time.”

      “I may do Megyn, and I may not, but what I do know is I can’t do shit with you tonight, and I want you to stop asking me about it.” I gave her a stern look, making her sit back and fold her arms. I kept eating, and when I heard a light sniffle, I looked her way. “Aye, you here with me right now, right?”

      “Yes.” She nodded. “I just miss you, and I miss being around you, but alone too, you know?”

      “Well we can’t be alone, at least not today, so quit fucking bugging me, Cadence. Chill the fuck out, aight? When you start acting like you my bitch and like you own me is when I don’t wanna rock with yo’ ass.”

      “I know. My bad.” She hooked her arm around mine and laid on my shoulder.

      For the next forty-five minutes, Cadence didn’t bug me at all; she was cool. She def’ had her eyes on my phone every time I got a text, but I ain’t give a fuck. I didn’t keep shit from none of these females because they didn’t matter to me like that. Only one that did was Blaise, and once I got her ass to act right, these hoes would be getting karate chopped right the fuck off.

      Cadence stayed nuzzled up to me the whole muthafuckin’ game, so she was satisfied when it was time to go. I told her the same shit I’d told Sienna, that I’d hit her whenever, and then took my ass home to freshen up.

      Tonight was Megyn’s big ass birthday at this huge club. The whole shit had been rented out for her, so the homies and I were gon’ roll through. I wasn’t in the mood to party, but since it was her fucking birthday, I decided to show my face; I wasn’t that damn cold.

      And I'm gettin' by, let 'em choose sides… We get M's in by the shoe size…

      “Never Recover” by Lil Baby was currently playing as soon as we entered the club. Manny, my ContraBandz gang, and I were led to the VIP area where Megyn was with her homegirls. She looked good in some tight ass gold dress, with her hair hanging down her back. Her soft caramel skin went perfect with the color of the fucking dress. My eyes went right to her ass as I entered the area.

      “Yay!” she shouted excitedly with the biggest smile on her face as she rushed over and pounced on me.

      “Damn, you happy as fuck, huh?” I asked right after I caught her.

      “Yes! I’ve been waiting to see you all day, baby,” she whispered, caressing the back of my head.

      “Happy birthday.” I kissed her nose and then placed her to her feet. Immediately, she took my hand and led me to where she’d been chilling. The homies were already cozying up to her homegirls and drinking.

      “What did you want to drink? Everything is free tonight for me.” Megyn grinned.

      “I can’t drink tonight, not unless it’s water.”

      “Oh my gosh, you’re right. I totally forgot your fight is coming up. I’m sorry.”

      “You good. Relax.” I squeezed her thigh.

      The festivities continued, with everybody getting lit, and Megyn giving me a few sensual lap dances. It was good seeing her have the time of her fucking life, but the only thing on my mind was Blaise. No matter how much I split my time amongst these females, it did nothing to pacify the fact that I missed my baby. And her not budging bothered me. I was almost starting to believe she didn’t fuck with me no more.

      As Megyn sat in my lap, laughing and talking, I opened up the Instagram app but under Manny’s profile since Blaise had my real one blocked. I saw on her story that she posted a picture of herself in the red dress she was wearing for her premier shit tonight. I’d never stared at some shit for so long in my life. I missed her ass way too fucking much.

      “You okay?” Megyn turned to look at me.

      “Yeah, I’ll be right back.” I moved her from my lap and left out the VIP, ignoring her asking me where I was going. She texted me seconds later, inquiring the same thing, so I told her ass the bathroom.

      I found the address to Blaise’s premier by hitting up this one actor nigga I knew, so I went straight there. Pulling up, I saw the shit was still pretty live, so I quickly got my whip to valet and then headed up to where the red-carpet shit was.

      “Cortez Khalil!” the photographers began yelling, but I paid them muthafuckas no mind as I headed inside.

      There were a bunch of niggas in the lobby, so I scanned the area until my eyes landed on Blaise’s sexy ass in that red dress with the split. I saw she was rocking the shoes, purse, and watch I’d bought her, making me cheese hard as shit. Her wavy hair was hanging down her sexy back, almost brushing her plump ass. Her brown skin was lickable per usual, and them fucking lips, covered in whatever the fuck was on ’em, had my dick hard.

      “Congrats.” I came up behind her and hugged her body. I didn’t give a fuck that she was conversing with somebody.

      “Cortez—” She turned in my arms, so I kissed her deeply as fuck. “What are you doing here?” She tried to move my arms from being around her, but I wasn’t allowing it.

      “I wanna see the movie.”

      “No you don’t.”

      “I do. I drove almost an hour to get here for this shit, and I wanna see it. I wanted to see you too.”

      “You’d rather be here watching a movie than at the club with your friends?”

      “How you know I was at the club?”

      “Unfortunately, I get tagged in everything to do with you and your bitches still. So I saw you were out.”

      “Well yeah, obviously, I’d rather be here. I left that shit to come be with you.” I pecked her again, and when she pulled away, she just gazed up into my eyes before wiping some of her lipstick off of my mouth.

      “Fine, but this doesn’t mean anything.”

      She took my hand and led me into the theater where everybody was headed at this point. We sat together, in her reserved seats, and surprisingly, she let me hold her hand the whole time. Afterwards, she had to mingle a little bit, so I stayed close by. My phone had been blowing up during the movie because of Megyn’s ass, so much so that I had to silence it on the low without Blaise’s mean ass seeing.

      While I waited for Blaise, I checked the messages.

      Megyn: Really, Cortez? On my fucking birthday?

      She attached a picture of Blaise and I, her leading me into the theater room by hand. I guess some muthafucka here had taken the photo and sent it to her ass. Declining to reply, I put my shit away just as Blaise started in my direction.

      “They have a car that can take me home, so.” She shrugged. She was carrying the same glass of champagne, and it wasn’t any lower.

      “I ain’t never seen you babysit a drink like this.” I tapped the glass.

      “I just wasn’t in the mood tonight.” She placed it on a nearby table.

      “Well umm, I can drive you home. There ain’t no need for the car.”

      “Cortez, it’s fine. I—”

      “I’m driving you.”

      She nodded, so we left the building and went right to my Range Rover where I opened the passenger door for her. I chuckled when I got in on the driver’s side, because she was looking around, inspecting.

      “I’m cold. Can you turn the heat on?”

      After turning my whip on, I did as she requested, but then pulled one of my jackets from the back to give to her. Hesitantly, she put it on.

      “Nah, it hasn’t been on anybody other than me.” I pulled off, headed to her place.

      When we got closer to where she stayed, “2 Tone Drip” by YBNAlmighty came on, so I turned it up louder, making Blaise laugh and roll her eyes.

      “You are so irritating.” She giggled when I tried to make her dance.

      “You love this fucking song; we love this fucking song.”

      “I know, but it’s late, and I’m not in the mood to dance.”

      “You should be, baby; you’re a muthafuckin’ movie star. Yo’ accomplishments should make you want to, just a little bit.”

      By the second verse, she gave in, singing along with me and dancing a little bit. The song finished by the time I pulled up to her spot, so I swooped over to park by the curb. I switched gears and saw she was still smiling a little bit, so I leaned over to kiss her slowly. She was frozen for a few moments, but eventually held the sides of my face to reciprocate.

      “Cortez,” she moaned when I went down to attack her neck. She was still holding my head.

      “I miss you, Blaise.”

      “I miss you too,” she replied just before our lips reconnected.

      “Let’s go upstairs.” My hands were groping her sexy thick thighs as we kissed, and my dick was hard enough to break bricks. “I want yo’ ass back.”

      She finally turned her head and then started pulling her dress down, moving my hands.

      “I have to get to sleep.”

      “Blaise—”

      “I can’t get back with you, Cortez.”

      “Why? You just fucking said you missed me!”

      “So what! That’s not enough!”

      “I love you, Blaise. What, you ain’t in love with me no more or some shit?” I was getting heated as a muthafucka.

      “Yes, I’m still in love with you, and yes, I miss you.”

      “Then baby, what’s the fucking problem?” I pressed my lips against her neck and collarbone.

      “The problem is that you broke my heart, Cortez, and I don’t trust you. I want to fall in love and get married. I don’t want to just be in this relationship with you and always worrying about what you’re doing or who you’re doing.”

      “Baby—”

      “We want different things, Cortez. I want something solid, something that makes me feel comfortable, and something that I know is going to turn into more. You just want a girlfriend, and then when you get tired of her, you want a new one.”

      “Blaise, I would never get tired of you, baby—”

      “You already did; that’s why you cheated on me.” She pulled the lever of my door, and when I tried to grab her, she slid out, slamming the door back.

      I watched her enter the building and just kept staring until I couldn’t see her ass anymore.

      Blaise was about to send me to the crazy house.
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      “Great job tonight, ladies!” Reddi grinned at us backstage.

      “Same to you,” I replied.

      We all gave her a hug before heading to our dressing rooms, and unfortunately, the background dancers had to share. Brittany was cool, but I didn’t like being around Dionne ever since she expressed her love for Belly. I wish I didn’t even have to work with her ass, but I wasn’t missing out on an opportunity just because she was a delusional hoe.

      “Hey.” Dionne walked up on me as I removed my heels. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”

      “About?”

      We both sat down on the couch at the same time, but not intentionally. I began removing the clips from my hair as I stared in her eyes, waiting for her to speak up.

      “Well, I firstly want to apologize for springing that news about Belly on you.” When she finished, I noticed Brittany watching a little bit. “I didn’t mean to put you in the middle. I just don’t have many friends, and I felt like you could be one. That was wrong though, because your loyalty is with Blaise.”

      “I’m glad you see that.” Maybe she wasn’t so bad, but I was still leery of her.

      “Yes.” She touched her bracelets then sighed. “I’d like to ask you something,” she whispered, just as Brittany left the room.

      “Okay.”

      “Have you ever slept with or even kissed Will? I know it’s weird for me to ask, but I saw that you posted some photos yesterday, and I can tell he took them; I know his style of photography well.”

      “What the fuck, Dionne? I have a boyfriend. Why would I involve myself with yours? Not to mention… he’s yours.”

      Even though I felt everything I’d just said, the fact that Will and I had kissed and almost fucked, nagged at me. Here I was judging her and being a bitch, but I’d almost slept with her man behind her back. Suddenly, I felt the need to at least be cordial to her ass to somehow make up for what I’d done and almost done.

      “No, I know. I’m sorry!” She frowned, facing her lap as she shook her head at herself. I felt like shit for making her think she was crazy. “It’s just I know Will has been with someone or multiple women. The perfume that’s on him sometimes, his lack of interest in sex, how some days he goes the whole twenty-four hours without even calling or texting me.” She began to sob. “I’m sorry. I’m doing it again. I know you don’t care—”

      “No, Dionne. I don’t mind listening.” Whomever the hell Will was messing with, it surely wasn’t me. “Did you maybe ask him about it?”

      “Not yet. He found out I’d been still trying with… Belly… and we broke up. He wanted me to cut Belly off, but I was honest and said I couldn’t. I mean, I could if maybe Will gave me the attention I needed, but with him acting the way he does, it won’t be long before I’m chasing behind Belly or hell, even someone new.”

      “Well.” I grabbed her hand. “I say you get in contact with him when you’re ready and find out.” Shit, find out for us both. I was curious and a little bothered. Yeah, I had Rafi and would never leave him for Will, but I was a bit jealous because I thought Will and I had a slight connection. Clearly, he was just looking to stick his dick in anything but Dionne… and me too for that matter since he couldn’t get it up.

      “Yeah, I will.”

      “And leave Belly alone, Dionne.”

      “But aren’t they broken up? Now that Will and I are apart, I’m free to fuck with him. I mean he—”

      “Yeah, they are broken up, but Belly’s still not available, if you know what I mean. As trash as he is, I do believe he loves Blaise, and vice versa.”

      Dionne looked sad for a minute, and then she nodded to say ‘okay’. I didn’t know if she would listen, but I’d do my best to try and make sure she did.

      I sat with Dionne for a while, and then we both finished changing before leaving. When I got home, my kids were already asleep, but I could hear music coming from Rafi’s studio. It was almost 9 p.m., so I knew he was probably just starting. He rarely used his home studio, but when he did, that meant he planned to pull an all-nighter.

      “Hey, baby.” I came in, closing the door behind me. Rafi said nothing; he just gave me a light smirk before turning back toward the computer screen. “Are you still working on the album? I thought it was finished.” I sat at the mixing board next to him.

      “I am, but I got a few extra songs just to make sure everything is perfect. After my speech at the awards show, mentioning you as my girl, the label has been on my head.”

      “Why does it matter? Your personal life has nothing to do with your music, Rafi.” I frowned.

      “Yeah, Prissy, it does.” He finally gave me his full attention. “I explained to you that the shit between Yesenia and I was for publicity. She’s my label mate, and our relationship was to help her. But since I got up there and pretty much admitted that the shit was fake by thanking you as my woman, that plan has gone to shit, so the label is pissed as fuck.” He shook his head, moving some waveforms around on the computer screen using a mouse ball.

      I didn’t know what to say at first, so for a few moments, it was pure silence between us.

      “I’m sorry, baby. Just seeing you and her together on that red carpet like some real couple messed with me.”

      “But I told you the shit was fake, baby.” His face twisted up out of irritation.

      “I know, but that was just the straw that broke the camel’s back, Rafi. I’d been struggling with us being a secret for a while now. I want to be able to be a regular couple and go places together, holding hands. I don’t want to meet you for dinner; I want to go with you to dinner. I don’t want men in my direct messages, asking if I’m single. I want them to know I’m not. I want to post the memories we make together on social media and not have to keep it a secret.”

      Rafi just shook his head before grunting, placing his big hands over his handsome face.

      “I hear you.” He reached for me, so I went to sit in his lap. “I’m sorry for keeping us a secret; it was just what I felt was best at the time. But I’m more than happy for everybody to know you’re my girl.”

      Smiling as hard as I could, I crashed my lips against his as he started to undress me.
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        * * *

      

      About two weeks later…

      Tonight, Blaise, Alivia, and I were at Rafi’s show. We were in the area sectioned off for family and friends, so we could see every damn thing. Not to mention, we had people bringing us drinks and food.

      I’d been to Rafi’s shows before, but he’d usually have me backstage and not over here. Anybody in this section would have close eyes on them, and since we were a secret, he didn’t want that.

      “I’m surprised you had time to come somewhere with us tonight.” I nudged Alivia. She’d been with Yono all the time and could barely see us. I didn’t know her that well, but she seemed cool, so I’d extended invitations to her here and there.

      “I know. I’m going to do better. I umm… I haven’t had a boyfriend in a year, so I think I got carried away.” Alivia shrugged, taking a sip of her drink.

      “Wow, a year? That actually sounds nice. I think I’m going to do the same, as soon as I get this one date over with.” Blaise swayed to the music, grinning.

      “Date?” Alivia and I spoke up together. Currently, Rafi’s opener was performing, and though he was cool, I wasn’t exactly a fan. By saying that, we could use this time to talk.

      “Yes. Romelo asked me out. He’s been trying for weeks, and finally I gave in.” She rolled her eyes.

      “Wow. He’s so sexy.” Alivia raised her brows. “Y’all would be cute together.”

      “Umm, no. Yes, he’s very sexy, especially when he’s in character, playing a kingpin and what not, but I have no interest in a new relationship at the moment. I’m only going because the poor boy has been putting in work, calling, texting, walking me to my car, gifts, the whole nine.”

      “Damn,” Alivia and I said together.

      “Yeah, so one date, and then it’s going to be done.”

      The lights in the venue changed, pulling all three of our attention away from one another and to the stage. The crowd screamed loudly as hell when Rafi appeared on the screen. It was just a video, something he played as an intro to his arrival on stage.

      “Why is she over here in this area?” Blaise pointed, and when I looked, I spotted Yesenia hugging Rafi’s free loading ass friend Albert.

      “I guess because she’s a friend.” I shrugged like it was nothing, but I was in fact bothered.

      “Okay,” Blaise replied.

      “What, Blaise?”

      “Nothing.”

      “Say it!” I kept darting my attention between her, Yesenia dancing, and Rafi on stage.

      Alivia had her mouth on her straw with her eyes slightly widened like she was afraid something was about to pop off.

      “I think she’s over here for a reason, Priscilla, and not because she’s a friend. I mean Rafi ruined their publicity stunt, so why does she need to come to his shows? And shouldn’t she be angry with him? I mean, he sabotaged the plan to help boost her name. It’s just fishy.”

      “I understand you, Blaise, but Rafi isn’t like that. He’s always been honest with me, and he’s never cheated, so I can’t see him doing it now.”

      “Alright.”

      “I’m serious! Not every man is like Five-Star or Belly.” I immediately regretted my words as soon as I said them.

      Calmly, Blaise turned to me and responded, “I said alright. I’m sure you know, and I’m sure he’s nothing like Five-Star or Belly. Or maybe it’s that you’re nothing like me, so men don’t feel the need to be unfaithful.”

      “Blaise, I didn’t mean it like that, and nothing is wrong with you. I already told you I admire you, and any man that would be unfaithful to you is purely foolish.” I moved her way to hug her, but she didn’t reciprocate it. I kissed her cheek, hugging her tighter. “Blaise, I swear I didn’t mean anything by it!” I stomped my foot like a child, backing away.

      “It’s fine, Priscilla.”

      “Then hug me back.” Rolling her eyes, she put her arms out, so I hugged her. “I love you.” I kissed her cheek again.

      “Love you too.” She smiled.

      “And for what it’s worth, I think Belly loves you; he’s just kind of dumb sometimes.”

      The three of us giggled before I turned to face the stage and enjoy the show with my friends.

      It was over a few hours later, so Rafi’s bodyguard escorted the three of us backstage and to this big lounge room with food and drinks. More people piled in as time went by, so everyone was kind of hanging out, eating and conversing.

      I spotted Yesenia walk in, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her, thinking about what Blaise had said. Yes, I trusted that Rafi would never cheat on me, but Blaise made some valid ass points.

      “Where are you going?” Blaise asked when I got up. I knew she didn’t want me to leave, because two of Rafi’s rapper friends had been on her and Alivia’s bumper since we sat down.

      “Just across the room. Be right back.” I set my plate on the short table by the couch we were seated on and then made my way over to where Yesenia was. “Excuse me.” I smiled. She was in the middle of talking to a group of niggas. “Let me talk to you for a second,” I added once they all looked to me.

      “Um sure, okay.” Yesenia grinned. She was a pretty girl, making this even worse to think about.

      I led her outside of the room since it was too loud due to the music and conversation.

      “Okay, so I just want to ask you something, and I’d really like for you to be honest with me. I’m not here to fight you or be confrontational in anyway; I just need the truth,” I half lied. I did plan to be calm and collected, but depending on what she said, I might slap her ass.

      “Okay, what’s up?”

      “Have you ever done anything with Rafi? Like, I know you guys had to pretend to be romantically involved, but has that ever led to something real? Even if only for a second?”

      “Oh wow. No, no way. Rafi is almost like an older brother to me. Literally when we had to spend time together, it was just him teaching me the game. Like, we barely even held hands or anything for the cameras when we were pretending because we don’t even vibe in that way.”

      Cheesing because I was happy to hear that, I replied, “Okay, great. I didn’t think so, but I just see you’re still around, so I was wondering.”

      “Same label, and it’s good for us to be seen supporting one another. That’s all.”

      “Makes sense. And Yesenia, let’s keep this conversation between us girls, okay?”

      “Absolutely.”

      We headed back to the lounge room, and I saw Rafi was finally finished changing and stuff, so he was chilling over by where Blaise, Alivia, and a few friends were. Making my way over, I touched his shoulder, and when we made eye contact, he welcomed me into his lap.
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      How you keep your toes white and the pussy tight?… Ohh, the 42 got you feelin' nice…

      The girls and I were still backstage, just hanging out with everybody. It was so relaxing just chatting with new people and having a few drinks.

      “Oh shit!” some of the guys hollered as this one girl gave some nigga a lap dance to “Swish” by Tyga. Blaise, Priscilla, and I just watched along with some of the other women. This girl was clearly trying to get chose tonight, and I just shook my head at the thought.

      “At least she can dance,” Blaise commented, and I nodded in agreement.

      “You said you’re single, Blaise, so what’s up?” One of Rafi’s rapper friends smirked at her.

      “Nothing is up. I’m single and celibate… and will continue to be for the next six years.”

      Priscilla spit a little of her drink out as she laughed along with me and a few others who weren’t fully captivated by lap dance girl.

      “I’m gon’ get you, watch.” He licked his lips, but Blaise declined to respond.

      “So you’re dating Yono?” A woman with golden blonde hair sat on the couch arm so that she was right next to me.

      “I am.” I looked up at her, making her nod. Her friend came and stood on the side of her, swaying a little to Tyga’s song.

      “You deejay, huh? I’ve seen your name on a couple flyers, and I’ve seen you out,” the friend added, tossing her pink and black braids.

      “I am,” I repeated. They both just looked at each other, then giggled lowly.

      “Is something funny?” Blaise quizzed, making me glance her way.

      “Oh, just an inside thing. But yeah, Yono is dope. I love his songs. He’s my favorite.” The blonde stared down into my eyes.

      “So did you fuck him, and he stopped calling, or…?” Blaise blurted, making everyone in earshot comment in shock or laugh.

      “Excuse me, sweetie?” The blonde one palmed her chest as if she were appalled.

      “I mean, you came over here asking questions and trying to be slick, so you must’ve gotten smashed and then nothing else,” Blaise elaborated.

      “Shouldn’t you be worried about Cortez Khalil? I’ll be at his next match, and I’ll be sure to let him know one of his bitches was being real protective of another man. But, after I fuck him.” The one with the braids laughed at her own comment before slapping hands with the blonde.

      “Wow, is that all you do? Fuck famous men just to brag? Because it’s obvious you’re not benefitting from it.” Blaise moved her hand up and down, gesturing toward the girl’s lack of style and upkeep.

      I tried to be quiet, but I couldn’t help but to laugh along with everyone else on the couches.

      “Actually, I get plenty. Just because you don’t see it doesn’t mean anything!” the girl snapped.

      “No, I heard your ass about ten minutes ago saying you were getting your first Rolex next week. Baby girl, as long as you’ve probably been giving that box up to rich niggas, you should have ten Rolexes. Do some Kegels and step your pussy up.”

      I guess the girl had, had enough since the whole room seemed to roar with laughter. Her next move was to reach for Blaise, but Blaise was faster, snatching her up by her braids. Before any fight could break out, Rafi’s friends and two other guys pried Blaise’s hand from her hair.

      “She gotta go,” Rafi told his bodyguard who made both women leave as they yelled different shit.

      We laughed about that fiasco for a good half an hour. And even though Blaise had handled them hoes, their comments, including hers, had bothered me. Had they really slept with my man? Even if it was before me, I didn’t like the thought.

      It wasn’t until 2 a.m. did we actually leave, and Rafi’s driver dropped me off at home. I was going to do my best to sneak into the house, avoiding my parents so that I wouldn’t have to hear their mouths, at least until the morning.

      Lately, my parents and I had been bumping heads because I’d been staying out all hours of the night with Yono. I liked him a lot, and the mere thought of telling him I had to go home so I couldn’t see his show or chill with him in the studio, made my skin crawl. Not to mention it was embarrassing! I was a grown ass woman and should be able to do what I wanted with my time and my body. And I was enjoying the time I was spending with Yono and with Blaise and Priscilla. Tonight had been so much fun.

      Entering the house, I slowly closed the front door and then put on the alarm code. I had my heels in my hand as I crept to my bedroom, and once I got inside, I let out a deep breath. Undressing, I went straight to my bathroom to remove my makeup, trying to erase the negative thoughts of those… thots. After a hot shower and brushing my teeth, I was in my nightgown, slinking under the warm covers of my bed.
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        * * *

      

      The very next morning… a little after 10 a.m.…

      I woke up feeling like shit from all the vodka martinis I’d had last night backstage. I felt my phone buzzing, so I looked to see Yono had texted me a few times. I couldn’t answer right now because I was still dead tired but had to pee. After using the bathroom and brushing my teeth, I grabbed my iPhone and left my bedroom to head to the kitchen since I smelled pancakes.

      “Good morning.” I smiled at my parents who were at the table. My dad was reading a newspaper with his usual cup of coffee, and my mom was piling the pancakes up onto a tin platter.

      “How was last night?” my mother inquired, placing a plate in front of me.

      “Umm, I… I’m sorry about last night. I had to work, and I just didn’t have the time to answer any calls or texts.”

      Closing the newspaper, my dad said, “Alivia, this work excuse has been told to us for almost a month now, and frankly, I’m sick of it.”

      “Sorry. I mean, what do you want me to do? Not work?” I began slicing my pancakes up, ignoring my mother’s stare.

      “No honey, we don’t want you to stop working. What we want is your car keys. From now on, your father or me will drive you to your jobs. Also, you can no longer work at night; daytime jobs are it for you.” My mom laid down the law.

      “And your phone will be confiscated as soon as you come through that door,” my father added.

      “Are you serious? I am grown! No way am I going to agree to that! I do everything else you guys want me to, and because I’ve been extra busy, you want to treat me like a prisoner? No, no way.”

      “Alright. So we need you to pack up and be out of here by this evening.” My dad smiled.

      “Daddy, you can’t be serious? I mean, I can find my own place, but I will surely need more time to—”

      “This evening, Alivia,” he reiterated. I whipped my head toward my mom, and she had that look she always wore when she agreed with my father.

      “I cannot give you guys my phone and only take daytime jobs. I just can’t! Is there another way we can go about this? I—”

      “I’ll schedule a U-Haul for you if you’d like. But either you comply with the new rules, or you get out.” My father tossed back the rest of his coffee and then got up from the table to leave the kitchen.

      “Mama, don’t let him do this,” I pleaded with her.

      “Alivia, I don’t know what has gotten into you lately. Maybe it’s the new friends you’ve made or the fact that you’re getting more work, but I am very disappointed in the woman you’re becoming. And because of that, I want you out of my house.”

      After my mom exited the kitchen, I polished off my pancakes, wondering what the hell I was going to do. My phone buzzed again on the way to my bedroom, and when I saw it was Yono, I answered.

      “Damn, I’ve been calling you all morning, baby.” He groaned.

      “I know. Uh, hey, you think I can come spend a few days with you?”

      “Hell yeah.”

      A smile spread across my face like wildfire at the sound of his answer. Maybe this eviction was a blessing in disguise.
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        * * *

      

      Just a few days later…

      “Wow, this is how you’re living now, huh?” Blaise tilted her head back as she surveyed Yono’s foyer. His house was huge, making it a bit scary when I was here alone without him. It was one of the reasons I’d invited Blaise over this afternoon.

      “Yeah. I knew he was rich but not this rich.”

      “Of course, girl. He’s been making music for almost a decade. Them coins have definitely added up.” She chuckled and so did I.

      “I see that. Would you like a drink? He has a full bar and literally every juice or alcohol you can think of.”

      “Uh…” She looked to me, and suddenly I remembered that night where she was acting pregnant. Her eyes bore into mine, like she was deciding on whether or not to tell me. “Alivia, I’m pregnant, but I need you to keep this information to yourself. The last thing I want right now is for people to know I’m having another baby, and by someone like Cortez.”

      “Yeah, of course. I won’t say anything. I understand.” I ran my hands down my jeans. “Well he still has a lot of good juices, even guava, so would you like some?”

      “Yes, please.” She grinned.

      We walked toward the back where the bar room was, and soon as we stepped in, Blaise began looking around as I started fixing up our drinks.

      “You’re probably used to mansions,” I commented, rounding the bar with our cups.

      “I don’t know about being used to them, but I’ve seen a few because of my exes.” She took her glass from me as we sat at the bar together. “So I have to ask why you’re staying with him? I mean, no judgement, but you guys haven’t been dating long at all, so shacking up seems a bit fast.”

      I was in the process of conjuring up a lie as we stared one another down but decided to just be honest. I liked Blaise, and if she trusted me enough to tell me she was with child, then I could do the same.

      “So I’ve never told you this, but I live or lived with my parents this whole time. They’re very strict, and because of that, I haven’t been able to live like a normal twenty-three-year-old woman. I have a curfew, I can’t go on dates past evening times, and the only way I can go out at night is if I have a deejay job. I wasn’t allowed to move out until I was married, but I could never keep a man long enough once they saw how locked down I was.”

      “Are you joking?”

      “I wish I was. Anyway, recently… or lately, I’ve been staying out late with you and Priscilla, or Yono, and my parents got fed up. I had to either allow my parents to drive me to work and also give up my phone once I got home, or move out. And, it’s obvious what I chose, so here I am. But it’s just until I find a place, because I surely have the funds.” For a moment, she just kept sipping her juice. “I know you probably think I’m weird.”

      “No. It’s so funny because all of my life I wished my mom would care about me more, but now I kind of appreciate her ways.” We both laughed at her statement. I was happy to see she could find the humor in this. “I think it’s good you got out though.”

      “Me too.”

      After a few seconds of silence, she asked, “So have you ever like… had sex?”

      “Well, in high school, for like ten seconds, maybe less, with some boy from church. But after that, I’ve done nothing, until Yono.”

      “Wow, so you’ve had like no dick for seven years?”

      “Pretty much.”

      “Wow, I need to be like you. That’s why I’m pregnant now.” She chuckled, and I followed suit.

      “I want to get your opinion on something.” I took my phone out and pulled up the gossip blog article I’d seen a few hours ago. “Did you see this?” I showed Blaise.

      On the screen was a picture of a dancer, and the title said that she’d claimed to have slept with Yono two weeks ago and was now pregnant. I hadn’t been with him long, but I had been his girl for more than two weeks.

      “No. I don’t read nor follow those gossip blogs unless tagged. But wow.”

      “She’s lying, right?”

      “I don’t know, Alivia. She could be telling the truth. I don’t know much about Yono.”

      “But you’ve met a lot of men in the industry, and you know nothing about him? Does this seem like him?”

      “Relax, Alivia. I’ve met Yono a few times in passing, and honestly, I can’t say. I’ve known strippers that have said they’ve slept with him, but that doesn’t make this true. You need to ask him.”

      “No, it’s fine. I don’t need to ask. I mean, how would she know after only two weeks anyway?” I laughed, but Blaise didn’t.

      “It’s possible to know that early, Alivia. You need to ask, and you can’t be afraid to ask. I get that he’s Yono, this big singer, but at the end of the day, he’s a regular nigga. And if you’re going to date him, you have to treat him like a regular nigga, or else he will walk all over you. If they know you see them as this big celebrity, they’ll take advantage of you.”

      I nodded, taking it all in. If anybody knew what they were talking about regarding dating a famous man, it was Blaise.

      

      Later that night…

      Yono and I were out to dinner at this really fancy place. I couldn’t even remember the name at this point, because I was nervous. The fact that he came home, acted normal, and then took me out to dinner gave me hope that maybe this was just a rumor. I mean, wouldn’t he mention it if it weren’t?

      Stop, Alivia.

      Here I was again, trying to make excuses so I wouldn’t have to interrogate him. As much as Blaise tried to help me, I was scared. I didn’t want him to break up with me or something, because he felt like I was doing too much too soon. However, Blaise was right. If I planned to have anything serious with him, I couldn’t go through life afraid of how he’d respond to something that was bothering me.

      “What did you order again?” Yono broke my concentration.

      “The steak.” I nodded, glancing off. “Troy,” I used his real name, “you saw that blog post, right?”

      “I did.”

      “She’s lying, right? You didn’t sleep with her, let alone get her pregnant… did you?”

      “Nah.”

      “Well, aren’t you mad she’s saying this? And why you of all people? I mean, there are plenty of rappers, singers, actors, and sports players she could have chosen from, but it was you. You don’t know her at all?”

      “Alivia, why the fuck you asking me all this bullshit? I told yo’ ass it wasn’t true, and you should have dropped it right then.”

      “Troy, I’m just getting more information, that’s all. I don’t understand why you’re so upset at me yet not upset at this rumor?”

      Chuckling, he replied, “We’ve been together a hot second, and now you questioning me like you my damn wife or something.”

      “No, I’m simply asking you questions, which is what a girlfriend does.”

      “Girlfriend?” His brows raised. “You ain’t my girl; we’re just having sex.”

      “At the studio, you introduced me as your girl.” My voice trembled, and I felt tears welling up. Was this what it was like to date a celebrity man?

      “Yeah, that’s to let niggas know you getting fucked by me, and that they can’t touch you. Learn the code. This is clearly ya first time at the rodeo with a nigga that got a name.”

      I could only shake my head because I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

      “Then w-why did you allow me to basically move in?”

      “Because that don’t stop the show, Alivia. Look baby, I like you, and I want to keep dating you, but this shit ain’t gon’ work if you keep coming at me like we’re married or some shit.”

      “No, I can’t. I don’t move that way.”

      “I’m going to pee, and I’ll let you think on it.” He scooted back from the table and then walked past me to head to the bathroom. I just took that time to try to process our conversation.

      “Okay, we have the porterhouse steak and then the NY strip.” The waitress arrived with our food, making me realize it’d been a while since Yono went to the bathroom. I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t keep track.

      “Thank you,” I replied, looking over my shoulder to see if he was coming.

      About ten more minutes passed, so I texted and called, but he didn’t answer. I started on my steak, and halfway through, I realized this nigga had left me at the restaurant. I called the waitress for the bill, sending his dish back thankfully, but I still had to pay for the appetizer, my meal, and the four expensive cocktails he’d drunk down.

      As I stood out front, I texted him paragraph after paragraph going off, before switching to my Uber app. Before I could order it, stupid Manny burst through, calling me.

      “What!” I yelled. I was already mad, and he was annoying usually.

      “Damn, I was calling to see what you were doing. I know you got a man, but I was hoping—”

      “You can come pick me up off Melrose, if you’d like. I’m at…” I turned to stare up at the sign, “Cecconi’s.”

      “Aight, bet!”

      It didn’t take too long for Manny to come, and I wanted to kiss him after sliding in on the heated seats of his Lexus.

      “Thanks a lot, Manny. I know you probably hate me, but I appreciate you coming to get me.”

      “It’s cool. Why you ain’t call Yono?”

      The mention of that asshole’s name had me wanting to cry. I couldn’t believe things had soured already.

      “We’re over with. Can you drive me to a hotel, please? Anyone nearby here is fine.” I dug through my purse for some Chapstick because this lipstick had my lips dry as hell.

      I started to wonder how I was going to get the little things I had stored over at Yono’s.

      “Why a hotel?”

      “I’m in between houses at the moment… remodeling.”

      “Oh.” He nodded. “I got two extra bedrooms. You can stay in one and for free if you want to.”

      I chuckled.

      “Absolutely not. So you can creep into my bed? I don’t think so.”

      “Nah, not at all. I promise I won’t touch you. Free is much cheaper than what these Beverly Hills hotels are gonna cost you, Alivia.” He grinned, making me turn my lip up.

      “Okay, just for tonight, and if you behave, I may stay. But keep in mind this is only until I find somewhere to live.”

      “Perfect.” He smirked, making me roll my eyes.

      I guess Manny wasn’t the worst nigga ever, especially not worse than Yono.
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      A few nights later…

      

      I swayed my body to “Bed” by Nicki Minaj as I put the finishing touches on my makeup. I’d been playing this song all day long, and even though it made me think of Belly, I couldn’t stop. Ariana’s voice was just bomb.

      Tonight I was going on my third date with Romelo, and I felt good about it. I’d told myself I would only go on that one date, but the first one was so nice that I kept agreeing to go on more. We’d been to dinner, an art show, and now tonight, we were going to dinner again.

      I wasn’t sure if I liked him just yet, because I still had feelings for Belly, but I was surely enjoying his company. I just hoped he wouldn’t be trying to sleep with me anytime soon, because I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I’d looked up and read articles on sleeping with one man while pregnant by another, and even though they portrayed it as being okay, I couldn’t. Plus, I knew once Belly found out I was having his baby and letting Romelo fuck me, he’d kill us both. It surely sucked too because I was so horny being pregnant.

      Belly had found out about Romelo and I, and I’d heard he was pissed, but that served his cheating ass right. He’s lucky I’m pregnant or else I would have been thrown it back on Romelo.

      I heard my phone ring, interrupting Ariana Grande’s harmony, so I snapped my neck in its direction, wearing a frown. Spotting Belly’s name, I rolled my eyes before answering.

      “Yes? Make it quick. We don’t even have anything to talk about.”

      Every time I conversed with him, I contemplated mentioning the baby, but I wanted him to let me go first. But it’d been a minute since our breakup, and he was just as into me as before, with no decline in sight. I just knew if I said something now, he’d only worsen.

      “What you doing tonight, Blaise Cansino?” The way he asked like he already knew was eerie. And since when did he use my full name?

      “Why?”

      “I’m just making conversation, baby.” I could hear him blow smoke out.

      “I’m going to umm, eat with my friends, if you must know.”

      “Oh, aight then. Priscilla?”

      “Yes, Priscilla and another one that you don’t know. Her name is Alivia.”

      “Yeah, I met her at the club that night when she was with my brother. But aight, baby. A nigga was just checking on you and shit.” He inhaled on the blunt.

      His tone was strange though, kind of scaring me. I was tempted to text Romelo and cancel, but fuck that! I wanted to see Romelo and spend time with him. Plus, I wasn’t wasting this expensive ass makeup I’d used for the night.

      “Goodnight, nigga.” I hung up, letting Nicki Minaj come back on so I could finish getting ready.

      Once I had my short red dress on, that flared out at the thighs, and my red Prada heels to match, I put on my jewelry. After making sure my hair was perfect, I grabbed my clutch and phone, only to see I had a text from Romelo.

      Romelo: Hey, I’m outside.

      Me: Okay, coming!

      Spritzing on some perfume, I rushed out of the door, smiling way too hard about tonight’s date. While with Romelo, I always forgot about everything I was dealing with.

      “Have a nice night, Miss Cansino,” Gary called out to me once I was in the large lobby.

      “Thanks, Gary!” I gave him a soft smile before walking out of the building.

      I spotted Romelo’s Porsche, so I walked over. He usually always got out to open the door for me, but it was fine. I yanked on the handle and slid inside.

      “You look nice.” Belly smiled widely at me as he sat in the driver’s seat, smoking.

      I quickly looked around the car, thinking this was the wrong one, but I spotted Romelo’s hat in the backseat, so this was definitely his vehicle.

      “Cortez, what the fuck? H-how did you get Romelo’s car? Where is he?” I shot off question after question as Belly pulled from the curb, zipping through Beverly Hills.

      “I had a little talk with him about taking you out, and we both decided it was best that he not do that again. And shit, can you believe the nigga was nice enough to let me pick you up in his shit?” He looked to me grinning. He was so sexy.

      “Take me back home, right now!”

      “We can’t go to dinner?”

      “No! And you’re in sweats and a t-shirt! But even if you weren’t, I don’t want to go to dinner with you. I want to go with Romelo.”

      “Well you ain’t going with Romelo, so let that shit go!” he hissed. I smiled on the inside because seeing him hurt felt good. I was horrible. “Now, we in this nice ass car; you need to be grateful and act like you got some muthafuckin’ sense, Blaise.” He made a smooth left turn, bobbing his head to the Usher album playing softly as he took a toke on his blunt.

      “I cannot believe this.” I pulled my phone out to call Romelo. I felt like he was dead somewhere, but I still wanted to try.

      “Nah, you only talking to me tonight.” Belly held up Romelo’s phone; I recognized his phone case. As I gaped in shock, Belly looked straight ahead, continuing to bob his head to the music and drive.

      I just stared at this handsome side profile for a minute, in shock. Belly was certified, and it was obvious. When he placed his free hand on my thigh, I smacked it off.

      “Cortez Jordan Khalil, you need to turn this car around, and take me home. I do not want to eat with you. I don’t want anything to do with you as a matter of fact.”

      “This the type of shit you wear to cheat on me?” He touched my dress.

      “Nigga, I am not playing with you!” I slapped his hand, chuckling. I was so pissed that I found his psychotic behavior slightly comical.

      “What you doing with this nigga, Blaise?”

      “Same thing you were doing with Cadence, only all the time. And it’s so good, I can’t get enough.” I piled on the lies. I glanced his way to see him nodding too calmly, staring straight ahead.

      “So you think you about to be with him?” Belly chuckled, which irritated me.

      “Yeah, I am about to be with him. I’m never being with you again, and I’m just so thankful I found Romelo.”

      “Aight, then I’m about to kill us both.”

      Before I could say anything, Belly floored it, speeding so, that I gripped the handle above me for balance. My feet pressed into the floor as he heightened the speed, going full force at a red light, with a currently busy intersection.

      “Cortez, stop!” I screeched.

      “Nah, you ain’t gon’ be with me, so life is a wrap.”

      “Okay, I want you! I want you, Cortez!”

      “Huh?” He sort of rocked toward me, extending his ear as he continued toward the intersection, about to kill us and a few others surely.

      “I love you. I want you!”

      Chuckling, he slowed down, slamming on the brakes just in time behind the crosswalk. My body relaxed as I breathed heavily for a moment, thanking God I was alive.

      “I love you too, baby.” He touched my thigh, but I slapped his face and started shoving him. I only stopped because he pulled off at the green light.

      “You crazy muthafucka! I hate you! Take me home!”

      Suddenly, he pulled over, throwing the car in park, and leaving it running.

      “You for real want me to never talk to yo’ ass again? Like on some real shit?” He turned his body some to look at me. “You honestly never wanna fuck with me ever again?”

      “Nope!” I stared straight ahead.

      “Look me in the eyes. Tell me you don’t wanna fuck with me and that you don’t love a nigga, and I’ll leave yo’ ass alone and take you home.”

      I pondered for a moment, wondering if I really did want to be done with Belly. I loved him, a lot. But no, he was bad for me. Only thing being with him would bring me is headaches and heartbreaks, so I couldn’t do it. The last thing I needed in addition to two babies, was a man stressing me out.

      Turning to face him, I opened my mouth, giving it one last thought, then replied, “I don’t wanna fuck with you, and I do not love you, Cortez.”

      As he glared at me, my heart began to beat out of my chest. I was afraid of his reaction and afraid that I’d made a mistake. No, it wasn’t a mistake, but I was scared that I wouldn’t be able to deal with him never wanting me again. I still got that queasy feeling when someone DM’d me pictures of him with one of his harem of bitches. The fact that it still made me physically sick, showed my attachment to him.

      “Well I don’t give a fuck what you want. You’re spouting bullshit right now. Ain’t no fucking way I feel what I feel for yo’ ass and you don’t feel shit.” He put the car in drive. “I’ll take you home, but you ain’t going on no fucking date, and you ain’t gon’ just stop fucking with me.”

      “So why did you ask!” I barked angrily.

      “Just to see if yo’ ass would lie, and you did, just like I thought you would. Fraud ass.”

      “I’m not lying! I don’t want you, and I don’t love you!”

      He came to a red light, removed his seat belt on the sly, and then leaned over in my face. I let out labored breaths as our lips almost touched. Then right when I was about to ruin my panties by allowing him to kiss me, he cheesed before pulling away, buckling back up.

      “But you don’t love me and don’t wanna fuck with me, huh?” He pulled off, driving in that lean position that all hood niggas drove in.

      I couldn’t do anything but pout. I was upset that he’d figured me out and upset that I didn’t get my kiss. My pussy was aching for it now.

      We stayed silent as Usher sang us back to my condo building. He drove into the parking structure and right up to his Range Rover.

      “Where is Romelo?”

      “Get out,” Belly directed me as he climbed out of the driver’s side. I did as well, to see him hit the key fob to his Range, allowing the trunk to open. Inside lied Romelo, passed out.

      “Oh my gosh!” I covered my mouth.

      “Calm yo’ dramatic ass down. Yo’ little bitch ass boyfriend is aight.” Slapping his face a few times, Belly yelled, “Aye, nigga. Get yo’ ass up and out of my shit.”

      A few more slaps and Romelo slowly started to come to, wiping his eyes and looking around. Belly yanked him from the trunk before bringing down the door.

      “Oh my gosh, Romelo, are you okay?” I touched him. He looked so confused and baffled, that I was embarrassed for him.

      “Blaise—I uh—”

      “Blaise, take yo’ ass in the house before I kill his ass,” Belly interjected, and after a short moment of hesitation, I started off slowly. “You can go home, and don’t ever let me catch you around my girl, or I’m gon’ do more than rob you and put yo’ ass to sleep.”

      Romelo began patting his pockets to see what Belly stole I guess, but when Belly jumped at him, he rushed to his Porsche, hopped in, and sped off.

      “Did you serious—”

      “I can come up and give you some dick if you want.”

      “I only want Romelo’s dick. It’s much better and faithful.”

      Frowning as hard as I could, I just stomped my foot before power walking to the elevator. I had to get rid of this nigga once and for all.
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        * * *

      

      Some days later…

      “Wait, he left you with the bill?” Priscilla asked Alivia.

      We were at lunch, and she was finally telling us how Yono reacted when she asked him about the pregnant stripper.

      “Yes!”

      Priscilla and I burst into laughter, almost spilling our drinks.

      “I’m so sorry, Alivia, but I just can’t believe he did that.” I chuckled softly.

      “It’s not funny, and now I’m sleeping at Manny’s place which has been surprisingly okay. I do lock the guest bedroom door at night though.”

      “Umm, yeah, I hope so.”

      “So did you ask Belly about the Megyn thing?” Priscilla turned to me.

      Yesterday afternoon, Megyn posted a photo of a nice size tattoo she’d gotten that read Belly on her left shoulder blade. She deleted it hours later, but by that time, the shit had gone viral. It made me want to get his initials on my wrist covered up ASAP. I could already foresee the backlash I was gonna receive once people found out I was having his baby.

      “Nope, and I’ve taken certain steps so that we won’t talk or see one another for a little minute.” I stabbed my food and began to eat.

      The girls and I finished our meal then went to the nail shop. After I left, I went to get my baby from Five-Star’s mother, and thankfully, only she was there. Island and I went to mall, where I ended up buying us some matching Gucci sneakers before heading home.

      “I love you, Island,” I cooed, kissing her cheek as I slipped the key into the door.

      “Love you, Mommy!” she screeched, making my heart melt like always. “Belly!” she shouted.

      “No, ba—” When I felt someone push the door open from behind me, I knew it was him. “What are you doing? How did you even get past Gary?”

      “One of your neighbors is a big fan. He brought me in with him.” Belly smirked, following me into my condo and closing the door. “What is this?” He held up a piece of paper.

      Placing Island on the couch with her sippy cup, I hissed, “You cannot come visit me to ask me about a restraining order, Cortez! That’s the point of getting one!”

      I was able to get a temporary restraining order. I didn’t want a permanent one because he was my baby’s father, but I just needed a little something to keep him away from me. But hell, if he kept this up, I would surely show up to my hearing to make it permanent.

      “Restraining orders only scare bitch ass niggas.” He took a seat on my couch, scooping up Island and blowing a raspberry on her stomach, making her laugh. Was this nigga out of his mind?

      “You know if I call the police right now, you will go to jail?” I pulled my iPhone from my purse.

      “Island, why ya mama trying to act like we’re not in love?” He kissed her face and then sat her next to him before standing. “I’ll leave yo’ little cry baby ass alone for the night. I’ll pop up on yo’ ass a little bit later.”

      “Whatever. Goodbye.” I nudged him closer to the door, and as soon as he was out, I closed then locked it.

      When I turned to look at my baby on the couch, she oddly burst into laughter, so I couldn’t help but to do the same.
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        * * *

      

      Romelo and I were chilling inside of his house, watching television. We felt for right now it’d be safer for us to just stay inside. He told me when he got home that one night, he’d realized that Belly had stolen his chain, all the cash from his wallet, and funny enough, a loaded Chipotle gift card. He also stole his car, but since that was temporary, it didn’t count. I suddenly remembered Belly saying any nigga that tried to fuck with me would get robbed; I guess he meant it.

      “So when is your hearing for the permanent restraining order?” Romelo inquired.

      “A few weeks.” I wasn’t going to go through with it; I couldn’t, but I didn’t want to say that. I know the thought of me getting one made Romelo feel safer.

      “This just in… Earlier tonight, the Khalil versus Jackson fight took place, and to no surprise, Khalil came out on top, knocking Jackson out in only the third round. However, during the second round, Jackson did get a good hit in on Khalil. Apparently, the hit was too good, as the young boxer known as Belly was rushed to the hospital after collapsing backstage…” a news reporter began explaining.

      I couldn’t hear anything else as I hopped up, slipping my feet into my shoes, and grabbing my purse.

      “Where are you going?” Romelo questioned.

      “I have to go. I will call you later.”

      Rushing out, I immediately dialed Carson so I could find out where Belly was.
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      I was at the beach house, laid out on the big ass plush couch bed with the fireplace blazing, when I heard somebody going ham on the muthafuckin’ doorbell. Rising up, I tossed the thick comforter off of my lap and made my way slowly to see who the fuck I was about to curse out. It was 9 p.m. at night, and I couldn’t see why any muthafucka would have reason to be popping up over here. I didn’t want to be bothered by any female, excluding Blaise, and I knew her ass wasn’t coming to see a nigga. Shit had me feeling like a little bitch.

      “Blaise, baby, you aight?” I pulled the door open, and she rushed me damn near, bear hugging my torso.

      “Are you okay?” She stared up at me, worried as fuck.

      “Yeah. It was just a concussion, but I’m good. I just gotta rest and shit for a few days.” I closed the door then took her hand so we could head back to the living room.

      Once I was back lying down, I saw Blaise’s eyes were watering as she stood there twiddling her thumbs. She was so fucking pretty, making me smile at her brown skin being illuminated by the fireplace behind her.

      “Are you sure you’re fine?”

      “Yes.” I chuckled. “He just hit me hard as fuck, and I reacted once the match was over. But I won so…” I shrugged. “Don’t you got a muthafuckin’ restraining order against me? What you doing here?”

      “I saw it on TV, and I wanted to be sure you were okay.”

      “On TV? You watch the sports channel?”

      “No, I was… I was watching with Romelo.” She glanced off.

      “Come here.” I waited until she came to the couch bed, removed her heels, then climbed on with me. “You left bitch boy to come see a nigga you got papers against?” I laughed lowly as she cuddled up to me.

      “Don’t call him that. He’s nice.”

      “You like nice niggas now?” I looked down into her face as she gazed up at me. I intertwined our fingers.

      “I’ve always liked them nice. He took me to an art show.”

      “Wow, that is nice.”

      “Shut up!” She giggled with a wide smile.

      Blaise straddled my lap as I let my head fall back, then she cupped the sides of my face to look into my eyes. Lifting my head, I crashed my lips against hers, groping her plump ass as our tongues came in contact. Feeling her pussy through them thin ass panties against my crotch, my dick started to rise the fuck up.

      My phone buzzing interrupted us, and when we both looked down, I saw it was Megyn calling. As soon as that call faded out, next was Kharla, then Sienna. Once Cadence started, Blaise tried to move from my lap, but I stopped her.

      “Why you worried about that shit?”

      “Why wouldn’t I be? They are all literally trying to get to you right now. I’m not the only one, that’s the problem.”

      “Except you are the only fucking one, Blaise. Yeah, they’re calling, but who am I with right now?”

      “Only because I popped up like some thirst bucket.” She moved from my lap to sit up on the couch with her knees pulled in.

      “No, because like I told yo’ ass time and time again, I love you. I’m all about yo’ ass. Whenever you’re ready, it’s just gon’ be me and you.” I craned my neck around to kiss her. She said nothing. “Wanna drink? I got some Hennessy.” I lifted the fresh bottle next to the couch.

      “No, I don’t. And Cortez, you had a concussion. You shouldn’t be drinking anything.”

      “Aight. What about some weed? Or is that off the menu too boss?”

      Chuckling, she said, “It’s off the menu too.

      My phone started ringing again, and when I saw it was one of my bitches, I silenced it and tossed it to the other side of the couch. Blaise was already sucking her teeth though.

      “You staying the night with me?”

      “No. I’m going back to my man, Romelo.” She smirked, then her pretty white smile burst through. Her fucking smile was everything.

      “Keep playing with me, Blaise, and I’m gon’ kill his ass.” I took her hand to kiss the back of it. “So you staying, right? I need you.”

      “I guess, but only to keep an eye on you.”

      “There’s a shirt in my bag you can put on.” I pointed, so she got up to walk over to it. Per usual, my eyes were glued to her shapely frame and the way her long, dark, wavy hair swept the small of her back.

      As she undressed, she asked, “So are you serious with Megyn?”

      “Of course not.”

      “Then why did she tattoo your name?”

      “Same reason all of them did.”

      “All of them, including me,” she reminded me by flashing her inner wrist with my initials on it.

      “Nah, because I got yo’ shit too.” She smiled subtly, allowing her dress to fall to the floor before grabbing the t-shirt. “Don’t put that on yet. Come here.”

      “Cortez—”

      “Come here.”

      Slowly, she started over, and once she got close enough, I gripped her hips to push her panties down past her supple thighs. Once she stepped out of them, I brought her down onto the couch bed then removed my boxer briefs and sweats.

      As soon as I got between her legs, she whispered, “We can’t until I know you’re clean.”

      “Blaise, I’m an athlete. I get tested all the time.”

      “I need to see it.”

      Begrudgingly getting up, I went to my bag and grabbed the lab results I’d gotten done at the hospital earlier when I went for my concussion. Making my way back to the bed, I handed the copy off to Blaise. Once she placed it to the side after reading the shit, I got back in position, kissing and sucking on her lips and collarbone.

      “I missed this,” I spoke lowly, mouthing her nipples. The thought of sliding my dick inside of her had me excited.

      As soon as I pinned her hands above her head, she asked, “Have you been safe?”

      “Always, except for when it comes to you.”

      Pushing my way inside, I inhaled her whimpers before slipping my tongue into her mouth. She was wet as fuck but perfectly snug. I knew nobody else had been in this, thank God.

      “Cortez,” she cooed, as I rocked in and out of her.

      “Blaise, fuck.”

      It’d been way too damn long since I had this good shit. If I even moved the wrong way, I was gon’ nut all up in her ass.

      “I’m mmm, I’m pregnant,” she finally blurted just before her body jerked under me. She felt soft as hell.

      “What?” I paused, gaping down at her. Her long hair was everywhere, and the fire flickering over her brown skin made her look all angelic and shit.

      “Yeah… We’re having a baby.”

      Pushing all the way inside of her walls, I held it there, making her tremble as she came again.

      “I love you, Blaise.” I started my movements back up again, intertwining our fingers as I pinned her hands back above her head while sucking her lips.

      I ended up fucking the shit out of her a few times that night.
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        * * *

      

      Some days later…

      I'm a big nigga, I ain't got a six-pack… But she wanna ride all day, like she at Six Flags, zero cap…

      I bobbed my head to “Fuck A Hook” by Tee Grizzley as I lit up a blunt. I didn’t have a fight for a couple months, and I’d just landed a commercial for this gym clothing line. Those two alone were bringing me in a nice amount of cash, so I had reason to celebrate. And even better, I was having my first baby. All I needed to do now was convince its hard-headed ass mama that no matter how single she thought she was… she wasn’t.

      After I fucked and licked her until her pussy was sore, she let me know it meant nothing and that she only let me because being pregnant had her horny. Shit was comical as fuck how she was trying to play me.

      Females needed to realize that whole nonchalant bullshit only worked on weak, bitch ass niggas. At the end of the day, I was getting pussy whether you had feelings for me or not. As long as you were letting me fuck, I didn’t care if it meant some shit to you. Shit, 98 percent of these females didn’t even cross my mind once I let that nut go, excluding Blaise. So the only people that friends with benefits bullshit bothered was females and hoe niggas. And with the way Blaise sucked my dick like she loved me all night, I was feeling great like that Frosted Flakes muthafucka.

      However, Blaise had until her upcoming birthday to continue on with her I’m single shit, then it was over with. And if she posted one more thirst trap on the gram, I was caving the back of her head in, pregnant or not.

      “You okay?” Megyn lied on my shoulder.

      At the moment, we were in Cole’s new crib, having a house warming, I guess. Hood niggas didn’t have traditional housewarmings though, so this was simply a kickback with drinks, food, weed, and hoes.

      “Yeah, I’m good. What I tell you about touching me too much?” I looked her way.

      Megyn was fine as fuck, had some good pussy, could suck dick like a porn star, but she was way too muthafuckin’ touchy-feely to not be my bitch. I could sense she thought she had a leg up on my other bitches, but she was mistaken like fuck. I could barely make it two days without sending her on her fucking way and hitting up somebody else.

      “I know, but you look so fine tonight, I’m having a hard time.” She touched my dick through my jeans, making me chuckle subtly.

      “Yeah, well unless you gon’ suck me off right now, get ya hands off me. You doing too much, and it’s irritating as fuck.”

      “Sorry.” She returned to lying on my shoulder, just as another bitch walked up to the couch we were on. It was about twenty-five females here, along with my ContraBandz gang, Manny, fuck ass Will, Rocko, and a few other niggas from the hood.

      “Do you mind if I sit?” she asked. Her body was ridiculous, and I didn’t mind that her stomach wasn’t flat. The only thing I gave a fuck about was making sure there was pussy between her hips.

      “Not at all,” I told her, making Megyn’s head pop up.

      “I’m Carin.” She reached her hand out to me, so I shook it.

      “And I’m Megyn.” Megyn reached across me. I ignored her antics because I could and would fuck whomever.

      “Oh, nice to meet you,” Carin replied, taken aback obviously. “Are you his girlfriend? I—”

      “You see me laid up on him, don’t you?” Megyn snapped.

      “I’m single but currently in love with somebody that ain’t her.” I nipped that argument in a bud, making Megyn pout and fall back against the couch.

      “Well in that case.” Carin leaned closer to me. “I was wondering if maybe we could have some private time.”

      After looking at her for a minute, I yelled over the music, “Aye, Siggy. Hand me one of them plastic spoons!” He nodded, brought me one, and then went back to macking on some bitch. Turning to Carin, I licked my lips and said, “Open ya mouth.”

      Happily, she let her jaw drop.

      “Wider for me.”

      “Anything for you,” she let out before widening her mouth.

      Taking the spoon, I went in as far as I could then scraped the very back of her tongue. When done, I lifted her jaw so she’d close her mouth then placed the spoon right under her nose.

      “You smell this? That’s how your breath smells, baby. You gotta do better. If you ever roll up on me again with ya shit smelling like old skim milk, I’m gon’ deck you like a nigga on the street.”

      “My breath does not stink, nigga!” She hopped up as people in close proximity cackled. She continued going off as she switched away, but I didn’t give a fuck. I’d given her cold hard evidence using that spoon, so she couldn’t deny the shit. Her mouth was rancid as fuck, and her ass was lucky I didn’t hit females… usually.

      “Aye, nigga. You been breathing in her mouth?” I asked Rocko, making Manny and a few others laugh.

      “Fuck you bruh.” He chuckled.

      A few more hours passed before Megyn and I decided to dip out. On the way to her spot, she reached over to unzip my jeans and started sucking me up as I drove. The shit got so good that I had to pull over, but as soon as I did, I saw Blaise calling my iPhone. Snatching that shit up from the cup holder, I answered.

      “You okay, baby?”

      “I tried.” She sobbed hysterically.

      “Tried what? What’s wrong?”

      “I’ve been trying,” she sniffled, “all night to make sweet potato waffles, and they’re not good. I’m hungry. I want them,” she whimpered.

      My heart rate calmed down a bit, and I couldn’t believe her ass called me crying over this shit.

      “Blaise, what the fuck, baby?” My head fell back as Megyn sucked me off faster, making me frown.

      “I need you to come make me some. I can’t sleep. I have to eat.”

      “Aight.” I hung up. “Aye, stop.” I nudged Megyn from my lap then put my dick away as she wiped her mouth.

      “You stopped me from sucking your dick because she called?”

      I didn’t respond as I used some hand wipes before pulling away from the curb. I wanted to get straight to Blaise, and that pissed me off. I didn’t like hearing her ass be so sad and crying, even if it was over some dumb shit like sweet potato waffles. She had me right where she fucking wanted me, and I ain’t like the shit.

      “I’ll be back down in a little bit.” I pulled over to park across the street from Blaise’s building.

      “No, you need to take me home. I’m not about—”

      “No. You can get the fuck out and walk, call a ride service, or shut the fuck up. I ain’t taking nobody home.” I hopped out, shutting the door to my Range before she could respond.

      As soon as I entered the lobby, I had Gary call Blaise so she could give him permission to let me through. I rode the elevator up, and once I got to her door, I banged on that shit.

      “Thank you!” She grinned, allowing me inside.

      After using the bathroom and washing my hands, I made Blaise’s waffles then sat at the table with her as she cut them up with a gleam in her eyes.

      “You look like a fucking crack head right now.” I laughed.

      “Really?” She touched her face.

      “I mean with how you’re eating, baby, not how you look. You know you’re fine as fuck.” I touched her soft thigh since it was next to me.

      “I hope you weren’t busy.”

      “Not really. I was just with my new bitch,” I said to see how she’d react. She claimed she didn’t give a fuck, and we were about to see.

      Her eyes searched mine for a little bit.

      “Your new bitch? Like girlfriend?”

      “Yeah. Megyn and I decided to make shit official. And I mean, since you said you for sure ain’t fucking with me, I thought why not.”

      “But I thought you only wanted a girlfriend if it was me.” I saw her small hand was choking the shit out of that fork, and it made me smirk within.

      “That was true, but it’s something about Megyn.” I leaned up, giving a closed mouth smile as if I was beyond enamored with Megyn’s annoying ass.

      “Well, does she know I’m having your baby?”

      “Yep, and she said that’s no problem. As long as I’m faithful to her from now on, we’re good.” Blaise was so cute with the slight frown in her face as she stared me down, but she ain’t slow up on eating them waffles. “Blaise!” I shouted when she rammed her fork into my leg.

      “You liar! All the stuff you’ve been telling me and now you wanna be with this bitch! I should fucking kill you!” She shot up.

      “Baby!” I was holding on her wrists because it was obvious she was trying to stab me in the neck with the fork. “I’m fucking with you. Calm yo’ psycho ass down!”

      Breathing heavily, she finally stopped tussling with me and sat back down in the chair. She resumed eating her waffles calmly, like nothing had just transpired, as I massaged the sore spot on my leg.

      “Well thank you for the waffles, Cortez. You can go to the strip club or wherever you were headed.” She placed her plate in the sink and started out of the kitchen, but I grabbed her hand.

      ”Or I can rub on you until we fall asleep.”

      She tugged me a little bit since our hands were already locked together then led me to the bedroom. We undressed down to our undergarments, and I hugged her body from behind as we laid in bed, with me massaging her semi-flat stomach until we dozed off.

      

      The next morning… a little after 7 a.m.…

      I’d woken up around 6 a.m. to shower and brush my teeth, using the shit I had here at Blaise’s. I had to train at 9 a.m., so it was time for me to go. Once I was dressed in some sweats, a t-shirt, socks, and slides, I kissed Blaise goodbye. She’d told me last night that Island was with her grandmother, so I ain’t get to see baby girl, which was wack.

      When I got down to the lobby, I waved bye to Gary, but he pointed. When I followed his finger, I saw Megyn sleeping in the chair. I assumed her stupid ass would have called an Uber or some shit when she realized I wasn’t gon’ answer her calls or come back down.

      “Aye, wake up.” I squeezed her leg a few times. “You want me to drive you home?”

      Waking up, she tossed her hair and replied, “Can I just go with you?”

      “Nah, I’m going to train.”

      “After?”

      “Can’t, I’m busy.” I started out and she followed me.

      We both got into my car, and after starting my shit, I answered a few text messages as Megyn sat in silence.

      “Oh, you’re going to see Kharla.” She sucked her teeth.

      “Yeah, nosy, but that’s way later, after I train and handle some shit. So like I said, I can’t see you tonight.” I pulled off.

      “Why do you do this? You act like you wanna be with me one minute, then the next, you’re leaving me downstairs while you play house with your ex-girlfriend.”

      “Why you doing all that?” I turned my lip up, glancing her way.

      “Because I need you to pull it together if we’re going to do this.”

      “Do what?”

      “Be together, Cortez.”

      I laughed subtly.

      “We’re not together, Megyn. I fuck you occasionally, spend a little time with you, and we chill. I do the same thing with a few other bitches too. Told yo’ ass from day one that this wasn’t gon’ be some fairytale shit where we end up together and I change for yo’ ass.” I turned onto the freeway. “You ain’t no more special than Kharla, Maia, Sienna, or even Cadence. Understand that shit.”

      I listened to her sniffle lightly, but it didn’t faze me.

      “Then why does Blaise get special treatment? I mean, you stopped me from sucking your dick to go see her. Do you know how that makes me feel?”

      “You been knew I was in love with Blaise, so quit acting surprised. Blaise is gon’ always come before any other female. I don’t care what hole my dick is in at the moment. Quit this bullshit you on, Megyn, or I swear to God I’ll cut yo’ ass off. I’ll be damned if I allow a bitch I’m just fucking to stress me.”

      “So whenever she calls, you’re gonna just run?”

      “Like a slave to its master. So get familiar or quit fucking with me. It’s up to you. I don’t give a fuck either way, baby.”

      “I heard she’s been with a few, just so you know.”

      “And I still want her. I hope you feel better now that you said that dumb shit, but you can see it ain’t do a fucking thing to help yo’ case.” I exited the freeway and stopped by the curb of a shopping center. “Get out my fucking whip.”

      “What?”

      Reaching over, I yanked the latch to open the door before pushing it outward.

      “Get yo’ ass out. You can’t ride in my shit until you learn to respect my baby.” I sped off as soon as she shut the door, and a few moments later, she texted me.

      Megyn: I do have respect for Blaise, I’m sorry.

      Chuckling, I busted a bitch, then went back to get her pathetic ass. I gave it a few more weeks of me knocking that pussy down until I cut her ass off for good.
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      September 28… Birthday Girl…

      Today was my twenty-fourth birthday, and I was so excited to go to dinner with my friends and have my club bash this weekend. This morning I was going to get my hair done with Priscilla, and then the rest of the pampering would continue throughout the day.

      As I put my things into my Chanel bag I’d purchased myself as a birthday gift, my iPhone began ringing. I saw it was a FaceTime call from Belly. I answered because I was curious as to why he was calling, when he’d called me at midnight to wish me a happy birthday then showed up five minutes later with a cupcake for us to share. I hated him.

      “Yes,” I answered, unable to contain my smile at the sight of his handsome face.

      “Come down here.”

      “Fine.” I hung up, put on my Rolex, then headed downstairs. For the day, I was wearing a cute yellow dress with some Fendi stilettos.

      “Happy birthday, Miss Cansino,” Gary called out to me as I clicked through the lobby.

      “Thank you. How did you remem… ber?” My last word was snapped in half when I spotted Belly outside holding a bunch of balloons, a box, and leaning up against a deep black Mercedes AMG GLE coupe truck. I could tell it had been custom made, because of the color and the lights. “Cortez,” I whispered as I walked out of my building.

      “Happy birthday, beautiful.” He grinned, making me do the same as I neared him.

      “Cortez, what the fuck.” I covered my face, but when we got close to one another, he moved them to kiss me lightly since I had on lipstick.

      I looked all around the beautiful car, cheesing hard as ever, as he put my balloons in the trunk. The interior was red, and my initials were stitched into the headrests. When I looked into the back seat, I saw two bags from Prada and then one from Saks Fifth. Just as I turned around, there Belly was in the doorway of the driver’s side.

      “I hope you like all the shit. You better like it.” He handed me a red box which had chocolate covered strawberries inside.

      “I do. Kiss.”

      “Oh shit, I get a kiss?” He leaned down into my face to peck me. “Can I eat yo’ pussy too?”

      “Okay, that’s enough, nigga.” I chuckled.

      “So what’s the plan for tonight?”

      “Dinner, but you’re not invited.” I surveyed my beautiful new car some more. “Just kidding. You can come if you want, but it’s nothing special.”

      “It is special.” He kissed me again. “But I’ll see.”

      We chatted a little longer, and after I took some photos of my gifts for social media, I left to my hair appointment. The girl who did my hair, Phila, had some magic hands. And she did any style I wanted for free, as long as I posted a selfie and tagged her on my hair. Me posting that she did my hair got her a lot of clients, so she didn’t mind doing my head for free. I loved me some Phila, because no matter what, she would always fit me in and did my hair however, whenever.

      I arrived to Phila’s in my beautiful new car, and Priscilla came running out with her jaw on the floor.

      “You bought a new car?” she asked, eyes wide as hell as she stepped down off the curb to observe.

      “No, Mr. Khalil gave me a birthday gift.” I chuckled.

      Once she was done checking out the inside and looking at my gifts from Prada and Saks, we headed into the shop.

      “You still think he doesn’t love you?” Priscilla inquired with a smile.

      “I don’t know,” I half lied, cheesing myself. “I mean, I don’t doubt that he does, but Cortez loving me doesn’t equal him being faithful, unfortunately. And I’m sure all his other hoes think he loves them too.”

      “Surely Megyn does. The bitch got a tattoo.”

      “Happy birthday, beautiful!” Phila shouted, walking toward me as soon as I entered her shop. We hugged, then I embraced her assistant Emily, and Priscilla followed suit. “So just your usual or something different?”

      “Usual, with deep body waves.”

      The four of us began chatting, talking about random girl stuff. I loved Phila’s shop, and she always made sure when I got my hair done, that no one else was here. I wasn’t down for gossip talk, especially because 90 percent of the time, the women here wanted to be all up in my business. So it was nice getting my hair done with just usually Phila and I, sometimes her assistant.

      Suddenly, the bell to her shop sounded off, so Emily went to open the door. In walked Romelo, looking very suave, and carrying a gift. He walked it over to me, so I set my glass of juice to the side to open it.

      “Happy birthday, my love.” He smirked, licking his lips.

      “Thanks, Rome.”

      I ripped open the package to see he’d gotten me some diamond earrings, and though they were beautiful, I didn’t know how to feel. This was an extremely expensive gift, I could tell, and when a man spent this much on you, he expected something in return, whether it be pussy or your heart. I wasn’t ready to give Romelo either.

      “What’s wrong? Not your style?” he quizzed.

      “No, they are my style, I just… nothing. Thank you, babe.” He leaned down to kiss me, but I shied away slightly, so his lips landed on the corner of my mouth. The whole encounter was just awkward.

      He talked to me for a little bit, and when he finally left, I felt like I could breathe again.

      “Girl, you’re acting like that fine ass nigga didn’t just come in here and lace you in diamonds,” Phila said.

      “No, Romelo is sweet. I just don’t need something this expensive.”

      “Shit, give it to me.” Emily scoffed, and we all burst into laughter.

      After I got my hair done, I went to get Island so we could have lunch, hit the nail salon, go to the movies, and do some shopping.
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      Later that night…

      We were currently at Maestro’s Steakhouse in Beverly Hills for my birthday dinner. In attendance were Romelo, two of Romelo’s friends, Priscilla, Rafi, some of Rafi’s friends, Alivia, my old friend Mindy, Phila, Emily, and I allowed Izzy to come. She unfortunately brought Nichole, but since she gave me a nice ass gift, I wasn’t tripping.

      The restaurant was really lux, with dim lighting and just a great atmosphere. I couldn’t stop smiling because today had been perfect, and this was a great way to end it.

      “You know Helen wanted to come. She’s sorry, Blaise,” Mindy let me know, and I rolled my eyes as I ate some of the appetizer. We’d already ordered our entrees.

      “Yeah, she texted me. I didn’t reply. I wanted tonight to be drama free, and knowing her, I’d have to slap her ass again.”

      Everyone at the table chuckled as I checked my phone since I had a text. I saw it was Five-Star.

      Jelani: Why you send the shit back?

      Jelani: You look good as fuck tonight, I saw the photo.

      Jelani: Let me make love to you tonight.

      I rolled my eyes and locked my phone. He’d sent one of his flunkies to bring me a bunch of gifts, along with a plane ticket to Italy, as if I would really travel with him. I turned his ass right around.

      “Please stand up so we can see this dress,” Nichole chimed in. “I saw your post on Instagram, but I need an in person look.”

      She was annoying, but my Balmain dress was bomb. It was very short, black, and tight, with silver embroidery all over it. I made sure to wear the Balmain purse Belly bought me a while back because it matched perfectly. My black leather stilettos were Balmain as well.

      As I stood up to show my dress, Romelo touched my thigh.

      “I can’t wait to get you home,” he spoke lowly.

      Suddenly, a little bit of ruckus and clamoring could be heard amongst the men a few tables away. I realized they were happy to see none other than Belly, rolling into Maestro’s with his ContraBandz gang and Manny. He nodded his head to the men who cheered him on damn near in the upscale restaurant, but then proceeded to my table. The waiters immediately began gathering chairs for his friends, but Belly walked right over to where I was, with Romelo right next to me.

      As if Romelo wasn’t even here, he leaned down to kiss me, parting my lips a bit, and making it juicy. I was horny that quickly and not caring that he was infringing upon my somewhat date with Romelo.

      “Get up,” he told Romelo coolly, once he pulled from our kiss.

      “Man, come on, you—”

      BAM!

      Belly had snatched Romelo up by his collar, yanked him out of the chair and onto the floor. I was sure Romelo had broken his tailbone from how hard he’d hit it.

      “Move, muthafucka.” Belly kicked Romelo’s leg in order to pull the chair out some so he could have a seat. “You can take yo’ ass home. You ain’t needed.”

      Everyone was in shock, and if they had pearls on, they’d be clutching them. Like nothing was wrong, Belly began ordering a drink from the waiter since he was standing there with his mouth open a little bit. Finally, Romelo stood to his feet, and I was too embarrassed for him to look in his face. I felt him staring at me, but I ignored it until he and his friends left to go downstairs and exit.

      A few moments of silence went by before everyone at our table, and even some at the tables on either side of us, began roaring with laughter. After the appetizers came, Belly gifted me a canary yellow diamond ring, causing everyone at the table to ogle it and comment.

      Even though earlier was a mess, the rest of my dinner was perfect, especially because I had Belly here.

      By the time we finished eating, taking pictures, and just enjoying everyone’s company, it was 11 p.m., so we all left. Since I’d rode in with Alivia, I allowed Belly to drive me home.

      As soon as we got into the car, he turned on “Birthday” by Usher, and I was so ashamed by how hard I was smiling. No matter how stoic I tried to be around Belly, it never worked. He knew just what to do and say, which had been quite annoying during this breakup. I’d never heard the song until now, but I surely liked it; he knew I would. We gave one another a look as he grabbed my hand then kissed it.

      “Blaise, man.” He shook his head after looking me over for a little bit before turning onto the freeway. “You’re perfect, baby.”

      “No I’m not.”

      “To me you are. A nigga coming from where I come from, sees you as a prize.” I said nothing, just looked out the window blushing and enjoying Usher’s flawless vocals. “Did you enjoy today?” Belly asked, turning on the heater.

      “I did. Even though while I was getting my hair done, you posted me on your page and had my phone blowing up.”

      “My bad.” He laughed.

      “You had the blogs going crazy and your little girlfriends mad.”

      “I guess because I’ve never done that shit before.”

      I smiled to myself just as I noticed we were in Inglewood, pulling into the parking lot of the Serving Spoon, his favorite breakfast place.

      “Cortez, what are you doing? We just ate.”

      “Come on. I wanna show you something.”

      Rolling my eyes, I let him help me out of the car, and we held hands as we walked up to the entrance. It was dark inside, which made sense since they were closed. After using a key to get inside, we walked in, with Belly locking the doors back behind us.

      “Cortez, what is this?” I beamed, seeing he’d placed dark sheets against the windows but had candles out and rose petals all over the old carpet of the diner.

      He led me to one of the booth tables that had a birthday cake on it. He lit the candles that were on the table and then removed the cake from the pink box. Sticking a two and a four candle into it, he lit it.

      “Blow these muthafuckas out after you make a wish. If this diner burns down, I’m blaming it on yo’ ass.”

      Chuckling, I closed my eyes, made a wish, and then blew them out.

      “Okay, all done.” I giggled as he sat down. He brought me into his lap, kissing my jawline softly, while hugging my body.

      He cut a slice of the cake then placed it on the small ceramic plate. Taking the fork that was on a napkin, he penetrated the cake with it then fed the piece to me. I took the utensil from him, then did the same, before pressing my lips against his.

      “Shit is good.” He frowned, looking over the cake as if he were surprised.

      “I know. Is this from some fancy bakery?” I inquired, still enjoying the remnants on my tongue.

      “Hell nah. I got this shit from Ralphs around the fucking corner. I already bought yo’ ass a car and a bunch of other shit. The cake had to be cheap.”

      Laughing, I responded, “Well I love it. Thank you.”

      As I ate another piece, I felt him eyeing the side of my face before saying, “Is it possible, Blaise, that you could tell me whatever the fuck I need to do to be back with you.”

      I stared down into his eyes, a bit caught off guard as I swallowed the tasty cake.

      “You can’t have these women, Cortez. That’s a given.”

      “Done. What else?”

      “So just like that, no more of any of them? You’re not going to associate with them, let alone fuck them?”

      “Just like that. Them bitches are placeholders, Blaise. I only need all of them because I ain’t got you. And even having all of them hoes, it still ain’t the same shit, and it still ain’t enough. You the only one that can keep a nigga satisfied.”

      “Then how did Cadence convince you to cheat?”

      “She didn’t convince me to do shit. I did it because I was stupid as fuck, and the concept of being in a relationship was foreign to me. But I’ve learned a lot, still am, and I want you to give a nigga a try.”

      “I don’t know, Cortez. I’m not going to be one of those women that people point and laugh at because of how stupid she is over a man. No, I won’t. I’ve never been that type, and I won’t start.”

      “You won’t be, I promise. It won’t be a bunch of bullshit, with me fucking different bitches and lying. I swear to you.” He looked me dead in the eyes, intensely. “It’s gon’ be me, you, Island, and then this one.” He touched my abdomen.

      “You’ll be going from a womanizing bachelor to damn near a family man. You realize that, right?”

      “Yeah, that’s my new shit now.” He kissed my neck, making me titter delicately. “Plus, I like eating pussy, and I can’t really do that shit with four and five bitches.”

      The fact that he was serious made me shake my head.

      “You think you can only be with me? Meaning only having sex with me, only being intimate with me, even emotionally? No one else?”

      “Nah, I know I can. I’ve been missing the fuck out of you. If you only knew.” He watched me as I pondered. “Please, Blaise. I can’t believe you got me out here begging and shit like a hoe.” I cackled louder than I wanted to but then nodded as I stared down into my lap. “But I want yo’ ass that badly.”

      “This is your one last chance, Cortez, and you’re going to be on the thinnest ice ever for a minute. I don’t care what you buy me, how many times you pop up, how many men you run off, or how many speeches you give me, I will never take you back. If I have to be a nun, I will before I get back with you.”

      “If I planned on fucking up, all that shit you talking would scare me.” Using his finger to steer my face toward his, he added, “I’m gon’ have yo’ ass bragging about how good yo’ nigga is.”

      I wanted to be pessimistic, but the look in his eyes and the way he’d spoken had convinced me. I wasn’t sure if I was foolish to believe him or if he was being honest and I could sense it. My gut told me he’d be different this time, and as a woman, my gut had never told me something untrue, even when I didn’t want it to be true.

      Belly reached for my zipper and started to bring it downward, so I stood up in front of him and let it fall. Pulling me closer, he kissed my stomach while gripping my hips, then removed my panties. I had on no bra, so I was only in heels at the moment.

      Standing, he towered over me and then slipped his tongue into my mouth. My pussy was throbbing for him, as he roughly scooped me up and placed me on the table. Thankfully, he’d covered it in a red tablecloth. Finally pulling away from my mouth, he kissed down toward my breasts and began to toy with my nipples, using his tongue.

      “Cortez.” I moaned his name as soon as I felt the warmth of his mouth on my clit.

      He sat down in the booth, gripped my thighs tightly, and began sucking my bud, twirling around it with his tongue here and there. Pushing my right leg upward some, he ate me even more passionately, moaning subtly. In no time, I was climaxing, gripping the edges of the table. I caressed his head as he continued, hungrily attacking my pussy with his mouth and using the perfect amount of pressure. After I exploded again, he licked between my lower lips a few times, then came up to tongue me down.

      “I always wanna fuck you so badly,” he whispered as I helped him unbuckle his jeans.

      He wasted no time, yanking me to the edge of the table and barging inside of me. I came immediately due to the pressure of his long, thick dick and the sensitivity I already felt from him eating my pussy. He got right to fucking me hard, and I could feel my juices spilling out over his shaft every time he plunged inside of me.

      Belly sucked my lips while holding tightly onto my ass as he pounded between my legs. He had my thighs over his forearms, giving him the utmost access.

      “Mmm, shit,” I whimpered, digging my nails into him.

      As soon as I came again, he pulled out to finish undressing. I watched, filled with lust at how fine he was. From his deep mahogany complexion, to his lean yet muscular, tall build and all those tattoos. His body was so chiseled, his skin was so smooth, and the way those long eyelashes moved like fans every time he blinked made him beautiful. My skin got hot watching him lick his lips as his big hands grabbed onto me, flipping me over.

      Pressing my upper body onto the table, Belly slid back inside of me, holding my ass cheeks apart.

      “Fuck,” he groaned, stroking me slowly.

      “Yo-you get so deep.” I let my teeth sink into my lip as my eyes stayed shut.

      I felt my nectar dripping between my thighs, just as Belly began beating it up. He gripped the back of my neck tightly and hammered me mercilessly as I cried out. I felt an actual tear drip down my cheek as I came yet again, gripping the table because he was going so hard on me. Our skin slapping and our moans were making a song of their own. Only a few pumps later of him all in my stomach, and he was letting loose.

      He leaned down on me, still inside, caressing my body and sucking my lips. My legs felt so weak, and I knew I wouldn’t be able to walk on them.

      We kissed for a long while before he finally pulled out of me and turned me to face him. He helped me redress and then put his clothes on before we left to his house. When we arrived, we took a hot shower together after round two then went to bed.

      This was hands down the best birthday.
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      Next weekend…

      Tonight, Mindy had invited me out because she’d had her baby and wanted to celebrate. I knew Helen and Nichole would be there, so I wasn’t interested in going, but Mindy was cool, so I decided I’d show my face.

      “Thank you,” I told the girl who’d escorted me to the section Mindy was in at the club.

      “Hey, pretty!” Mindy shouted excitedly, hopping up to hug me. When I let her go, I saw Nichole right behind, and she yanked me into a hug. She was so desperate to be my friend again that I felt bad for her. I didn’t want to. I wanted to hate her, but she was pitiful.

      “Wow, you look good.” I eyed Mindy, taking her hand so she could do a spin.

      “Girl, it’s called Spanx, but I’m working on it.” She turned around to glance at the table then said, “There are plenty of drinks and stuff, or you can get something from the bar.”

      “Thanks.”

      I went to sit down next to Mindy, and Nichole sat on the other side of me. I saw Helen on the other side of Mindy, but I chose not to speak.

      “Hi, Blaise.” Helen leaned forward so she could see me. I said nothing back, so Mindy stupidly switched seats with Helen so she could be right next to me. I rolled my eyes. “I wanted to apologize for my comments at the baby shower. Despite what you think, I do care about you, and I was only wanting you to see the real. That wasn’t cool though.”

      “I’m really not in the mood, Helen, so please.” I put my hand up.

      “I get it. I just wanted to say that I was sorry.”

      “K.”

      “This is just like old times when we’d all go out!” Mindy shouted excitedly. I gave her a smile, because I could tell she really wanted to have a good time. “Let’s take some shots!”

      “Oh no, I’m good. I’ve drank enough last week for my birthday,” I lied.

      “Aww, okay. Well, everybody else.” Mindy handed off shot glasses, and I just poured some of the cranberry juice in mine before we clinked then took them down.

      I stayed for about an hour and a half, but my bladder was filling up by the second, so I decided to leave. Before I did though, I needed to pee, so I headed back toward the bathroom. Before I was even in good, someone walked in behind me, and of course, it was Megyn.

      Ignoring her, I went into the stall to pee, but I could see through the slit on the side of the door that she was waiting for me. I wiped then flushed before coming out to wash my hands in the plush sink of the luxury club.

      “I know you know who I am, Blaise, so no need for an introduction.” Megyn leaned on the sink.

      “I do. You have a lash company, right? Used to be a stripper or something?” I avoided looking at her as I reapplied my lipstick.

      “Yes, and you used to be an urban model, but now you do a few movies. Yes, we’ve seen each other around, but I’m talking about knowing me as someone in Cortez’s life.”

      “An old fuck buddy.” I shoved my lipstick into my small Dior bag.

      “No, not an old fuck buddy. I’m his… we’re doing our thing.”

      I laughed so hard as I brushed my hair.

      “Girl, you’re hemming me up in the bathroom about a nigga you can’t even call your man?” I chuckled some more. “How embarrassing.”

      “He is my man, I just didn’t feel the need to say it. But look, he and I were perfectly fine until you decided you wanted him back after your little birthday.”

      “Oh no, I don’t know about perfectly fine. Your man was definitely still calling, texting, coming by, kind of acting like my man. And didn’t he make you wait on hold while he gave me head? Get serious.”

      “Anyway, he was doing the same texting and calling thing with me, so you’re not special.”

      “Don’t you just love when he tells you he loves you, right before he eats your pussy? It’s something about it.” I cocked my head, and when I saw her lips tighten, I chuckled. “Oh, that never happened to you, huh?”

      “Look, what I want you to do is move on to whoever is next in your lineup, and leave Cortez to me.”

      If I actually cared about what she thought, I’d tell her I was carrying his baby, but I felt like she just might kill herself if I did.

      “No, he’s my man now. And because he’s mine, you’ll no longer be able to get in touch with him.” I walked to the bathroom door to leave.

      “I can get in touch with him whenever the fuck I want!” Megyn turned to face me, scowling.

      “Okay, try tonight and see if he answers. Goodnight.” I grinned then yanked the door open so I could leave.

      All of Belly’s bitches were in for a rude awakening. Their access to his dick and attention was no more.
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      The next day…

      

      I was putting all of my shit into my bag because I had to go to Dionne’s dance rehearsal for more photos. She hit me up asking if I still planned to, and I agreed. I still loved Dionne, and also, I wanted to see Priscilla. Priscilla and I had no reason to communicate really, and I found myself bothered by it. But as interested in her as I was, I found it hard for her to turn me on sexually.

      The other night I went to her Instagram to look through her pictures, and not even the sexiest ones got my dick hard. That said a lot, because back in the day before my addiction, I would have been able to jack off to at least 60 percent of the shit she’d posted. Lately, the only woman that could turn me on was Nichole, and I guess it was because she had the same tendencies as females like Swan and so on.

      When I pulled up into the parking lot of the studio, I saw Priscilla pulling stuff out of her trunk. Quickly, I hopped out, making extra noise so she’d know I was here. I ain’t even know why I was doing all this bullshit, because there were too many obstacles in the way of us becoming any damn thing.

      “Hey.” I heard her voice, and when I looked, she was walking up to me yet glancing over her shoulder occasionally.

      “What’s up? I ain’t even see you.” I kept taking my equipment from the trunk.

      “Dionne’s already inside, so I wanted to talk to you before we went in.”

      “About?” I stopped to look down into her pretty face.

      “Well, she expressed to me that she thinks you’re sleeping with other women, and she seemed pretty broken up about it.”

      “I don’t think she’s that broken up. She’s got her own shit to worry about, and I haven’t been the apple of her eye exactly.”

      “Yeah, she told me about her thing with Belly, but you should really try to work things out with her. I mean, are you cheating on her?”

      “I’m sorry. I’m a bit confused on what this has to do with you, Priscilla. I get that she told you this shit, in confidence I’m sure, but you’re a little too invested, don’t you think?”

      “No, I don’t think! I’m simply trying to help her out, so I wanted information. But I see you’re too ignorant.”

      “Nah, you wanna know for yourself, don’t you?”

      “Excuse me?”

      “You don’t even know Dionne enough to care about her like that, Priscilla.” Moving closer, I lowered my voice. “Because we had our little incident, you’re wondering if I did the same with someone else.”

      “No, nigga. What is wrong with you? I have a boyfriend that I am in love with, so why the fuck would I care who you cheat with?”

      “Then what are we talking about?”

      “You… you and Dionne. This has nothing to do with me. I’m in a relationship already!”

      “Yeah, with a nigga that everybody and their mama knows is single but you!” I barked. I was annoyed with the fact that she said she had a man every two seconds. Every damn time I talked to her, she had to mention that she had a man.

      Priscilla just gaped up at me, almost like she was about to cry.

      “You know what? Fuck this and you.” She abruptly turned around and switched off.

      I wasn’t sure if what I was saying about her feeling me was true, but it seemed like it. I knew Dionne and Priscilla had gotten cool, but Priscilla and Blaise were closer. I highly doubted that after finding out Dionne had a thing for Belly, that Priscilla still saw her as a friend; a friend good enough to make her investigate on her behalf. Nah, Priscilla was asking for herself and only a little for Dionne.

      After calming down and taking a few deep breaths, I went inside of the studio to do my job. It took a couple hours, and I left right after to go home for a shower.

      Tonight I was meeting the homies at the club, and even though I’d much rather be with Swan or at the brothel period, I needed to show my face.

      I crept down the block (down the block)… Made a right (yeah, right)… Cut the lights, (yeah, what) paid the price (yeah)

      “Sicko Mode” by Travis Scott was spilling through the club speakers as I made my way to the section the homies were in. When Belly and I made eye contact, I nodded my head to say what’s up, and he returned the gesture. Going over, I dapped everyone up then took a seat next to him.

      “My bad for the shit I said about Blaise. And I appreciate you for not fucking Dionne when I was with her.”

      “You good.” He inhaled on the blunt. “Blaise is my girl, and disrespecting her is disrespecting me. So I had to crack yo’ shit.”

      Laughing, I replied, “I wouldn’t respect you if you didn’t.”

      He nodded then added, “And when you get a girl that ain’t on some bullshit, I’ll respect her ass as well. But if she a skeezer like Dionne, don’t expect it.”

      “I hear you.” Pulling my phone out, I went to Priscilla’s Instagram then scrolled to a picture of her in some little ass shorts. “Between me and you, would this have you ready to… you know?” I showed Belly.

      He glanced down at it and replied, “That’s my girl’s friend. But I’ll put it like this, I love to fuck, so them white bitches in three-piece suits on the front of them Macy’s brochures be having me ready to smash.”

      I burst into laughter, despite me not liking his answer, because now I knew something was really wrong with my ass.

      I left the club about two hours later and went straight to Woodland Hills where the brothel house was. I couldn’t get inside fast enough, and it amazed me how I was already hardening below my waist at the thought of Swan.

      “Hello, Mr. Dade.” Geena grinned.

      “Sup. I’m here for Swan.”

      “Swan is busy, but we have some new ladies here that I think you may like.” She led me to the room where all the girls were. She waved one over with long brown hair and a round face. She looked innocent, which I liked. “This is Carrie.”

      “Hi.” Carrie smiled, adjusting her robe, flashing me a little bit.

      “Nice to meet you.”

      Carrie took my hand and guided me up the stairs, down the long hall, and to a bedroom I’d never been in before.

      “I’m new here, so I don’t know what you like. I’m still getting to know everyone. So what are you in to?”

      “Making love.” I smirked, removing my shirt.

      “Okay.” She nodded, grinning. She was pretty as hell, so if she performed well, she would be my back up. “I just need half now.”

      “Oh shit, right.”

      I peeled off some cash then handed it over. After counting, she slipped it into the same silk bag Swan used, then set it on the vanity.

      “Dom or sub?”

      “Sub for right now.” I fell back, so she straddled me, unbuckling my jeans.

      “Whatever you want to do, I’m willing to do it for you, okay?” She gave me a soft smile. “You’re so handsome. Ooh.” She licked her lips once she released my dick.

      Sitting up, I helped her undress while kissing on her neck then flipped her onto her back. Once we were both naked, she grabbed a condom from the drawer next to us then handed it to me. After sliding it down, I entered Carrie and almost nutted immediately. Yeah, she would for sure be my Plan B.
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      The next morning…

      I’d slept peacefully at the brothel, and Carrie was right with me. She charged a little more than Swan to lay up, but it was cool. When I opened my eyes though, she was gone, so I hopped up to get dressed so I could bounce. Grabbing my phone from the dresser, I saw I had a text from Nichole.

      Nichole: Seeing me today?

      Me: Yeah, ready for breakfast? I’ll come get you in like an hour and a half.

      Nichole: Okay.

      I smiled to myself, slipping my iPhone into my pocket as I left the bedroom. In the hallway, I spotted Swan leaving the bathroom in a towel, and when we made eye contact, she tried to rush into her room, but I grabbed her.

      “Aye, you can’t speak?” I cocked my head to make eye contact since she refused to look at me.

      “Sorry, I didn’t see you.”

      “I saw you see me, Swan. And why have you been busy every time I come here lately?”

      “You just come at the wrong times. Can you let me go? This hurts.”

      I did as she asked then exhaled heavily.

      “You know I can see you outside of here. You’ll make the same amount of money.”

      “I can’t. It’s against Geena’s rules.”

      “Fuck Geena,” I shouted in a whisper, frowning. “Imagine keeping all your profit and only having to fuck with me.”

      “I… I don’t know, Will.”

      “Let’s try for a week. Figure a way to get out of here for just a couple hours a day, make some extra cash. If you like our arrangement, we can keep it up.”

      “Okay.” She nodded, half smiling.

      “Put your number in, and I’ll text you this evening.” I kissed her lips, sliding my phone into her hand.

      I felt good walking out, but on the way home, that usual guilt began to fall over me. I felt like shit was getting worse by the month. The fact that I was willing to blow cash on Swan just to let me fuck was wild. Not to mention I was thinking of giving Carrie the same offer, just for the days I couldn’t get Swan. This shit was getting beyond just a couple visits a week.

      After getting home for a shower and to brush my teeth, I got dressed then went to pick Nichole up. Since she felt like she was my secret and wanted to stop fucking with me, I had to put in some effort. She was the only woman in my life that I could sleep with and feel normal afterwards, so I couldn’t quite let her go yet. She was the only thing keeping me sane.

      “Thank you.” Nichole smiled when I pulled her chair out. “So chivalrous.”

      “Of course.” I sat across from her. “So does that Ian dude know about me or what?”

      “No, why would he? I thought we were just, you know, friends, working on getting serious.”

      “I mean, yeah, we are.” I nodded. “I just, I mean… what are yo’ plans with him? You act like you love him on social media, but you’re spending time with me and sleeping with me, asking me to take you seriously.”

      I was a little salty, but I wasn’t gon’ admit it.

      “Look, Will, I do love Ian, but Ian is a very busy NFL player who makes time for me when he can. Sometimes I go a whole week without seeing him, and I need attention, so I get it elsewhere.”

      “From me.”

      “Yes, from you.”

      “Just me?”

      “Yes, just you. Despite what you think, I’m not sleeping with every man who looks my way.”

      “I don’t think that. You do what you gotta do to get by or to get what you want though.”

      “So.”

      “I like it.”

      Nichole’s odd expression turned to a wide grin after hearing my statement. I smiled back at her, but it faded when I saw Priscilla coming out of one of the establishments next door. Her eyes went from me to Nichole. I told myself she didn’t know her, even though I was sure she probably did since Nichole was cool with Blaise.

      “Oh, hello.” Priscilla came over.

      “Oh, hi, Priscilla.” Nichole gave a quick smile.

      “I didn’t know you two knew each other.” Priscilla looked me in the eyes.

      “Yeah, we do; just friends though,” I assured her. The look Priscilla gave me let me know that I was right about what I’d said at the dance studio; she was feeling me.

      “Right. Well, have a nice lunch or whatever this is.”

      I turned to watch her rush off before letting out an exasperated breath. I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing.
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      I picked out my outfit for the night, just a pair of jeans, a cute top, and some Gucci heels to go along. I wasn’t in the mood to go out because I wasn’t feeling well, but I needed the fresh air and female company.

      Once I had my outfit laid on my big California King bed, I tapped my iPhone to see the time. When I saw I had a missed call from Ian, I snatched it up to return it. I’d been wanting to talk to him about my newfound pregnancy, but I was afraid to.

      Not only was I unsure of who the father was between he and Will, but I didn’t get the vibe that Ian wanted a baby. Also, I surely didn’t want a baby by Will. Yes, he was cool, far from broke, and fine, but he wasn’t my type. I loved ballers and niggas with names that rang bells like Ian and Belly. And speaking of Belly, that was the only reason I was even fucking Will.

      “Hey, baby,” Ian cooed into the phone with his raspy voice.

      “Hi.” I sat down at my large vanity. I was in my robe, preparing to do my makeup for the night.

      “How you been? I miss you.”

      “I’ve been okay, just a little lonely. I miss you too. When are you coming back to LA?”

      “Top of next week. I can fly you out here, baby.”

      “I umm, I have a job I have to do, so I can’t. But if things change, I will let you know so you can buy my ticket.”

      “Aight, fasho. But other than that, you’re good?”

      “Yes. I did see a new Celine bag I wanted, but other that, I’m fine.” I chuckled along with him as I spread lotion on my legs.

      “Alright, I got you. I’ll transfer some shopping money tomorrow morning.”

      It got quiet for a little bit as I contemplated telling him about the possible baby we were having.

      “Hey, so I have to tell you something. It’s not a big deal, but I just want to keep you up to date,” I half lied. Me, Nichole Carriage, being pregnant, was a huge fucking deal. This would throw a wrench in my lifestyle.

      “What’s up, baby?”

      “So my period is pretty late, and I think I may be pregnant. It’s not for sure, but I’m mentioning it because my period is usually right on time.”

      I couldn’t bring myself to tell him I was 100 percent pregnant and had been for a little minute. I wanted to drop a tiny bit just to see his reaction so I’d be able to gauge how he’d take the news of me telling him I in fact was pregnant down the line.

      “Uh…” It sounded like he was sitting up. “Nichole, you know right now I’m busy as hell, traveling for games, endorsements, and shit. I can’t…” He sighed. “I can’t focus on a baby at the moment.”

      His response hurt my feelings; I’d be lying if I said it didn’t.

      “Right, yeah. But I’m probably not pregnant anyways, so it should be fine.” He was silent which scared me. “Ian, relax. I highly doubt I’m pregnant. Forget I even said anything, okay?”

      “When can you find out for sure?”

      “Well, I can take a pregnancy test, and I’ll FaceTime you with the results.” Why the fuck did I offer that?

      “Yeah, do that. I’ll talk to you soon, aight?”

      “Okay, and Ian, don’t worry about this, okay? I love you.”

      “Love you too.” He hung up instantly, and when I pulled the phone away, I just stared down at it.

      After crying for a good five minutes, I washed my face again then put on my makeup. I was dressed to go about an hour later, so I left out to the restaurant.

      I’d only been seated long enough to order a glass of wine, before Blaise walked up to the table. She looked pretty in her jeans and top, with her hair flowing down. I took a very small sip of the wine for show, because I didn’t want it to be alarming, seeing me not drink. And I’d heard wine was okay for pregnant people.

      “I’m glad you came.” I smiled.

      “I was hungry.” She gave a soft smile to the waitress who approached to take her drink order. When I saw Blaise ask for a non-alcoholic drink, I felt foolish for having wine, I didn’t want, for appearances.

      “Well, regardless of why you’re here, I’m happy you are. I know we’ve had some issues these past few months, but I really do miss you, Blaise. And I mean, give me some credit; I was right about what I saw Belly doing.”

      “If we’re going to be around one another, Nichole, I can’t have you mentioning Cortez. Every time you mention him, I’m going to punch you, so just remember that before you open your mouth.”

      “Okay, well, that shouldn’t be a problem.” I looked up at the waitress who’d set down Blaise’s drink. “Can I have some water please?”

      “Sure thing.” She pranced off.

      “I see you’ve been cutting back on the drinks. Any reason why?” I tilted my head.

      “Nope. I just haven’t been in the mood for a drink. I don’t like the way it makes me feel.”

      “Oh, okay. I thought you were pregnant for a second.” I laughed.

      “No, I’m not pregnant.” I noticed she kept her attention on the menu.

      A part of me felt like she was lying, but then again, I knew Blaise. She’d been with a few men since Five-Star and didn’t get pregnant as promised. Belly wasn’t any different, so I doubted she was knocked up by him.

      We ordered our food once I got my water and made small talk as we waited.

      “So Blaise, you mentioned earlier that you weren’t pregnant, and because of that, I was wondering if maybe you could help me with something.”

      “Like what?”

      “I’m going to tell you something, but I want you to keep it a secret. That means don’t tell anyone, not even your bestie Priscilla.”

      I didn’t like Priscilla at all. I felt like she’d stolen Blaise from me, despite us still hanging out a lot before our fall out. Also, Priscilla was just so boring, and I honestly didn’t see why Blaise kicked it with her. Blaise and I were the same types, and then there was vanilla Priscilla. I mean, she could barely go anywhere that we wanted to go. I also felt she was a little dumb, or at least playing dumb, because the Three Blind Mice could see that Rafi was doing dirt and wanted to appear single for the hoes.

      “I won’t tell, Nichole. Now what is it.”

      Under my breath, I mumbled, “I’m pregnant.”

      “What? By who?” Blaise’s eyes bucked. I made a face, so she chuckled. “Sorry. I mean, it’s not like you don’t act single occasionally. So are you keeping it?”

      “I don’t want to, but I can’t kill it.”

      “I’m not understanding what favor you need from me.”

      “I need you to come home with me, get my stainless-steel tongs, spread my legs, and pull this thing out.” Blaise stared me down for what seemed like forever before I burst into laughter.

      “Bitch, you are insane.” She snickered.

      “No, but I told Ian that I might be pregnant, and he didn’t respond well. So to calm him, I explained that I was sure I wasn’t and would pee on a test to prove it.”

      “Okay, but how the hell are you gonna do that if you’re… pregnant. No, Nichole, I am not taking the test for you.”

      “Please, Blaise. What harm can it do? It’s just until he returns home, and when he does, I will be honest with him.”

      “What’s the difference in being honest with him now?”

      “Because I need to be in his face so I can put it on him after the news. That will help him accept this better.”

      “Nichole, Ian is a grown ass man, and I’m sure he knows fucking with no condom can result in a baby. You shouldn’t have to coddle him to make him accept anything. Whether he likes the news or not, the baby has been made, and it’s coming. He’ll get over it.”

      “Yes, but I don’t want him to get over me. Can you just do it, Blaise? I mean, what’s the problem? You’re acting like I’m trying to fake a pregnancy and like I won’t eventually tell him.”

      “Nichole, I just can’t do it, and I won’t do it. I won’t assist you in babying a grown ass man who willingly slept with you with no protection. He’s twenty-eight years old and rich as fuck; one baby won’t kill him.”

      “Fine, I’ll just… I don’t know.” I turned to look down at the menu. I knew Blaise was still watching me. I didn’t get why she couldn’t do this; it was harmless.

      I felt her touch my hand, so I looked up from reading about the chicken dish.

      “Be honest with him, and if he decides to leave you, then you don’t want him anyway. If he’s a real man, he’ll accept this and help you raise the baby.”

      “Thanks.”

      That was the difference between Blaise and I, despite so many similarities. She had this idea in her head that she didn’t need a man and could be perfectly fine without one. Me, on the other hand, I knew I needed dick on a consistent basis, right along with companionship.

      For the rest of the dinner, we didn’t talk about my request, and everything seemed to be cool. I had faith Blaise and I could get back close.
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      One week later…

      I was currently in Atlanta with Will. We’d been getting pretty cozy since Ian decided he needed to stay out of town for a couple more days. I knew it was because of the baby news, and it made me feel physically sick thinking I’d lost him. Ian had been the biggest fish I’d ever caught, and I couldn’t lose him. On the bright side, I was enjoying Will, especially the twenty-four-seven dick downs I was receiving.

      “This room right here is ours.” Will opened the bedroom door.

      We were staying in some mansion that the people who flew Belly out were renting for him. Speaking of Belly, he’d given me no attention since he’d seen me. I knew he was feeling some type of way about the fact that Will brought me, but that was too bad. I’d heard him whispering to Will about something, but whatever it was clearly didn’t work, because Will’s attitude toward me hadn’t changed at all today.

      I was happy to know we’d all be sleeping in the same house and that Blaise wasn’t here, so I’d finally get my chance to sample what Belly was working with.

      I know it sounded bad because I was trying to mend my friendship with Blaise, and she and him were back together, but she knew what type of nigga she had. If she wanted to be with Belly, she needed to accept that bitches would be wanting to fuck him, and sometimes he would indulge. Blaise was delusional if she thought she could turn Belly into some faithful nigga. It was actually laughable. I applauded him for showing her off these days and acting as if he was doing right though.

      “This place is nice. Do you know who it belongs to?” I inquired, placing my Birkin bag on the bed as Will put my luggage in the corner.

      “Not at all. All I know is I get emails of where I need to be, when I need to be there, and a paid for ticket.”

      “I see.” I plopped down on the plush bed, prompting Will to come over to me, wedging himself between my legs.

      KNOCK! KNOCK!

      One of them ContraBandz niggas peeked in, Ozzy, and asked, “Aye, we about to hit the strip club, you coming?”

      Looking over his shoulder, Will replied, “Nah, we gon’ chill here.”

      “I don’t mind. I actually like strip clubs,” I chimed in. I did want to go out, especially because I knew Belly would be there and drinking.

      “Nah, I wanna stay home.” Will attacked my neck.

      Ozzy backed out of the room, closing the door to leave Will and I to our business.

      

      Some odd hours later… Around 2 a.m.…

      

      I heard some ruckus, so I knew Belly, his brother, and friends were home. Glancing over at Will, I made sure he was knocked out then went to put on the lingerie outfit I’d purchased just for this trip. I’d already showered after Will and I had sex, so I was good to go.

      Before the men could make it upstairs to the rooms, I rushed to the one belonging to Belly, set my phone inside some weird centerpiece, then hit record before slipping into the closet. I got there just in time, because I heard Belly come into his bedroom and close the door. I licked my lips when he pulled his shirt off, exposing his deep complexion and chiseled chest covered in tattoos up at the top.

      “Shit,” he mumbled, pulling his phone from his pocket and sitting down. He tapped something, making me roll my eyes, and put the phone to his face. “You sleep?” Whatever the response was, it made him smile widely. “This nigga Will brought burnt out pussy Nichole.” My stomach clenched hearing him say such a thing and then follow it with a laugh; I could tell the other person was chuckling with him. I continued to listen, not caring who it was until he asked, “How is the baby?” My ears perked up thinking I’d have something to deliver to Blaise, until he ended the call with, “I love you, Blaise.”

      My heart rate sped up rapidly. I didn’t know if I was just surprised or if I was jealous; maybe both. I watched through the closet door, him stand up and head to the bathroom. He peed loudly and for forever, then I could hear him brush and rinse with Listerine. By the time he’d finished his shower, I was irritated, but still in the mood for some dick. Especially now that I knew Blaise was pregnant… I mean, unless he was asking about Island, which I doubted. It made sense as to why she wouldn’t do me that favor.

      As soon as I saw him come out in his boxers, I emerged from the closet.

      “Have fun tonight?” I purred.

      He whipped around and shook his head when he saw me, before chuckling.

      “You ’bout one of the thirstiest females I don’ ever run across.” He laid back on the bed, so I walked closer. “Take yo’ ass back to Will’s room.”

      “I will in a second. But I wanted to spend some time with you.” I placed one leg on the bed so he could see through the lace material covering my pussy.

      “Next time you wanna put yo’ shit out there, make sure yo’ pussy pops a breath mint. Shit is smelling like expired swordfish.” Knocking my leg off the bed roughly, he gritted, “Get the fuck out my room ’fore I choke yo’ ass up a wall for offering me that passed around ass swamp puss.”

      My jaw dropped, hearing him insult me. I’d run across many men that were hard to get, but once I got them alone, they always fell at my feet. So this caught me off guard.

      “Belly—”

      When he sat up slowly like a serial killer, I backed away quickly and then turned around to leave. I would slip in tomorrow morning after he left to get my phone.

      Either Belly would eventually fuck me, or I would fuck his world up.
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      Alivia had been staying with me for a minute now, and so far, I’d been playing it cool like I wasn’t interested in her, but I think the way I felt about her had only gotten stronger. Seeing her every day, dressed up and sometimes dressed down, had me feeling like we were already in a relationship, minus the intimacy. But tonight, I was gon’ make a move on her ass. I wanted to be sure I got her comfortable in my spot first.

      At the moment, she was taking a shower, so I climbed out of my bed once I heard the water stop running. Checking myself out in the full-length mirror, I took some cologne and spritzed my chest a few times, popped an Altoid, and then stepped out.

      It was a little past 10 p.m., and for some reason, Alivia always took a shower at this time unless she had a deejay job or something along those lines.

      Standing outside, I swear an hour passed since the water had been cut off before she finally pulled the door open.

      “Ah!” she screamed, jumping back and holding her towel up. She immediately slammed the door back. “Oh my gosh. I thought you were asleep!” she hollered from behind it.

      “Nah. Why the fuck would I be asleep at 10 p.m.?”

      “I don’t know! You’re never around when I shower at night!” It was quiet and then she added, “Can you please go away so that I can come out and change into some clothes.”

      “Aight.”

      I dipped down the hall and around the corner. A few seconds later, I heard Alivia leave the bathroom and go to the room. I decided to make myself a drink, while checking my messages, and saw I had some missed calls and texts from Jasmine.

      She wanted me to start helping Jasiel with his homework more, but I wasn’t sure if I could come through tomorrow. I had plans to get Alivia to let me take her out, and if she agreed, I couldn’t make it. I knew that sounded bad, but what the fuck was the difference in me helping Jasiel versus Jasmine? Her ass just wanted a reason to have me over there. I guess she and her new nigga weren’t working out. I smirked to myself at the thought, polished off my drink, then headed to the back where Alivia was.

      I knocked lightly on her door, so she hollered, “Yes?”

      “Aye, can I come in?”

      “For what?”

      Chuckling, I replied, “To see you and talk to you.”

      Silence fell over us before she replied with, “Okay.”

      Opening the door, I slipped in to see her in the dark with some candle burning. It smelled like Christmas trees, which wasn’t too nice, but I wasn’t tripping. Alivia had on this dress she always wore to bed that hugged her body around her hips, making my tongue glide across my bottom lip. I noticed she was on her computer, apparently putting together a playlist for her next gig, I guess.

      “What you doing?” I still quizzed, despite having an inkling.

      “Working. Same thing I always do.”

      “We should go out instead.”

      “Umm, no. I’m not really in a partying mood.”

      “How are you not in a partying mood, when you go to clubs and parties for a living? You should always be ready to turn up.” I laughed.

      “No. Because I’m always there, functions don’t excite me too much.”

      “I get it.” I sat down on the guest bed. “I mean, we can go eat or something. I haven’t seen you eat all day. Plus, I’ve been begging to take you out to dinner instead of brunch or breakfast.”

      She turned away from her computer screen to look down at my hardwood flooring.

      “Where would we go? It’s late.”

      My insides were burning up with fucking excitement knowing her fine ass had agreed to come out with me.

      “Plenty of places, baby. This is LA. Plus, my name means something, so even if it ain’t available, I can make it available.”

      Giggling, she said, “You mean Belly’s name means something, and you reap the benefits.”

      “Either way, I get what I want.” I stood back up. “Get dressed, and then we can head out.”

      “Okay.”

      I left her bedroom and pulled out all the nicest shit I had. I wasn’t gon’ wear a suit, but I was surely gon’ wear the newest shit I’d recently purchased on my last shopping trip. Once I was Givenchy down to my damn shoes, minus the socks, which were Gucci, I put on some jewelry and then went to check on Alivia. To my surprise, she was already in the living room, in a dress with some boots that went all the way up. When she rose, I had to adjust my dick because I knew if she saw I was getting hard, this date would be over before it started.

      “Damn, you look nice.” I walked to the front door.

      “Thanks.”

      I opened the door, and before I stepped out, I stopped myself and gestured for Alivia to walk out first. I had to remember she liked that type of shit. I did the same when we got to my Lexus. I let her control the music the whole drive since she did that for a living and I trusted her. The many bitches I’d dated in the past could never touch my stereo, because all they wanted to listen to was soft shit that had me dozing off on the freeway.

      We finally pulled up to this spot named 25 Degrees, out in Hollywood, which was like a burger spot/bar. It was perfect because I surely wanted to get some liquor in Alivia’s system.

      “This is actually pretty nice and cozy,” Alivia commented once we were seated across from one another in the booth. “When you mentioned we were going to a burger joint on the way here, I was imagining Fat Burger.”

      “I’m not that out of the loop when it comes to women.” I laughed, and she nodded with a smile, removing her leather jacket.

      “How are we doing tonight?” The waitress approached.

      “Good,” Alivia and I responded together.

      “Can I start you guys with drinks?”

      I ordered a beer, and when Alivia got the same thing, it caught me off guard. I expected her to get wine or something.

      “You drink beer?” I inquired.

      Shrugging, she replied, “Occasionally. I drink whatever I’m in the mood for, and I think beers go best with burgers.”

      I smirked at her, and she did the same.

      “I won’t get any shit from Yono for taking you out tonight, will I?” I knew she said they were done, but I wanted to be sure she wasn’t still interested. The last thing I needed was to be thinking she was mine then find out on social media that she wasn’t, like the last time.

      “This isn’t a date, Manny, but even if it was, no, he wouldn’t care at all; trust me.”

      “If you don’t mind telling me, why did y’all break up? Shit, the way he had you smiling, I thought y’all would be married by now.”

      The beers came, and since the tops were already popped off, I took a long gulp, awaiting Alivia’s answer.

      “We were just on two different pages. At the end of the day, he’s a liar and a manipulator.” She drank some of her beer, keeping eye contact with me. “I don’t like men who lie.”

      “No one likes liars.”

      “I’m glad you agree. You seem like the lying ass nigga type, but I guess I was wrong. You don’t have any secrets, do you?”

      “No. Why the fuck would you ask me that?” I got defensive immediately, wondering if I’d somehow slipped up about having a son.

      “Relax, nigga.” She laughed. “I’m joking, but now you have me wondering.”

      “Well, don’t wonder. I’m an open book. You can ask me anything, and I will tell you.”

      “Okay. Do you have a girlfriend hidden somewhere? Kids?”

      “I don’t. I’m single and childless.”

      “Ok, ok, umm, is the house we’re currently living in really yours?”

      “It is.” I chuckled, finding that question comical. “Whose else would it be?”

      “I don’t know. You’ll be surprised the changes men go through for things to appear one way. I dated a guy once who told me his house was his, but it really belonged to his dead grandma, who he still had in one of the bedrooms.”

      “Okay, I don’t know what type of Michael Myers niggas you’ve been dating, but I make good money, great money, so everything you see me with is mine.”

      “Yeah, but it’s obvious you grew up broke.”

      “What?” I felt my face twist. “How the fuck you know how I grew up?”

      “Because everything you’re wearing right now is name brand. You’re trying to show off.”

      “Just because people wear name brands means they grew up broke? That’s dumb as hell. You got a damn Louis Vuitton purse sitting on the table right now.”

      “No, I didn’t say people who wear name brands, just ones who feel the need for every single item to be a name brand. I mean, come on. Gucci socks? They aren’t even comfortable. Get some cheap ones like everyone else.”

      “Fuck you, aight? I like the look.”

      She burst into laughter, so I smiled, seeing her do so.

      We ordered our food soon after, and the conversation was smooth. I wasn’t sure if the beer had loosened her ass up or what, but she was much less frigid than the last time I took her out. She seemed more relaxed. The ride home was cool too, so when we finally got to my spot, I followed her to her bedroom.

      “I’m going to bed,” she let me know as soon as I entered.

      “Right now?”

      “In like an hour.”

      “Aight then. I’ll leave you alone in an hour.” Saying nothing, she removed her jacket and shoes then collapsed onto the large bed, faced down. I took off my shoes as well, then climbed in next to her, making her head pop up. “Can I ask why this is the first time you let me take you out after the sun set?”

      Tossing her short hair to the other side, she sighed. “I told you… I didn’t want to be out at night because… I knew what you were trying to do.”

      “You called me the lying type earlier, but now I feel like yo’ ass is lying.”

      “Ugh.” She growled then got comfortable on her side to look at me. “My parents are very conservative people. In my family, a woman is not supposed to move out until she is married, and she cannot be out with a man late at night unless he’s her husband.”

      “That’s unrealistic though.”

      “No, not really. All of my cousins were subjected to the same rules, and they’re all married now. I’m the only one, with the exception of some of my younger family members, who isn’t hitched. I guess the guys I was picking were the wrong ones for my lifestyle.” She turned onto her back and stared up at the ceiling. “And I lied about my place being remodeled. I had to move out of my parents’ home for not abiding by their rules.”

      “Damn.” I shook my head. “You were on lockdown.”

      “Pretty much.”

      It was quiet for a little bit as I processed what she’d just told me. All this time I assumed she was lying because she was a big ass freak.

      “So are you a virgin or something?” I quizzed.

      “No, I am not. I should be, but I’m not. Now that, I wished I’d listened to my parents on. Sex is good, but I should have waited for someone who was worth it.”

      I leaned over to kiss her cheek, and when she looked to me, I pressed my lips against hers. She froze up at first, but I kept pecking her until she relaxed, returning the gesture. Once our tongues came in contact, I climbed on top of her and started pushing her dress up.

      “Manny, move.” She tried to turn her face, but I followed, still trying to kiss her as I grabbed onto her panties. “No, I don’t want to.” She grabbed my hand. “Let go.” She stared up at me, referring to my death grip on the waistband of her panties.

      “Come on, Alivia. I like you.” I kissed on her neck. “It won’t be like it was with that other nigga.”

      “Manny, stop.” She nudged me off of her neck. “I didn’t say it would be. I just don’t want to have sex.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I literally just said it needs to be someone worth it, meaning I feel like it could go somewhere. We’re cool, Manny, but not close enough for me to be having sex with you.” Hopping off the bed, I snatched up my shoes and booked it to the door. “So our conversation is over now because you can’t fuck me?” She called after me, propping herself up on her elbows.

      “I been letting you live in my fucking house, running up behind yo’ ass at events, and taking you out, yet you can’t let me get no pussy! What type of shit is that?”

      “You offered for me to stay here! And when you offered, you promised it was just to be helpful! And running up behind me? You mean stalking me at my gigs and distracting me with your immature efforts to get me in bed! Plus, you took me out to brunch once, then to get a burger, yet now I owe you?

      Newsflash, Manny. Women do not just sleep with you because you bought them some food twice and popped up on them. We have to want you in that way. If you want a relationship, or in your case, some pussy, you need to realize that we’re all different! You can’t treat me like these groupies you meet at the club and expect the same response. I am a different type, and if you want me, then you need to take a different approach. I am not interested in having sex with you.”

      “How long did it take for Yono to fuck?”

      She simpered, getting off the bed to remove her jewelry.

      “You know, at this time in my life, I don’t too much care for Yono, but at least I can say he was much more mature about these types of things. You sound like a hormonal high school boy trying to lose his virginity. If you want some pussy, be a little less thirsty, and you just might get it without having to go through half the changes you did to get me to even go to brunch.”

      “Where the fuck you going?” I hissed, seeing her pull her suitcase from under the bed.

      “I’m going to a hotel since clearly the only reason you wanted me here was to move in on me.”

      “Alivia, stay. I was tripping.” I ain’t want her to leave, because I needed time to try again.

      “I don’t think so.”

      Saying fuck it, I closed the bedroom door and took my ass to my own room. In my eyes, if I spent money on you, I was owed some pussy; that was the game. Maybe it was best she left, because if I couldn’t fuck, then she’d need to pay rent.

      I shook my head as I started to undress. I’d been doing the most for no fucking reason.
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      A few days later… Wednesday in particular…

      

      “Thanks for coming to help him again… It’s the least you could do.” Jasmine put all of Jasiel’s worksheets into his folder.

      “Here you go. Be lucky I’m not like most niggas who don’t even come around or provide financially.”

      Jasmine paused, staring down at the table Jasiel and I had been working on.

      “Manny, I do appreciate what you do, but I’m praying one day you see how much harm you can cause Jasiel by keeping him a secret.”

      “It’s yo’ damn fault. If you wasn’t out here fucking everything with a dick, then it wouldn’t be a problem.”

      “Right, because I convinced you to fuck me raw.”

      “I asked if you were on the pill!”

      “No you did not! You told me to take a fucking Plan B afterwards, and I told you I forgot! You’re just pissed I didn’t want an abortion!”

      Waving her off and sucking my teeth, I barked, “You ain’t forgot shit! This was a trap! You saw I was a handsome nigga with some bread and wanted me to be your baby daddy!”

      Jasmine guffawed so heavily that I flinched a tiny bit.

      “Nigga, you think you’re the richest and best looking nigga that I’ve had? Well you’re not. Get over yourself. And honestly, I hate that you’re Jasiel’s father. I wish I’d made him with a real man who didn’t give a fuck what a bunch of other niggas thought about him to the point where he couldn’t acknowledge his own offspring in public.”

      “You watch yo’ fucking mouth, Jas.”

      “Fuck you! You must be gay, worried about what all these niggas think of you!”

      WHAM!

      Out of reflex, I went across her face.

      “Jasmine, my bad. I ain’t mean—” I tried to touch her, but she shoved me.

      “Move! Say goodnight to Jasiel and go,” she whimpered.

      “Jasmine.” I stared down at her, but she wouldn’t give me eye contact. I attempted to bring her close to me, but she swatted me away.

      Declining to tell my son goodnight since I felt like shit for popping his mother, I left out the door. My balls shriveled up, seeing Belly across the way, chopping it up with this nigga named Dexter. Dexter was a mutual friend of ours but more of Belly’s since he was into all that hood shit Belly was into.

      “Fuck,” I mumbled, trying to be low key as I walked down Jasmine’s steps. It was already suspicious that I was here in the early evening.

      Belly’s back was to me, but Dexter spotted me then pointed. Bitch ass nigga.

      “Fuck you doing over here!” Belly shouted before making his way over. “You still dipping in Jasmine, huh?” He grinned widely as he dapped me up.

      “Yeah, you know how it is.”

      “That uppity groupie pussy ain’t as good as hood bitch pussy, bruh. I already know.”

      “Blaise ain’t uppity?” I chuckled nervously. My feet wouldn’t move because I was so damn skittish.

      “Nah, she’s from the hood but bettered her life, so she’s the best of both worlds. But don’t worry about my girl’s pussy, that’s… mine.”  His last word trailed off just as I heard the screen door to Jasmine’s home fly open.

      “Jasiel!” Jasmine called after him. Fuck. I forgot to lock the door because seeing Belly had caught me off guard.

      “Daddy, stay!” Jasiel shouted, rushing to me.

      I wanted to scoop him up, but I couldn’t, so I stayed silent. Belly looked away from Jasiel and to me, obviously confused as fuck.

      “Jasiel, come here.” Jasmine walked out of the house.

      “Daddy!” he called me again, tugging the end of my shirt, but I was paralyzed.

      Squatting down, Belly tapped Jasiel’s shoulder and said, “What’s up, man?”

      “Hi.” Jasiel let go of my shirt to look Belly in the eyes. “I’m Cortez, but they call me Belly. Nice to meet you, Jasiel.”

      “You’re welcome,” Jasiel replied, making Belly laugh. “I seen you on TV before,” he added bashfully, as Jasmine walked up behind him, glancing at me temporarily with worried eyes. Still I felt like a statue.

      “Oh yeah? You like boxing?” Belly asked, and Jasiel nodded. “I tell you what, next time I train, I’ll have ya daddy bring you by to watch, aight?”

      “Okay!”

      “Can I get a hug?” Belly reached his arms out, and Jasiel rushed into him. As Belly hugged him, he looked up at me with a somewhat disappointed expression, which confused me.

      “Okay, come on.” Jasmine took Jasiel’s hand to take him back inside of the house.

      Once the door was closed, I laughed.

      “Man, these hoes got their kids calling every nigga they fuck their daddy.” As I continued to chortle, Belly just looked at me with a blank expression.

      “Why you lying?”

      “Lying? Nigga, come on now! Me, having a son with that hoe?” I used my thumb to point over my shoulder.

      “After all the shit you dealt with from being denied by our pops, you turn around and do the same shit to ya own kid.”

      “He ain’t mine, aight!” I roared from the pit of my soul. I was ready to punch this nigga.

      Belly chuckled then nodded.

      “If I had any doubt that you didn’t belong to my pops, this is confirmation right now. You are definitely that nigga’s son. Y’all both some bitch ass niggas.”

      “Oh yeah, and what the fuck is you? The way that nigga dogged ya mama out, and you do the same shit to females you claim you love.”

      “You right. I ain’t the best nigga when it comes to relationships, but I would never be so muthafuckin’ weak that I’d ignore my own kid, begging for my attention right in my face.”

      “Fuck you, Cortez.”

      “That’s cool.” He started off toward his car. “Oh, and I’m gon’ tell you like I tell these other muthafuckas, don’t mention my girl no more. You don’t know shit about what we got going on. And I’ll beat yo’ ass, bruh, siblings or not.”

      I was so perturbed I couldn’t say shit as he slipped into his car, yelled bye to Dexter through his passenger window, and sped off, giving me eye contact. I felt like my life was over, and I wanted nothing to with Jasmine or my son as of right now. I needed some time and space.
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      Blaise and I were out shopping but decided to stop for a second for some vegan frozen yogurt since we didn’t eat dairy. The sun was out, shining brightly, so the weather was nice today, despite it being fall season.

      As we sat down at a table outside to eat, I saw Belly’s name pop up on Blaise’s iPhone screen, indicating she had a text. I watched as she picked it up, replied while wearing a smile, and then set the phone back down.

      “What’s that look?” she questioned, shoving a spoonful of the yogurt into her mouth.

      “Nothing. I just, I like seeing you this happy, but I’m worried it’s going to be snatched from you again.”

      “Well it won’t. I wouldn’t have taken him back if I thought it was going to be the same thing, Priscilla.”

      “I know. I just wanted to be sure. You’re not just taking him back because you love him and because you’re pregnant, right?”

      She cocked her head to stare me down.

      “I took him back because I believe he understands that he made a mistake, and also because yes, I do love him. But I love how he makes me feel as well, and I think he and I were meant to be together.” She ate some more. “No man has ever protected me or cared about me more than himself. I feel like I really mean something to him, which is new.”

      “I understand. That’s really good too, and like I said, I believe he does love you. And that big ass ring he gave you does help his case.”

      We chuckled in unison.

      “Plus, I was carrying Jelani’s baby once upon a time, and that didn’t convince me to take his ass back. Give me some credit.”

      “True, I’m sorry. I’m convinced.”

      “Good. Was everything okay at the doctor?”

      “Huh?” I played dumb.

      “You said you had a doctor’s appointment yesterday afternoon and couldn’t go to the nail shop. Or did you just lie to me because you didn’t want to see me.” Blaise grinned, showing her pretty smile.

      “No.” I chuckled very lightly. “It was fine. I just had a little problem down there is all.”

      “What kind of problem?”

      “You’re eating, I will tell you once we’re done.”

      “No. I’m pregnant, but my stomach is like iron. I can take it. Tell me.”

      I looked away briefly, staring at the white woman with her two kids, while trying to manage holding her shopping bags.

      “So for the past week and a half, I’ve had a little odor down below. I was caught off guard at first but figured it was just a yeast infection. However, it kept getting stronger, and even when I was fresh out of the shower, when I would test to see, it was still a strong smell.”

      “Ummm.”

      “Exactly. So I went to the doctor, and I found out I had trich.”

      “Excuse me? And what the fuck did Rafi have to say about this? I hope you beat his ass.”

      “No, I haven’t said anything yet. I think I’m still floored about it. I mean, how could he give me this if it’s just been us two?”

      “Because it hasn’t been, Priscilla.” She kept her eyes strongly on mine. “I bet you he got it from Yesenia.”

      “Blaise, don’t start that again. I believe her when she said she wasn’t fucking with him.”

      “You need to bring it to his attention ASAP.”

      “I will, trust me.”

      “And Priscilla, I know you love him and want to be with him, but just know that he gave that to you from fucking around. He didn’t get it from a toilet seat or a pair of dirty boxers. He fucked another woman, a dirty bitch at that. STDs are grounds for termination.”

      I didn’t want to believe what Blaise was saying, but she was right. I was just baffled because Rafi wasn’t the cheating type. As I said before, I never had any problems with him in that department. The only issue we’d had regarding any type of infidelity was the Yesenia stuff. I was just afraid to find out the truth, and I knew asking Rafi about it would cause some harsh facts to surface. Him cheating was bad in itself, but like Blaise said, an STD was a whole other ballgame.

      “I love how honest you are.” I smiled at Blaise.

      “Well, I love you, so I’m not going to let you get played.”

      “Likewise.”

      We finished our frozen yogurts, shopped some more, and then hit the nail shop before separating.

      When I got home, Rafi wasn’t there, of course. He was working, so I cooked dinner for my kids and aunt before my aunt went home. Once my son and daughter were bathed and in bed, I took my own shower, downed a glass of wine, and then drifted off to sleep.

      

      Hours later… Around 3 a.m.…

      I felt Rafi’s cold lips on my neck, as I struggled to wake myself up. But when his big hand went between my legs, my brain and body finally connected.

      “No, Rafi, not tonight.”

      “How many times you gon’ tell me that this week, Prissy? I’m horny as hell.” He turned me onto my back, kissing the exposed parts of my breasts.

      “Rafi, I had an odor, and I went to the doctor.”

      His head popped up, and after gazing into my eyes for a couple seconds, he burst into laughter.

      “I’ve been fucking you for years and ya pussy has always smelled good to me. Fuck is you talking about?”

      “I’m talking about the fact that you gave me an STD.”

      “I ain’t never had shit in my life. So I don’t know what the fuck that quack ass doctor got you thinking, but the shit ain’t true. My dick is fine.” He got off of me and began removing his jewelry.

      Sitting up, I asked, “Rafi, where did I get a damn STD from then?”

      “You don’t have one. I’m sure there’s other shit that causes odors or whatever the fuck you had going on, but it ain’t no damn disease.”

      He was going in so, that I almost believed him. But there was no way around this. There was no way I could internally convince myself that Rafi hadn’t cheated and given me an infection.

      “Who is she? Or is it multiple bitches? What hoe gave you something that you brought back to me, you nasty muthafucka.”

      Rafi pulled his shirt off, tossed it to one of the chairs, and then started toward me. I was now sitting up with my feet hanging off the side of the bed. Leaning down into my face, he pressed his fists into the bed on each side of me.

      “This is the last time I’m gon’ tell yo’ ass this, Priscilla. I don’t have shit, and I ain’t never had shit. Only female I’m fucking is you. So if you got any type of diseases, you must’ve got that shit from another nigga. Now I don’t want to hear shit else about this unless you gon’ come clean about yo’ extracurricular activities.” Rising up, he turned to walk off, snatching his Hermès belt from the loops of his jeans, and tossing it, before heading into the bathroom for a shower.
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        * * *

      

      Rafi and I had been sleeping in separate bedrooms ever since our argument a week ago. We didn’t talk, and it made me feel some type of way. This nigga had cheated on me and given me an STD yet didn’t feel the need to apologize or come off the least bit remorseful in any way. And this evening, I was fed up with his bullshit, so I was showing up to his studio to let him know we were over with and not to come home. Hell, had he come home last night, I would have told him then.

      Only reason I even knew he was here at the moment is because he went live on Instagram, and I recognized the background.

      “Oh, hey, Yesenia.” I was taken aback seeing her in the studio room.

      Turning to me, she looked surprised, mouth open, with no sound coming out for a few seconds.

      “Hey, Priscilla. I didn’t know you were coming.”

      “Yeah, me neither.” I set my purse on top of the counter in the room. “Where is Rafi?”

      “Oh, he went to get us some food.”

      We just looked at one another for a little while, before she turned away, rubbing her palms up and down her jeans.

      “I will wait for him to come back. How long ago did he leave?” I sat down.

      “About fifteen minutes ago.” She got up. “I’m going to go to the bathroom. Be right back.”

      I said nothing as I inspected my mink nails. I heard a ping in the midst and saw it was coming from Yesenia’s computer. Another one came in, so I stood up then made my way over to it. Staring down at her laptop, I spotted another text message from some man named Damien.

      Glancing over my shoulder to make sure she wasn’t in the window of the studio door, I clicked the text message, pulling up all of her conversations. My eyes went right to Rafi’s name in the list, so I tapped it to read their conversation. The last text he’d sent was asking her what kind of chips she wanted with her food, so I scrolled up a tiny bit until something caught my eye.

      Rafi: Aye you been tested recently?

      My heart dropped at the sight of his question. I didn’t need to read anymore to know why he was asking, because I knew. However, I continued.

      Yesenia: No. Why?

      Rafi: Because my bitch caught some shit! I swear to God if you got anything it’s a fucking wrap for yo’ career!

      Yesenia: Rafi I don’t have anything, I’m sure. But if I do, I got it from you since you’re the only nigga I’m fucking.

      Rafi: I better be.

      “What are you doing?” I heard Yesenia’s voice as I backed away from her computer. “This is my private shit.” She slammed the top of the laptop down.

      “You lying hoe!” I hollered, wrapping my hands around her neck, squeezing as hard as I could as she fell backwards onto the mixing board.

      As soon as she reached for my hair to pull, I heard the door burst open and some male voices before I was peeled off of her.

      “You’ve been fucking this bitch!” I screamed so loudly that my own ears rang when I spotted Rafi, holding me.

      “No, I ain’t fucking nobody!”

      “I saw the messages!” I cried. “It’s no telling who you got this fucking STD from!” I barked, taking off on him.

      Grabbing my wrists, he forced them downward, rushing me into the wall. The look on his face was one of a serial murderer.

      “Like I told yo’ ass before, I ain’t got shit.” He then leaned to whisper in my ear, “Don’t ever bring yo’ foolish ass up here spreading lies about my personal life. We clear?”

      “I’m fucking done! I’m done with your ass, I swear!” I snatched from him, and he backed away.

      “Get yo’ ass out then,” he retorted, surprising me. “Be done with my money too, Priscilla.” He sat down, intertwining his fingers under his chin as he stared at me right along with Yesenia and his two flunky homies.

      My eyes landed on one of the expensive speakers on a stand as I was leaving, so I pushed that shit to the ground, cracking it, and making Rafi yell and complain as I rushed out.

      Aggravated, I drove around for a while, not knowing what to do with myself. My life had blown up in a matter of a week.

      Feeling stupid and betrayed, I drove to Will’s studio, hoping he’d be there. If he was, I was going to fuck him now that my little problem had cleared.

      I didn’t want to do this to Dionne, but I was hurt and needed to get back at Rafi, even if it was for my own mental only. I couldn’t sleep with some random, and I hated my ex-boyfriend, so Will was all I had left. Plus, I found him sexy and had thought about what his dick was like a few times.

      “Priscilla.” Will opened the door. His studio was closed at the moment since it was about 7 p.m.

      “Hey.” I slipped in, smiling.

      “Aye, umm, I never got to apologize to you about what I said about your relationship. I was just—”

      “It’s fine. I’m not tripping off of Rafi and what he does.” I took a seat on one of the prop couches he used for photoshoots done here. “Come sit.” I patted the cushion beside me.

      Will did as I’d told him.

      “I don’t mind you coming through, but what you doing here?”

      “Was just passing through and figured I’d come visit you. Nichole isn’t here anywhere, is she?” I playfully looked around as he chuckled.

      I admit I was more than bothered seeing him with Nichole. I already didn’t like her because I felt like she was jealous of Blaise. So much so that every time Blaise went somewhere with her, it worried me to death. Nichole was the type to have Blaise murdered out of envy, and that scared me. So on top of my dislike for her, she was with a man I think I liked. Not to mention, she had a whole boyfriend in Ian Bradshaw.

      “Nah, I don’t fuck with her like that no more.”

      “Oh?”

      “Yeah, took her out to Georgia with me, and literally less than an hour after I hit, she tried to fuck Belly.”

      “I think I’m more surprised that you’re surprised. She has a boyfriend, who isn’t you.”

      “True… I mean, I knew what type she was, I just ain’t think she was that scandalous.” He checked his AP watch. “But um, I have to be somewhere soon.”

      “Where? It’s night time.”

      “Night time photoshoot.” He nodded, eyes bouncing around.

      “I see. I guess I can chill with you another time.” I started to get up, but he grabbed my arm.

      “Nah, stay. It can wait.”

      When he pulled me back, I fell into his lap, so I turned to straddle him. His hands went to my hips as my hands went to his face to kiss his supple lips. Running my fingers over his soft hair, I let my tongue tangle with his. It was dark, but he had a large lava lamp going.

      I began to grind on him as he rubbed up my shirt, and like the last time, I felt nothing. Not wanting to give up, I let him take my blouse off, thinking maybe he needed more. Men were visual when it came to sex, so a lot of times they needed to see things to get turned on. Once my bra was off and his mouth was on my nipples, I grinded my body on him again but… nothing.

      Pulling away, I got out of his lap, despite his hand still being on my hip, attempting to stop me.

      “We don’t have to. I’m sorry I came onto you like this.”

      “I want to though.” He kissed me deeply.

      “Then why aren’t you hard yet?”

      “I’ve been stressing is all. It happens when I work too much.”

      “Oh, so it’s not me. Good.” I looked away for a moment. “So what do you do when this happens? Like, how do you fix it?”

      “It has to fix itself. But we can try something else.”

      “Okay.”

      He reached under my skirt to pull on my panties, so I lied back. Getting down off of the couch, he buried his face between my legs to suck on my clit. I relaxed, letting my head fall back as his tongue made moves around my pussy. I thought I would feel horrible allowing another man to touch me, but I was feeling just fine. My body tensed up, and I grabbed his short curly fade roughly as I released. Once I caught my breath, he went in again, making me cum quicker this time.

      “Is that good for right now?” He kissed my inner thigh, and I nodded, still panting.

      Head wasn’t as good as dick, but it did the trick for the night.
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      “For this fight against Mason Strauss, they’re charging TV watchers a hefty fee. You’ve come a long way from not even having televised fights to now this. So the contract here is for 100 million dollars, meaning about 8 million per fight,” Carson explained to me, palming the paper.

      “And what they get out of it?”

      Currently, Carson and I were at Avenue Productions headquarters. They were a new independent sports television network who’d recently seen a major growth spurt within media and exposure. They were everywhere and a big name in sports broadcasting as of late.

      “The network wants exclusivity of your fights. A lot of TV stations aren’t going to cover boxing any longer after a while, so this deal is great, Cortez.”

      “Let the lawyer look over it, and then when I get every word back in layman’s terms, I’ll decide.” I stood up.

      “Fair enough. Remember though, eight million dollars per fight. This is the type of deal we’ve been working all this time for. And the pay will only increase as you get and do better.”

      “I hear you. Calm yo’ ass down.” I chuckled, walking out with Carson on my heels. This nigga was always nervous about some shit, hence all the blood pressure medicine he had to pop.

      Carson let me know the lawyer would have the documents read over in a few days, and then we could meet in person for him to give me his verdict. Even though I was playing it cool, deep down I hoped this shit was a legit deal and not some bullshit that was trying to fuck me over. Making eight million dollars a fight was for damn sure a plus, but like with anything, more money meant more problems. But until I got word from the lawyer, I would focus on knocking Mason Strauss the fuck out.

      Right now, he was the lineal champion, and I’d worked my way up to him. If I beat his ass, or when I beat his ass, I would take that title from him, and I couldn’t wait. I could already taste the victory.

      The fight was in a few months, and I’d been training heavily, for long hours, seven days a week. Shit would be a piece of cake by the time I got in the ring with his weak ass.

      Since I didn’t have to do shit until around 2 p.m. to train, I decided to stop by Blaise’s spot. I missed her, and since we spent the night apart due to me having to train late, it was pivotal I get some this afternoon. Since we’d been back together, she’d given me an access key so I wouldn’t have to wait on Gary’s decrepit ass to call up and all that extra bullshit.

      “Hey, beautiful.” I peeked into her bedroom to see her in this little ass orange colored dress. I loved seeing bright colors against her warm brown skin.

      “Hi.” Blaise beamed when she saw me, boosting my pride as I walked up on her, snaking my arms around her body.

      “You smell good as fuck.” I nuzzled my face into her neck, gripping the fuck out of her round, plump ass. “Take this off.”

      “No, and why are you already hard?” She giggled.

      “Fuck you mean? I’m hard because you look good as shit, and I love you.”

      She laughed before leaning up to kiss my lips, while trying to peel my hands from her body.

      “Well, it’s going to have to wait because I have some errands to run. I have to pick up Island from her grandma, and take her to the doctor, then I have to go to another fitting for my outfits for that TV show.”

      “What’s wrong with Island?”

      “Nothing, just a general checkup.” She continued moving shit from one purse to another that was the same color as her dress.

      “That nigga on the show you doing be acting funny?” I sat down on her bed, pulling her over to me so that she was between my legs.

      “No. He seems fine. It was awkward at first because of how you did him at my birthday party, but he appears to be over it now.”

      “I’ll find out.”

      “Belly, leave him alone.”

      “Ain’t nobody gon’ mess with that hoe ass nigga. I don’t even see how you went from me to him. That’s how I knew yo’ ass was bugging.”

      “Whatever. He was nice. He took me to art shows and—”

      I laughed, cutting her off. No nigga wanted to be called nice by a female he was interested in, so it was obvious Blaise wasn’t feeling him.

      “Oh, I forgot you like cornball ass niggas that take you to look at pictures. I hoped y’all at least smoked a blunt before so the shit could be interesting.”

      Smiling, she replied, “No. It was nice.”

      “I got all the art you need right here.” I put her hand on my dick.

      “Nigga, how the hell is that art?” She snatched away.

      “Take yo’ fucking panties off, and I’ll show you.” I started going up her dress, but she slapped my hand.

      “No. I have to leave in a little bit. I’m not trying to have wobbly legs or be sleepy. Being pregnant is enough.”

      She left the bedroom to go to the bathroom, so I fell back on her bed, dick hard as fuck. A couple minutes later, Blaise returned, so I watched her move around the room for a little bit.

      “Aye, I wanna talk to you about something that’s been bothering me, baby.” I sat up, and she looked to me, pushing her hair behind her ears.

      “What?” she inquired softly.

      I reached my hand out, so she hesitantly grabbed onto it, allowing me to pull her closer.

      “I want you to know that I love you no matter what, aight?”

      “What the fuck did you do, Cortez?”

      “I been smelling something down there.”

      “Down where?” She jerked her neck back, so I nodded down toward her pussy. “You’re a fucking lie.”

      “I’m not. I promise I’m being truthful.”

      “I don’t smell anything. And you didn’t say shit when you were eating my pussy two days ago.”

      “I know, but I almost died down there.” I chuckled a little bit.

      “Cortez—”

      “I’m serious though. It’s pretty bad.” I wanted to laugh as she stared at me with a perplexed expression. “I brought some clothes pins in my duffle bag just in case we got shit popping, ’cause I was gon’ clamp my nostrils.”

      “Are you fucking serious!” she slapped my arm.

      “I am.”

      “No, you’re making this up.” She pushed me onto my back then straddled me, standing up on her knees. Taking her hand, she went down to swipe across her pussy then placed it to my nose, grinning.

      “You trying to fucking kill me with that rank shit.” I gripped her wrists, trying to move her fingers from my nostrils.

      “What does it smell like then?”

      “I don’t know; it’s weird. Baby, you need to go to the doctor or some shit, ASAP.” I watched as her smile faded. “Let me see if I can tell you what the smell is.”

      “No, this is embarrassing.”

      “Relax, baby. I still love you, musty pussy and all.”

      “Oh my gosh!” I moved her off of me, placed her on her back, and then moved her dress up some. Pulling her thin panties to the side, I got close, inhaling the sweet scent before latching my mouth onto her clit. “Cortez,” she moaned, as I spread her legs, placing them on my shoulders.

      As I sucked on her bud, I let my tongue toy with it until she creamed. Slipping my tongue into her opening, I traveled back up, dividing her thighs even further apart before devouring her. Blaise propped herself up on her elbows, nibbling on her lip as we made eye contact.

      “Mmm, fuck,” I groaned, loving how fucking wet she was as I ate her pussy up like it was my last meal.

      “Uhh.” Blaise’s voice trembled as she gripped the comforter, releasing for the third time.

      When I came up for air, she collapsed on her side, so I planted kisses on her hip before leaning over her for nasty one. As I sucked her lips, I unleashed my dick, lifting her thigh up subtly so I could slide inside. Palming the bed, I continued kissing her sexy ass nastily as I pounded her pussy while she laid on her side. She was so muthafuckin’ wet, warm, and snug that I knew I wouldn’t last long at all.

      “Shit,” I grumbled against her lips, beating her pussy up as she came down my shaft, twice, back to back.

      Her nails scraped the bed as she cried out, almost as loud as the sound of my dick hammering her walls. Looking Blaise in her beautiful ass face, twisted all up as I fucked her, took me over the edge, so I nutted all up inside of her. After kissing her for a little bit, I pulled out, smirking.

      “I can’t believe you lied to me just to get me to fuck you, asshole.”

      Laughing, I helped her up off of the bed.

      “You shouldn’t have fallen for that shit. You know yo’ pussy is perfection. No way I would be eating that shit if it smelled like salmon croquettes.”

      “Move, nigga.” She shoved me, so I laughed, following her to the bathroom to clean up.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Couple days later…

      “I’m happy as fuck this shit worked out.” I smiled after signing the contract with Avenue.

      I was good for twelve fights over the next four years, getting a little over eight million per fight. This was the biggest deal I’d ever signed or been offered. This, coupled with Power Force protein sponsorships, would have my bank account looking beyond healthy.

      “Yes, me too.” Carson was grinning hard with his white ass. He was the homie though. “Go and celebrate tonight, because the next couple months will be grueling.”

      “I know.” I shook my head.

      Carson and I left out after I shook some more hands with the owners and took some photos for their announcement of our deal. Shit felt good for me to finally be here, even though this was only the beginning.

      When I got into my car, I hadn’t even put my gear shift into drive before I saw the homie Cole calling me.

      “’Sup, muthafucka?” I pulled out of the parking lot.

      “How that deal go?”

      “Great. Papers are signed and all that good shit.”

      “Dope. We gon’ turn up?”

      “Shit, maybe. Not tonight though. I’m taking my girl and her baby out to dinner for a celebration.”

      “Oh, you soft now? Can’t hang with yo’ niggas.”

      “Ain’t nobody soft, muthafucka. I just prefer something with a pussy, pretty, delicate, and smelling good versus you niggas.”

      “I feel you.” He laughed. “But aye, speaking of yo’ girl, her baby daddy produced some track for that rapper Kase called ‘Hoe Shit’, and he was talking shit about Blaise in like the outro.”

      “Aight.” I hung up before he could say anything else.

      I hit up this one nigga I knew who’d worked with Five-Star a few times, to see if he knew where the nigga was. He didn’t, so I went straight to the muthafuckin’ source, sliding in that bitch ass nigga’s DMs. I had no problem letting him know upfront that there was a fucking issue.

      Me: You run ya fucking mouth too much. Send me ya location so you can do that shit to my face.

      I waited, and a few minutes later, he responded.

      Five-Star: It’s nothing. We can do that.

      Me: Still ain’t sent the address…

      Again, a few minutes passed, but he finally sent it to me. When I plugged it in, I saw it was to a studio, so I sped over there to Hollywood. I parked outside along the sidewalk since there were plenty parks available, then hopped out to approach the door.

      “Who this?” a nigga answered through the speaker box after I hit the red button.

      “Belly.”

      I waited for a good five minutes before the buzzer went off, allowing me inside. I could hear music blasting from the room Five-Star let me know he was in via DM, so I headed toward it, fixing my crew neck and slipping my phone into my jean pocket.

      “What’s good?” Five-Star grinned, leaning back in the chair he was seated in. The room was full of muthafuckas, but that didn’t make me no never mind. I was beating this nigga’s ass and didn’t need an entourage to do it.

      “Cut that bullshit off,” I hissed, referring to the beat blasting.

      The nigga seated next to Five-Star lowered the music, as everyone stayed quiet, watching closely.

      “This nigga.” Five-Star sucked his teeth.

      “I’ve already knocked you on yo’ ass once, and you didn’t respond too well. So I’m gon’ give you a chance to take that disrespectful ass record down, and from every platform within twenty-four hours.” I was cool for right now, because I saw his homies were on go, ready to hold me back if I charged him. I had to be smart, play chill.

      “What record?”

      “Oh, we playing dumb nigga now?” I laughed, nodding. “Look, I know yo’ weak ass is upset that you lost ya baby mama and will never have her back again, but you gotta grow the fuck up, bruh. You looking real stupid, weak, and soft out here dropping diss tracks on females ’cause you can’t hit no more.”

      “Fuck out of here. I could have Blaise if I wanted her.”

      “Nah, you can’t. That’s mine. Island, Blaise, and I are a family. They’re perfect, hard not to love.” I smirked. “I get it, though; Blaise is the shit, so it’s hard for you to move on, but I’m warning you right now, muthafucka. Start that process ASAP, or I’m splitting yo’ shit open.”

      “Blaise is just with yo’ ass for right now.” He stood up, making me happy as fuck on the inside. I needed him to jump first so I could lay his ass out without being intercepted by his crew.

      “Damn, all that fucking denial.” I cackled. “I feel for you though, Blood. Just the thought of losing Blaise and that fire she got, makes my stomach turn. But don’t trip; she’s good now. I take great care of my girl. Oh, and I already know how I’m gon’ raise Island, so you can continue being a deadbeat ass nigga.”

      “Fuck you, nigga!”

      WHAM!

      Like clockwork, he stepped to me, ramming his face right into my fist. He swung back but was too dazed to have any coordination, so he collapsed to the floor.

      “Look at you, acting all hard, knowing you ain’t ready for a fade. Embarrassing as fuck.” I squatted down and slapped his face a few times, seeing he was dipping in and out of consciousness. When we made eye contact, I said, “I know you’re used to pulling this bullshit with the niggas before me, but Blaise is my girl now, and you about to cut all that bratty bitch boy shit out. You gon’ show her some fucking respect as not only the mother of ya fucking child, but as my woman.

      Now you don’ made me waste valuable time coming up here, so at this point, you got less than twenty-four hours to scrub that fucking record from the Internet. To give you some motivation, just remember either that song better disappear, or yo’ ass is gon’ disappear; your choice.” I patted Five-Star’s chest, rising up. As I walked out, I said to his homies, who were staring down at him lying on the floor, “Y’all may want to put a pillow under the nigga’s head while he sleeps.”

      The rest of my day was perfect, especially having dinner with Blaise and Island to celebrate my new deal. And by morning, I saw you couldn’t find that fucking song anywhere. I guess I knocked some sense into that nigga, literally.
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      I’d been staying in a hotel since I moved out of Manny’s place. It was kind of nice having someone come in and clean up after me, especially making up my bed, something I hated doing. However, I couldn’t live here forever, despite how enjoyable it’d been, so I’d finally put in an offer on a condo.

      I was excited to have my first place, but I’d be lying if I said being on the outs with my parents didn’t bother me. Yes, they were ridiculously overbearing, but they loved me and vice versa. The thought of not having them in my life nagged at me. I just wished they could still be close, but at the same time allow me to be free. And with the way my personal life had been going, I wasn’t sure if all I’d done was even worth the strenuous relationship with them. Only real upside was that I had solid friends and could stay out later.

      Today, I’d planned to go meet up with Blaise and Priscilla for lunch, but I’d suddenly changed my mind. I didn’t want to go out anymore after seeing some interview Yono had done with this Chicago radio station. In the interview, they asked him about me, and he basically told them I was just his friend with benefits. When they inquired on why we no longer associated with one another, he claimed it was because I got too attached and couldn’t accept that he didn’t want a girlfriend. That couldn’t be further from the truth, but just like with everything else in life, people would always believe a man over a woman no matter how dumb it sounded or how much proof was presented, especially if he was successful and talented.

      After brushing my teeth and having my shower, I spread lotion on my body, then slipped back into my pajamas before grabbing my phone.

      “Hello?” Blaise answered happily.

      “Hi. I lost track of time. I hope you and Priscilla aren’t already on your way. I can’t meet you guys today.”

      “We’re in the lobby of your hotel. Why can’t you come?”

      “I just… I’m not in the mood. But hey, maybe we can reschedule or something. I’m free in a few days.”

      “No, I don’t think so. We’re almost to your door, so open up.” Blaise hung up the phone, making me grunt angrily before throwing my phone down onto the bed.

      Standing up, I tread to the door, pulling it open right when she and Priscilla arrived. They looked nice and smelled good too, as they switched into my room, hugging me on the way.

      “Okay, so why can’t you come?” Priscilla asked, sitting at the desk. Blaise took a seat on the recliner, kicking her feet up which were in a pair of YSL stilettos.

      “Because I’m just not in the mood after seeing that interview.”

      “Girl, you can’t let that bother you.” Blaise drank some of the water she had in her purse.

      “That’s easy for you to say. You have a man that can get music taken completely off the Internet like it never happened.” I chuckled along with them.

      “That’s a rumor.” Blaise grinned.

      “Yeah right. You know Belly was behind that song being gone. Five-Star takes any chance he can to embarrass you, so no way he’d remove it on his own. New baby daddy got in that ass,” Priscilla replied, making us all laugh heartily.

      “Just imagine how Five-Star will react when you start showing and he finds out you’re pregnant.” I widened my eyes with a smile, and Priscilla did the same.

      “He might slit his own throat after slipping into a deep depression.” Priscilla shook her head, making Blaise roll her eyes. I nodded subtly. I didn’t know what he’d do, but he’d surely lose his mind.

      “Anyway, give me your phone.” Blaise put her hand out. “Unlock it first.”

      Hesitantly, I picked my iPhone up, typed in the code, then passed it over. Blaise started moving around, typing something with just one hand, then passed it back to me. I looked to see that she’d commented three laughing emojis on the gossip blog post of Yono’s interview.

      “How does that help?” I frowned, showing Priscilla who’d asked to see by putting her hand out.

      “Shows that you don’t give a fuck, but also that his comments are pure comedy. Now if he says anything else, I’ll comment as you and drag his ass.” Blaise took her own phone out as Priscilla giggled.

      Still laughing, Priscilla added, “Okay, now get dressed. I’m hungry, and I know she’s hungry.”

      “Fine.”

      I put on some clothes along with light makeup and some jewelry. To be honest, Blaise had made me feel much better. Her and Priscilla’s company had lightened my mood, which I didn’t expect. I’d never had real friends before, at least not ones that I chose to hang out with out of my own free will, so I guess that was why this feeling was surprising to me.

      The three of us went to have lunch, then we picked up Island, Penni, and Baby Rafi before going to see a movie. All three of the kids were surprisingly well behaved. I actually had a good time and was happy the girls had come to convince me to go out. I hadn’t thought about Yono’s interview once, and had I stayed in my hotel room, it would have plagued my mind.

      “Bye, ladies. And bye cuties.” I waved to their children before entering my hotel.

      “Alivia!” I heard a man call my name, and when I turned around, I spotted Manny rushing up to me with flowers in his hand.

      “Oh, please.” I waved him off and kept walking, but he caught up to me, grabbing my arm to spin me around.

      “Let me talk to you for a second.”

      “No, Manny.”

      “Please, let me just talk to you, and if after I talk, you don’t wanna fuck with me, then I’ll leave you be.” I still hadn’t said anything, so he continued. “Just at the bar right over here. It’s still open.”

      I wasn’t tired, and I didn’t have any work to do, so I saw no harm in getting a free drink. I followed Manny to the bar inside of the hotel lobby, where we took a seat next to one another. We ordered from the bartender, and as he whipped them up, we sat in silence. Manny handed me the flowers again, so with a half-smile, I took them and placed them next to me.

      “Why the smile?” he quizzed.

      “You’re just so persistent. You never give up; well, at least when it comes to women.”

      “No, not women in general, just you.” He sipped the dark drink, clearing his throat after it went down.

      “Why me? I’m nothing special, Manny.”

      “Yeah you are. And you’re nothing like the women I’m used to. I’ve never in my life pursued a woman like this, meaning popping up on her and begging her for dates damn near. But you,” he looked to me, “I know you’re the one for me.”

      I couldn’t help the laughter that burst through my lips.

      “Okay, sure.”

      “I’m dead ass serious, Alivia. I think about you all damn day.” He downed what was left as I sipped my vodka martini. He nodded for the waiter to refill him. “And I apologize for how I came at you when you were at my house and shit. I was just frustrated. Between not getting the reaction I wanted from you, to seeing you with that nigga Yono, I just blew the fuck up.”

      “Yeah, Yono was just something I did to explore my new freedom. I don’t even think I really liked him. I just wanted to be bad because I was tired of being good.”

      “You can be bad with me.” He smirked, making me suck my teeth.

      I turned my attention away from Manny, finishing off my drink as well. The bartender looked over at me from afar to ask if I wanted another, so I nodded.

      “Well, I’m sorry too, Manny.” I ran my pointer finger around the rim of my empty glass as I stared at the lone olive in it. “I know I haven’t been responding well, but it’s not you. Well, most times, it’s not. You can be annoying, but it was mainly my home situation and my irritation with my parents. Most of the time, I did want to go out with you, but knowing I couldn’t, coupled with you hounding me, just made me angry at you.”

      “No need to apologize. I understand. I can only imagine how it feels to be in that type of prison.” He turned his body on the stool. “But I was thinking maybe we can start over and have a real date.” He gave me that stupid look that he thought was enticing.

      “Okay, but just stop making that face please. I don’t like it.”

      He laughed.

      “And I will do my best to act like I’m in the presence of a real woman. You’re a challenge, but I’d much rather have a challenging woman as my girl than something easy. I learned that from Belly.”

      We both laughed together.

      “Yes. I’m actually surprised he even got Blaise back.”

      “Shit, me too. I was worried about my brother.”

      For the next few hours, Manny and I drank and talked. We did order some appetizers to go with it. The time we spent in the bar was nice. Yes, he still did a few of those light-skinned nigga stares and lip licks, and yes, it was annoying, but I could look past it for now.
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        * * *

      

      Two mornings later…

      Tonight, Manny and I would be going on what he kept calling our first real date. And in a sense, I guess it was, since the only time we’d been out at night was when he took me to that twenty-four-hours burger joint.

      Funny enough, I was nervous, and I didn’t know why since, despite me hating him, we’d spent plenty of time alone together. I don’t know. I guess because he kept saying it was a real date, it’d finally gotten to me.

      “What do you think of these?” I turned to Blaise. We were inside of Saks Fifth, buying some shoes. She was just looking, but I needed a fresh pair of stilettos for my date tonight.

      “Very sexy. With jeans, right?”

      “Yes, and they’re really tight, so the shoe will stand out.” I looked in the mirror.

      “Yep, they’re perfect.” She finished tying the laces of the shoe she was trying on. “I can’t believe you’re going on a real date with Manny.”

      Chuckling, I replied, “Stop, he’s not that bad. Okay, he’s kind of corny and thirsty, but I like him for some reason. He hasn’t stopped trying, despite me being cold to him, which is a good sign. Most men in the past would have been gone by now.”

      “True. I guess there is someone for everybody.”

      “Yep. Plus, he makes great money, has his own place, no crazy exes, and is childless. I mean, I love kids, but it’s hard finding a man with a kid that doesn’t have a crazy obsessed baby mama.”

      “Girl, especially in LA, where every bitch thinks their nigga is the next biggest thing in entertainment, so they never wanna let go. And it’s like, bitch, he’s forty, sleeping on your couch, and still only gets three hundred plays on Soundcloud. He ain’t nobody’s Kendrick Lamar.” We started laughing loudly as I pulled the shoe off. “Well I have to go use the bathroom. If the sales guy comes back, tell him I want these.”

      “Okay.” I nodded. A couple minutes later, I felt someone next to me. “That was… quick.” I thought Blaise had returned, but it was Yono.

      “How you been, Alivia?” He smiled. He was still handsome, but I wasn’t into him at all anymore. He was way too immature and an all-around fuck boy.

      “I’m perfect. Is there something I can help you with?” I placed the shoe back into the box.

      “Let me get those for you.”

      “I don’t need you to get them for me. I have my own money. Now would you please leave me alone?”

      “I’m sorry for how I did you. I was bugging. But I’m hoping you can give me another chance, baby.”

      “Umm, absolutely not. Excuse me, sir. We’ll take both of these.” I waved the salesman down, so he rushed over so he could package Blaise’s and my shoes up.

      “Come on—”

      “Just two days ago, you were in Chicago lying on me and portraying me to be some psycho bitch with attachment issues. Yet now you’re here and want me to take you back? You must be crazy.”

      “I hear you.” He rose up. “Just know I’m not gon’ stop coming for you, Alivia. I was afraid because I liked you a lot, so I had to ruin shit.”

      “Bye, negro.”

      He reached down for my hand to kiss the back of it, so I yanked it from his lips, making him smile. By the time he was leaving out the door of the department store, Blaise was sitting back down, and the salesman had come to ask for our cards. Moments later, my phone buzzed, and I looked down to see Yono had tagged me in a post. Sliding the notification over, I waited for it to load.

      He’d posted a picture of me with a long ass caption saying how sorry he was for lying in the interview, what the truth was, and that his fans should help him get me back.

      After showing Blaise, I texted Manny right away.

      Me: Pay no attention to his post when you see it, I do not want him. You’ll know what I’m talking about soon. See you later.

      Why did men have to not want me then want me at the same time? This shit was stressful.
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      Some time later…

      

      After putting Island to bed, I took my own shower. We were both spending the night at Belly’s, and he’d surprised me by showing me the bedroom he’d set up for Island. It wasn’t too much since he had finally decided to start looking for a new place and would really go in for her room there. It was crazy that I had to tell Five-Star to make a room suitable for Island, and he was her damn father, yet Belly did it own his own.

      After I put on some lotion then slipped my short nightgown over my head, I headed to Belly’s living room where I heard him playing music. It was “To Be Loved” by Jackie Wilson, and when I entered the room, I saw him standing over the record player with the album cover. He was shirtless, in a pair of sweats with some socks on. His body was so ridiculous, and being pregnant, I was horny right away.

      “What you doing?” I hugged his body from behind, so he turned to face me and gave me that cocky smile, prompting me to touch his handsome face.

      “Fuck you doing creeping up on me?” He half smiled, leaning down into my face, making me grin widely.

      “You’re so fine, baby. I’m obsessed with you,” I muttered against his lips before he kissed me.

      “Good. So the feeling is mutual.”

      “I didn’t know you liked this song.” I took the album cover from him once he let me out of our hug.

      “Who doesn’t?”

      “True.”

      “My dad,” he took the cover from my hands and placed it on the couch, “used to always play this song.” He pulled me close. “He and my mom would dance and shit.”

      I chuckled with a smile when he started to attempt to slow dance with me.

      “You’re not used to this type of dance, huh?” I giggled, letting him spin me before bringing me back in.

      “Nah, I’m a hood nigga. I’m used to letting big booty hoes grind on my dick while I hit the blunt.”

      I rolled my eyes laughing as we continued, moving faster since the song’s pace had picked up temporarily. The living room was pretty dark, but I liked it; I liked this. I loved being alone with him.

      “Your daddy was pretty romantic, huh?”

      “Occasionally. It was usually when he did some bullshit, he’d come home the next evening and do this shit, convincing my mom to forgive him.”

      He kissed me slowly just as we stopped dancing, letting Jackie take the song out.

      “I can see how it worked,” I whispered, feeling like my panties were traveling down my legs on their own as Belly and I kissed under the music. His big hands felt good against my body as he rubbed up and down me, squeezing my ass here and there.

      Letting me go, he lifted the scratcher to stop the album from continuing and then sat down on the couch, pulling me with him.

      “Yeah, it worked, too well.”

      I rubbed his fresh fade, admiring his full lips and long eyelashes.

      “Sounds like your father put your mother through the ringer, baby.”

      “Yeah.” He chuckled, looking off. He wasn’t chuckling as if he found the situation comical, more like to cover up his disappointment. “When he met my mama, she had a kid already, my brother.”

      “I remember you mentioning him.”

      “Yeah, Cross. He was like two or three at the time. Anyway, my mom was actually still with his father, this nigga named Franklin, when she met my pops. She was icing him at first, for obvious reasons, but he eventually won her over, making her believe he would be the best nigga she’d ever deal with, and that ending things with a good nigga like Franklin would be a wise decision.” He moved my hair from my face, holding me tighter in his lap. “And she fell for it. Things were good, then came the other women, the cheating, the lying, but she still got pregnant by him and eventually married him.”

      “Got pregnant with you.”

      He nodded then said, “Shit stopped for a little bit once I got here, but when I was five months old, he got right back to the bullshit and kept it up until I was well into my teens, when he dipped on her. Because he hurt my mama so much and so deeply, she hated me. She’s hated me since I was about seven years old, and every time a new woman called the house on some bullshit, or approached us in the grocery store, claiming my pops, she took it out on me.”

      “Baby.” I kissed his head, not even knowing what to say.

      “Then when Cross was murdered when I was seventeen, she got worse, saying it was my gang affiliations that got him killed. Really, he was just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Some nigga thought he was someone else, a dude who had fucked his girl, so he killed my brother. That shit didn’t matter to my mom though; everything was my fault… always.

      Ever since I was six years old, if I wasn’t getting fought like a grown man by my pops, I was getting yelled at and belittled by my mama. I was always furious growing up, fighting and shit to release anger since I couldn’t let loose at home, hence the name Belly.” He got silent then added, “That’s who I ran into the night I messed up our shit; my pops. He got to me, making me believe I was like him and would turn you into my mama. Not an excuse, but it had a hand in my willingness to take down every drink and drug offered to me that night.” He continued looking off.

      “Even after all that, look how well you turned out.” I cupped his face to make eye contact.

      “Did I?” He raised a brow like he didn’t believe it.

      “Yes, you did. Why do you think I love you so much? I mean, sure you’re fine, and the dick is really good.” I smiled and was happy to see he had too. “But you’re a good man, Cortez Khalil. Plus, Island loves you too, and she’s the real judge. Babies don’t fall in love with bad people.”

      I turned to straddle his lap so that we could hug. His strong arms made me melt. I was so safe and warm, completely forgetting I was in the hood right now. I pulled away slightly so that we could kiss, slowly and passionately.

      “Well I want you to know, Blaise, that even though I’m my father’s son I would never treat you the way he did my moms. When we broke up and I saw how hurt you were and shit, I knew I never wanted to make yo’ ass feel that way again. I’ve never been more bothered by some shit in my life, especially when it comes to females. But the last thing I want to do is cause the woman I love to be in so much pain, that she begins to hate herself and anything associated with the suffering I’ve induced.

      So I know you may still have your doubts and shit, I don’t blame you, but I want you to know that when I told you this time would be different, I meant that shit. You’ll learn that I’m the type of nigga where if I have something special that I give a fuck about, like you, Island, Baby Khalil, and boxing, I’m loyal as fuck to it.”

      “I know, and I don’t doubt you. I did at first, but you’ve been good; I can tell the difference.”

      I definitely had doubts when I first took him back, because trying to make a nigga like Belly be a faithful family man was number one on the stupid bitch agenda. However, he’d been very different, so the guard I had up and the doubts were dissipating every day.

      “And in case you ain’t know, you were always more special than them other hoes.”

      “Why?” I chuckled.

      “Prettier, better pussy, how good of a mother you were, and I like how you keep yourself together: the nails, toes done, hair done, the heels, sweet perfume, soft skin, all that good shit. I love very feminine women.” His hand rubbed up my thigh, and he gave it a squeeze, biting his lip with his sexy ass. “Not to mention, you wasn’t with tolerating my bullshit and packed a mean right hook on you.”

      We laughed in unison before sharing a kiss.

      “Whatever happened to the man that killed your brother?” I touched the tatted cross on the side of his neck, since I now knew it had a different meaning than what I’d assumed.

      “Lit his ass up a few days later. Would have done the shit the same night, but he went into hiding once he found out Cross was my brother.”

      “Damn, he was your age?”

      “Nah, a grown ass man, few years older than my brother, so early twenties. My seventeen-year-old ass had him shook though because niggas in the hood knew I was a little off.”

      “Not was, you still are off. But I love it.”

      “I love you too, baby.”

      “I know.” I smirked, showing him the canary yellow diamond on my finger that he’d gifted me for my birthday.

      He took my palm to kiss it then stood up while still holding me, wrapping my legs around him.

      Carrying me to the back while sucking my lips, he muttered, “I wanna eat you and hit it hard until you tap out.”

      I could already feel his dick as we entered the bedroom, so I was wet and very ready.
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        * * *

      

      We’d been shooting scenes for the TV show Streets since 3 a.m., and it was now 6 p.m. I was so tired, and even though I’d eaten two hours ago, I was starving. I sighed out of relief once I got out of the dress and heels I’d been in for my last scene.

      Once I was changed into a pair of jeans, boots, and a simple top, I headed out of my trailer with my purse. As I walked, I spotted Romelo speaking to one of the production assistants, so I sped up a little. It was so weird being estranged off-camera, because on set, we were hot and heavy in love. We did good though, because when I would watch some of the scenes back, our romance was believable.

      “Excuse me, Miss Cansino.” One of the runners, Dave, approached me. He was always on the move, bringing us food, coffee, messages, mail; hell, anything people didn’t feel like getting themselves, Dave got.

      “Yes.” I smiled.

      “This was dropped off for you.” He handed me a small box wrapped in floral paper.

      Taking it, I thanked Dave then ripped the wrapping off to see a blue Tiffany box. I opened it to find a beautiful diamond bracelet and a small white card with some writing.

      Something beautiful, for a beautiful woman. Call me, so I can take you out… (818) 555- 3488. - M. Strauss.

      “Damn, I see you got niggas on you every day,” Romelo’s voice scared me.

      I quickly put the bracelet back in the box along with the card before shoving it into my purse. There wasn’t a trashcan nearby.

      Mason Strauss was Belly’s latest opponent in his upcoming fight. Belly told me they didn’t like one another in real life, and it was because Mason knew Belly was coming for his title. So I guess Mason sent this and his number in hopes of sleeping with me then using it as ammo to fuck with Belly. I wasn’t sure what type of women he’d encountered in the past, but this nigga had the wrong one.

      “No, it’s not even like that,” I replied to Romelo as I started back walking. He of course kept up with me.

      “So what is it like? I mean, I assumed you and I were getting somewhere and that you were done being strung along by Belly.”

      “I was never being strung along, and I’m not getting strung along now.”

      “I’ll give it a couple more months, maybe less if you let him get you pregnant, before he moves on.”

      “Okay, well whether that happens or not, you really shouldn’t give a fuck.”

      Romelo’s words didn’t bother me, because I knew what it was between Belly and me. He could believe whatever he needed to in order to feel better about me not fucking with him and Belly embarrassing his ass at my birthday dinner.

      “Well, I do. I care about you, and I still think about you. So when shit does hit the fan between you and him, I’ll be there. I’ll be there to show you what it’s like to be with a real man.” Since we were now in the parking lot of the studio, he backed away to his car, still looking me over.

      This evening, my mother had invited me to have dinner with her, and since I didn’t have to pick Island up from her paternal grandmother until morning, I felt tonight was actually perfect. She’d just gotten back in town from a weekend trip to Miami with her best friend Fiona, and oddly, I’d missed her.

      I got home about forty-five minutes later, brushed my teeth, took a hot shower, and then slipped into a nude dress with some clear stilettos. I opted for no makeup since it’d just be my mother and me.

      I arrived at the plush restaurant not too long after leaving my condo, since it too was in Beverly Hills. After giving the hostess my mother’s name, she led me to the table, which was in the corner almost. My smile faded immediately upon seeing my mother at the table with a man. He was young, mid-thirties, so I was praying like hell she didn’t invite me here to announce some hasty engagement. I could tell he had money, aka her type.

      “Sit, sit, baby.” My mother beamed after hugging me.

      I did as she asked, giving a subtle ‘hello’ to the man at the table. He was light skinned with bright honey eyes, a very big nose but it fit his face, and low-cut facial hair. His suit was expensive and very nice like the Plain Jane Rolex on his wrist. His cologne wasn’t my cup of tea, but it didn’t smell bad either; it was mature. Not even close to being sexy and masculine like Belly’s.

      Speaking of Belly, my phone buzzed because we’d been texting all day long, even in between takes when I was filming earlier. I swear he was the first man that I could sit up and talk to all day without the conversation drying out. And even when we couldn’t text back right away, we never left one another hanging.

      “Put the phone down, sweetheart.” My mom tapped my wrist. I finished my message to Belly then placed my phone in my lap, awaiting his reply.

      “Sorry,” I said, just as the waiter came to take my drink order since my mom and this random had theirs.

      “No worries,” he replied, smiling.

      “Blaise, honey, I’d like you to officially meet Rob Carter.”

      “Nice to meet you. I’ve heard that name before, but I can’t quite remember where.” I chuckled as we shook hands.

      “I play for the St. Louis Cardinals,” he informed me.

      “Right, right. Okay, I think I remember it being something along those lines. Well nice to meet you, Rob. But umm, how do you know my mother, and why are you here?”

      He looked to my mom.

      “Well, honey, I met Rob at the airport on my way out of LA. He was inside of the American Express lounge.”

      “Oh, okay.”

      “And he’s here because once he found out I was your mother, he wanted to meet you. I told him you guys would hit it off.” The grin my mother wore was shocking to me. The fact that something like this made her so happy.

      “Oh, I see.” I took my fruit sparkler that the waiter had given me for a sip.

      “Why don’t you bring my daughter here a glass of your finest wine?”

      “No, Ma. This sparkler is fine.”

      “I guess.”

      We gave the waitress our orders, and once he walked away, I just stared at my mom with squinted eyes.

      Turning to Rob, I said, “Rob, I’m very sorry that my mother convinced you to come out for this.”

      “No, don’t be sorry. I was happy to meet you. I think you’re beautiful. As your mother stated, it was actually my idea when she explained who her daughter was.”

      “How do you even know me?”

      “I’ve seen you on social media a few times and in person from afar at a few industry parties. You’ve always been taken though. Your mother here explained that now you were single, so I felt it must have been my lucky day.”

      “No, I—”

      “And look, I know you’ve just ended things with Cortez Khalil, but I promise if you give me a chance, you won’t regret it, beautiful.”

      I gave Rob a simper and snicker before looking at my cheesing ass mother.

      “Mama, can I talk to you in the bathroom please?” I got up before she could respond, but I heard her excuse herself from the table.

      The bathroom was very nice, but I expected nothing less of such an upscale restaurant. By the time I was done checking the six stalls to make sure they were empty, my mom had come in.

      “Blaise, baby, what’s wrong?”

      “This! You always trying to pass me off to any man with a healthy bank account!”

      “So you’d prefer someone broke is what you’re saying?”

      “No, no, Mama. That’s not the point.” I exhaled heavily. “I don’t need you doing this. It’s almost like I’m a pawn, something you use to secure a lifestyle you enjoy. It’s like you don’t even love me.”

      “I do love you, okay?” she snapped. “If I didn’t love your hardheaded ass, I would have gotten rid of you long ago! Now, you are too beautiful to end up with some broke nigga who can’t do a thing for you, Island, and me, so I refuse to let that happen. Rob Carter is a catch. Do you know how much money MLB players make?”

      “What about love, Mama? Don’t you want me with someone I love?”

      “No. I loved your father, and what did that get me? Nothing but a baby, weight gain that took forever for me to drop, stress, and a drained bank account. It wasn’t until I upped my standards, making sure that any man I gave my time to had a lot of cash, that life started being enjoyable. And that wasn’t until you were grown.”

      “Mama.” I covered my face.

      “Now, baby.” I felt her near me, placing her soft hands on my arms. “You luckily had a baby by a man who has a lot of money, unlike me. You’re still young and have a lot going for you, so date this man. Get what you can get and enjoy it.”

      “I am in a relationship. Belly and I got back together.”

      “Oh.” She let me go. “Well, honey, why didn’t you just say that. He recently signed a 100-million-dollar deal with Avenue Productions.”

      “How do you know that?”

      “I keep up with sports players, baby. How do you think I know which men to bring to you? No bench warmers or niggas who only make a couple million in a year.” She laughed. “Oh, but that’s great.”

      “There is something else.” I swallowed the lump in my throat. “I’m pregnant.”

      “What?” She damn near jumped back. “You’re what?”

      “I’m pregnant, Mama, but it’s fine. I found out a little bit before we broke up, and I thought about an abortion, but I couldn’t do it. I wanted my baby already, but now that he and I are back together, it feels even more right.”

      My mother stared at me like she didn’t know me, shaking her head.

      “Are you fucking crazy!” she hollered. “When it happened with Five-Star, I thought, okay, this is fine. It’s only once, and she’ll learn from this. But now, here we are again! And what the fuck are you going to do when he leaves you, Blaise?”

      “He won’t! But even if he did, I’m not having this baby because of him. I’m having it because it’s mine, and I want to!”

      She massaged her temples, closing her eyes.

      “Oh my goodness. When did you become so stupid?” She turned to look at herself in the mirror before dropping her head, hands clutching the edges of the sink.

      “Look, Mom. I know you’re upset, but it’s because you don’t understand. This is different; you and I are different. I don’t want to be some socialite who dates multiple men a year, just to spend their money. I want a husband, a fulfilling career, kids, love. I love Cortez, and he loves me, a lot, Mama. I can tell. And even if somehow, he does decide he can’t be with me or vice versa, my baby is a blessing. I’m happy about it. and I can’t wait to meet it, regardless of if the father is in love with me or not.”

      “I just do not want you being some baby mama, struggling, and depressed.” She sobbed heavily.

      “I know, Mama, and I won’t.” I brought her into a hug. “That’s why I work so hard, so that I will have my own.”

      “Does he really love you?” She pulled back some.

      “Yes.” I nodded. “And look.” I showed her the ring Belly gave me and chuckled when her eyes lit up.

      “Wow, this is beautiful, and very expensive. I can tell.”

      After my mom fixed her makeup, we left back out to finish dinner. To my surprise, she asked Rob to leave so we could enjoy ourselves alone. I hoped like hell I’d gotten through to my mother, but only time would tell.
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      “Oh shit.” I laughed, falling down onto the side of the bed. Swan was like a damn drug in herself. Collapsing onto her stomach, she looked over at me and smiled. “What’s that look for?”

      “You were right about this being better financially. I have so much more money now that I don’t have to split anything with Geena.”

      “Told you.” I smacked her bare ass then kissed her shoulder. “And I like having you all to myself.”

      She chuckled lowly then said, “I recently met someone.”

      “What you mean?”

      “Like a man. He’s a friend of my homegirl, and he asked me out to dinner. I’m going to go.”

      “Dinner doesn’t mean anything, Swan. All he wants is to fuck you, so I say don’t even waste your time.”

      “Well, we’ve been talking for weeks. He’s really sweet, and he’s been asking, but I’ve always said I couldn’t.”

      “Fine, go.” I sat up to remove the condom slowly. I was irritated with Swan, but I’d just wait for the nigga to ghost her ass.

      “I wasn’t telling you to get permission, Will. I was telling you because he wants to go Friday night, so that means I can’t see you.”

      Turning to look down at her in the bed, I frowned. “You can see me after. The date should be over about 10 p.m. right?”

      “It may be, and it may not be, but I don’t want to come do this after my date with him.”

      “With him? Why you say with him, like he’s special or something? Like being with me after that nigga is a sin?”

      “It’s not you. It’s that I like him, and I don’t want to come sleep with another man, or sell my body the same night I go out with him. And he is special; we’ve been talking for weeks.”

      “Oh, all it takes for a nigga to be special to you is to talk to you for weeks? I’ve been fucking you for much longer than that, Swan.” I stood up.

      “Yeah, but you’re a client. He’s an actual man in my life. There is a difference.” She got out of the bed quickly. “And I’m going to leave now.”

      “Why?”

      “Because I hate when you start to act like I belong to you or something! What we do is a job for me!”

      “Oh, that’s it, huh?”

      “Yes, that is it! You think I sell my body for fun? Because I enjoy multiple men cumming in and using me? Well I don’t! This is the only way I’ve figured out how to make money. Once something else comes along, I will be done.”

      She fussed as she cleaned herself with a wipe, trashed it, then grabbed her panties.

      “My bad, Swan.” I tried to grab her as she walked by, but she moved from my grasp and headed for the hotel room door.

      I tried calling her phone a few times, but she wouldn’t answer me, so I just hopped in the shower then passed out in the bed.

      I would get her back another day.
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      The next evening…

      Today, Priscilla was filming for one of her dances along with these two women who did backup for her. She told me about it, and since I was surely trying to put the moves on her fine ass, I decided to show up. And judging by her Instagram, I got the feeling that her relationship was on the outs. Priscilla wasn’t one to post too many sexy things, but lately, she’d been flicking it up in bikinis and short dresses, right along with Blaise and this deejay girl named Ali V. I licked my lips at the thought.

      If she was single, the shit would make my day, but the fact that I had a hard time getting aroused in her presence irked me. I didn’t understand the shit since I was beyond attracted to her ass. But no matter what, it just seemed like I couldn’t get into that mood when with her.

      Last time, I thought for sure if I ate her pussy, my dick would spring up, but nothing. However, just in case I kept having a hard time, no pun intended, I got a little something to help me out.

      I shook my head at myself as I pulled into the parking lot of the dance studio she used.

      The guy up front knew me from being with Dionne, so he buzzed me in right away, as soon as I showed him my camera bag. Priscilla didn’t ask me to take pictures; hell, she ain’t even know I was coming, but I enjoyed capturing her in her element, so I brought my shit anyway.

      “What are you doing here?” I unfortunately ran right into Dionne in the long hallway. I hadn’t even realized I was passing her, because I was so focused on the door that I knew would lead me to Priscilla.

      “That’s yo’ business still?” I looked down into her face.

      Sighing, she dropped her head temporarily then looked up into my eyes. “Will I don’t know what you want me to say or do. You act like I actually cheated on you.”

      “You did, emotionally.”

      “That does not exist. People use emotional cheating as an excuse.”

      “Nah, it’s not an excuse, and the shit is a little bit worse. Why the fuck would I be with you knowing you’d rather be laid up under Belly? My homie and someone I work for? You think I’m that pathetic?”

      “No, no, Willem. I’m over him. He’s been ignoring me for the longest, and I’m done with that.”

      “Oh, so now that you’re done fawning over the next nigga, I’m supposed to fall in line.”

      “That came out wrong. What I meant was—”

      “It’s cool. Have a good day, Dionne.”

      “Will!” she called my name as I tread down the rest of the hallway to the door. I felt Dionne’s eyes on my back as I entered, and we made eye contact one last time as I closed it behind me.

      “Oh, hi. What are you doing here?” Priscilla gave me an odd look, adjusting the hat on her head that her long, curly ponytail was sprouting through.

      When she neared me, I asked lowly, “What, you don’t want me here?”

      When I saw her smile widely, I did the same, touching her hips then exposed stomach.

      “No, that’s not it. I… Dionne literally just walked out of here. And I don’t know; it’s awkward.”

      “Don’t let it be awkward. That’s done with, ever since I found out she wants the homie.”

      “Oh, right. I was wondering, did she tell you?”

      “Nah, he did.”

      “Wow. She told me when she approached me about feeling like you were cheating on her. But I have to get to work, so sit down. There are some snacks if you want.” She rushed off to where the other women were, waiting on her.

      I was already aware of the fact that Dionne had been confiding in Priscilla, but I was wondering what all she’d told her, so much so, that I couldn’t even take pictures as Priscilla danced.

      She was finished about two and a half hours later, so I waited as her background dancers left the room.

      “You hungry? I was thinking we could go get some dinner. I mean, unless you don’t feel like it after all that.”

      “I can shower here to save time. I have extra clothes in my bag for emergencies.”

      “Oh, I’m an emergency?” I smirked, making her blush. My eyes admired her chocolate skin as she chuckled.

      “No, my kids are. But you’re okay enough to convince me to use my emergency outfit. How’s that?”

      “Works for me.”

      I sat back, occupying myself with my phone, and ignoring the few texts that Dionne had sent me. Priscilla came out not too long after, about twenty minutes, in some jeans, a tube top, and the same heels she’d been dancing in.

      Leaving out, we got into our separate cars after deciding on this American restaurant nearby. It was located in a shopping center, so after parking, I waited until I saw her car do the same. Hopping out, I met her by her whip and then led her inside.

      Thankfully, the place wasn’t too full, and the table we were given didn’t have any other people in earshot.

      “So what all did Dionne tell you? I’m just curious.”

      “Umm, nothing much. She just told me she felt like you were being unfaithful, and as you know, that she was in love with Belly.” Priscilla shrugged, sipping her ice water.

      I nodded.

      “Nothing else?”

      “No.” She laughed. “Calm down. Do you wanna just leave and go ask Dionne what all she told me?”

      “Nah, not at all. My bad.” I took down some of my Bourbon. “So I’ve been seeing you showing out on the gram. How does your man feel about that?”

      I was gauging her with that question, but I was hoping she wouldn’t realize it.

      “What man?”

      “Oh shit. So you’re free now?”

      “Yes, I am. Don’t look so happy about it.” She giggled.

      “I mean, I can’t help but to be happy about it. I like you, and now that I know you ain’t attached, I don’t have to worry about boundaries.”

      “I see. We’ve already crossed a few anyway.”

      “True. May I ask why it’s over?”

      “Does it matter?”

      “Kind of. If it was some petty shit, then I know you may most likely go back to him. But something major tells me it’s a wrap for sure.”

      “Well it was major.” Priscilla waited for the waitress to set her alcoholic drink down. “You were right about what you said to me that day in the parking lot. He was acting single.”

      “Cheated on you.”

      “Yeah, but that’s not even the worst part.”

      “What he do?” I leaned in a little more, watching her sip the cosmopolitan.

      “Nothing. I don’t want to talk about it. It’s kind of embarrassing, and I just… yeah, I don’t want to.”

      Now she had me wondering. I ain’t want to press her, but I was interested to know what the fuck the nigga did.

      “You ain’t got AIDS, right?”

      “No! He… he gave me this thing called trich. It’s gone now though and was gone well before our encounter in your studio, so don’t worry.”

      “Damn, but at least I can be happy that shit is a legit wrap.” I grinned, and she did the same.

      “How did you know he wasn’t being right? Did you see something, or…?”

      “Nah, you just hear shit being in the business and around all types of people. I’d seen him out a few times, Belly too, and he definitely wasn’t acting like he had a girl and some kids at home.” She said nothing, and I could tell she was embarrassed for some reason. “But it wasn’t anything new. Men do that shit all the time.”

      “I see.”

      I changed the subject after that, so the rest of our dinner went smoothly. Periodically I hit Swan up to see if she’d cooled down, but I was still getting no response, which worried me. I didn’t want to be with Swan or anything like that, but she was my fix, part of my addiction. The thought of her not fucking with me no more stressed me. Yeah, I could go to other brothels and shit, and I would, but it was almost like a coke-head not being able to get ahold of his favorite cocaine or dealer.

      “Wanna come chill at the crib? I got some wine.”

      “My aunt is spending the night at my house, so I guess I can spare a little extra time.” She bit her lip, making me lick mine.

      “Cool. Just follow me.”

      We made it to my crib in no time it seemed, and after getting her settled in my living room, I poured some of the red wine, which is what she said she preferred.

      “Your house is really nice.” She took the glass, looking around my living room as she sat on my couch.

      “You sound surprised.”

      “Do I?” She laughed.

      “Yeah, you do. What you thought, I was broke or lived in a shack somewhere? I been shooting famous folks and magazines for a minute, and I shoot Cortez Khalil.”

      “No, I know. I just… I always expect single guys to live like bums, nothing personal. My ex, when we first got together, even though he had money was living in a pig sty.”

      “Well, I’m surely not him.” I touched her leg gently.

      She took another sip then placed her glass to the side, so I polished off mine before welcoming her into my lap. The kissing started, and I tried to go inside my head to make shit pop off down below before she realized it hadn’t. Priscilla was bound to check, and I ain’t want to disappoint her again. Once I had her shirt and bra off, I realized I still wasn’t hard.

      “I’m so horny,” she whispered, pulling my shirt off.

      When her hands started downward, I gripped her wrists.

      “Let’s take this to the room.”

      She nodded, so I stood up, still holding her body as I walked through my house and to the bedroom. I put Priscilla down onto the bed then removed her jeans since she’d already taken her shoes off in the living room.

      I stepped out of my pants as I admired her naked body, then got down, pulling her to the edge so I could eat her pussy.

      “Shit, Will.” She rubbed my curly hair, grinding against my mouth.

      The harder she grinded, the harder I sucked her clit, and in no time,  she was exploding right in my mouth. I lapped it up before taking her through another tongue-lashing, enjoying her high-pitched moans and the way her soft hands caressed my head.

      “Damn, girl,” I commented, finally coming up for air after she released again. “Shit, I left my condoms in the other room.” I got off of her.

      “Why? Isn’t this your bedroom?”

      “Yeah, but I usually don’t fuck in my actual bedroom. It always seemed nasty as fuck, but not with you.” I lied so good that I swore I saw another version of myself nodding in approval from across the room.

      “Okay.”

      I rushed out of the bedroom, went into the guest, and used the key to open one of the drawers. Grabbing the strap-on I’d purchased yesterday, I pushed my boxers down, slipped it on, then pulled my boxers back up. This was a male strap-on. Yes, they sold these, so I was able to slip my limp dick into the opening.

      I thought of taking Viagra, but during my research, I found it was only for muthafuckas who had erectile dysfunctions. My issue was with getting aroused, so Viagra wouldn’t even work for me. When I was horny, I had no problems getting hard. Normal women just didn’t titillate me.

      Rushing back to the room after adjusting myself, I closed the door behind me, smiling at Priscilla’s beautiful ass while waving the condom. I climbed onto the bed and started pulling the comforter back as we kissed, before we both got under it. After spreading her legs, I tore the condom open, pushed my boxers down, and slipped it on. Positioning the fake dick at her opening, I barged inside, enjoying the pleasure in her face as she arched her back.

      “Oh my gosh,” Priscilla whimpered, digging her nails into my back.

      I kept rocking in and out of her, jealous of this damn fake dick that got to feel her insides. Irritated, I lifted myself up, put her legs over my shoulders, and fucked the shit out of her. I didn’t stop no matter how hard her body shook from cumming. When I saw she looked worn out, I finally stopped, dropping onto her to tongue her down.

      “Fuck,” I grunted, playing the role.

      “Did you cum?” she panted. “It didn’t seem—”

      “I did. I just don’t do all that extra shit when I do.” I chuckled, kissing her lips as she smiled softly.

      “Just checking.”

      “You should stay the night. We can eat breakfast in Long Beach in the morning.”

      “Okay,” she replied drowsily.

      I moved to the side of her after pecking her lips, then once she had dozed off, I slipped my boxers back on, went to clean then lock up the strap, before slipping back in bed with her.

      So far, so good.
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      “Oh shit,” I whimpered, riding Belly’s dick. My body gyrated hard as hell when I came down on his long, thick shaft. I felt weak, as his big hands dug into my hips, reaching around to squeeze on my ass periodically.

      I looked down at him, admiring his supple mahogany complexion, chiseled body, and the various artwork that decorated his neck, arms, and chest. This man was beyond good looking and so sexy, with the dick game to match.

      “Damn,” he mumbled in his alluring and slightly raspy voice, as I rocked my hips.

      It didn’t take long for me to rain down on him so hard that I fell forward, causing our noses to touch.

      “Mmm,” was the only thing I could whimper, feeling paralyzed.

      When I positioned my head to kiss his lips, he gripped my jaw tightly in his large hand before coolly saying, “I told you I got a girl. Have some respect.”

      This was why I hated Blaise. She was paying this nigga dust, yet he was still parading around LA like they were soon to be married.

      Before I could say anything in response, Belly flipped me onto my back, pushed my legs toward my body, and slid in. Wrapping his hand around my neck, he pounded my pussy with so much force that I came twice back-to-back and was rendered speechless. I stared up into his eyes with my jaw hanging open, letting out sporadic moans and cries, as he beat my pussy up while choking me gently. I couldn’t stop my orgasms, and he knew it, looking me deeply in the eyes with his perfect teeth sunken down into his bottom lip.

      “Ba—” I put my hand up on his hard abs, and he knocked it away with the quickness.

      “Move that shit,” he demanded.

      I felt my juices trickling down past my ass and onto the sheets as Belly fucked me hard with no mercy. After my fifth or sixth orgasm, he pulled out, removed the condom, and then sat me up to fuck my face. I sucked his dick like my life depended on it, loving the moans of pleasure he let out. Soon after, he released right into my mouth, and I took it down. I didn’t mind swallowing Belly, because unlike most, he had a good diet, and I guess it was due to him being an athlete.

      He pulled out of my mouth and helped me from the bed so we could take a shower. We washed off with no sex since he didn’t bring a condom.

      “You know I don’t have anything, Cortez.” I wrapped the towel around my body once we were out. “So we don’t have to use condoms.” I wet my toothbrush before putting toothpaste on it. We were currently at my place.

      “I don’t fuck you raw because I don’t want you having my baby, not because I think ya pussy is dirty.” He left the bathroom as I finished brushing, flossing, and rinsing with mouthwash.

      After putting on some boy shorts and a bralette, I joined him in my large bed.

      “What’s up with Maia? Is she keeping the baby?”

      “She ain’t having my baby. That was some bullshit.”

      “Oh, okay.” I smiled softly, getting comfortable as I laid on his chest. His body wash smelled so good. I made sure to stock up on it for him, for those nights he stayed over. “Can I ask you something?”

      His eyes were closed like he was thinking.

      “Yeah.”

      “Do you like me?”

      “If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be over here, Megyn. Fuck kind of question is that?” He frowned, eyes still closed as he laid on his back.

      “No, I mean I know you like me. But… what do you like about me?” I was afraid to ask what I really wanted to know, so I’d decided to build up to it.

      “I like how wet your pussy gets, how you ain’t got no gag reflexes, and you look good to me,” he answered nonchalantly.

      I expected a totally different answer, so right now I was bummed.

      “Is that the same reason you like Blaise?”

      He chuckled.

      “I love Blaise, so nah, it’s way deeper than that. I like to fuck her, but I also like to just lay up with her, listen to her voice, see her pretty ass smile, all that shit I thought I’d never give a fuck about. But you, I just like that pussy and how you can deep throat me with no issues.” He kissed my temple as if he’d just spoken something sweet to me. “Go to sleep, beautiful. I don’t wanna talk.”

      I got off of his chest and turned my back to him. A few moments later, he hugged me from behind, kissing my neck. And like a fool, I smiled, drifting off and sleeping happily.

      “Megyn, please pay attention,” my assistant/best friend, Zara, snapped in my face. I’d been daydreaming about the nights I’d spent with Belly all afternoon. I just missed him.

      “I’m sorry. I need food in my system.”

      “Megyn, we need you to choose these lash styles so that we can start manufacturing them.”

      “And we will get there. But for now, I just need a lunch break. We can get back to it right after.” I rose up, throwing my Gucci bag over my forearm.

      “Fine.”

      Zara followed me out of my office space, and we crossed the street, heading to this cute little cafe we frequently ate lunch at. It was so bright, with the color scheme being black, white, and baby pink. I liked it because, during my lunch, around 1 p.m., it was fairly empty, which was perfect for getting my food quickly and taking pictures for my Instagram due to the aesthetics.

      “Good afternoon, ladies. Will you two be having the same as usual?” The hip young white girl approached our table.

      “Yes, Molly, same for me.” I nodded with a smile. And Zara gave her a nod as well to agree.

      “Great! Your lattes will be out shortly and then your salads!” Molly walked off.

      “Are you still checking your phone to see if he texted you?” Zara smirked.

      “Mind your business, thank you.” I smiled.

      Before I met Belly, I’d heard of him and how he had a harem of women fawning over him, all believing they were his one true love. I used to laugh at them, wondering how they could be so stupid. At that time, I told myself, yes, Belly was fine, sure, and probably had good dick, but nothing he had or did could make me act the way those women were acting.

      That quickly changed when I spotted him at Siggy’s single release party. He had this aura that was so sexy and that commanded attention; I wanted him. His mannerisms and how he carried himself, drew me to him before I’d even said a word to his ass. As soon as I laid eyes on him and watched for a couple minutes, I knew exactly why he had women acting the way he had. It clicked for me; it made sense. The fact that I was this drawn to him without having even spoken to him had me scared to even try the dick, but I did, and now I was stuck on stupid.

      Soon, I’d become one of his hoes he kept in rotation. I knew about Kharla, Sienna, Maia, Cadence, and the one and only, Blaise. I didn’t understand how the latter had gotten Belly to treat her the way he did; it baffled me.

      Belly had his sweet days, and at times, he was so smooth and could talk me out of my panties even when I didn’t want sex. But at the end of the day, he kept it real with me, too real, so I didn’t get how she actually had this man saying he loved her.

      “I just wonder how long you’re going to sulk over him. Get him back, or move on.”

      “Get him back? Who said I lost him, Zara?”

      “Hell, you barely had him.”

      “No, I’ve always had him. I just have to split my time with some of the other girls, but they don’t matter as much.”

      “So y’all are sharing.”

      “No, it’s not like we all have threesomes with him and spend time together like sister wives. I-I can’t explain it. We just all have our own pieces of him, for now. A man like Belly can’t be tied down, so I wasn’t going to force him.”

      “Seems like Blaise Cansino has him tied right on down.” Zara slurped her iced latte since Molly had dropped them off.

      “Oh, please. She’s just another bitch that’s not on my level in his eyes.”

      “Yet he dipped out on your birthday to be with her. Then on her birthday, I heard homeboy set it out; bought her a car, roses, some designer, and that big ass rock she hasn’t taken off since her special day. And has he called you since her birthday?”

      “It doesn’t matter, because their union won’t last. I know Belly, and I’m not dumb enough to try and force him to be faithful. When he can do it, he will, and for the right woman, meaning me.” Shrugging, I added, “And even if he can’t, I just want to be with him. I don’t think about all that other stuff when we’re together. It’s just about us.”

      “Fine, but I say don’t sit and wait. If you want that nigga, act like it. Closed mouths don’t get fed, Megyn.”

      I finished lunch, pondering on what Zara had said to me. I did want Belly, and I was tired of sitting by the phone or lurking on Blaise’s page for any signs that said they were broken up. I could tell by the glow in her Instasnaps that she was still getting that Belly dick and attention though.

      Zara and I finished up picking out the new lash styles I was planning to launch, and by this time, it was a little after 6 p.m. I was beat mentally and physically.

      “Hey, so I did some digging, and I found out Belly will be at Quay’s party tomorrow. I’m sure he invited you, so we should go.”

      “You think he’s gonna bring Blaise?”

      “To a party with plenty of bitches for him to smash? No!”

      “Okay, cool.”

      I was happy as hell and couldn’t wait to get to the party.
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        * * *

      

      The next afternoon… A little after 2 p.m.…

      

      Put the gun inside, what the fuck for?… I sleep with the gun, and she don't snore…

      I entered the party with Zara, taking one of the champagne glasses from the scantily clad dressed waitress carrying a tray of them. The party was at this mansion, with a view and a big ass pool that only a few people were in. Everyone else was fully clothed, chilling, drinking, eating, and smoking.

      “There goes your man.” Zara pointed, swaying to “Uproar” by Lil Wayne.

      “I know.” I stared Belly down from across the big backyard. He was seated at this small clear table, with his ContraBandz gang, plus Will. He wore a simple gray Polo shirt, blue jeans, and some fresh off-white Nike collab tennis shoes. His watch blinded me, despite its subtleness.

      “’Sup, sexy!” Quay rolled up on me, reaching for a hug. Him along with many other men were in my DMs almost daily. I wanted Belly though.

      “Hi. Excuse me for a second.”

      Quay nodded, slipping his hands into his pockets as he watched me walk off. He and every other nigga in the industry knew I belonged to Belly. But since I wasn’t his official girl, I guess they felt it was okay to try and get with me.

      “Hi, baby.” I touched Belly’s shoulder, inhaling the scent of his cologne. He turned a little bit to peer up at me and then flipped back around.

      I sat in the empty chair and sipped my champagne.

      “Hi, Megyn.” Ozzy waved to me, winking.

      When Belly chuckled, I got a sharp pain in my chest. He was supposed to be angry, but maybe he and his friends joked that way. I’d been around them multiple times and had never seen it, but hey.

      Once some other women came to occupy his friends, I said lowly, “I haven’t seen you in a minute. I miss you.”

      “Damn, all bad.” He dusted his fresh jeans off.

      “Why is that bad?” I cocked my head, confused.

      “’Cause I’m not yo’ nigga, and I got a whole girlfriend, yet you miss me.”

      “Girlfriend, huh? Is that why you left my fucking birthday, to be with her, and then went ham for hers?” I felt myself tearing up. “How could you do that? I should have at least been able to have you all night for my birthday; you told me I would.”

      He leaned over to whisper in my ear, “Quit making a scene, Megyn. I don’t like all that extra shit. If you wanna cry and nag a nigga, go get you a muthafuckin’ boyfriend. Only shit I had to offer you was some dick, but that coupon is expired.” He pulled away.

      “Cortez—”

      “Get up. My girl needs to sit down. And don’t talk to me or even look at me for the rest of the party.”

      As soon as he finished speaking, a big beautiful grin covered his face as he stared off. I followed his eyes, and they were on Blaise, walking in with that Priscilla dancing chick and this female deejay named Alicia or something.

      Blaise was so beautiful in person, and even though this was my second time seeing her in the flesh, I was still in awe. I think if she were less attractive, Belly being in love with her would hurt less for some reason.

      Without another word, I got up from the chair, and Blaise sat in it like she didn’t even see me. She locked her arms around his neck, and they kissed; they kissed right in front of me. I felt stuck and watched Blaise cup Belly’s sexy face, before whispering in his ear. When she was done, she turned to take the juice that Priscilla had brought her. I stared as she sipped it, until I realized Belly was looking at me.

      “Go,” was all he said before turning his back to me and kissing Blaise’s cheek. It was obvious she’d told him to do that, and I couldn’t believe he had. And the fact that she didn’t even acknowledge me, like I was too beneath her to tell me to leave herself, aggravated me.

      I would figure out how to get Belly’s attention. I was a catch, and beautiful as hell too, so I was sure he could only resist me for so long. Hell, I didn’t have his name tatted for nothing.
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      I was on my way to the boxing gym after picking up some pre-workout for Belly. He and I weren’t really talking, unless it had something to do with work. I was tired of the shit though and didn’t want something like hoe ass Jasmine getting in between brothers. For as long as I’d been on this earth, Belly and I have been close. It was weird as fuck being on the outs with him.

      Me: Miss yo’ ass already.

      Alivia: I maybe miss you a little lol.

      I smirked, shoving my iPhone into my pocket as I entered the gym. When I spotted Belly taking stuff from his bag, I started over, removing the pre-workout.

      “Good morning.” I handed him the tub and he took it, not responding. “So how long we gon’ play this game?”

      “I don’t play games. Games are for immature muthafuckas like you.” He gave me a fake smile and then zipped his bag up.

      I stood there, watching him put the powder in his water bottle before shaking it roughly.

      “I’m not immature. I don’ told yo’ ass that what you saw wasn’t the case. I still fuck on Jasmine, so her son got the wrong fucking idea.”

      He laughed, shaking his head.

      “That can’t feel good, talking about yo’ own kid like he ain’t yours. You bitch about how Pops did you, but you doing the same shit.”

      He was right. It made me feel like shit, but I couldn’t admit it. I wasn’t ready. And truthfully, I didn’t see the big deal. Jasiel never went without shit, I made sure of it, so I was nothing like my wack ass father. He didn’t give me a fucking dime, on top of not claiming me.

      “No, I’m not doing the same shit, because I—” I stopped myself because I almost slipped up and admitted the truth. I’d contemplated doing so, just coming clean, but I couldn’t. The words wouldn’t come out of my mouth.

      “Damn, so when niggas was whispering about her while she was pregnant, you just played the role with us. You’re a fucking sociopath. He’s like three or four years old, Manny.”

      “Shit, is he yo’ kid? You sound like you know more about the little nigga than me. I don’t know how old he is.”

      “You know you’ve always been wanting attention from yo’ dad. Maybe if you tell him how you’re acting like a bitch, y’all can bond.”

      “Fuck you! Keep bringing that shit up!”

      “Or what?” He got in my face.

      “You think the shit is funny to keep mentioning the fact that I ain’t have that bitch ass nigga in my life? You like bragging that you had it good, having a father and all!”

      “I had it good?” He pointed to himself then chuckled. “You right. Seeing that nigga hurt my mama so badly that she wouldn’t get out of bed for days, getting my ass beat like a grown man, having my mother hate me ’cause of this nigga, and then competing in fight after fight no matter how much pain I was in from the last one, because we needed the money, was the life, my nigga!” He grinned. “Damn, you missed out on not having that muthafucka in yo’ life.”

      “I get it—”

      “Nah, you don’t get it. Because if you got it, you wouldn’t be walking around here ashamed of yo’ son.”

      “I don’t have a son, Cortez.”

      “Blaise told me you’re fucking with her friend, that deejay girl. She know?”

      “Nothing for her to know.”

      He nodded.

      “Aight. Well you can bounce. I don’t need you for today.” He grabbed his gloves just as his trainer, Victor, emerged from the back.

      “What you mean you don’t need me? I’m ya fucking corner man. I have to be at your practices.” I frowned, watching him walk by me.

      “Not this one.” He climbed up into the ring where Victor was now. “Get up out of here, Manny. I don’t need no fucking distractions.”

      “Victor.” I looked at his trainer who shrugged.

      “Ain’t nothing I can do. And we got a lot of hours ahead, so I need you to go if that’s what it’ll take for us to start, Manuel.”

      “Fine. Fuck it.”

      I left out and sat in my car for a little bit, mad as fuck. Belly was pissing me off, and I didn’t know if it was because he was right or if it was because I hated what I was doing to my kid.

      Some days, I just wanted to up and move he and Jasmine to a whole new town so shit could be normal. But my home was here, my work was pretty much here, and I couldn’t just bounce. I wasn’t sure how I was gon’ fix shit in the long run, but for now, I needed something quick to mend my brother’s and my relationship. Plus, the shit was starting to interfere with my work, and I couldn’t have that.

      Starting up my brand-new Porsche Cayman, I smiled for a minute. It was my first super luxury car, and I was in love with this shit. I still had my Lexus, but I stayed pushing this one since the day I got the keys. My income had increased since Belly’s had, and I wasn’t complaining. My smile faded, thinking he may drop my ass for a new corner man over this son bullshit, so I sped off, headed to see my baby mama.

      When I got to Jasmine’s, I saw there was a Lexus in the driveway, but the truck. I could tell by the paint job, rims, and the decked out inside from when I smashed my face to the window to peer in it, that this shit cost money. It wasn’t the car she borrowed last time, so I knew it didn’t belong to the nigga she was fucking with.

      “Get your nasty face off my window.” Jasmine stood in the doorway of her home. Her house was pretty beat up, in the depths of Inglewood. I wanted to get her up out, but she’d been good this long, and that wasn’t my responsibility to keep her ass safe. It was her mom’s spot before she was murdered around the corner at a stop sign, so I doubt she wanted to leave it anyway.

      “Yo’ window?”

      “Yes, mine.” She folded her arms. She was in this tight white dress, looking scrumptious as hell. I was horny too since Alivia hadn’t given me any of her honey pot yet. But damn, when she did, a nigga might catch the Holy Ghost.

      “How the fuck you pay for this?”

      “It was a gift. What did you need?”

      “A gift from who?” I followed her inside of the house, completely interested in a whole other issue than what I came here for.

      “My man, Manny. Don’t come over here asking me questions. We’re not together, and from what I’ve been seeing on social media, you’re dating that little white bitch.”

      “White bitch? I ain’t got no white bitch!”

      “Mulatto. Whatever the fuck she is.”

      “Alivia; you know her name. She’s a deejay and full-blooded Black. You know damn well she ain’t white with them big ass lips she got. Acting like yo’ ass ain’t light skinned.”

      “Not as light as her.”

      “Yeah. If she went out in the sun for a couple days, y’all would be what for what. But why this nigga buying you cars and shit?”

      “Because he was tired of seeing me having to go places in that 2000 Toyota Corolla, and it kept breaking down all the time. He kept having to come meet me places and help me off the road since you would never answer, even though I had your son with me.”

      “Whatever.” I ain’t know what to say, but I didn’t like whoever this nigga was, buying Jasmine a car. He was doing too damn much. Him fucking her was one thing, but he sounded like he was trying to wife her, which wasn’t cool with me for some reason. “Speaking of our son, I need you to do me a big favor. If you agree to this, I’ll give you whatever you want. I’m talking five thousand dollars.”

      “What the hell kind of favor is worth that much money?” Jasmine’s brows dipped. She moved her hair off her shoulders. She looked good with it natural; I guess the nigga she was fucking influenced this change, because she’d been rocking it for a minute.

      “I need you to tell my brother that Jasiel isn’t mine, and that he—”

      “Are you fucking serious!”

      “Yes! And tell him that Jasiel was mistaken when he saw me; that his dad is one of these niggas you fucked.” For a moment, Jasmine just stared up at me. I could see the sadness in her eyes, but I couldn’t care about that. “This is just for right now, and when I figure some shit out, I’ll come clean.”

      “You want me to do a favor for you, a horrible one, when the reason you’re even doing all this hiding is because of me?” She started to cry. “I get that I’m not the best woman to bring home to your mother, but Manny, I have to say that this hurts my feelings.”

      Sighing, I touched her shoulder, but she snatched it.

      “It ain’t like that, Jasmine. I just. I—”

      “Daddy!” Jasiel emerged from his room, rushing to me. I quickly scooped him up, hugging his small body before kissing his cheek.

      “How you doing, man?” I smiled.

      “Nice.” He nodded.

      “Good.” I kissed him again before sitting down on the couch with him in my lap. Jasmine went to her kitchen, I guess to start cooking since I heard the fridge open. Turning Jasiel to face me, I said, “Aye, are you a big boy or a little baby?”

      “Big boy!”

      “You sure?”

      “Yes! I am!”

      “Aight.” I chuckled. “Aye, so you know since now that you’re a big boy, you should call me Manny.”

      “Why?”

      “Well, big boys don’t say daddy, they use names. So just like I call you Jasiel, you call me Manny. It’s part of being a big—”

      “Okay, no. You need to leave.” Jasmine rushed back into the living room, snatching my son from my lap.

      “Jas—”

      “Get the fuck out, right now.”

      Exhaling heavily, I rose up then tried to kiss my son, but Jasmine turned her back to me so I couldn’t. Putting the bottom lock on, I slipped out, closing the door behind me.

      

      A few hours later…

      “How did you like the sushi?” Alivia smiled as we walked out of the upscale Japanese restaurant in Hollywood.

      “It was aight, but I don’t think it’s for me. I like my food cooked.”

      “Manny, I told you they had cooked versions of the sushi, but you just had to get what I got.”

      “I can’t help it. I like your style.” I kissed her cheek, feeling her smile.

      When we got to my car, I pressed my lips against hers. It didn’t take long for my dick to harden, making her jump back a tiny bit.

      “Sorry.” She exhaled.

      “You good. Wanna come to the crib?”

      “Sure.”

      I opened the passenger door for her, then hurried around to my side to slide in. I couldn’t get home fast enough, so as soon as my engine was fired up, I floored it.

      It was later in the night and a weekday, so there was virtually no traffic, which was odd for LA. As long as you traveled after 8:30 p.m. on weekdays, you were good. Same rules didn’t apply for weekends though; it was just traffic from sunup to sundown.

      We got to my house about thirty minutes later, and I led Alivia in by hand. I helped her out of her jacket then offered her some beer, which she happily took. I found it funny that she looked like a bougie bad bitch from Instagram but drank beers.

      “So, I wanna ask you something. I don’t know if people do this shit anymore, but I like you, and I want to make sure we’re on the same page so there will be no confusion.”

      Adjusting in her seat, Alivia slowly pulled the beer bottle from her lips and replied, “Okay. What’s up?”

      “Chill.” I snickered, seeing the worry in her eyes. “I wanna ask you,” I placed my hand on her thigh, “…if maybe you could be my girl.”

      Her facial expression switched instantaneously, from worry to happiness, which had me feeling good as fuck. I wasn’t no bitch, but Alivia confused me half the time, and I didn’t wanna be walking around staking my claim on her just for her to end up on the gram again with a new nigga.

      “Seriously?”

      “Yeah, seriously. Why would I be joking?”

      “No, of course not. It’s just… I’ve never had anybody ask me to be their girlfriend. I mean, unless you count the guys in my Sunday school class, back when I was in high school, but they weren’t really catches.”

      I laughed at her being so skittish.

      “Well, I’m happy to be the first. So what do you say?”

      “Of course.” She scooted closer to me, so I brought her in for a kiss. “I can’t believe I actually like you.” She frowned before guffawing.

      “Fuck you. I’m a catch.”

      “I guess.” She shrugged. “I’m kidding. Of course you are, handsome.” She spoke closely against my lips, so deep kisses ensued.

      I started slowly unbuttoning her shirt, and when she let me open it, I went right for her jeans. She kicked her slide-in heels off, allowing me to pull the jeans down, and once they were on the floor, I stood up to undress myself.

      I got right down on my knees, gestured for her to face me, and then brought her panties down her warm vanilla thighs. Her perfume was in the air. It was familiar to me now, and I couldn’t believe I had her in this position after all this time.

      “You smell so good,” I uttered, kissing her inner thighs.

      I made my way upward, and as soon as I was face to face with her pussy, I started toying with her clit, using my tongue. She sunk down some, giving me more access, so I dove in harder, using my fingers to slide in and out of her while I ate her pussy.

      “Oh, damn.” She panted, caressing my baldhead.

      She came, but since I wasn’t done, I continued, basking in the experience until she had my whole beard drenched damn near. I came up, tongued her down, and unhooked her bra so I could tend to her nipples. Once I had my fix, I laid her on her back, grabbed a condom from my wallet, and smoothed it down my brick hard dick after opening it.

      “What?” I asked Alivia as I climbed between her legs on the couch.

      “Nothing.” She shook her head. “A little nervous.”

      “Don’t be.”

      I lowered myself, pushing against her opening, and finally, I was inside. I paused for a second because the feeling, plus my thoughts of her, had me about to nut way too damn early. I’d waited too fucking long for me to nut this quickly.

      “Mmm,” Alivia’s soft voice cooed as she dug her nails into my back.

      I eventually gained some composure, so I started to glide in and out of her tight walls. She was drenched, and it felt magnificent. I didn’t even know I knew that word until right now.

      “Damn,” I moaned. I started going faster, and she exploded, bucking her eyes like she was surprised.

      Pulling out, I turned her around, pushed one of her legs out, and then slid back inside. My eyes stayed locked on her plump, round ass, as I beat her shit up from the back, biting down hard on my lip as she called out. She came again, almost taking me out, so I just went faster, clapping our skin together and pressing my palms into the couch for balance.

      “Manny, oh…” She cried, releasing again, and I could no longer take it, so I followed suit, letting out so much nut I thought it would overload the condom.

      My body gave out, so I fell down on her, kissing her now sweaty back a couple times. After a few moments, I slid out, then helped her off of the couch. We stood there kissing, and then I pulled away so I could remove the condom.

      “You wanna shower?” I quizzed.

      “Not yet. Let’s go again.” She took my hand and led me to the back room.

      I dropped the condom in the trashcan on the way and got right back to work for the next few hours. Alivia was definitely my type, and I wasn’t letting her ass go no matter what.
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      “Yay, I won!” I shouted, throwing my arms up. Will and I were at Mulligan’s, having fun like some little kids. I think we were the only adults here who didn’t have children with them.

      My babies loved this place, but I wasn’t ready to introduce them to Will just yet. Not to mention, Rafi and I were still in that weird breakup stage where we didn’t talk or anything, but nothing had changed as far as our home. He stayed in a hotel, I think, but he occasionally came by to see our kids. I figured he might want me out of the house, despite him not saying it, so I’d been looking on the low.

      “I let you win.” Will came up behind me to hug my body. When he pressed his lips against my neck, chills ran down my spine.

      Will was so different from Rafi but in a good way. With Rafi, I felt like I had no control, and everything was about what he wanted and when he wanted it. Any house rules or relationship rules we had were all put in place by him. If I did have an opinion, I never brought it up; I was afraid to. I loved him so much that I didn’t want to say or do something to make him leave me.

      At the time, I was okay with that as long as I had him, but being around Will made me realize how unhealthy that was. Will made me feel comfortable speaking my mind, because I knew he wouldn’t be irrational and fly off the handle simply because it wasn’t his idea or something he didn’t want to do.

      “Well, if that’s what you need to tell yourself, then fine.” I smirked.

      “I do.” He half smiled, making us both chortle.

      “So the past few nights we’ve spent apart, mainly because I’ve been with my kids and you had to do some night work, but I’m free tonight.” I pushed myself into his hard body and looked up into his brown eyes. His curly hair was so shiny, and his thick lips were never chapped.

      Will was definitely a pretty boy, but I’d learned to like it or at least be okay with it. I’d much rather have a man that took too much pride in his appearance than a nigga who would try to finger fuck me with dirty nails.

      “Uh, yeah. I was umm, thinking the same thing.”

      “Okay, good.”

      We started walking out and headed to the car, where Will opened the passenger door to his Mercedes truck for me.

      We’d only been on the freeway for a couple minutes before he lowered the music and glanced my way.

      “So does your ex know we’re dating?”

      “No. We don’t even talk. We act like we don’t know one another.” I stared out the window, as Will sped down the dark freeway. I didn’t want to be bothered by that fact, but I was.

      “Damn.” It got quiet. “I just thought I’d ask before I saw him out somewhere. I didn’t want to reveal anything before you.”

      “Thanks.” I looked his way briefly and gave him a subtle smile. “When we do decide to converse like mature adults, I will bring it up.” After taking a deep breath, I decided to switch the focus from me to him. “Does Dionne know?”

      “Nah.”

      “I don’t even know why I asked, because if she did, I surely wouldn’t need to question you about it; she would make it obvious.”

      “True.”

      We chuckled in unison.

      We finally got to his place, and as soon as we stepped in the door, we were kissing. On our way to the bedroom, we undressed one another, letting our clothing fall to the floor, leaving a trail. By the time we got to the bedroom, I was only in my panties since the shirt I wore called for no bra. Will still had his jeans on.

      As he slipped out of his tennis shoes, he spoke lowly. “You are hands down one of the most beautiful women I’ve ever seen.”

      “Baby, I’m half naked already. No need to sweet talk me.” I giggled, and he gave a soft titter.

      “I’m serious.” He placed his watch on the dresser then neared me. Once he let his jeans fall, he slipped his hand behind my head and into my hair, before crashing his lips into mine.

      Will kissed me like he loved me, and I enjoyed it. It felt like one of those corny movie kisses; however, I was not complaining. I saw why women’s feet would go up.

      “You’re handsome too,” I whispered back after what seemed like an hour later.

      “You into role play?”

      “I’ve only done it once, and it was for Halloween. We were already dressed up, so it just kind of happened.”

      “Role play turns me on.”

      “Okay. What should we be? A nurse and her patient? A stripper and her repeat customer?” I licked my lips, admiring how handsome he was as he smirked at my suggestions.

      “Close to the latter, but I was thinking more of a working girl and a new customer.”

      “Oh… okay.” Had Dionne not mentioned the fact that he’d asked her to do the same thing, I wouldn’t have been alarmed. Then again, Dionne was a train wreck, so I’m sure she was exaggerating when describing how overboard Will was during their attempt.

      “I got something for you.” He rushed to his walk-in closet and then came out with a purple wig.

      Bursting into laughter, I said, “I don’t know if my hair can fit under that, baby.”

      “Damn, I forgot you were the Black Rapunzel. Aight, forget the wig.” He tossed it behind himself and then came back over to kiss on my neck and caress my body. His quick dismissal of the wig made me feel even more comfortable, because he was nothing like Dionne had described so far.

      “Excuse me, sir. We haven’t discussed our payment arrangement.” I nudged him off of me, and he nodded.

      “My apologies. I wanna fuck you nice and slow, oral too. What’s the price?”

      “I don’t know you well yet, so one hundred twenty dollars. If you come back, I may discount you if I like you.”

      “Cool. Lie down and take off your panties.”

      Like a good girl, I pushed my panties down and then fell backwards onto the bed. Will dropped his boxers and joined me, hovering over my frame.

      “You’re the best looking one I’ve gotten today.” I rubbed down his chest.

      “How many was it?”

      “Around seven; a slow day.” I chuckled. “Shouldn’t you pay me beforehand?”

      “Usually, but since we’re already this far, I can pay after. I’ll add extra. You trust me, right?”

      “Yes.”

      He grabbed a condom from the drawer of his nightstand, and I waited as he ripped it open to slide it down. I remembered he said he kept his condoms in the other room, so I guess he moved them for me.

      “I’m hard as hell,” he commented. “Am I it for the night?” I felt him place the head at my opening.

      “Depends how good you are—uh.” I whimpered when he pushed inside of me.

      He slipped his arms around my body and gripped my ass cheeks, pressing his body down harder on me so my legs would spread wider. Kissing my lips, he pounded me so hard I came in under sixty seconds. He kept going, yanking another orgasm out of me, before pulling out, removing the condom, and sitting me up. He pressed the head of his dick on my lips, so I opened wide to welcome him.

      Bobbing up and down, I began to massage his balls, using his moans and grunts as motivation.

      “Damn, you should charge more for your head services,” he groaned, palming the back of my head.

      When I felt him grow harder, he pulled out of my mouth and got another condom to roll down. Turning me around, he arched my back so that my ass was in the air before sliding in. He was gripping my hips so hard that I felt his fingertips against my organs. But the dick felt so good I couldn’t concentrate on that as I came.

      “Will.” I cooed as he fucked me harder, grunting and groaning. So much for nice and slow.

      “So tight to be a hoe,” he called out, catching me off guard, but I went with it.

      “I he-ar that a-a lot.”

      Finally, he let out a loud howl almost, seconds before his body gyrated, and we both fell forward. He panted kind of loudly, his breath warming up my back.

      “Damn, Priscilla.”

      That was kind of weird, but the sex was definitely in my top two.
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      The next afternoon…

      Blaise and I were at this cafe out in Melrose, with our babies, having a light snack and some tea. We both brought packed lunches for our kids, knowing nothing here at Alfred’s would be appetizing to them. Afterwards, we planned to go shopping on Rodeo and at some of the department stores over there as well.

      Once I made sure the kids were occupied, mainly Penni since she was the oldest, I said, “So Will and I had sex.”

      “I know. You told me.”

      “We did it again though.” I smiled.

      “Yeah, I would hope so; you guys are getting pretty close. You do have relations more than once.” She giggled when I rolled my eyes. “Was this special or something?”

      “Special? I guess because it was really good but also a little bit weird.” I ate some of my salad. “We did role play.”

      “Ooh, what kind? Belly and I did one where I was a prisoner, and he was the guard. It started in the shower and—”

      “Okay, y’all are nasty. And that’s why you’re pregnant.” I laughed, cutting her off so I wouldn’t hear anymore. “But no, this was a hooker and her customer. Girl, he brought out a damn wig for me to wear.”

      “Wait, he had props?”

      “Yes! I mean he was really into it, I mean, like really. The look in his eyes was something serious. I don’t know if he’s a great actor or weird.”

      “He’s probably just a nigga. Anything dealing with sex, they’re serious about it. And I mean, you liked it, right?”

      “Yeah, the sex part… not so much the dialogue.” I drank some of my tea as Blaise straightened Island’s shirt. “A few times he’s had issues getting it up, so it was weird to see him so turned on and ready.”

      “Did he have an issue the first time you guys had sex?”

      “No, no. He didn’t, actually. And we didn’t have to role-play either. I guess I’m just paranoid because of the things Dionne told me. How he was so into role playing that it was scary.”

      “I’m sure she wants you to believe he’s off so that she can have him to herself.”

      “True. I think she could sense the sparks and wanted to run me off.” I nodded, feeling better.

      I wasn’t about to let delusional Dionne convince me of anything. Who would listen to a woman that was madly in love with a man that had only penetrated her mouth? And years ago?

      We finished our teas and snacks, then once the babies were full, we headed to the Chanel store on Robertson because we liked it better than the one on Rodeo. After picking out a few shoes we wanted to try on and some purses, we sat down to wait for the stylist to bring me some champagne and Blaise some sparkling water.

      As Blaise looked in the mirror, trying on a bag, I went onto my phone since I was being tagged on social media. I saw it was on a blog post, with a picture of Rafi and Yesenia hugged up. Someone had commented asking if they were a couple, and Yesenia had replied with Yep!

      My heart beat out of my chest as I stared the picture down. He’d known this bitch for two seconds, and they were public? Yet he’d had me for years and wouldn’t even walk into a restaurant holding my hand. Infuriated, I went to my story to type a word message saying, I hope you get tested girl, with the teacup emoji at the end. I smirked after adding it to my story and locking my phone.

      Blaise and I finished shopping at Chanel then went to get in her car, loading the bags and buckling the babies up.

      As soon as Blaise got in the driver’s seat, she asked, “Oh my gosh, Priscilla. You typed this, or are you hacked?” She showed me her screen, and the blogs had posted my little message from my story.

      “Nope, not hacked.”

      Blaise cackled with her mouth wide open in shock.

      “Bitch, I didn’t know you had it in you. You don’ caused a frenzy!”

      “Well, I’m tired of being nice.” I shrugged, arms folded. Only about two seconds later, I was crying, and Blaise was pulling me into a hug.

      “Don’t cry, Priscilla. He’s not worth it.”

      “I know he’s not.” I sobbed. “How can he just show her off and hide me? She’s not even that cute.”

      “No, she’s really not, and her body looks like a chicken who’s been given too many hormones.”

      I chuckled through tears slightly, taking a tissue from Blaise to dab my eyes and save my makeup.

      “I guess I’m just confused. He’s not who I thought he was, and I’m still in shock.” I peered out of the window.

      “Priscilla.” Blaise made me look at her. “Men are dumb; it’s their nature. They do stupid things, and a lot of times, it has nothing to do with us; not how we act or how we look. Rafi is not showing her off because he likes her better or because she looks better. I mean, come on. He’s doing this to hurt you, and he’s trying to hurt you because he loves you. But what he doesn’t realize is this isn’t going to make you jealous to the point where you’ll come crawling back. This is only making you see him in a better light. That’s how dumb he is, that he doesn’t see it that way.”

      “True. I forgot how stupid men are. I mean, when Five-Star cheated on you with Tahani, I was confused for a year.”

      We burst into laughter together before holding hands.

      “I think she was too.” We both giggled.

      “I feel stupid for crying, but I’m not crying because I want him. I actually like Will, but I guess I’m sad that we went from Jay Z and Beyoncé to…”

      “Rasheeda and Kirk?” Again, we laughed heartily. “Just kidding. Rasheeda wishes she was you.”

      “Agreed.”

      “Okay, let’s go shopping.” She cranked the car up.

      I could always count on Blaise to make me feel better about things.
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      A little after 9 p.m.…

      I walked into my house, shaking my head at the boxes stacked up along the wall adjacent to me. I’d be moving soon as fuck, and the shit was a bittersweet feeling.

      I loved living in Inglewood, I always had, but if I wanted to stay alive and continue this boxing shit, I had to get up out. I wasn’t afraid of dying per se; that fear went away a long ass time ago, but I wanted to accomplish shit and see my kid grow up. I would always come back and visit the hood though. I couldn’t not do so.

      “Smells good as fuck.” I rounded the corner after locking the front door, to see Blaise and Island walking out of the kitchen, hand in hand. They both had aprons on, smiling. “What’s this?” I chuckled.

      “My assistant and I made you dinner.”

      “So now that you got a key, this is what you gon’ be doing? Showing up, cooking?” I glided toward Blaise then leaned down to kiss her.

      “Maybe. Is that a problem?”

      “Nah, you should add showing up to suck me off to that list too.”

      “Cortez.” She chuckled as I dropped down to be eye level with Island.

      “’Sup, cutie. I know you cooked all this food and ya mama just stood there, but now she’s trying to take yo’ credit.” I squeezed her small tummy, making her laugh.

      “You’re such a damn hater.” Blaise snickered.

      “Aight. I’m gonna shower, and then I’ll be ready to see what y’all got.”

      I left the dining room/living area to head to the bathroom to clean up. Once I was fresh, I slipped on some boxers, Adidas sweats, a t-shirt, then some socks. As soon as I got back to the dining room, Blaise came from the kitchen holding Island and slipped her in the high chair I bought her for over here. She then gestured for me to sit at the head of the table. A few minutes later, she came back out with two plates, one for me and one for her, then went to get us some drinks along with a small plate for Island.

      “We have to pray first, Cortez.” She took my hand, stopping me from picking my fork up, once she was seated.

      “Damn, this is some fancy ass shit. You could have made me a cheeseburger, baby.” I gazed down at the plate after the prayer.

      “No. I wanted to do something nice for you. So it’s steak, a potato loaded with cheese, sour cream, and shrimp, then lobster tails and asparagus.”

      I stared at her for a minute since she was sitting adjacent to me. I could tell she had no makeup on, because her creamy brown skin was like butter. She had on one of them cheap ass tube dresses from an online boutique, and her hair was hanging down her back messily. I licked my lips at the scent of her soft perfume and her thick lips, as they parted to show her white smile.

      “Baby—”

      “Don’t stare at me like that. It makes me act all shy.” She opened the cloth napkin while wearing a grin.

      “I can’t help it sometimes. My bad. Hood niggas be rejoicing when they get with fine bitches—I mean, fine women.” I leaned over to kiss her neck before we started eating.

      Island had dozed off after making a mess of her food, which was just mashed potatoes topped with shrimp and some chicken fingers. I noticed she fucking loved chicken fingers, so I made sure to keep a big ass freezer bag for when Blaise didn’t want to make them from scratch.

      “Island.” Blaise shook her head, laughing as she adjusted her.

      “We got a drunk and passed out chef in the building.”

      Both Blaise and I cackled at my comment.

      “Did you see that twerking video your girlfriend Cadence posted, wearing that Hood’s Champ t-shirt, and purposely showing your name tatted on her hand?” Blaise focused on her food as she talked.

      “Nah, but I see you did.”

      “Of course. I always get tagged in the comments. Does she hit you up?”

      “Occasionally. And nah, I don’t reply.”

      “Better not. I knew that already. I just think she wants people to believe you guys still mess around.”

      “Not surprised, but I don’t give a fuck. Deep down, she knows that shit ain’t true, so she can post all fucking day.”

      “When we first started, I would have been trying to look through your phone, but I don’t have the urge.”

      Reaching into my pocket, I pulled my iPhone out, unlocked it, then went to the conversation thread between me and Cadence. It was full of gray texts for the past two weeks, showing I hadn’t said shit to her. I put it down on the table for Blaise to see.

      “First and last time I’m gon’ show you some shit in my phone.”

      “I told you I didn’t need to see.” She chuckled, covering her mouth since she had food in it.

      “You was low key lying, so I wanted to shut yo’ ass up.”

      “I hadn’t said anything though.”

      “Aight, then I wanted to shut yo’ ass up mentally.” I took my phone back and slipped it down into my pocket.

      “You like the food? It sure seems like it because you’re eating like a nigga on death row.”

      “Fuck you, and yeah, of course I like it.” I was silent for a few seconds then added, “I told you I could do this shit. I like this. It’s better than the club.”

      “Better than the club? Yeah right.” She pinched me before leaning over to me for a kiss.

      “Nah, I’m serious. It is better than being around a bunch of niggas and pigeon-toed thots trying to get chose.”

      “Then yeah, of course playing family with me is better.”

      “Not playing; this is for real.” I looked her in the eyes, and she nodded, giving me a closed mouth smile. “I hope this is dessert.” I rubbed up Blaise’s inner thigh under the table and laughed when she smacked my hand away.
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      Some nights later… a little after 1:30 a.m.…

      “For five, please,” Ozzy told the hostess at the restaurant.

      We’d been out celebrating the fact that this nigga Siggy had gotten a gold record with no label or nothing. I admit I thought this whole music shit was a fluke because he’d been wanting to rap for years and never was serious about the shit. But I was proud of the homie; I was proud of any of my niggas that wanted to do better than banging all day.

      “Right this way, gentlemen.” The dark-haired white girl cheesed, grabbing up some menus. The place had an Italian mob vibe with blood-red carpet, wine colored booths, and red walls with pictures of random niggas that I guess were a part of the family.

      “Nigga, you sit far away from me,” I told Rocko’s funky breath ass. He waved me off, sitting next to Cole, who sucked his teeth, making everyone chortle.

      “Are there any drinks I can start you off with before your waiter comes over?” The woman smiled, tossing her hair.

      She wasn’t in usual hostess attire. She had on a shirt that dipped between her perky breasts and a skirt that was so tight I could tell her thong was lace by the waistband print on the back.

      “Couple bottles of Hennessy, then water for me, and some glasses is good,” I answered.

      “Sure thing, Mr. Khalil. I was wondering if maybe I can get your autograph later.” The look in her eyes told me she wanted me to autograph that pussy. Now that that 100-million-dollar deal was front-page news, bitches didn’t know how to act. Had I been broke, she wouldn’t have even looked my way.

      “Bring me a napkin, and I got you.” I stared right back at her, watching her smile fade quickly.

      “Of course. And I’ll return shortly with your drinks.” She damn near ran off.

      “You ain’t have to do her like that. You could have passed her to me. I love white meat.” Siggy opened the menu to browse. Before I could say anything, he lowered it, staring off with a smirk, then waved his hand in a ‘come here’ motion.

      When I turned to look, I saw a group of three bitches stand up and start over, giggling and grinning already.

      “Nigga, what the fuck?” I frowned.

      The females all found places to sit around us, and when one in particular, a Black Latina bitch tried to sit by me, I stopped her. She was able to get Cole to move over though, before squeezing in between us.

      “I’m so excited for your match against Mason. I’m having a party and everything.” She placed her fist under her chin to stare at me, just as that hostess came to deliver our Hennessy.

      “Dope.” I filled my cup with the water and took a sip as the other hoes cozied up to the homies.

      “I’m always so scared when you have fights because I don’t want them to mess up your sexy ass face.”

      “You must be new to my shit. No need to worry about me. Worry about the other nigga.”

      “See, that’s why I like you: cocky, but can back it up.” She turned toward me some more. “What do you plan to do after this? I wanted to chill with you, just me and you.”

      I finished my water then placed the glass down.

      “Aight, so I got a girl, you know I got one, and I’m 100 percent sure you know who the fuck she is. But even if I didn’t, I wouldn’t fuck with you. You thirsty as hell, body is shaped like an Advil bottle, and you knock-eyed as fuck. I wouldn’t want a bitch where I can’t tell if she’s looking straight at the TV or down at my fucking phone. And move, you too damn close.”

      “Oh shit,” Rocko commented through laughter along with everyone else, including her so-called homegirls. Without another word, she shot up from the table and stormed out. Her friends didn’t even follow.

      “Nigga, it’s cock-eyed not knock-eyed.” Siggy shook his head as we all guffawed.

      Shrugging while chuckling, I replied, “Them eyes was knocking too.”

      We continued dinner, and I was chilling since the other females were all up on the homies, leaving me to enjoy my shit. They were actually cool.

      After a couple hours, we left out, and as we started toward the parking lot, Cole asked the girl he had his arm around, “Aye, ya homegirl that Belly flamed, I’ve seen her before. She famous?”

      “Liza? Hell no. I mean, she has a little notoriety because of her baby daddy.” She shrugged.

      “Who is her baby daddy?” Siggy quizzed, taking a breather from kissing the thickest one. Her body was crazy. She had a stomach, but the only niggas that gave a fuck about that were DL muthafuckas or ones about to be the next Caitlyn Jenner. Shit, just lift that roll while I murder the pussy, and I’ll be straight.

      “Her baby daddy is Five-Star,” the other friend replied, making me finally tune in slightly.

      I chuckled to myself, finally catching on as I hit the alarm to unlock my whip. Liza, her iPhone charger body, and that stale ass pussy would have to find another fucking way to make Blaise jealous. But if I caught her ass, I would surely have some homegirls from the hood beat her ass.
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      Not trying to toot my own or no shit like that… beep, beep on you niggas, but ever since Blaise and I had been together, before and after the bullshit, I’d noticed a transition in her mood. She seemed happier, always smiling and shit, even when she wasn’t around Island; her baby always had her joyous as fuck.

      Blaise was a beautiful girl, with a sexy ass body, but her heart was what really attracted me to her. I couldn’t really figure out what was different about her ass in the beginning. Yeah, she was hands down one of the most beautiful women I’d seen, but shit, I’d been around a lot of fine ass females and never gave a fuck about their asses. But Blaise, she was real down to Earth. I felt like I could trust her, and… she was nice for lack of a better word. She wasn’t malicious at all, and that was attractive as fuck to me.

      The fact that she was the first female I told about my education and my relationship with my mama said a lot. So there wasn’t shit another bitch could say or do to make me not wanna be with Blaise; it was nearly impossible. I loved her.

      Speaking of my mama, ever since I’d been in what niggas called a serious relationship, I’d thought about her ass a lot. Thinking maybe if someone showed her some sort of appreciation and love, she wouldn’t be so bitter. She’d spent the majority of her life chasing behind a nigga who never truly gave a fuck about anyone before himself. By saying that, I was here at her apartment, planning to see if I could start to make some sort of amends. And shit, maybe like Blaise, once my mama got some kind of treatment, she might change up her attitude.

      “Belly! My nigga!” one of my mom’s crack head neighbors shouted. I gave him a nod but kept my pace, because I didn’t wanna talk to his ass. His breath smelled like rotten fish; plus, I ain’t trust any muthafucka that coughed 365 days a year.

      I adjusted my grip on these fuck ass flowers Blaise convinced me to bring then knocked on my mom’s door. I heard some Marvin Gaye playing, which caught me off guard because she didn’t really listen to music much since my father had disappeared on us.

      “Yes?” She finally came to the door wearing a thick ass robe. Her hair was a bit disheveled, which was odd, because she always kept her shit intact, her clothes too, like she wanted to be ready in case my pops returned, no matter how many years it’d been.

      “I uh, I wanted to talk to you. Open the door.”

      Her eyes dipped down to the flowers in my hand before coming back up to my face.

      “Maybe come back later, baby.”

      Her calling me baby was alarming as fuck, more alarming than everything else I’d witnessed in the last two minutes. She had to be on drugs, and whomever sold it to her was about to get smoked.

      “Christine, you—”

      “Oh, hey, son.” My dad appeared behind my mother, widening the door and hugging her body. His wide, devious smile made my skin crawl.

      “What the fuck is going on? You back with this nigga?” I hissed.

      “This nigga? You mean your father?” she snapped. When he kissed her neck, she giggled, blushing like the muthafuckin’ fool that she was. “Yes, we’re back together. We’re married, Cortez.”

      “This is a forever thing,” my dad added. “I love your mama.”

      For a few moments, I just stared in confusion before scratching my eyebrow. This had to be a stupid ass dream.

      “A forever thing?” I laughed, finally replying. “How? Nigga, you’ve been gone for almost a damn decade! And when my brother died, you ain’t even call the woman you claim to love! How the fuck is this some forever type shit!”

      “Baby, calm—”

      “Stop fucking calling me yo’ damn baby, aight? I’m only yo’ muthafuckin’ baby until this nigga don’t want you no more or cheats on yo’ ass.”

      “Alright, now you—” My dad put my mom behind him and stepped up, so I stepped up too, towering over him and smirking down into his face. I was much taller and much more solid than my pop’s five-foot-eleven and now somewhat frail frame.

      Cutting his sentence off, I chuckled. “This ain’t what you want, old man. I ain’t sixteen, and I give a fuck about you about as much as I give a fuck about some random muthafucka on the street. So if you enjoy walking, talking, eating, and thinking on your own, back yo’ wrinkled ass up into the house ’fore I rock yo’ shit.”

      My father twisted his mouth, looking up into my eyes with fire in his. My face was calm, collected, and so was my demeanor. Finally, he sucked his teeth, waved me off, and pulled my mama back into the house before slamming the door shut.

      I went back to my car and drove straight home. Fuck both their asses.
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      I was about to head over to Manny’s place in a little because we were going to chill together, watch some movies, and eat. I knew it was pretty early in the day, 2 p.m., to start a binge movie or TV show date, but we enjoyed each other’s company enough to do that.

      The past few weeks, being in a relationship with Manny had been better than I’d expected. In fact, it was so good that I was pissed at myself for not giving him a chance sooner. Even the annoying things he did like stare me down lustfully or lick his lips a thousand times a day no longer bothered me. I found his stares comical and his lip licks sexy now.

      Speaking of sexy, Manny had always been, with his deep caramel skin, bald head, and long facial hair. He was well over six feet, with a lean body. To complement his looks, he had a dick game that was off the charts. Yeah, I wasn’t as experienced as most women my age, but I definitely enjoyed sex more with Manny than Yono. Maybe because Manny and I had more of a connection, and I was way more comfortable with him.

      Deciding to stop at Starbucks, I texted Manny to see if he wanted something as I got out of my car. I preferred drive-thrus, but the best Starbucks were the ones without. You could watch them closely while making your order, and they just seemed to take more pride in their work.

      I ordered a drink for Manny and myself then went to wait. As I did, I saw my cousin Sherri walk up to the counter with her husband. I stared for a moment, and then once we made eye contact, I smiled.

      “Sherri, hey.”

      “Hey, Alivia!” She hugged me, then so did her husband. He excused himself, heading to the bathroom.

      “So how have you been? I haven’t seen you in a few months.” I touched her shoulder.

      Sherri was my first cousin, so her dad was my mother’s brother. We were pretty close growing up, especially our first two years of high school. We drifted during junior and senior year, simply because we wanted to hang with different types of people. Sherri was a big prude, and it only worsened as we got older. So after high school, we only hung out or talked at our many family events.

      “I’ve been great. I have a surprise on the way.” She rubbed her flat stomach, making my jaw drop in excitement.

      “Oh my gosh! Congratulations!” I hugged her. “I’m sure Uncle Ray is happy he’s about to become a grandfather.”

      “He is.” She nodded, watching me put Manny’s and my drink in the cardboard cupholder. “So are you dating? Engaged?” Her brows raised as she flashed me an insincere, closed mouth smile. She already knew the answer and was judging me per usual. Sherri reminded me a lot of Hilary Banks from the Fresh Prince show, only smarter.

      “No, not engaged. I have a boyfriend though.”

      “A boyfriend,” she repeated, looking into my eyes. “Oh, give him a month or two and you should have a ring.” She laughed.

      “No, maybe some years.” I joined her in laughter as hers started to cease.

      “Well,” she grabbed her drink just as her husband returned from the bathroom, “I have to get to the Chanel store on Rodeo before they close. You know the best stores always shut down early, and I need the perfect purse for my outfit for Grandpa’s 104th.”

      “Wait.” I grabbed her arm, remembering my grandfather’s birthday was Saturday. “He’s having a party?”

      “Yes, he always does.”

      “Right, but I usually know about them. Why didn’t anyone tell me? I mean—”

      Sherri looked at me sympathetically and replied, “Your parents thought it’d be best you don’t show up, considering the lifestyle you’ve chosen to live. Grandpa Jack is up there in age, so we don’t want to upset him by having you there with your boyfriend and unconventional ways, Alivia.”

      “It’s not unconventional. It’s normal!”

      “Sleeping with a man who is not your husband is very much so unconventional.”

      “Who said I was sleeping with him?”

      “Please. The late nights, rebellious acts, and the courting of rappers, you are definitely spreading eagle, Alivia. And the whole family knows; therefore, you are not invited.”

      I couldn’t believe my parents had told the whole family my business.

      “Yono is a singer, not a rapper. And that’s not even who I’m with.”

      “I’m gonna pray for you, cousin.”

      “We all are,” her husband interjected. They gave me another look of sympathy and then pranced out, conversing amongst themselves.

      After a few moments, I gathered myself and remembered that I was on the way to see my man. I couldn’t let Sherri bother me, especially when I hadn’t been this happy with my personal life in a very long time.

      I left with the drinks and made it to Manny’s house about ten minutes later, since this was the Starbucks near his home. Parking in his nice driveway, I climbed out, smiling when I witnessed him come outside.

      “Look at you getting better with the chivalry.” I smirked, handing him the drinks after he opened my door.

      “I’m trying.” He kissed me before taking my hand to lead me inside. I hit the alarm to my car on the way.

      When I stepped into his house, I saw he had the TV up and ready, with plenty of snacks laid out across the coffee table. He dimmed the lights since it was kind of bright in here, due to it being daytime, and then we got comfortable on the couch. As I sat between his legs with my back to his chest, I watched him surf through Netflix for our first movie.

      “I saw my bougie cousin today. She was at Starbucks, and she let me know that I wasn’t invited to my grandfather’s annual birthday party.”

      “Doesn’t everyone have an annual birthday party?” Manny chuckled.

      Turning my head some to look into his eyes, I said, “I’m serious, Manuel. My grandfather’s party is like the Met Gala of our family. It’s always thrown in a big ballroom, with lots of food, good drinks, family, and just… I look forward to it; everyone does.”

      “I say you go anyway.”

      “They don’t want me there because I’ve rebelled, as they say.”

      “Well still go and show them that you’re the same Alivia, just more normal than before.”

      We chuckled together as I began to deliberate in my head. Maybe I would still go. It’s not like they could make me leave.

      “Ooh, let’s watch—”

      BAM! BAM! BAM!

      Someone beating hard on Manny’s door cut me off and jarred us both from our comfy position. I turned to look at him with my eyes bucked, just as he slipped from behind me to get off the couch.

      “What the fuck?” he mumbled, baffled as he neared the door.

      I waited with bated breath as he peered through his peephole. He stared for the longest, before finally pulling back with his head slightly dropped. He appeared to be contemplating, and we both jumped when the person beat on the door again.

      “I know your ass is in there!” a woman hollered, shocking the fuck out of me. I was hoping like hell this nigga didn’t have a girlfriend this whole time. “Open the fucking door, Manuel!”

      “Who the fuck is that?” I asked, finally getting off the couch.

      Manny opened his mouth, looking me in the eyes, but no words came out.

      “Just sit back down. I’m gon’ take care of it.” He gripped my shoulders, descending me back onto the couch. I still had a worried look on my face; I could feel the wrinkles in my forehead.

      Manny went back to the door, unlocking it, as the woman kept hammering on it. She was kicking it or something, because her fist couldn’t have been that heavy. Manny finally got the door open and tried to slip outside, but the woman mowed him down, carrying a little boy appearing to be three or four years old.

      “You were supposed to get him yesterday!” she barked, placing the little boy to his feet.

      “Daddy!” he shouted, hugging Manny’s leg and making me whip my neck in his direction out of astonishment.

      “Stop,” Manny told the little boy, peeling his hands from his leg. “Jasmine, get yo’ fucking son.”

      “My son!” she hollered, pointing to her chest. Slowly, she turned her head to see me then smiled. “Hi, I’m Jasmine, Manuel’s baby mother. This is our—”

      “Jasmine, shut yo’ ass up!” Manny roared, so angry that his face was reminiscent of a tomato.

      “This is our son, Jasiel,” Jasmine continued anyway. I wanted to respond, but I couldn’t. This was too shocking. “I’m sure you knew nothing about him, and that’s normal. Manny likes to play dad through cash and gifts but is too embarrassed for the world to know he has a child.”

      The entire time she talked, Manny was going off, telling her to be quiet as the little boy screamed and cried. I trusted this man so much that I almost didn’t want to believe her.

      “I-I can’t.” I slipped my shoes on, standing up. Manny nor Jasmine heard me, because their loud ass bickering drowned out my mumbling.

      “Aye, baby, wait—”

      “Get the fuck off me!” I screamed at Manny when he grabbed my arm as I approached the door.

      “She’s lying, baby, come on.” He let out a nervous titter as if any of this was funny.

      “He called you daddy, Manny.”

      “He just… he don’t know…”

      He couldn’t even pull a lie together, so I snatched my arm then left out. I couldn’t believe I’d actually let myself get into a relationship with him. How stupid was I? I was starting to think that maybe my parents’ way of thinking was right. Hell, what had I accomplished since being free?

      Just as I started my car, my phone buzzed. I saw Manny rushing out, so I sped off, then when I got to a red light, I checked my messages.

      Yono: I miss you. Let me know when he fuck up.
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      “Where you going?” Belly leaned down to kiss me deeply, grabbing a handful of my ass. “And in this dress.” He looked behind me.

      “Stop. I’m going to the nail shop. How long are you going to be at the gym?”

      “Probably six hours. Be ready when I get back though.”

      I felt a tingle down below.

      I watched him give Island a kiss before handing her back to me. We talked for a few minutes more about our upcoming small trip to Santa Barbara, before both leaving.

      After dropping Island off to my mom since she was keeping her this weekend, I ended up at the nail shop about forty-five minutes later because I wanted to go to the one near my house. I had a specific nail lady who always got me right.

      “There’s my girl!” Leslie beamed, waving for me to sit in one of the spa chairs. I did so, and then relaxed, while they started on my feet and my left hand.

      About twenty minutes later, someone entered the nail shop, and I saw it was Tahani. I’d been going to this nail shop for over a year and had never seen her ass, so this was no coincidence. I paid her no mind as I rested my head, closing my eyes.

      “Blaise.” She called my name.

      I sighed lowly before opening my eyes to see her sitting in the spa chair next to me. The look on her face was a melancholy one, not her usual Grinch expression. I don’t think I’d ever seen her sad, only upset in my presence, so this was new.

      “Tahani, I’m trying to relax.”

      “I know, and I’m just coming to you because I know you’ll be honest with me. I mean, I’m hoping you’ll be honest.”

      “I thought I was such a big liar. Just a lying side chick of Five-Star’s, right?” I grinned, looking her way.

      “Well, those are my beliefs, just like you have yours. Look, I’m not trying to debate on something I feel I know. I just came here to ask you if you’re back fucking with Jelani.”

      I laughed unintentionally.

      “You’re joking, right?”

      “No, I’m not joking. I hear that you and that boxer are still a thing, but then I hear different, so I’m not sure. But what I do know is Jelani is acting the same way he started acting when he began fucking Liza, and then again with you.”

      “And what way is that?”

      “Not answering my calls or texts, saying he’s going to see me then flakes, not talking to me for days at a time, not sending me gifts, and being in other states without me even knowing.”

      “Oh, and you’ve put up with this, what, three times now? I’m counting the new girl because it’s not me.”

      “Don’t worry about what I put up with. Jelani and I are soul mates, spiritually married and bounded, so I won’t leave him because he gets temporarily tempted by women who will never amount to me.”

      “I’m not sure if I’m shocked by the spiritual marriage comment or the fact that you actually believe what you’re saying, Tahani. If you were so special, there would be no Liza, there would be no me, and you wouldn’t be hunting down other women to find out who the new one is. There will always be a new one with Jelani.” I laughed. “I mean, how many kids does he need to have while you sit and wait?”

      Tahani had a reputation for DM’ing women that she felt had been or were currently messing with Five-Star. That had to be stressful, not to mention, embarrassing.

      “No, you don’t know what you’re talking about. And I do not believe you when you say you’re not fucking with him. I’ve seen him call you multiple times. I’ve seen him text and call you. I’ve caught him looking at your pictures on Instagram.” Her eyes were glistening. I wanted to feel bad for her, but she was an idiot. She could see the truth, but like most women, she was acting blindly because she loved him. “When he dragged you on that song, I thought I was wrong, but he took it down, which told me what I needed to know.”

      “Yes, we’ve talked, but about Island. And you know like everyone else knows why he took it down. Leave me alone, Tahani. Jelani has been trying to fuck me since before I gave birth to Island and has never stopped. He’d post you on his Instagram, then text me five minutes later saying he loved and missed me. He tried to take me to Italy for this past birthday and sent me a bunch of nice expensive shit.

      But the difference between me and then you and Liza, is that I don’t want his ass. I haven’t for a very long time and especially don’t right now. I’m very happy.”

      I adjusted myself so that I could get back comfortable to enjoy my pampering. Tahani didn’t say anything else, and I heard her get off the chair and then leave the shop, which made me smile. I even let out a suppressed chuckle at her question again.

      That bitch was crazy.
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      The next afternoon… Friday…

      Belly and I arrived at the train station since we were taking it to Santa Barbara. We’d planned to drive initially, but I convinced him that the train would be more fun. Really, I just wanted all of his attention, and I couldn’t have it if he had to watch the road. Yes, I was that needy when it came to Belly. I’d never been like this with a man before, but I just loved him; plus, he was fine.

      The train we were taking wasn’t some dirty ass one with a bunch of bums on it. It was a traveling train, with first class offerings and everything. And since we were riding in the evening, we’d get to enjoy the early dinner they offered to first class riders.

      “Fuck kind of train is this?” Belly sat down after putting our luggage up.

      “The nice one. I told you it wouldn’t be like the damn Green Line.”

      “You right.” He looked around the area we were seated in and nodded.

      Once everyone was on, including the people way in the back and down below our level, we took off. About twenty minutes into the ride, the train attendants began coming by to offer drinks and write down what we wanted out of the food choices.

      “Some pineapple juice, please,” I told the man, and he began to prepare it from his cart.

      “That’s why yo’ pussy tastes so good,” Belly spoke loudly enough for everyone to hear, especially the attendant. What the fuck? “That’s why I be eating that shit so long,” he continued, embarrassing me further. He said it so nonchalantly that I knew he thought this was normal.

      “And for you, sir?” The man handed me my cup while looking at Belly.

      “Y’all got Hennessy?”

      “Of course.” The man pulled out one of those tiny bottles.

      “Aye, I need a cup with some ice. I ain’t about to be sucking off that shit like a bitch. And give me four bottles; that’s too little.”

      I stared down at my phone, smiling, but ashamed like hell.

      “Here is the cup with ice, but I can’t give you four bottles, Mr. Khalil.”

      “Ahh, so you heard of me? Nice. As much fucking money as this ticket costs, you need to give me whatever the fuck I want, bruh. Pass me four bottles, or I’m gon’ turn this train ride the fuck out and have muthafuckas not wanting to ride with y’all ever again.”

      I gave Belly a look when he mentioned all the money he’d spent. This trip was only $60 each way, and $30 without first class.

      The man seemed to contemplate his choices, as he and Belly had a staring contest, before he finally gave in like I was hoping he would.

      When the man went on to help the people behind us, I hit Belly’s chest, chuckling lowly. Grabbing my phone from my purse, I opened the camera to take a selfie of us together. As usual, I was smiling, and Belly had a chill face, so I turned to kiss him on the lips before snapping it.

      “I’m gonna post this,” I warned him.

      “Oh, then let me do the shit over.” He grabbed my face, slipping his tongue into my mouth with his nasty ass. I laughed before shoving him away.

      Taking a deep breath, I hit post on my Instagram. This would be the first time I posted Belly and I together, confirming our relationship, even though everyone pretty much knew. I simpered, seeing it was posted, because it was cute. It didn’t take long for my phone to begin blowing up with notifications, so I put it back up to enjoy the train ride with my love without distractions.

      Dinner was really good, and by now, it was later. The ride was a little over two hours, slightly longer than if we drove, but it was fine. They’d lowered the lights some since people were taking a nap, and Belly and I were using the big blanket we brought to cuddle.

      “Told you this was gonna be nice,” I whispered, not wanting to wake the few people sleeping.

      “It is.” He looked down at me and started kissing my lips. It went from subtle to passionate before he uttered, “Let’s fuck.”

      “Cortez, no. It’s too quiet and people can see.”

      “They’re not even paying attention, and we got this damn blanket.” He started pulling me into his lap. “And if I catch one of these niggas looking, I’ll shoot their asses.”

      Of course.

      As soon as I was sitting on him, he forced my dress up roughly then moved my panties to the side from behind. I kept my eyes on the people across from us, and the ones across and down, to see if they were paying attention, as I listened to Belly remove himself from his sweats. They were all asleep, for now.

      “Cortez—”

      “You gotta be as quiet as possible, or we gon’ have an audience.” He kissed on the exposed parts of my back, positioning his dick at my opening. I gripped the arm rests, as he started to push inside, his thickness stretching me.

      “Mmm,” I moaned unintentionally once he was all the way in.

      With ease, Belly began gliding me up and down his dick. I could no longer watch the other passengers because my eyes were closed, enjoying this dick and trying not to scream.

      “Fuck,” he groaned lowly, sucking on the side of my neck, while reaching around to toy with my clit. As he bounced me on his dick, he used his free hand to expose my breasts under the blanket and toy with my nipples.

      “Baby, oh-oh my… gosh.” I cried as lowly as I could.

      I came hard, so Belly leaned me forward some, gripped my hip with one hand, and grasped my right shoulder with the other. He began beating it up from behind, and I gripped the seat in front of me, clenching my teeth.

      “Be quiet, Blaise,” he taunted me, turning my face sideways to suck my bottom lip as he pounded my pussy without a hiccup.

      I leaked so heavily on him that I knew his sweats were stained. We kissed for a little bit as I grinded in his lap, before he fucked me so hard I was silent, letting out throaty moans occasionally. He covered my mouth for me and continued beating it up until we both came.

      I leaned my back against his chest, out of breath, feeling my pussy throb around his pole still. He gripped my jaw, turned my face to the side, and tongued me down nastily as the train sped down the tracks.

      I’d never had sex in public before, but that was the shit.
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        * * *

      

      The next night… Santa Barbara

      Double C all on my shit, yeah… Dolce Gabbana my bitch, yeah

      As I held hands with Belly, walking through the club, I swayed a bit to “Get Dripped” by Lil’ Yachty.

      The area that our upscale but rustic hotel was in, was similar to a small town. Everything was walking distance including the clubs, the beach, restaurants, and coffee shops. It was the perfect location. The people were nice too, and I’d even gotten this young white girl to take a picture of Belly and I before we entered the club.

      “You posted the photo the girl just took?” I stared down at his phone now that we were at our reserved table. It was on his screen with the caption This is why a nigga been smiling and shit…

      “I did.” He kissed my neck slowly.

      “We’re showing out this weekend.” I giggled as he threw his arm around me to palm my hip.

      “I told you a hood nigga don’t know how to act when he get something special. You got me posting you with gay ass captions and shit.”

      “’Cause you love me.”

      “I do.” He looked into my eyes, making me blush and smile like always. I tousled my hair to alleviate some of the nervousness.

      He laughed at me, knowing exactly what I was doing, so he gripped my chin to pull me in for a kiss.

      Belly started to drink a little bit, and I just had some of the free juice, but I didn’t need to be drunk to have fun. I got in his lap to dance to “Last Memory” by Takeoff. Looking over my shoulder, I could see him eyeing my ass lustfully, which made me smile and motivated me to grind against his dick a little slower.

      As the song faded, he hugged me from behind, and we rocked together a little bit. I noticed a familiar face down with the club goers who weren’t in VIP.

      “Is that Maia?” I quizzed. She was almost hiding but trying to keep an eye on us. We were pretty far apart, so I didn’t think she could tell that I was able to see her.

      Belly stopped kissing my neck to look, then replied, “Yeah, what the fuck.”

      “She must’ve been watching one of our stories and came out here.”

      “Let’s hurry up and leave.”

      We got up and strategically moved through the people in VIP to get down. We held hands and finally made it to the exit where we rushed out. We hurried back to our hotel, and once we were a couple blocks away, Belly scooped me up to carry me bridal style. It was so beautiful out here, and not as loud as you’d think, considering the area was lit at the moment. You could also hear the waves crashing up on the beach and the music from the club very far in the distance.

      As soon as Belly and I got into our room, we burst into laughter at what had just happened. Maia was on one. I mean, I knew the dick was good, but come on, baby girl.

      “Did we really dodge her like that?” I plopped down onto the bed to remove my shoes, and he joined me.

      “Yeah.” It was silent as he fell back. “You not mad?”

      I looked over my shoulder at him before snickering. I then straddled his body, staring down into his handsome face.

      “No, I’m not mad. She’s crazy. I’m sure she and a lot of others would love to be able to disturb our union, but it’s not happening.” I unbuckled his jeans.

      “Glad we’re finally on the same fucking page.”

      “We are.” I took his dick into my mouth once it was exposed, and he let out a deep moan while gripping my hair.

      The only thing Maia would accomplish is getting her ass handed to her. She would be beat the fuck up and still Belly-less.
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      “Bitch, if Ian has any friends, please hook me up. I know you’ve met some,” Helen whined.

      “I have, but they’re all married. I haven’t met the single ones, but you know I got you.”

      Helen and I were sitting in the car, about to go into the club just to have a good time. I couldn’t drink, but I was ready to dance my ass off in my little ass dress. Plus, I wanted to show off my new lace-front.

      “Okay. Let me just reapply my lipstick, and we can get out. We have a table per usual, so no need to worry about the line.”

      I nodded, rolling my window down. While I waited for Helen to get herself together, I stared down at my phone, seeing which DMs from these niggas I wanted to reply to. In the midst of looking at this one rapper’s page who’d messaged me, I heard some heels clicking, like someone was walking toward us.

      WHAM!

      “Ah!” I screamed, because as soon as I popped my head up to look, Blaise had punched me from outside the car.

      “What did I tell you about trying to fuck with Belly!” She gave me two blows to the face that had me hollering like a banshee.

      “Hit the locks!” I hollered to Helen when I saw Blaise and her deejay friend trying to open my door.

      That did nothing to keep me from getting fucked up, because Blaise just reached back through the window, snatched me up by my hair so that half of my body was sticking out, and pounded my face. I didn’t know whether to climb out or pull away as I swung back on her. I know I slapped her in the face in the midst of swinging, but that was nothing compared to her pulling up my wig and busting my nose and lip.

      “Oh hell no!” Helen cranked the car up, switched gears, then hit the gas.

      The car reversed out of our parking spot with the velocity of ten Usain Bolts, causing more of my expensive and fresh lace front to rip up as it yanked from Blaise’s grip. The pain I was experiencing was excruciating, and the people in the lot tuning in didn’t help.

      “What did I tell you, bitch!” Blaise laughed, as I hung out the window like a drunk bitch. I could taste the blood in my mouth, feel it dripping from my nose, and my scalp was on fire. “Let me catch you again, and I’m fucking you up! This was just an appetizer, since you’re so fucking thirsty, hoe!”

      I couldn’t move, but when I saw Blaise power walking to the car like she wanted more, I quickly pulled my body in and rolled the windows up. Helen got the point and sped off out of the lot.

      “Bitch, what did you do with Belly?” She kept glancing between me and the road with a baffled expression. I didn’t know if it was because of how badly I got my ass whooped or if I just looked that terrible.

      “Nothing. She’s mad because he wanted to fuck me when I was in Atlanta.” I sobbed.

      “Maybe we can—”

      “Just take me home. Take me home.”

      I pulled the visor mirror down and began tending to my wig. I was at a loss for words…
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      This pregnancy had me so sick that I could barely do my job. I was throwing up all the fucking time, and I didn’t understand why they called it morning sickness if the shit came all damn day sometimes.

      I paid my bills by doing Instagram promotions for different companies, some big and some medium. Because of my following, I got a lot of coin to simply post a photo. But these days I could barely get out of bed or stand up long enough to even put a damn dress on, let alone some makeup, heels, and then go out to find a good area. On the days that I felt normal, I would shoot three to four promos a day, just so I’d have something to post on the days I was dying in my bed.

      I was initially excited about this pregnancy because whoever came out to be the father was fine with me. Both Ian and Will had money, so my child support checks would be more than lovely. A small part of me preferred Ian over Will, simply because Ian was actually my man that I had feelings for.

      I was kind of praying it wasn’t Will’s, because I’d gotten word that he and Priscilla were a thing. I couldn’t stand her humdrum ass, so I surely didn’t want to have to deal with her for the rest of my life. People loved to say eighteen years, but a child didn’t disappear after eighteen, so essentially, you’d have to deal with their other parent until you or the child died.

      “Nichole, don’t get up. Mama is making you some soup.” Izzy entered my bedroom. I wished she and my mother would take their asses home.

      “I told her I was fucking tired of soup. I don’t have a cold, Isabella. I’m carrying a baby. Order me a pizza if you want me to be happy.” I put my earrings on.

      “Okay.” She stood in my doorway. “Where are you going?”

      “To see a friend.” I stared in my mirror.

      Today had been okay for me, so I was able to shower, brush my teeth, and get all pretty. My body was still intact, of course, so I chose a crop top along with some jeans. I had to wear my real hair with no weaves as of late, so it was sweeping my shoulders. I had nice hair, well the length, but it was just so thin usually. However, I was noticing a slight thickness.

      “What friend?”

      “My child’s father.”

      I was about to go see Will so I could tell him the news. I’d already come clean to Ian, and his response was as expected. He’d basically ghosted me and hadn’t contacted me or answered my calls since. It hurt my feelings, and I cried almost every night once my sister and mom went home, but I was tired of it. Right now, one of Blaise’s Destiny’s Child, I don’t need a man speeches, would do me some good, but we weren’t really close anymore. We were on our way, but of course, Belly told her I’d tried to fuck him in Atlanta, and she showed up to pulverize me. My face was still healing and sore in certain places. And I had no interest in ever wearing a lace front again.

      “Can I come?” Izzy moved further into my room.

      “No, you cannot come.”

      “Whyyyyy! Nichole, you—”

      “Izzy, stop! You’re a twenty-two-year-old girl, going on twenty-three, and you’re acting like a fucking teenager! You wonder why I don’t bring you places or acknowledge you on the Internet; it’s because you act like a fucking toddler! Grow the fuck up! It’s about time!”

      I snatched my Chanel bag from my walk-in closet and then stormed past her. I hated to be mean to my little sister, but she was annoying. I often had to remind myself that she was a grown ass woman and not sixteen years old like she came off. Only thing grown about her were those provocative pictures she posted on social media, but her brain was ages behind her voluptuous body. We were two years apart, yet she seemed more like my daughter than my sibling.

      “Where are you going, Nichole! You’re sick!” my mom called after me, but I ignored her and kept going.

      I loved my mom; she was a great one. She could be irritating because she was overbearing, but I appreciated it, especially with being around moms like Blaise’s.

      Once in my Mercedes S-Class, fully loaded, thanks to my last nigga, I floored it to Will’s studio. I was happy to see his car parked right out front. I thought of messaging or calling, but this needed to be done in person. I tried to walk right in, but it was locked. I then saw a new buzzer, so I pressed it.

      A few moments later, Will came from the back, staring with his eyes squinted. As he got closer to the glass door, he made a face, obviously peeved by my presence.

      “What?” He opened the door.

      “Can I come in? I need to talk to you.”

      “I’m busy. I’m right in the middle of editing, and I need to finish this shit before I leave town with Belly. You remember Belly, right? The nigga you tried to fuck right after I hit?”

      “Look, just let me in. You’ll wanna hear this.” He stepped back to allow me inside, and when he closed the door, I added, “And stop being petty. We weren’t in a relationship. Hell, I had a boyfriend. We were fucking for business.”

      “Yeah, that’s how it started, until you came to me with this take you seriously bullshit.”

      “I did, but I think that umm…” I looked down at my Louis Vuitton boots, not wanting to make eye contact. “I thought that—”

      “Nah, it was a ploy to get close to Belly.” He shook his head, tittering. “Anyway, what the fuck you have to say?”

      “Well, I’m pregnant. Before you say anything, I’m not sure it’s yours. It’s likely, considering we never used protection, but it could be Ian’s or Belly’s.” I added that last name to fuck with him and Belly’s wack ass. Shit, Blaise was done with me anyway. They’d both know it was a lie, but the shame I’d bring them was worth it.

      “Belly’s? You ain’t never fucked him.”

      “I know he told you that, and I even let you believe it. But now that I know I’m pregnant, I have to be completely honest.”

      “You a fucking lie.”

      Shrugging, I started toward the door.

      “Believe what you will, but when I have this baby, you’re going to need to take a DNA test, all three of you. And if it is yours, I want all your money.” I laughed and even laughed harder seeing the anger in his face. “I hope Priscilla is ready to be a step mommy!”

      “Get the fuck out!”

      “I’m already leaving, nigga.”

      I switched out to my car, feeling very accomplished. I was sure Will would spill the beans to Belly for me. But just in case he didn’t, I’d be sure he found out.
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        * * *

      

      A few days later…

      “Okay, Nichole. Your baby is healthy, and so are you. I hope you’re excited.” My doctor walked me out.

      “I am. Thank you.”

      Entering the waiting room, I saw Helen. She’d been great at being a friend to me through all this. I didn’t trust her because… hell no, but it was good to have somebody on my team.

      “Everything alright?” Helen inquired.

      Helen was beautiful as hell, but for some reason could never get a nigga with status to claim her. She’d been fucked by plenty and given a few gifts, but nothing more. Fuck that. I needed to make sure that black card worked before you fucked me. But she had a reputation for being a bird, so no man wanted to make her his bitch, not publicly at least.

      “Yep, it is. Now can you drive me to this address.” I handed her the Post-It from my Gucci belt bag as we left the building.

      After looking it over, she replied, “Isn’t this the office space that, that gossip blog uses?”

      “How do you know?” I snapped my neck in her direction.

      “Girl, I feed them stories all the time. How you think they found out I was fucking with that basketball player, DJ?”

      “Oh shit, bitch, you sent them photos in? I had no idea!” I clutched my stomach, cackling so hard.

      “I sure and the fuck did. Had him and his wife in a whirlwind.” She joined me, chuckling as we got into her car. “So what are you giving them?” She started it up and pulled off.

      “A little tea on Cortez Khalil.”

      “Ooh, that’s gon’ be a good one. I know they’ll pay. He’s a hot topic right now, and even more so now that he and Blaise came out as a couple finally.” She made a left turn as Siri had directed her. “I used to fuck with him a minute ago.”

      “Fucked with or got fucked?”

      “The latter, unfortunately.” We both snickered. “Fuck you, hoe. It was good too; had me in his DMs damn near every day trying to get another round.”

      “He said no?”

      “Blocked me.”

      We both roared with laughter at her response, just as she pulled into the parking lot. I didn’t believe Helen for a second. If she got the chance to fuck Belly, she would have evidence; that’s just how thirsty she was. I was sure she was in his DMs, trying to fuck and got blocked.

      “Well come in with me. I may need you as back up. I’m offering tea on Belly and Blaise, which should get me some nice coin.”

      “I’m ready!” Helen replied excitedly as we both got out the car to head inside.

      Why did people fuck with Nichole Carriage?
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      For the past few days, I couldn’t even function properly. The thought of having a baby with Nichole didn’t bother me in itself. It was the fact that I might lose Priscilla. I had no issues with being a father, and I admit I would prefer it to not be Nichole, but it was what it was.

      This may have sounded fucked up, but I was praying it was Ian’s or even Belly’s. Yeah, he was the homie, but better him than me. Majority of my money went to prostitutes, and the thought of having to split that shit for a child made my chest hurt. I’d budgeted for hoes and everything, saw it as a monthly expense, and I didn’t want to now factor in a child. Belly was traveling a lot more, meaning more hoes for me, so I was spending more money on them than usual.

      Not to mention, a baby didn’t go to well with my lifestyle at the moment. I was still trying to get it together enough to meet Priscilla’s kids, let alone have my own. Plus, I knew Nichole would have my ass in court, and California gave no fucks when it came to child support. They’d take yo’ whole damn check on top of yo’ house.

      My phone buzzed as I edited one of the recent photos I’d taken.

      Priscilla: Thank you for the roses baby! Are we still on for dinner tonight? And are you okay?

      I’d been up the past two nights fucking Swan and then Carrie, because Swan had another date with that nigga. By saying that, I’d been a bit standoffish with Priscilla. I couldn’t face her just yet, and I needed my fix to get me through this, not her. I loved being with Priscilla, but sex was still an issue. I could only role play here and there, and other nights, I had to use a strap on. It was exhausting and much less fluid than when I fucked women at brothels.

      Me: We are and I’m great baby.

      At the end of the day, I missed her company, so I did want to see her. I liked her, a lot, and could see myself being with her forever. If she were a working girl, we’d be in perfect harmony, on God.

      As I let my head rock back, I heard the buzzer to the front door of my studio. I checked my watch. I don’t know why though, because I wasn’t expecting any clients. I peered around the corner after leaving my editing room, and spotted what looked like Geena, the madame at the brothel I frequented; well, used to before I convinced Swan and Carrie to fuck with me exclusively on the outside.

      Shit was way more expensive, because I was paying for them both to live in hotel suites, but it was worth it. I definitely had the funds, and even more now that Belly had come way up.

      “Geena, what’s up? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you… in the day time.” My last four words trailed off because she barged in, bumping me on the way. “You goo—”

      “Who the fuck do you think you are?”

      “Huh?”

      “I know what you did with Carrie and Swan! You took them from me, making me lose money!”

      “You got twenty other bitches!”

      “I don’t care how many I have! Those are my girls! They are not living with me simply because I want money. I protect them! You seen them a few times a week, and then the other days they’re on their own, and God knows what could happen to them!”

      “You’re just mad because you’re losing that cut.” I shrugged, chuckling. “Carrie and Swan are good now.”

      “You’re fucking with the wrong one, Will.” She glared up at me before leaving out.

      I just shook my head at her crazy ass and got back to work. I had enough problems, so she could go fly a kite.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning…

      I woke up on my couch, feeling like shit. Last night after I took Priscilla to dinner, I feigned a headache then dropped her back at home. I knew if I brought her here, we’d end up ‘fucking’, and I wasn’t in the mood. That damn strap-on was about to have me throwing my fucking back out. And I was running out of excuses as to why I wouldn’t let her suck my dick unless we did role-play.

      I heard my phone chiming, so I looked for it after grabbing my AP from the end table to check the time. I’d gotten pissy drunk last night, so I knew I’d been sleep well past morning. I was right since it was 2 p.m.

      Grabbing my phone, I saw it was blown up more than usual with texts, calls, DMs, and everything on top of my usual emails and messages from clients. Instagram had the most notifications, so I tapped that one first. Someone had sent me the link to a gossip blog article, and when I clicked it, my jaw dropped right into my muthafuckin’ lap at the sight of the headline reading, Celebrity Photographer Will Dade Into Prostitutes?

      It was accompanied by multiple pictures and screenshots of video I didn’t even know were taken. Of course you couldn’t make out the girl’s faces, but mine was clear as day.

      My fucking life was about to go up in flames.
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      Same time… different setting… Manhattan Beach, CA to be exact…

      

      “Do you think I’m immature?” Izzy asked as she sat across from me. We were out to lunch. She’d been trying to see me for a while, but because I was off her hoe of a sister, I’d been ignoring her. I felt bad though, so I agreed to see her.

      “Not immature, but you do seem younger than you are.”

      Izzy nodded, stabbing her food as she just stared at it.

      “What can I do to seem more mature? Or act my age, like you?”

      “Maybe find yourself. You can start by figuring out what you enjoy doing, and then see if you can make money off of that. It will give you some independence and keep you focused.”

      “Hmm. Okay, I’ll try that. Nichole says I’m immature and basically that she’s embarrassed of me.”

      “She’s just jealous.”

      “Nichole? Of me? No, she looks way better, and guys love her.”

      Izzy was beautiful, had a nice body, and could dress well. It was just her state of mind was a bit behind her age group. I was like her at the age of seventeen. That’s not good per se, since I was grown for my age, but still.

      “Trust me, she’s jealous. She may be your sister, but I know her very well.” I drank some of my water. “And when I get done helping you see your potential, you’ll start to recognize the envy.”

      “Well hello, ladies.” I heard a man that sounded a lot like Romelo.

      “Oh my gosh! Romelo Charis!” Izzy freaked out, making me laugh. I gave her a look, so she calmed down immediately.

      “Nice to meet you too, beautiful. What’s your name?”

      “Izzy, or Isabella. I like both.”

      “Pretty name and a face to match.” Romelo smirked down at her, making Izzy look flushed.

      “Rome, we’re eating and would like to continue, so have a good day.” I waved him off.

      “Someone’s jealous.” He snickered, making me laugh.

      “Please, God, no. If I wanted you, I could have had you. I got who I want, remember that.”

      “Oh!” He acted as if he’d just remembered something. “Funny you mention that. I finally figured out why you chose him over me. You almost killed my self-esteem making me think he was better than me in some way, but now I know.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his iPhone.

      A few moments later, after pulling up what he needed, he showed me the screen. I rolled my eyes before looking, and my heart rate sped up. A gossip blog had posted a picture of Belly and I, with a large headline stating that I was allegedly pregnant. Like always, they claimed a source close to me gave the scoop.

      “Lies.” I shook my head and went back to eating.

      “I don’t know. I mean, you have been ill more than usual while on set.”

      “Yeah, because I haven’t been eating right, and when I don’t eat right, I get sick. My body is used to healthy foods and nothing else.”

      “Hmm.” Romelo stared down at me. “Okay, just making sure, because I would hate to have to get a new co-star because you got knocked up.”

      “Goodbye.”

      “Those blogs lie so much,” Izzy chimed in once Romelo was gone.

      “I know.” I got up. “Take a picture of me to post on Instagram so I can dispel those rumors.”

      I handed Izzy my phone and posed for a picture, making sure my flat stomach was visible. My stomach wasn’t as toned anymore, but a quick suck in was all that was needed at this point. Plus, I’d been stocking up on old photos to post once I did start to show a lot.

      I wasn’t embarrassed or anything of my pregnancy; it’s just I wanted it to be stress free. When I got pregnant with Island, I was miserable, and my doctor had told me on several occasions that my stress levels were high and unhealthy for the baby. Therefore, I wanted to keep this under wraps for as long as possible.

      After posting the picture, I went to see the blog post on my own phone. I read the caption under, and when I saw the line Belly allegedly is also the father of model Nichole Carriage’s unborn child… anger consumed me.

      Nichole was such a fucking lying mess. I shook my head at her commenting that she wasn’t pregnant, because I knew she was probably behind that specific line mentioning her. The comments were already dragging me, saying I was stupid for getting pregnant by the same type of man as Five-Star and how Belly was most likely cheating.

      Once I found Nichole’s ass, I was going to kill her.
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      About an hour later…

      

      Currently, I was doing a signing, just to meet with fans and promote this upcoming fight with Mason Strauss. The shit was a big deal, and I was ready to knock him the fuck out.

      The nigga sent Blaise jewelry and shit to fuck with me, and I knew what he expected and what he wanted. He thought I was gon’ roll up, beat his ass, and get disqualified, meaning I wouldn’t be able to take his title. But nah, I played it cool, as badly as I didn’t want to. I thought of having someone else fuck him up, but I wanted him myself. Beating his ass in that ring and taking his belt would be the ultimate revenge for me, so I fell back from the hood shit for now.

      My phone buzzed as I went to sit behind the desk I would be signing shit on. I saw it was Blaise and let out a sigh of relief. Megyn and the rest of them bitches had been on me, and I was two seconds from inviting all them hoes to one place then doing a drive-by shooting. But I’d been too busy lately with boxing and then my girl. And they hadn’t done no stupid shit, only texting and calling, so it was no big deal. However, once this fight was over, it was a wrap for them hoes.

      Wife: I’m so pissed. I’m crying. I want to kill her.

      Me: Baby chill. You gon’ catch her, hopefully before I do. I’m deleting yo’ incriminating ass messages.

      I chuckled, reading Blaise’s texts referring to Nichole. The latter’s stupid ass had recorded the shit between us in Atlanta, but of course, the blogs only had the screenshot photos of it looking like we were about to do some shit. I wish I had the actual video to show her parched ass getting sent on her way.

      Anyway, now them allegations about me being her baby daddy were appearing true. I ain’t give a fuck about what niggas thought, especially when I knew Nichole was a fucking lie, but I didn’t like that this shit was embarrassing my girl and pissing her off. For that, Nichole had better watch her fucking back, but after this fight. This was the one time I wish I didn’t have something so big coming up.

      “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 it 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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