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      “Grey, come on baby.” I giggled as I tried to break from his embrace.

      He had been sitting on the bed the whole time but the moment I stripped out of my nightgown, here he came trying to start something I didn’t have time for.

      Rubbing his hands in between my thighs, he caressed up and down as he laid his head on my shoulder.

      With his tall frame standing behind me, I swear I never wanted to move, but right now I was on a time schedule.

      I had somewhere very important to be at noon. Which meant I only had an hour to get ready and drive twenty minutes out. So yes, I was cutting it really close to say this was important to me.

      “Where you think you’re goin’? Especially without loving on a nigga,” he said close to my ear.

      Smiling, I looked back at him, causing my cheek to meet his lips.

      “Babe, you know I have a meeting with that guy about buying that building,” I explained to him.

      I had finally had enough money to buy my own place. Well, ninety percent of it was because of Greyson, but I still had it.

      “Oh yeah, my bad. You need me to go with you?” He backed up a little then spun me around so that I was now facing him.

      “No, I don’t need you to go. I got this.” I beamed up at him as his hands now rested alongside my hips.

      He stood there boring into my eyes as his hair spewed out wildly on top of his head.

      Last night I had taken down his hair that was once braided up into some zig zag pattern.

      “Alright, well you know you can call me if you need me. I gotta go meet up with Saw anyway,” he let me know, as I cut my eyes to the alarm clock.

      “Ok. Well look, even though I would love to stand here and chit chat with your fine ass, I can’t. I gotta get ready.”

      I stood on my tip toes, planted a kiss on his pink lips then finished getting ready.

      Greyson and I had been doing really good lately which I was happy about. I was glad that I only had to check him once about his ex. I hadn’t had any problems from her since, and I was so grateful for that.

      Greyson also hadn’t given me a reason to believe that he was dealing with her in any kind of way; however, the moment I felt like he was on some foul shit, on his ass I would be.

      Doing my last finishing touches, I looked down at my watch to see that I had gotten dressed, put on a little bit of make-up and was able to run the straightener through my hair and still had five minutes to spare.

      “Alright babe, I will call you and let you know how it goes.” I walked over to the bed where Grey laid on his back with his hands positioned under his head as he looked at the TV.

      “Cool.” He cut his eyes at me as I lusted over his bare chest.

      Granted, I would have loved to stay laid up in the bed with him, but business was always first. Love didn’t pay the bills so I couldn’t put this off, and I knew he wouldn’t want me to miss out on the opportunity.

      “Cool? That’s all you’re going to say to me before I leave out of the door?” I looked at him confused.

      “Remember, you didn’t have time to chit chat with my fine ass.” He smirked at me and I rolled my eyes.

      “Whatever Grey.” I grabbed the pink, furry pillow that decorated my bed and threw it at him.

      He quickly jumped to his feet and rounded the bed and was now standing in front of me.

      “Now if you want me to bend you over and make love to you before you go then I’m with it. So, what you want?” He bit down on his bottom lip as his hands rested on top of my ass.

      As he looked into my eyes, I could feel my body becoming hot.

      “I gotta go,” I told him, which caused a wide smile to appear on his face.

      “That’s what I thought. But good luck baby. You got this. Trust me, everything is going to go your way.” He pulled me close to him before kissing me on the lips.

      “Thank you, babe.” I then pulled away and headed out the door.
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        * * *

      

      I was now pulling into the parking lot of a big building. I was never able to get in direct contact with the owner, but his assistant had set everything up and told me when to come and meet him.

      Now looking down at my phone, I was about ten minutes early. Grabbing the vanilla folder that I had put together with all the questions I wanted to ask and also all the important documents I thought I would need, I cut my car off and got out.

      As I walked up to the glass building, that was in the middle of downtown Houston, I was able to do a once over of myself before I walked inside.

      I had decided on a pair of red jeans, a sheer white shirt that was decorated with black polka dots, and I had some black peep toe heels on my feet. I was looking amazing and I even felt that way.

      The front doors automatically open and as I entered, the sounds of low symphonic music played as people in suits walked throughout the building.

      Spotting the front desk as a beautiful red head sat behind it, I made my way over to her. I made sure to walk with my head held high and show nothing but confidence just in case the owner was somewhere watching me.

      “Hello, how are you?” I walked over to the desk and spoke.

      “Hello, how may I assist you?” she asked as she looked up from the stack of papers.

      “Hi, my name is Merci and I was meeting with the owner of the building that’s located on the 1960 and 45,” I expressed as she nodded and listened to me.

      She then began to flip through her sticky notes.

      “Oh yes, Merci, I do have you down. If you head down the hallway, the last door on your left. He should be in there waiting for you.” She smiled at me and I smiled back.

      “Thank you so much,” I beamed as I clutched my folder to my chest and headed down the hallway.

      Once I reached the matte black door, I stood there trying to steady my beating heart. Taking in deep breaths, I closed my eyes and said a quick prayer. Raising my hand, I knocked on the door.

      I stood there and waited patiently for someone to say come in, but they never did. I began to look over my shoulder to see if I was maybe at the wrong door, but this was the last door down the hallway.

      Finally, the door opened and a pretty blonde haired, blue eyed, white chick opened the door. The look on her now bright red face and the way her red lipstick was smeared let me know she was in there doing something she had no business.

      “Sorry about that.” She smiled as her perky breasts sat up in the skin-tight, beige, knee-length pencil dress.

      “It’s all good. My name is Merci and—”

      “Oh yes, I know who you are, come on in.” She moved to the side and let me in.

      As I entered the office, the chick eased her way out and closed the door behind her. The fresh scent of a cologne that I remembered all too well caused my stomach to turn, reminding me of someone I wanted no dealings with.

      While looking around the plain office space, that had a couple paintings hanging randomly on the wall, I made my way to a black chair that sat in front of the black oak desk.

      Whomever the owner was, was facing the opposite direction of the desk so I had yet to see who it was. Granted, I wished I would have gotten a name but when I got in contact with his assistant, I didn’t care about none of that shit. I was just happy to be making the right moves to secure my future.

      Pulling the chair back, I sat down with my legs crossed and the envelope in my lap.

      Finally, the black leather chair turned around and I found myself speechless. The lump that had formed in my throat was causing me to swallow hard.

      My eyes bulged out of my head and I found myself gripping the arm of the chair.

      “What’s good Merci.” Nix smirked at me as he adjusted his tie and then placed his hands on the desk.

      As I stared at the man that I had formed a disgust for, I found myself not being able to move out the chair that I was in.

      The flashbacks of that day in the club began to invade my mind causing my palms to become sweaty.

      Nix was the last person on earth that I expected to see today. Even though he and I had dated, I never knew of him to own any other buildings besides the club, that I swore I would never enter again.

      “What are you doing here?” I questioned, finally finding the words to say.

      Chuckling loudly, he rose to his feet and walked around the desk, allowing his fingertips to slowly glide across the wooded desk.

      I quickly rose to my feet and backed away from him. The same thing that had happened in the office of his club was not about to happen now.

      “What do you mean what am I doing here? You want to buy my building, don’t you?” He wore this innocent look on his face that I knew was only a facade.

      I knew Nix was really on some bullshit and not to mention, he did get beat up by Greyson. I felt this was some revenge type of shit.

      “Nix, had I known you were the owner I would have never come here.” My voice cracked as I tried to back as far away from him as I could.

      “Surprise!” He threw his hands in the air as his brows raised.

      “It’s quite funny to me that we are back in one room together. The only difference now is, who in the fuck will be able to save you this time?” He rubbed his hand across his chin as he began to make his way towards me.

      The only thing that I could think to do was run. Dropping the envelope that hosted all of my important documents, I sprinted towards the door.

      With my hand now on the door handle, I twisted it, right as Nix grabbed a handful of my hair and jerked me back.

      Screaming, I fell to the floor as Nix towered over me.

      “You don’t have your little friend this time to save you. You’re going to quit playing me like I’m some type of peon ass nigga Merci. How you just gon’ fuck me but then act like it’s nothing. You fucking that other nigga?” Nix was now yelling.

      I couldn’t understand why in the hell he was in such a rage. We had fucked and that was it. There was no way that he thought that we were going to be back together.

      Especially because Nix would always be on the same bullshit that he had always been on, hence the white chick that had walked out of here when I entered.

      “What I have going on is not your business Nix. Just let me leave,” I cried as I looked up at him.

      A smirked crept onto his face and he took it upon himself to lean down. His hot breath was now tickling the side of my ear.

      “Merci, whatever I want to be my business will be and right now, I have my eyes set on you. They been on you, but you’ve been too blind to see that,” he expressed.

      I cringed at each word he let leave his mouth. Nix was someone I no longer found interest in and I never would go back to him. He had shown his true colors and I would never overlook them. He had fucked up with me in a major way. I hated him.

      “Nix, it’s not like that between us anymore. You ruined your chances,” I stated with my head still turned away from him.

      Tears were streaming down my face and I just wanted to get up out of there.

      Nix rose to his feet and just stared down at me while I scooted back, still on the floor.

      I had no clue what his intentions were. All I knew was that I didn’t want him to try to hurt me or fucking rape me. That alone sent fear throughout my whole body.

      As Nix began to make his way towards me, there were a few knocks on the door.

      Whew, I breathed as I watched Nix look at me with his brows raised, basically telling me not to move as he went over to the door.

      “Hey, I need you to sign these papers.” The same girl that had left out of the office before me peeked inside.

      The moment she saw me on the floor, she looked from me to Nix then began to slowly back out of the office, like she had seen this type of shit happen before.

      “No, help me. Help me,” I screamed, as I rose to my feet and darted towards the door.

      Nix quickly pushed the girl out and closed the door, but I wasn’t having that. Finding the nearest thing that I could get my hands on, which was a picture hanging on the wall, I pulled it down, and slammed it right across his head.

      “Fuck.” He began to rub the back of his head and when he brought his hand back down in front of him, there was blood smeared all over his fingers.

      My heart began to beat and it felt like I was having trouble breathing as I backed up.

      Nix now wore an angry expression as he charged towards me, causing me to take off running.

      “You’ve fucked up now,” he roared as we basically played cat and mouse around the desk.

      “No, you’ve fucked up and when my nigga finds out, he is going to kill you,” I spat.

      Picking up the desktop computer screen that was on his desk, I hauled it at his head causing it to miss his head. Nix ducked and crashed to the ground, which I took advantage off and ran straight to the door, escaping.

      You could hear the sounds of my heels clicking, as I ran as fast as I could down the hallway, too scared to look back to see if he was behind me.

      “Merci. Merci.” I could hear him yelling my name, but I wasn’t stopping until I was out of this fucking building and back in my car.

      As I continued to run, there were people staring at me but none of them bothered to ask questions; instead, they continued to mind their business.

      Exiting out of the automatic doors, a light, cool breeze hit my face as the sun beamed down. Once I made it to my car, I fumbled in my pocket for my keys that I had tucked in my front pocket.

      Quickly getting in my car, I locked the doors as I reached and grabbed my purse up off of the floor board.

      Fishing for my phone, that I had decided to leave in my purse, I began to search for Greyson’s number.

      Listening to the phone ring in my ear, I tried to get my heavy breathing under control as I stuck the keys in the ignition. As I started my car, Nix stood in the middle of the doors and stared at me with an evil glare.

      I continued to look him dead in the eyes even though he couldn’t see me because my windows were tinted. I pulled out of the parking spot, with the phone still to my ear, waiting for Grey to answer so that I could tell him and let him handle the situation.

      Hearing Greyson’s voicemail kind of disappointed me because this was the wrong time for him not to be answering his phone.

      As I drove, I ended the call and tried to call him again, yet and still, the same thing. Throwing my phone over in the passenger’s seat, I sped all the way home, as my mind began to work in overdrive from frustration.

      After speeding to my home, I quickly parked and got out. Making my way up to my apartment, I unlocked the door and rushed inside.

      “Merci, are you ok?” my cousin Chanel asked once I entered.

      “Yea…I’m... I’m...” I couldn’t even finish before I broke down to my knees crying.

      I was a fucking emotional mess. It was one thing to have a man to invade your personal space once, but for him to try to do it again was weighing heavy on me.

      It just didn’t make sense to me why he felt the need to do this shit, even when I expressed to him no and that I was no longer interested in him.

      I knew that I should have never fucked him again after the last time because it was like now he knew no boundaries.

      I hated men like him. It was like they were vultures. They always disrespected women and felt like they could do whatever they wanted.

      “Merci, what’s wrong?” Chanel rushed over to where I stood, quickly bent down on her knees and wrapped her arms around me as I wept.

      Finally able to calm myself down, I wiped my wet face and looked up at her.

      “Are you ok? What happened? Greyson told me you were gone to meet with a guy about buying a building. What happen from then to now?” she questioned, concerned.

      “Nothing, it’s ok.” I slowly lifted myself up from the ground.

      “You sure?”

      “Yes. Let me just go to my room.” I raised my hand up.

      She looked at me with concern as I tried to give her a faint smile. She still looked at me kind of skeptical as I walked off.

      As I was making my way to my room, out came Breshia with a confused look on her face.

      Shaking my head as she opened her mouth to most likely ask me the same thing that Chanel did, I stopped her from talking.

      I just didn’t want to talk right now. What I wanted was Greyson, but he wasn’t answering my calls which also was something else that was worrying me.
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      It had been about twenty minutes and Merci was still locked up in her room. My sister and I had been sitting on the sofa worried to death about her. We both had tried to come up with different scenarios as to what could be wrong with her. We even went as far as thinking that maybe she and Greyson had gotten into a fight or something.

      “You want to go check on her?” Breshia nibbled on her bottom lip as she peeked over her shoulder, looking into the direction that led to Merci’s bedroom.

      “Uhmm if you want. I’m kind of too scared to,” I admitted.

      I didn’t want to overstep my boundaries and start getting on Merci’s nerves and have her sending us back to her mother’s house.

      Being away from there was like breath a fresh air. It was now so relaxing because my sister and I no longer had to look over our shoulders, worried about Maranda’s boyfriend, James.

      I never told anyone because I had been too afraid to, but the reason why I called Merci to come and get us was because the night before, I had just gotten out of the shower and he decided to burst up in there.

      Nobody was there but me and him because my sister and Maranda had decided to go to Bingo. Leaving me in the house with his creepy ass.

      “Ah,” I screamed as I tried my best to wrap myself in the towel.

      “Oh, my bad.” James stood in the door, never budging.

      “Get out,” I screamed at him, but he didn’t.

      Instead, he stood there, looking me up and down as he licked his crusty black lips and ran his hand over his beaded-up hair on top of his head.

      “Get out,” I yelled at him again as I gripped the towel tighter around my body.

      Sadly, he didn’t get out. Instead he walked his way farther into the bathroom and made sure to lock it behind himself.

      Panic and fear began to take over my body when he turned around and looked at me as if I was a fresh cooked meal.

      “What are you doing? Get out now.” My voice shook as I watched him move in on me.

      “Chanel, you’ve grown into such a pretty young lady. You do know that, right?” He reached and touched the top of my head, trying to play with a string of my hair.

      I quickly slapped his hand back, which seemed to anger him.

      “You and your sister parade around here like y’all don’t know what you be doing. Don’t you think it’s time you let somebody hit that? Better me than these little niggas on the streets who don’t care about y’all. I care about you. You know that,” he voiced, causing my skin to crawl.

      It felt like the room was beginning to spin and close in on me, the more he began to get closer and closer.

      I always knew that he was perv, but I had always hoped that my sister and I would be out of this house before he made a move on us.

      “Move,” I yelled, not knowing whether I should hold the towel so that it wouldn’t expose my naked body, or fight him so that he would fall back and leave me alone.

      “Don’t fight it. You fight it, it’ll hurt,” he stated, right as the sound of the front door closing alarmed him.

      He quickly made his way out of the bathroom, leaving me to come crashing down with tears streaming out of my eyes.

      “Chanel.” My sister tapped my on the leg causing me to shake my head and focus back on the topic at hand, Merci.

      “Huh,” I answered.

      Breshia squinted her eyes as she tilted her head from side to side looking at me.

      “You ok?” she asked, and I nodded my head up and down.

      “Yeah, I’m good.”

      “So, do you want to go check on her or not?” my sister asked, right as the front door to Merci’s apartment came booming open.

      “Where the fuck is she?” Greyson came inside of the apartment, chest heaving up and down, looking pissed.

      Following right behind him were his friends, Sawyer and I think Luca was the other person’s name, but I wasn’t really for sure.

      I had heard of him and of course been in the same room as him a few times, but never did I really focus on his name.

      “She’s in her room. Where else would she be?” I asked him, puzzled.

      As he rushed to her room, the other two came and sat down on the sofa.

      “Is everything ok?” I finally asked, seeing that I was pretty sure they knew more about what was going on than we did.

      “Yeah, everything is good. We just got to handle some shit. That is all,” Sawyer spoke as he texted away on his phone.

      “Uhmm ok. Like that is telling us anything, but ok,” my sister spoke, causing Luca to look up at the both of us.

      “Do people ever get y’all mixed up?” he asked. With his eyes sitting low, he stared intensely at the two of us as if it was a magic trick and eventually one of us would disappear.

      “No, because we look nothing alike,” my sister replied.

      She had always been the one to say that shit, but I always thought that we looked just alike; the only difference was that she had a birthmark on the side of her neck.

      “Bullshit. Y’all two mothafuckas look just alike,” he stated as he sat further back onto the sofa.

      “But you”—he pointed at me—“you, it’s something about you that I like.” He winked at me causing my cheeks to become warm as I tried not to smile.

      “Nigga you’re high and trippin’,” Sawyer butted in as he shook his head.

      “You know damn well Merci is not going for that. She will kill you. How many times do I have to say that?” Sawyer told him, and Luca waved him off.

      “You’re grown right?” He looked at me and my ass shook my head very quickly.

      “Exactly. She fucking grown. Which means, she can do grown woman shit and Merci ain’t got no fuckin’ say so.” Luca was looking at Sawyer as he spoke the truth. I was grown and I could do what I wanted, but I would rather not disappoint Merci.

      “My dude, you trippin’. Just know when Merci comes for your head, that also means Brynlee is right behind her. I want no parts,” Sawyer stated.

      “That’s y’all problem now, scared of these women.” Luca laughed as the sound of Merci and Grey arguing caused us all to pause and get awkwardly quiet.

      “We some nosey motherfuckas,” Luca added, which caused us all to burst out laughing.

      Moments later, Merci came walking out of the room with Greyson right behind her.

      “So, you told Brynlee what happened but you’re not going to tell me,” he expressed to Merci who looked like she was tired and didn’t want to talk about it.

      “I told her, not knowing that she was going to call Sawyer. Matter fact, had you answered the phone like he had done for Brynlee then you would have known,” Merci shouted.

      “Well that’s my cue to go.” Luca rose to his feet as his dreads hung lowly over his shoulders.

      He wore an Adidas black track suit with the white lines on the side and a pair of all-white Adidas on his feet. His dreads were neatly twisted, and his scent lingered as he walked off.

      “Yeah, I agree.” Sawyer also got up and followed behind Luca as they headed towards the front door.

      While the boys walked to the door, I couldn’t ignore Merci and Greyson arguing. I hated that they were getting into it about whatever had happened to Merci earlier.

      Feeling light taps on my thigh, I looked towards my sister, who also bore the same worried expression as me.

      “What you want me to do?” I mouthed to her, because she had nodded towards Grey and Merci as if I knew what to do or if I was going to get up and step in the middle of the two of them. I felt like that wasn’t my place and I didn’t want to overstep my boundaries.

      “How about you just leave. I don’t want to talk about this shit no more,” Merci shouted.

      “The fuck is your issue Merci?” Greyson balled his face up as Merci stood before him with an aggravated expression painted on her face.

      “You know what, fuck this shit. You are making it worse than it has to be when you can just talk to me about it.” Greyson threw his hands in the air and walked away from Merci.

      Merci turned on her heels and headed towards her room, leaving me and my sister confused by all of the chaos that was going on.

      “Well that didn’t go how I thought it was going to go. I wonder why Merci is so upset?” My sister stood to her feet and began walking off.

      “Who knows.” I shrugged. “I think we should talk to her about it tomorrow, once everything calms down,” I continued.

      My sister agreed. Walking off, she headed to the room that we shared. I was now left in the living room by myself and I figured, why not enjoy some TV or something?

      As I sat on the sofa watching a movie, there were knocks on the door, and I figured it was Greyson coming back to talk to Merci and make things better.

      Getting up, I went to the door and opened it. Standing there was Luca.

      “Did you forget something?” I questioned.

      “Yeah, your number.” He smirked, gliding his tongue across his pink lips.

      I chuckled at his gesture because it had kind of caught me off guard. Tilting my weight a little to the right, I crossed my arms across my chest as I bit down on my lip.

      I could never deny the fact that Luca was fine as hell, but I knew that Merci would never approve of this. She was very adamant on us not dating or talking to guys until we had our shit together. How could I blame her though? I was in no predicament to be trying to talk to anybody right now.

      “You know Merci is not having that,” I told him.

      “What she doesn’t know won’t hurt her.” He winked at me causing my heart to flutter and for everything that Merci had said to me to go out of the door.

      “I don’t know.” I pondered as I looked over my shoulder as if Merci was going to pop out at any minute.

      “Man, come on. Stop playing with me. Let me change your life.” He stepped farther into the house and the smell of weed and whatever cologne that he had on creeped up my nose and caused my head to spin.

      Now standing right in his face, I looked up into his hooded brown eyes and he smiled, showing off his pretty ass smile.

      The feeling that was going through my body, I couldn’t fight it. I just couldn’t. I had to test the waters. So, I decided to give Luca my number and prayed that Merci didn’t find out.

      “Give me your phone.” I rolled my eyes and put my hand out, waiting for him to hand it over.

      Luca dug into his pocket, pulled his phone out and handed it to me. Without even thinking twice about it, I keyed my number into his phone and handed it back to him.

      “What is going on here?” Merci asked from behind me, and I immediately froze. The look on my face would have given us both away; luckily my back was to her.

      “Nothing sis, I forgot my phone, that’s all,” Luca butted in.

      “Oh ok. Well did you get it?” Merci walked over and stood beside me as I tried to fix my face and play it cool.

      “Yeah, your fine ass cousin gave it to me.” He winked at me and I found myself blushing.

      “Boy get the hell out of my house.” Merci pushed him out of her house and closed the door.

      Once she locked the door, she turned towards me and crossed her arms, as her lips poked out.

      “What?” I threw my hands in the air.

      “He is the no good one out of the group. Do not talk to him Channel. I am not playing,” she warned.

      “Really Merci?”

      “Yes, really Channel. I know that it’s really easy for y’all to fall for these men out here. But I want you and your sister to focus on yourselves and get your shit together before you try to give a nigga your time,” she fussed.

      Merci had been telling us this since we got here and I totally understood where she was coming from but gosh, my sister and I were grown.

      “I understand Merci,” I replied dryly.

      “Good.” She uncrossed her arms and walked towards the kitchen.

      I watched her from where I stood as she pulled out an already open bottle of wine and poured her a glass.

      She then walked into the living room and plopped down, letting out a deep sigh.

      “Is everything ok?” I asked her as I made my way over and sat down next to her.

      Merci looked like she was deep in thought as she swirled the wine around in her glass before taking a sip.

      “No, everything is not ok,” she said after she took a big gulp of her drink.

      “Do you want to talk about it?”

      Sighing, Merci lifted her hunched shoulders and turned towards me.

      “So today, when I went to meet the guy about buying the building, it was my ex. The same one that had tried to fucking rape me, but Grey whooped his ass.” She paused as she turned and looked back out into the room, zoned out.

      “Did he touch you?” My heart began to race as I began to feel for her. I mean, no James didn’t get a chance to rape me, but I knew how it felt to feel violated.

      “I mean, almost. He threw me on the ground and just made me feel like a pile of shit. I felt worthless. I felt powerless and I didn’t like it,” she confessed.

      “So why were you and Greyson arguing?” I questioned her, confused.

      “Greyson has a way of getting really angry. I didn’t want him to go out and do anything crazy behind the shit,” she replied.

      “I mean, yes Nix deserves his ass beat but I’m pretty sure he and the boys were going to do way more than that…” Merci’s voice trailed off then she got really silent.

      “Why didn’t you just tell him?”

      “I had tried to call him when it first happened, and he didn’t answer. I didn’t want him to find out from someone else, but it just happened like that.” She huffed.

      “I don’t know… I don’t even know how the shit escalated the way that it did. I think I was just mad about what happened with Nix and he was just mad that he wasn’t able to save me. It’s crazy and I don’t like this feeling. I know I should have just told him but after I got off the phone with Brynlee and actually thought about it, I just didn’t want him to go out and do something stupid,” she finished.

      “I don’t know much about relationships, but I think you should just call him and talk to him. Explain it to him,” I expressed, and she nodded her head, gulped down the rest of her drink then got up without saying another word.

      As I sat on the sofa, my phone dinged. Thank God for Merci paying me and my sister’s phone bill since we moved in with her or I would have been without one.

      Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I unlocked my phone and saw that it was from a number that wasn’t saved. I already knew who it was before I even opened the message.

      As I read over his message, I looked over my shoulders, paranoid that Merci was going to pop out of nowhere and catch me texting him.

      Shaking my head, I nibbled down on my lips as I texted him back. Not really knowing exactly what I was getting myself into but whatever it was, I hoped it was all worth it. Especially since I was kind of going behind Merci’s back.
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      Feeling like the man, I had a big ass smirk planted on my face as I texted Channel, Merci’s cousin.

      I understood Merci wanted to protect them and all that good shit but look, I wanted what I wanted, and it was her. Yeah, she and her sister were twins, but it was just something about the spark in Channel’s eyes that captivated my ass. She looked like she was down for whatever, as to her sister that seemed a little bit more reserved.

      Sending her one last text, I turned my car off and got out. As I walked, I turned my phone on silent then stuffed it into my pocket.

      Once reaching the all-white door, I knocked a couple of times, then stuffed my hands in the pockets of my pants as I waited for an answer.

      “Hey baby, I’ve missed you.” A chick named Apryl, who I had been knocking down for a while now, answered the door, looking like her usual self; good as fuck.

      “What’s good.” I grabbed her around her waist and pulled her close to me, kissing her on her forehead.

      I wasn’t into kissing on a bitch that wasn’t mine. There was no telling what the fuck Apryl was out here doing whenever I wasn’t around digging off in her guts.

      After greeting her, I made my way into her little two-bedroom home and made myself comfortable.

      “You hungry? You need me to cook for you?” she questioned as she tried to pull the thin cotton material shorts from out of her pussy.

      “Nah, I’m good, and you can just pull them all the way off.” I eyed her shorts that could have passed for some damn panties.

      Apryl was this bad lil’ chick that I had met one night in the club. She had this nice peanut butter skin tone and a banging ass body.

      She had been on my damn nut sack the whole time I was in the club and I’m pretty sure it was because she knew of me. Most people did due to the fact that I hung with the hottest rapper out right now; my nigga Sawyer.

      “We need to talk first.” She nervously moved from side to side.

      I huffed because most times when bitches hit me with the, ‘we need to talk’ shit, it was usually followed by some bullshit.

      “What’s good?” I looked at her.

      Apryl twiddled with her fingers and began to look at everything but me. Her mouth was moving but there were no words coming out of the mothafucka. She was really bugging, and I didn’t come over here for all this. I wanted to get my dick wet, bust a good ass nut and then take my ass home and get some good ass sleep, but I see that wasn’t going to happen because I was about to bounce up out this bitch’s house.

      “If you don’t spit that shit out soon, I’m going to bounce,” I let her know, getting annoyed.

      She was making my nerves bad and had me wanting to go spark up a blunt and just jet out.

      “I’m pregnant Luca,” she blurted out.

      My eyes bucked, my heart stopped, and my head started spinning. Placing my hand on the top of my head, I began to check to see if I had a fever because it felt like my body began to get hot. I needed to go sit down because even a nigga’s legs felt like they were about to give out on me.

      “You what?” I asked her again once I was sitting down on her sofa.

      “I’m pregnant Luca,” she repeated lowly as she looked at me, I guess waiting for me to show some type of excitement.

      “But how?” I questioned.

      “The fuck you mean how Luca, we fucking right? How else do bitches get pregnant?” She folded her arms, tilted her weight more so on her left leg and rolled her eyes at me.

      Breathing heavily, I sat back on the couch and looked up at her ceiling. I began to rack my damn brain on when the fuck I could have fucked her without a condom. I just knew I wasn’t that damn stupid, but I also knew my ass be fucked up off that Henny and plus that good ass dro I be smoking. There was no telling what my ass slipped up and did. Most times, I would wake up and couldn’t even remember how my damn night went.

      “When did this shit happen?” I looked up at her and asked.

      I was dead ass serious though. I wanted to know when the fuck I nutted in her and got her pregnant. I knew women kept track of that shit.

      “Luca, what do you mean when the fuck it happened? I don’t know. I just know I missed my period and I took a pregnancy test today,” she spat, giving me attitude.

      “Man whatever.” I ran my hand down my face.

      I was no longer in the mood to fuck shit. I was about to bounce up out of here. Hearing that her ass was pregnant was definitely a buzz kill. I didn’t care if she sucked my dick while playing in her pussy, that shit still wouldn’t get my dick hard after the news she had just dropped on me.

      I needed to go so I could down a bottle of something strong, take about ten blunts to the head and think about how I was going to handle this situation. The last thing I wanted was a baby. Especially by someone I had no feelings for. Apryl and I were just fuck buddies.

      The feelings weren’t there. At least not for me, and plus I didn’t know who else she was out here fucking.

      Fuck, I huffed as I rose to my feet and began to walk towards the door.

      “Luca where are you going?” She followed behind me.

      I ignored her and kept walking. Shit, where the fuck did she think I was going?

      I was getting the fuck up out her house. She had fucked my head up with that pregnancy shit.

      “Luca, I know you hear me.” Apryl grabbed me by the arm and I turned around and looked her up and down as if she disgusted me.

      “What! I’m leaving. I need to get my mind right,” I let her know, which caused her to jump in front of me.

      Apryl now had her hands on my chest as she stood her short ass in front of me. Apryl had to be about 5’2. She was so pretty, no lie, but she just wasn’t what I was looking for in a girl. Yeah, she was good enough to fuck, but that was it.

      “Luca you can’t be serious right now. I just know you’re not about to handle this situation like this.” She pouted, but that didn’t faze me at all. All that lip poking out and giving me sad eyes and shit didn’t make me give a fuck.

      “Man, Apryl I don’t know what you want me to say. I ain’t ready for no fucking kids. Let’s be honest. Why would you even want a kid by a nigga that you aren’t even in a relationship with?”

      “Who says that we can’t get there?” She moved in closer to me as she slowly ran her fingers up and down my chest.

      “Shit, me nigga! I know we ain’t gon’ ever get there.” I scrunched my face up and maneuvered around her so I could get the hell up out her house. She was talking some foreign shit right now and I wasn’t comprehending.

      “Luca, I’m keeping my baby so don’t even think I’m getting rid of it,” she shouted.

      Shaking my head, I quickly got in my car and headed home. I couldn’t believe after all this time of knocking bitches down, I fucked around and got one pregnant.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “So, you’re telling me your ass done slipped up and got a chick pregnant?” Grey sat on the couch inside of the studio next to me with this stupid ass grin on his face, like something was funny.

      Before answering him, I took a long hit from the blunt. My mind had been in overdrive since Apryl told me that shit. Here it was two days later and I was still stressed out about it.

      “Man, yes, and I feel sick to my fucking stomach,” I answered after exhaling a big cloud of smoke.

      Cracking up laughing, Greyson shook his head at me.

      “What the fuck is funny man? This is a life or death situation,” I replied, hitting the blunt again.

      “Nigga, how the fuck is it life or death?” Sawyer butted in.

      “Because if that bitch has the baby, she is going to suck all the fucking life out of me. Do it look like I’m ready to be somebody’s fucking father?” I expressed, still in disbelief.

      Part of the reason that I wasn’t letting people in on, was that I didn’t know the first thing about being a father. Fuck, I never had one in my life to show me how to be one. All I had was my mother. All I knew was that my father couldn’t get his shit together, so my mother gave him the option to either lay off the drugs for his family or get the fuck out, and guess what? That nigga chose to get the fuck out.

      It was fucked up, but I felt like my mother had done a damn good job raising me. I mean, look at me. I was a rich ass nigga, doing shit that most of these niggas only dreamed about. However, my world was starting to come crashing down now that this girl was hollering about she was pregnant.

      “Chill man, a baby is not the end of the world. It’s a blessing,” this soft ass nigga Sawyer stated.

      I swear, ever since that nigga met Brynlee, he had turned soft on us. But I was happy for my nigga. I just needed him to understand that I wasn’t him and hearing a female tell me she was pregnant by me, did not make my heart skip a beat. It didn’t have me wanting to celebrate or none of that shit. I was currently miserable as fuck.

      “Fuck what you’re talking about,” I replied, causing Grey to burst out laughing at me.

      “Nigga why the fuck is this shit so funny to you?” I looked at him upside his square ass head and he continued to laugh at me which caused Sawyer to chime in.

      “Fuck the both of you niggas.” I laid back on the couch and continued to hit my blunt.

      Sawyer threw his hands in the air as he walked into the recording booth, so that he could go back over a part in his new song.

      Grey was still beside me, laughing and shit.

      “Nigga are you and Merci good while you still laughing at my damn misery?”

      That quickly wiped the smile he had on his face away. He was now sitting up straight and with a mug.

      “Touched a soft spot.” I chuckled.

      “Fuck you Luca, worry about that hoe you got pregnant.” He shoved me causing both of us to jump to our feet and square up.

      “Oh, so you want to fight me but not the nigga that fucked with yo’ bitch?” I taunted him.

      I already knew Grey wasn’t a pussy ass nigga but since he wanted to fuck with me about my situation, I was about to fuck with him. Deep down, I knew that nigga was probably calculating and waiting to take that nigga out of his misery.

      Smirking, Grey rubbed his chin. “You already know ain’t shit pussy over here bitch.”

      “Yeah ok, I hear you.” I turned my lips up.

      “You let me worry about my issue. You just worry about that hoe you went and got pregnant. Yo’ ass really know she about to give you hell.” He walked past me and left out the studio.

      I sat back down and began thinking about what he said. Apryl did seem like the type of bitch that turned into a bitter baby mama and caused nothing but straight hell and Lord knows, I would dead a bitch before I dealt with that shit.

      Exhaling, I pulled my phone out and shot her a text. I knew it was fucked up on my part, but she had to get an abortion. I wasn’t about to be a daddy.
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      Luca was my nigga, but he had me fucked up. That nigga was trying to take shots at me because he was in a fucked up situation. Luckily for him, I valued our friendship, or I would have knocked him on his ass.

      For him to speak on the shit that Merci and I were going through rubbed me the wrong way. She had yet to fully open up to me and tell me about what all happened. I had to hear bits and pieces from Sawyer, and he didn’t even know.

      He was only going off of what Brynlee had said. All I was trying to do was figure out what the fuck was going on.

      Granted, I didn’t answer my phone but when I was trying to call her back, she didn’t answer me, which pissed me off.

      She still hadn’t told me exactly what went down. She was so worried about me not getting into trouble and shit. I wasn’t worried about none of that when it came to her. Never would I ever let a nigga make it after disrespecting a woman that meant something to me.

      That’s where I fucked up at when it came to my mother. Had I just knocked that nigga’s head off his shoulders the first time I found out about him abusing her, she would still be here.

      Had my feelings been deeper for Merci whenever I had to whoop that nigga the last time, I would have killed him. She and I weren’t on that type of shit just yet but now that we were, and my feelings were as deep as a fucking ocean for her chocolate ass, there was no way in hell that I was going to let this nigga make it. I knew for a fact I was taking him off the map, so she was going to have to just deal with it.

      Driving to my house in complete silence, I gathered my thoughts. I had to figure out how I was going to come at Merci and talk to her and see if we could get over this lil’ bullshit we were going through.

      It had only been a couple of days since we had gotten into it and I had to keep it a G, I was missing her ass. I was missing being up in her tight ass pussy and lying next to her soft ass.

      Fuck man, I thought as I exhaled. Picking up my phone, I dialed her number, but she didn’t answer my call. I had been trying to give her, her space while also giving myself space.

      Pulling up to my place, I scrunched up my face at the person who was parked in my driveway. I thought that I had made myself clear when it came to her. She had fallen back, so I assumed she had gotten the memo.

      I wasted no time parking my car. I needed her out my yard right now. The last thing I needed was for Merci to pull up and see Zella here. That would only add more chaos to our situation, and I didn’t need that.

      Getting out of my car, I observed my surroundings as I approached her car. I yanked the door open to her car and mugged her.

      “What are you doing here?”

      “I just wanted to talk to you,” she replied softly.

      “Talk about what? Ain’t shit for us to talk about. I told you what the hell it was Zella,” I expressed to her.

      “Come on Grey. Don’t act like that. I get it, we not getting back together, that’s cool but don’t act like we weren’t best friends. I miss my best friend,” she explained, lowering her eyes to the ground.

      Zella was right which was why I couldn’t knock what she was saying. Granted, we were real cool before we got into a relationship.

      We used to hang out all the time together, which was how we ended up in a relationship in the first place. But that quickly changed things between us because she became mad insecure and accusing me of shit that I wasn’t doing.

      “Zella come on. You trippin’. You think that we are about to just be cool again? I don’t think my girl will appreciate that shit.” I rested my hands on the roof of the car and leaned over.

      “Grey, seriously. I know how to respect boundaries. I just need someone to talk to. You know how shit can be for me,” she expressed, reminding me of the shit that she was going through.

      See that was another thing people didn’t know. Before Zella and I got into a relationship, before we became really cool, she was battling depression and drug abuse. She had fallen into a deep depression after her mother killed herself.

      We ended up connecting just off of the strength that we could relate to each other’s pain, by the loss of our mothers. I just dealt with my pain differently than she did.

      To be honest, I really didn’t deal with it. I buried that shit inside of me and tried my hardest to put it in the back of my mind. Every now and again things like that punk ass nigga Merci knew, would remind me of the shit causing me to face it.

      But Zella dealt with it differently; she took pills and shit for it. She ended up in a rehabilitation center for it and it helped her. I met her after all of that, but she had told me about it all.

      “Zella come on. Do you really think that you can just be friends with me?” I asked her, because I didn’t see that shit happening.

      Yeah, maybe if we hadn’t fucked up our friendship by fucking each other and dating; however, I didn’t see that shit working now and deep down, she knew it.

      A part of me felt like she was using this shit to play me, because I did feel sorry for her.

      “Yes, Grey. Do you think we can’t be friends?” She raised her brow as she stared at me.

      “I get it. You got a girl. I can’t do nothing but respect that,” she confessed, and even though my gut was telling me not to fall for that shit, I did.

      Zella had always used the best friend card to get back in good with me. This time that was not what made me break, it was knowing how hard it was to deal with your emotions whenever you were dealing with the death of a parent. That shit was hard as fuck. I still didn’t know how I was able to cope with it.

      “Yeah ok, Zella. Any drama, then you know we gon’ have problems and for your sake, I hope you are smart enough not to be on no dumb shit,” I let her know.

      She smiled widely and ran her fingers through her hair. I then finally noticed how good she was looking. See, nah, this shit wasn’t going to work. I was already fucking up.

      Zella was sitting in her car, in some short ass shorts and a V-neck shirt that showed off her breasts. She had on no make-up and her hair was still in a short style, but she had colored it a different color. She was always prettier to me without all that extra make-up and she knew it. Which was probably why she came over here like that.

      “Aight well, is everything good with you?” I asked.

      “No, not really. I’ve been feeling like I want to relapse.” She paused.

      “And you know I don’t have anybody to talk about this with besides you.” Her voice was a little shaky as bit the inside of her jaw.

      “Man, come here,” I told her.

      I backed up a little as Zella got out the car then stood in front of me.

      I grabbed both of her arms. “Look, you know damn well you too good to go back to the person you were. You are stronger than that shit Zell. You gotta be stronger than that shit,” I expressed to her, and as I talked to her, tears began streaming down her face.

      Bringing her in for a hug, I held her tightly and she wrapped her arms around me.

      “Thank you Grey. You always know the right things to say.” She pulled away.

      “No problem.” I cupped her chin, playfully.

      Zella looked at me and then before I could even stop her, she kissed me, catching me all the way off guard. For a minute, I deepened the kiss but then I had to remember, my girl.

      Fuck, I thought. Pushing her back, I also took a few steps back.

      “Zella we can’t be doing that shit. I got a girl.”

      “But I thought…” She fiddled with her fingers as she tried to walk closer to me.

      “Nah, it ain’t like that. I should have known you were on some bullshit.” I was frustrated because I let her fucking play me.

      I should have known better than to think that Zella was playing fair.

      “Grey, stop trying to fight something that is still there. I know you feel it. I still feel it.” She placed her hand over her heart and all I could do was shake my head.

      “Zella, just go. Get the fuck out my yard,” I ordered, and she stood there looking crazy.

      “Grey, I’m not letting you go. You’re the only person that gets me. That understands the shit that I’ve been through.” She tried to use that shit again.

      “Zella, get your ass the fuck out of my yard. I’m not about to play these fucking games with you. When you had my heart and shit, you didn’t want it. You thought a nigga was playing you, when really I was just trying to get my money up. You lost me. You gave me the fuck up. For what? To do you. Then you come back now when I got a fucking girl?” I raised my voice because she was pissing me off, acting like it was my fault that we weren’t together.

      “Get the fuck on man. I got enough going on and this shit here”—I pointed from me to her—“this shit been dead and just know it’s because of you,” I let her know.

      I then bumped her shoulder as I headed towards the front door. I was over whatever the fuck Zella was on. She could cry, pout, overdose off pills if she wanted to. I wasn’t falling her bullshit.

      Unlocking my door, I turned to see that her crazy ass was still standing there staring at me. She looked like a mad woman and something told me that Zella was about to be on some dumb ass, stupid shit.

      “Take yo’ ass home Zell,” I told her as I went inside and locked the door behind me.

      Making my way up the stairs and into my bedroom, I got out my clothes and headed for the shower. I needed to feel the relaxation from the hot water.

      Once I was done, I got laid across my bed butt ass naked. Looking at the time, I saw that it was little after midnight. I knew Merci was sleep but my ass still wanted to try my luck again and call her. I missed her and I wished that she would get off that dumb bullshit.

      Dialing her number, I called her but this time it didn’t even ring. It went straight to voicemail. I just knew her ass didn’t block me.

      Now I felt like she had me fucked up. Getting up out of my bed, I went over to my drawer and grabbed me a pair of boxers. I then slipped on a Nike track suit, my slides and grabbed my phone and keys.

      I was about to go to her crib and fix this shit. I wasn’t that nigga she was trying to play me for.

      I quickly jogged down the stairs and made my way to the front door. Opening the door, I was stunned.

      “The fuck is you doing?” I asked. I guess I wasn’t expecting her to be standing right here in my damn door.

      “I was coming to apologize for everything,” Merci expressed.

      “Why the fuck my phone calls going to voicemail Merci?” I questioned her.

      “My phone died Grey. But did you not hear what I just said?”

      “Yeah, I heard exactly what you said, but what makes you think I’m about to accept your apology?” I stood there with my hands buried into my pockets.

      I watched as Merci’s mouth fell open and she stared up at me. I guess she wasn’t expecting me to come off so harsh. Since day one, I had always been the nice guy with her because she never gave me a reason to be anything else. However, she had me fucked up.

      “So, what are you saying?” Her voice cracked.

      “What you mean? I’ve been trying to talk to you. You the one ignoring my calls. You seemed to have already made the decision for us.”

      “Grey I was just upset, that’s all.” I could see her eyes beginning to water and that shit was killing me.

      “Bring yo’ fucking ass in here girl.” I pulled her into my arms and wrapped them tightly around her body. I couldn’t keep up the front.

      “I missed you,” she expressed as she looked up at me.

      “I missed you too. Next time, don’t handle that shit the way that you did. You my fucking girl and no matter how you feel a situation should be handled, it’s not always gonna go how you want it. It’s my duty to fucking protect you and it’s your duty to let me know every detail so I can do that,” I told her, and she nodded her head up and down in agreeance.

      “I understand I didn’t answer my phone and that’s my bad. I swear that will never happen again, but you do know I’m going to handle that shit. So, go ahead and tell me exactly what the fuck happened,” I let her know.

      She sighed, before she began to tell me everything that had happened. What was supposed to be a good day for her, turned out to be the complete opposite. But it was all good because that nigga was going to get his and she was still going to get that fucking building.

      After we sat down and talked about everything and came to an agreement about different things, we headed for the bed.

      It was currently two in the morning and the last thing on my mind was sleep, especially with Merci now being here.

      “You might as well get butt as naked.” I grabbed her from behind before she jumped in the bed.

      Merci turned around, wrapped her arms around me and kissed me.

      “I mean, I wanted to please you first.” She beamed up at me.

      “Shit, we can please each other at the same damn time,” I replied as she ran her hands through my hair in a sensual manner.

      Merci bit down on her bottom lip, backed up a little bit from me and began to strip out of her clothes. Piece by piece, I watched as they hit the floor.

      Once she was butt ass naked, she twirled around with her hands in the air, showing off her perfectly sculptured body. Merci wasn’t one of those chicks with those huge asses. She had enough and it cuffed at the bottom perfectly.

      Running my hand down my face, I couldn’t help myself. I had to feel on her. I had missed the fuck out of her. Two days had felt like two fucking weeks. The shit was crazy, but it was the truth.

      “Grey, what are you doing?” She giggled as I charged towards her, making her fall back onto the bed.

      “I’m loving on my woman.” I laid beside her naked body as I let my hands have a mind of their own.

      Merci turned over on her side and placed her hand alongside my face while I massaged her ass cheeks. I allowed my hands to trail up to the center of her back then back down to her ass.

      “Baby,” she called out as she gripped my forearm.

      “Yeah, what’s good?” I answered as the light that peeked from underneath the bathroom door gave the room enough light for me to take in her beautiful face.

      “I never want us to get like that again.”

      “We not. I promise.” I leaned in and kissed her.

      Bringing her bottom lip into my mouth, I began to gently suck on it while my hands made their way between her thighs, finding her pussy.

      As I dipped my fingers inside of her crevices, I eased in and out slowly, continuing to rain kisses all over her.

      “Mhmm baby,” she moaned out as I planted kisses on her neck.

      I made my way down to her perky ass titties and quickly popped one into my mouth. Twirling my tongue around her areola, I began to nibble on her nipple. The more I showed attention to them, the harder her nipples became, not to forget I was also playing with her soaking wet pussy. I could feel her juices raining out of her, like an overflowing drain.

      “Grey, oh my god, it feels so good,” she whimpered as I continued to please her.

      Pulling my fingers out of her, I brought them up to her lips and began to rub her cream all over her lips, as if it was lipstick.

      Merci’s freaky ass began to lick her lips and hum at the taste of herself. With still a little bit of her nectar on my fingers, I stuck them into my mouth and a part of me wanted to hum too from satisfaction. She tasted incredible. She was sweet. She smelled amazing and now all I wanted to do was bury my head far up her pussy and feast upon her until I was full.

      Making my way down to what I desired most, I parted her legs even more. Once I reached her center, I looked up and Merci’s eyes were closed and her chest rose up and down slowly.

      I licked my lips and went to work. I had no plans on coming up for air.

      I was scuba diving in her shit and her loud moans only made me want to go harder.

      The plan was to eat her up, fuck her good and show her how much I missed her. Merci was it for me. Fuck Zella’s trifling ass.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            Zella Maxwell

          

        

      

    

    
      I wanted to snap Greyson’s fucking neck for the pain that he was making me feel. I hated that he was playing these tough ass games like he didn’t want me. I knew he felt the same shit I felt whenever our lips connected. I mean, how could he not?

      I still felt the same tingling in my stomach that I felt whenever we were together. I hated myself for even letting him slip away, all because of my own insecurities.

      Greyson had always been a good man, but I had let my friend Apryl get in my head and tell me that he wasn’t any good. She swore to God that because she was fucking Luca and he was being a dog ass nigga, that Greyson was too.

      I let her get in my head and now here I was having to watch him be with someone else, but that shit was killing me, and I didn’t know how long I could watch the shit go on.

      Sighing, I shook those thoughts to the back of my head as I pulled up to Apryl’s house. She had been in her feelings ever since Luca told her that he wasn’t ready for a baby. She should have known better than to try to trap his ass. She did better sticking it out with that one club owner nigga that she had always boasted about.

      I wasn’t really around her when she was talking to him because I was too busy fighting my own demons, but I do remember her always calling me and telling me about him.

      Granted, he was no better because she used to call me crying all the time, complaining about the other bitches he carelessly threw in her face.

      Hearing my phone ringing, I grabbed it and answered it, “Hello.”

      “Hello, where you at Zell?” She sniffled into the phone.

      “I’m right outside Apryl,” I let her know.

      “Ok, bye,” she said dramatically before she hung up the phone.

      Exhaling, I parked then got out. It was crazy that even though I was dealing with my own darkness, I was still able to be a good friend to her. If I did need her to listen to me, she would never. Everything had always been about Apryl and what she had going on.

      Even when I found myself diving off of the deep end, she was nowhere to be found until it was all over, and I was back acting like my normal self.

      Without knocking on her door, I let myself inside of her house. There were no lights on, the tv was off, the curtains were closed, and I found her sitting on the couch.

      “Apryl, really?” I rolled my eyes because I just felt like she was doing too much about this whole situation.

      She and Luca never had a real relationship that I knew of.

      “What Zell? You know I’m going through it.” She grabbed a couple of Kleenex out of the box that was beside her and blew really loudly into the tissues.

      Just be a good friend Zella, I thought myself as I walked over to the curtains and pulled them open. You would think that it was eleven at night, but it was only a little after three in the afternoon.

      “What are you doing?” she questioned and covered her face as if the sun was going to melt her.

      “Helping you get your shit together because you are trippin’.” I turned and headed over to where she was sitting.

      Even though I was going through my own crisis, I was going to try to help her get through hers. I was going to sit here with her and hopefully come up with a decision on what she should do. Luca was telling her to kill the baby but of course, she wasn’t trying to hear that.

      “Have you decided on what you are going to do?” I asked her.

      She dramatically shook her head from left to right as she clenched the tissue in her hand.

      “No. He is adamant about me getting rid of the baby, but I don’t want to Zell. Why should I have to?” Her voice trailed off and she managed to let a tear escape.

      “Well Apryl, you did kind of trap him,” I let her know, reminding her of the damn pill she put in his drink.

      Luca sometimes didn’t remember half the shit that went on between him and Apryl because her ass was using some type of pill that would cause him to not remember much. She never went into full details about it and I didn’t care for her to.

      Why? Because just the simple word pills caused me to have flashbacks. It caused me to crave the way it made me feel numb to life and every now and again, I wanted to relapse and feel that feeling just one more time.

      So, whenever she got to talking about it, I made sure to get off the subject.

      “Zella, don’t be saying that shit out loud.” She looked around as if we weren’t inside of her house.

      “Bitch, you act like I’m saying the shit out in public. We are in the comfort of your home.” I scrunched my face up at her antics.

      “Yeah, but still. Don’t nobody know about that shit but me and you and I want to keep it that way. And plus, that shit didn’t have him fucking me raw. His dick was still getting hard and he still chose to slide up in me.” She shrugged.

      “Ok, if you say so. So, what are you going to do?” I asked her again, not even bothering to argue with her and break it down on why what she did was fucked up.

      “I’m going to have the baby. Fuck what he is talking about,” she replied.

      Nodding my head, not really knowing the right words to say, I watched her as she got up and headed for the kitchen.

      “So how far along are you?” I questioned her, getting up and following behind her.

      “Girl, I don’t even know. All I know is that I’m pregnant.” She shrugged, grabbing the cartoon of juice out of the fridge.

      I watched her as she poured it into a glass. I sat down at the bar, pulling my phone out of my purse because I wanted to text Greyson and maybe apologize. Maybe even get him to talk to me and hopefully feel where I was coming from.

      “Is everything good with you?” she actually asked.

      For once in a very long time, I couldn’t believe she asked. Like I said before, everything was usually centered around her and her only.

      It had always been that way ever since I’d known her, and that’s been for about ten to twelve years. If we were at the club, she wanted all of the attention. If I liked a nigga but she liked him also, guess what, she got him. I never really tripped off of it because I had gotten used to it.

      I was so happy that she didn’t want Greyson, at least not to my knowledge. I had met Greyson before she met Luca. Greyson and I started dating and I actually distanced myself from her until Sawyer blew up and guess what? Greyson started going on the road more with him and Apryl was in my ear, feeding my insecurities.

      “I’m ok. Just hoping that Grey comes back to his damn senses when it comes to me and him,” I confessed.

      “You want him back?” she questioned with her thick brow raised.

      “Yeah, don’t you want to have Luca’s baby? And we both know they are not the same,” I shot back.

      “True, but still. But do whatever makes you happy,” Apryl replied as she walked back to her fridge and opened the freezer part.

      “Wait, don’t he got a lil’ girlfriend or whatever?”

      “Yes, Apryl, he does. Well, I don’t know. We kissed,” I stated as I thought about the kiss that we shared. I wasn’t going to tell her that he blew up afterwards.

      “What? Well do you boo. Get your man.” She turned around and clapped before she went back to scanning through the freezer.

      “I want to cook today. Let’s go to the store,” she randomly said, closing the freezer.

      It was crazy how one minute Apryl was acting like her world was about to end, then the next minute she acting like she was perfectly fine.

      “Whatever girl. But you first need to go shower and get dressed.” I pinched my nose and she jerked her head back, stunned.

      “Really?” She lifted her arm up and smelled under her armpit.

      “Yeah.” I nodded my head and she turned on her heels and rushed to her room, so she could shower.

      I stayed put and began texting Greyson, hoping that he would at least say something.
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        * * *

      

      I was now riding to the store with Apryl as she jammed Megan Thee Stallion’s song loud as fuck. Her hands were in the air as she used her knee to control the steering wheel.

      “Bitch, you are going to make us wreck trying to dance,” I yelled at her, and she waved me off and continued to be on her hot girl shit.

      Saved by the ringing of her phone, the music cut off and she answered the phone.

      “What do you want?” She popped her lips and rolled her eyes. I assumed it wasn’t Luca because I couldn’t see her sassing him and giving him attitude.

      “Man, Nix you still on that bullshit and I don’t have time,” she spoke.

      “No, I don’t want to see you. Bye,” she fussed.

      Instead of hanging up with him, she continued to go back and forth with him the whole fifteen minutes to the store.

      Once we finally arrived at Kroger, she hung up the phone and looked at me.

      “Girl, these niggas get on my nerves. I got one who won’t leave me the fuck alone and one who doesn’t want me right now.” She shook her head as she whipped her Chevy Cruze into the parking spot.

      Apryl cut her car off and we got out the car. As we headed inside, we continued to, of course, talk about her life and her problems.

      Shopping around and getting everything she needed to cook, Apryl was now headed towards the register.

      “Girl, is that Sawyer and his baby mama?” I tapped Apryl on the shoulder and she turned around, raised her sunglasses to help her see better, before she nodded her head.

      “Girl yes, that is his fine ass. I wonder if Luca is in here too.” She began to run her hands through her long black extensions.

      The couple was walking towards our direction and even I wanted to turn, but I couldn’t be that obvious. Sawyer was Greyson’s homeboy but at the end of the day, he was damn near a celebrity and my ass was geeked to see him.

      As they walked over to us, Sawyer’s face scrunched up at the sight of me. He had been not liking me since he saw me one day with this guy named Richard. Richard wasn’t someone I was dating. He was just a guy that helped me whenever I felt like I was about to fall back into a deep, dark depression and revert to my old ways.

      His girlfriend, who I knew to be Brynlee because of a blog, smiled at me as she pushed a buggy.

      “Excuse us.” She smiled.

      “My bad. Hey Sawyer.” I waved at him.

      “What’s good Zella.” He tilted his head towards me.

      “Aye Brynlee, did you get the stuff to bake the cake?” I heard a female’s voice call out, and coming around the corner was her, Merci.

      I was hoping like hell Greyson was not with her but of course my life couldn’t go that easily. Coming behind her with a few items in his hand, he looked so good.

      I could tell just that fast, he had gotten a fresh line up. His man bun was braided up, unlike when I saw him last night. I could also smell him from where I stood.

      Merci was now standing like a deer in headlights when she saw me. Greyson had yet to notice that I was also inside of the store.

      “Anyways, like I said, Brynlee did you get the stuff?” Merci mugged me as she walked over to where Brynlee stood.

      Greyson finally looked at me, and the look on his face threw me for a loop. He was looking at me as if I disgusted him. It was another blow to the gut.

      I mean, I just didn’t understand why he was getting so mad at me these days. I hated this shit. He was acting like me kissing him was a crime. We had shared millions of kisses before we broke up.

      Nevertheless, he didn’t say shit to me. Instead, he walked over to Sawyer’s girl and placed the stuff in the basket.

      “Damn baby, let me hold you close before a bitch try to snatch you up.” Merci taunted me as she winked before turning to grab his hand and also kiss him on the cheek.

      I was feeling played and I wanted to jump on the back of her ass and choke her out. I also wanted to fight Greyson for standing there acting as if I was nobody.

      Closing my eyes tightly, I began to walk away. Hoping that Apryl followed my lead, checked her shit out and we just left.

      “Bitch, so you’re just going to let him play you like that? For that bitch?” she said loudly, pointing at Merci.

      “Who the fuck this bitch talking to?” Brynlee spoke up before Merci did, and I just knew all hell was about to break lose in here.

      Realizing that she was right, I stopped in my tracks, turned to face them and looked at Greyson, ignoring Brynlee’s statement.

      “So, you didn’t see me fucking texting you?” I hissed.

      “Zella, I’m telling you now to stop this fool ass shit because you will not like the fucking outcome,” Greyson warned me, but because I had Apryl next to me mumbling shit, lowkey hyping me up, I didn’t take heed to what he was saying.

      “No, because what you not gon’ do is continue to play with my fucking feelings like that.” I twirled my neck and pointed my finger towards his direction.

      As I stood there, I noticed that some of the people had their phones out, recording.

      “Greyson, you better handle this bitch because I’m about to. I already beat her friend’s ass once and trust, I don’t mind whooping the both of them.” Merci stood with her hands on her hips and Brynlee stood right beside her, looking like she was waiting for her to say the word.

      “Zella, you and this bitch take y’all asses up out of our face. I’m not about to play these games with you,” Greyson spoke calmly, but I could tell by the way his chest was rising that it was only a matter of seconds before he turned into a mad man.

      See, I knew about that part of him. I didn’t know if anybody else did, but I knew how mad he could get and how he could tear up any and everything that was in his way when he was like that.

      “Fuck all this shit. Bitch, let’s go, fuck him,” Apryl stated as she reached for my hand to pull me in her direction. I didn’t know she and Merci had a fight before, which had me wanting to know what for.

      Shaking my head at him, I began to walk off.

      “Bitch, you don’t need him. I bet his little bitch don’t know he had his lips all on you,” Apryl said, being loud enough for Merci to hear her.

      “You what?” I heard Merci yell, followed by a loud slap to the face.

      Turning around, I watched Merci run out of the store with her little friend Brynlee behind her.

      Even though this wasn’t the plan, I couldn’t complain about it.

      “Bitch, you are dead,” Greyson roared, causing the smirk I had on my face to disappear as fear crept through my whole body and made me stiff as a board.

      He was huffing and puffing, his fist was balled up and he was now charging towards me. I began to back up, out of fear that he would really kill me.

      I knew that when Greyson was mad, he had a one-track mind and would forget that he was in a store full of people and strangle me in front of all of them.

      “Man, don’t do it. Not here.” Sawyer quickly rushed in front of him, placing his hands on his chest.

      Greyson stopped, but the look he wore on his face let me know that he was coming for me.
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      Looking down at my ringing phone, I ignored Greyson’s phone call for the fifteenth time. He had been blowing me up, but I wasn’t answering. I just didn’t want to talk to him right now.

      “Bitch, you sure you just don’t want to answer him and hear him out?” Brynlee questioned me as she rocked a grouchy Sai’Ann.

      I was currently at her and Sawyer’s house. Granted, Greyson could just pop up here, but he didn’t know where I was. Brynlee told them that she had dropped me off at home.

      I was pretty sure he had been to my house and when he saw that I wasn’t there, he probably went ape shit crazy.

      Thankfully I had already laced the twins up on what to say just in case he did show up there. They hadn’t called me or anything like that, so who knows.

      After almost beating that bitch’s ass at the store and slapping the hell out of Greyson, I was thankful that Brynlee and I had driven to the store together.

      She and I had just finished our workout and the boys were coming from the studio, so they had just met us up there in their own cars.

      “No, I don’t want to hear shit he has to say Bryn. I’m not doing this with him. I swear I’m not. I’ve been hurt and I’ve put up with shit I shouldn’t have, and I refuse to waste another minute on a fuck boy,” I spat.

      “But are you thinking and speaking out of anger, or are you really done?” she asked me, and I huffed, thought about her question and took a sip of wine.

      I knew I was angry, and I also knew that I didn’t want to be hurt again but a part of me didn’t want to lose Greyson. I also had to think about myself. I couldn’t lose myself and my values. After dealing with Nix and having to fight chicks off, I just couldn’t do that shit again.

      “Bitch you know I beat that other hoe up, the one that was talking all that hot shit with that Zella bitch.” I shook my head and sipped more of my wine.

      “The fuck. Why? How do you even know her?” Brynlee asked with a shocked expression on her face.

      “Girl, my ex. I guess it’s a small world,” I stated.

      Thinking about how the two of them were friends, how one fucked with my ex nigga and how the other one was currently fucking with my new nigga, I couldn’t win for losing, which was why I needed to be single because these niggas weren’t about to be playing with me. I wasn’t the one or the fucking two.

      “Damn, that shit is crazy. But friend, I don’t think Grey fucks with that bitch like that. I think she was just saying that to make you mad,” Brynlee suggested and even though what she said could have had some truth behind it, I didn’t care.

      “Fuck that,” I spat, gulping down the rest of the wine in my cup, when I heard a huge boom.

      “The fuck is that?” Brynlee and I said in unison as we rose to our feet and rushed towards where the noise was coming from.

      “Chill dawg.” Sawyer had Greyson hemmed up in the corner of the wall, that also now had a hole in it.

      “Talk to him bitch. He here fucking up our shit.” Brynlee looked at me with her brows raised, before she turned and walked away with their baby girl still in her arms.

      Looking at Greyson, he looked at me. He then pushed past Sawyer and came and stood in front of me. He was still breathing hard as he wore an aggravated expression.

      “Your serious right now?” he growled.

      “Greyson, I’m not doing this.” I rolled my eyes and turned to walk away.

      “Fuck this shit,” he said out loud, grabbing me by my arm and pulling me down a long hallway inside of Sawyer’s home.

      “Let me go Greyson.” I swung and hit him on the arm, but that didn’t faze him.

      Instead, he continued to pull me into a room where he closed the door and locked it. Jerking away from him, I tried to go around him and leave out of the room, but he wouldn’t let me.

      He stood firm and every time I tried to go around him, he moved to the side to block me from leaving out. Not to mention, Greyson was three times my size.

      “Let me fucking out of here. I don’t have shit to say to you. Go be with your little ex-bitch,” I spat, pushing him in the chest.

      “You done?” he asked, unbothered by me putting my hands on him.

      I don’t know why, but him not showing an ounce of care caused me to go crazy. I began to swing wildly, hitting him wherever. I was mad. I was hurt, and I couldn’t believe that he would do exactly what I asked him not to do.

      “You said you wouldn’t hurt me Grey.” I swung.

      “You promised.” I swung again, connecting with his chin.

      I guess that kind of ticked him off because he swiftly picked me up and slammed me on the bed. He pinned my hands over my head and placed his lower weight on top of my legs so that I couldn’t kick him.

      As I tried to squirm out of his embrace, he just remained towering over me with the calmest expression on his face.

      Tired, I stopped trying to break free. I was out of breath and I realized that I wasn’t getting lose.

      “Are you ready to talk like an adult?” he asked me.

      “Fuck you Grey, I’m done.”

      “What you say?” He scrunched up his face in this sexy ass scowl, like he was daring me to repeat what I had just let leave my mouth.

      “I said fuck you. I’m done,” I bravely repeated.

      “Oh really? So, you don’t care to hear my side? Is this what you are saying?” he asked.

      “Fuck you Grey,” I replied confidently.

      “Oh really?” He kept one hand around both of my wrists as he held them tightly.

      He then reached for his belt buckle and undid it. My eyes got big as a saucer, wondering what in the fuck was he about to do with that belt.

      “What the hell are you doing?” I asked, panicking.

      I mean, don’t get me wrong, never had Greyson put his hands on me but right now, he was scaring the hell out of me.

      “So, are you done with me? It’s fuck me, right? You don’t want to hear my side of the story?” he paused.

      “You’re basically saying fuck how a nigga feels. Fuck the fact that bitch kissed me, huh. Fuck that fact, that I put her in her place and let her know that I wanted my girl? Fuck the fact that a nigga is actually doing right by you,” he finally finished as he looked down at me.

      I didn’t know what to say. I had heard every word he had said, and I just didn’t understand why that bitch was that close to him to even kiss him.

      “Like I said, fuck you Grey. That bitch shouldn’t even had been that close to you to kiss you,” I yelled.

      “Oh ok. Bet,” he replied.

      Greyson, in one swift motion, flipped me over, with my hands behind my back as if he was about to put handcuffs on me and take my ass to jail.

      My head was now buried into the comforter. Moving my head, I began to scream for him to get the fuck off me, but he didn’t. Instead, he wrapped the belt tightly around my wrists.

      “Man Merci, I love yo’ ass. I swear I do. I don’t want these bitches. I swear to you, she kissed me.” He was talking and explaining himself as he began to tug at the pair of purple Nike tights that I had on.

      “What are you doing?” I questioned him.

      “You said fuck me right, and that’s what I’m about to do. I’m about to fuck yo’ ass until you not mad no more. I’m about to make love to your body so good that you can’t even question my love for you. I’m tired of telling your hard headed ass, that it’s only you Merci. Fuck,” he stated.

      Even though I was pissed off at him, I couldn’t lie and say that he wasn’t turning me on. The way that he was handling me had me both mad and my pussy wet at the same damn time. I didn’t know if I wanted to spread my legs open for him and give him full access to the pussy or remain mad.

      “Move Grey. Move… you can’t do this in these people’s house.” I tried to move from side to side but that seemed to only help him get my tights off.

      Trying my best to turn to look at him, I watched as he dropped my tights to the floor and with one swift motion, he pulled at the thin lace thongs I had on and ripped them to shreds.

      “I’m not worrying about them fucking people. Sawyer already know what it is. The problem is you don’t. I’m tired of fucking repeating this shit to you. Maybe this dick will knock some sense into you,” he spoke lowly as he spread my legs apart and climbed in between them.

      “No Grey.”

      “Be quiet Merci.” He pulled his dick out and stuffed it right inside of me.

      “Fuck,” he moaned out as he began to slow stroke me.

      His dick seemed to be way harder than normal. I had to close my eyes and bite down on the sheets because his slow strokes were feeling so good to me.

      “Grey…” I whimpered his name as he began to pick up speed.

      I could now feel him all in my stomach and even though it felt good, it was also hurting me.

      “Don’t fucking talk.” He leaned over and placed his hand on the back of my neck, pushing my face further into the bed.

      He was being real aggressive with me right now, but it didn’t make me want him any less. It was actually making me wetter.

      “Merci, I need you start listening to daddy and understanding that I only want your ass.” His deep tone filled the room, right along with the sounds of our skin smacking together.

      “Do you fucking hear me?” He placed both of his hands underneath my stomach and lifted me up a little, still delivering deep strokes that had my mouth open wide, but no words seemed to flow from my lips.

      The fact that I had no control, my hands were still tied behind my back, all I could do was either bite down on my lip or on the sheets.

      “Grey, fuck, why are you doing this to me?” I whined out, feeling his balls slap against me with each death stroke he delivered. It was like he would go deeper and deeper.

      He had definitely fucked the attitude right up out of me. It felt like he was trying to take my soul with him.

      Unwrapping the belt from my wrists, I now felt free; however, I couldn’t move because now Greyson had all his weight on top of me as he continued to fuck me.

      He leaned forward and began to kiss me on my neck and make his way to my earlobe where he began nibbling.

      “Is that fucking attitude gone, Merci?” he whispered into my ear, but I didn’t say anything.

      “Merci,” he called my name followed by a stroke that went so deep into my guts that I screamed out.

      “Ahh.” I gripped the sheets.

      “Did you...” He stroked. “Fucking...” He went deeper. “Hear. Me?” He slid out and then delivered nothing but thick, hard dick.

      “Yes Grey, I fucking heard you,” I yelled out.

      “Answer my fucking question.” He wrapped his hands around my throat as he slid his tongue into my mouth.

      “It’s gone Grey. Oh my god, it’s gone,” I replied, moving my head away from him.

      I now had tears rolling down from my eyes from the orgasm that shot through my body. It was like all of my senses were tingling. So, the simple touches he planted on my body with his fingertips followed by the way he was circling his dick inside of me had my head spinning.

      “Good girl.” He kissed me on the cheek.

      He then leaned up and showed me no fucking mercy whatsoever. I could no longer control what my body did, the way my pussy was reacting and how fast my heart was beating.

      “Fuck Merci. I swear this pussy so fucking good,” he said from behind me.

      With the little bit of strength I had left, I lifted myself up, tooted my ass in the air and began to throw my ass back as he gripped the sides of my waist.

      Moments later, all you could hear was me screaming out his name and him screaming out mine.
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      It was now the next morning and here I was still in Brynlee and Sawyer’s place. Greyson had his arm firmly around me, holding me tightly.

      I had no intention on staying here. I was supposed to go home last night but I guess I got fucked so good that I passed the fuck out. I don’t even remember going to sleep.

      Looking over my shoulder, Grey was still knocked out, so I slowly moved out of his embrace and tip-toed around the room picking up my clothes. I needed to go to the bathroom and pee.

      After finding my clothes, I slipped them on and quietly left out of the room. Not really familiar with Sawyer’s place, I searched around the huge home until I finally found the bathroom. Quietly closing the door, not wanting to wake anyone up, I pulled my pants down and relieved my bladder.

      Once I was done, I wiped, flushed and washed my hands. I left back out of the bathroom and my dry mouth had me needing something to drink.

      Looking around, I headed towards the kitchen with hopes that both Brynlee and Sawyer were still sleep. I really wanted to sneak up out of here before either one of them woke up.

      I knew for a fact that they probably heard Greyson fucking the shit out of me and I just wasn’t ready to face that embarrassment.

      Now inside of the kitchen, I opened the fridge and my mouth began to water at the sight of the ice-cold water bottles that were neatly placed inside of the door.

      Grabbing one, I popped the top on it and began to guzzle it down.

      Ahh, I needed this, I thought as I twisted the cap back on top of the bottle and turned around.

      “Ahh,” I screamed, dropping the bottle of water onto the floor and placing my hand over my now racing heart.

      “You scared me bitch.” I began to breathe slowly after seeing that it was Brynlee.

      “I bet I did.” She giggled, moving around me and grabbing one of the already made bottles out of the fridge.

      She walked over to the microwave, twisted the nipple off then stuck the bottle in there for about fifteen seconds.

      “I guess you and Greyson are all good now.” She smirked at me as she tested the temperature of the milk on the back of her hand.

      “What are you talking about?” I blushed, acting like I didn’t know what she was talking about.

      “Bitch, stop playing with me. Y’all asses were so loud that we had to close the door to our room and cut the TV all the way up. Thank God Sai’von wasn’t here or y’all would have scared the poor child.” She laughed as I lowered my head in embarrassment, shaking it from left to right.

      “I’m sorry about that,” I said lowly.

      Brynlee burst out laughing. “It be like that sometimes. Trust, I know. But let me go give this bottle to Sawyer and I’ll be right back down,” she let me know as she headed up the stairs.

      A few minutes later she was back downstairs, and I was still posted up in the kitchen.

      “You want some coffee?” she asked me as she looked down at her phone.

      “Yes, I need all the energy I can get.”

      We both looked at each other and burst out laughing. I wasn’t lying though. Even though I slept like a baby in Greyson’s arms, my ass was still tired. My pussy was still aching and feeling like he was still up inside of me.

      After Brynlee fixed us both a cup of coffee, we sat at the table talking.

      “Girl, why has Troy been calling me. Talking about am I coming to that damn court date,” she blurted out, causing me to look up at her with a raised brow.

      “What did Sawyer say?” I asked her, knowing he wasn’t going for that shit.

      “I haven’t even told his ass because he would want to kill Troy just off of the strength of him calling me after I already blocked his number.” She shook her head, then took a sip of her coffee.

      “Girl, you better tell that man. Hell, you know how they can be,” I replied, because Sawyer and Greyson didn’t play that shit.

      “I am. I just can’t believe he’s still on that bullshit. Telling me he misses me and shit.” She pressed her lips together and I looked at her crazily.

      “Bitch, that man is asking to be six feet under,” I expressed.

      “I know,” she replied.

      We sat there talking for a little bit longer before the boys came and joined us. Greyson had a big fucking smile on his face like he knew that he handled business and had put me in my place.

      “Everything good?” Sawyer looked at Brynlee then looked at me and when he got to Greyson, he smirked. See these two niggas thought they were the shit. I mean, they were, but still.

      “You already know how we do,” Greyson bragged, flexing his muscles.

      Sawyer nodded his head, then brought him in for a brotherly hug.

      “Sawyer don’t know shit. He knows I don’t play that shit,” Brynlee butted in causing Sawyer to turn his head towards her.

      “I know what?” He walked smoothly up to her and leaned down towards her face causing her to let out a giggle.

      “You know I run this shit,” Brynlee expressed, staring up into his eyes.

      I loved the fact that my friend was so in love with her nigga and Sawyer made sure to show that shit equally back. I knew for a fact he had her back no matter what, when he went to Texas and came back with her ass.

      Sawyer wrapped his hands around Brynlee’s throat, gently squeezing. Her eyes held this lustful look.

      “You only run shit because I love yo’ ass,” Sawyer expressed to my friend.

      The two of them were now interacting as if they were the only ones in the room. They began kissing and that was now my cue to get up.

      “Well, friend I will just call you later,” I told her as I eased away from the two love birds, with Greyson following right behind me since he was going to have to be the one to take me home anyway.
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      Sitting on the sofa, I heard the front door unlock and in walked Merci with Grey right behind her.

      “Hey y’all,” I greeted the both of them.

      “What’s good.” Grey nodded his head upwards.

      “Hey boo.” Merci smiled wide.

      I loved seeing the two of them back on good terms. Greyson was so good for my cousin. Even though I’d never really been around couples besides my aunt Maranda, I knew for sure that what Merci and Greyson had was real and I could only wish for it.

      I knew that Greyson and Luca hung out so I could only pray that he matched his energy and was a good nigga to his girl.

      “Where is your sister?” Merci asked me.

      “In the room like always,” I answered, hearing the dinging noise on my phone go off, letting me know that I had a message.

      “Oh ok. Well I want to talk to the two of you later,” she let me know, and I nodded my head before I quickly directed my head down to my phone.

      I tried to hide the smile that so badly wanted to make its appearance on my face. Luca had just sent me a “good morning beautiful” text and I swear I felt like I was about to pass out.

      It had been so long since I even experienced a male’s attention. Once we graduated high school, my sister and I were always in the house.

      I mean, my aunt’s nasty ass boyfriend didn’t count. That shit still crept me out and I was so thankful that I didn’t have to be in that house anymore.

      Texting Luca back, I got up and went into the room where my sister was and of course she was laid out on the bed.

      I swear that was all she did, and I thought that by her being from under Maranda’s roof that she would be happier, but lately she hadn’t really been herself.

      “What’s up with you?” I asked, sitting on the bed beside her.

      “Huh? What are you talking about?” She diverted her eyes from her phone and up at me.

      “I’m just saying, you seem a little off, that’s all.”

      “No, I’m ok. I just be having a lot on my mind.” She took a deep breath then exhaled.

      “If you say so,” I replied, knowing that she wasn’t fully telling me the truth, but that was Breshia for you.

      I had always been the outspoken one and she was the one that always walked with her head down, quiet. The shit was so weird because I just didn’t understand it. No one in our family was quiet so I never understood where she picked that shit up from.

      “Well guess what?” I smiled widely, getting excited to tell her about Luca and what we had going on.

      I mean, it wasn’t much yet but still, I was excited as fuck about it.

      “What?” She raised her brow up at me.

      I turned around in the bed, getting comfortable. “Ok, so guess who I’ve been texting.”

      “Who?” she side-eyed me.

      “I said guess Bre,” I playfully whined, and she rolled her eyes.

      Sitting up, Breshia began to think long and hard but she shrugged her shoulders after realizing she couldn’t think of anyone.

      I turned and looked over my shoulder to make sure that the door was closed before I told my sister.

      “Luca,” I said lowly.

      “Who? You have to speak up.” My sister scrunched her face up.

      “Luca,” I said a little bit louder, and I knew she heard me that time because her hands flew to her mouth, muffling the scream that she let out.

      “Oh my god, you’re going to get us kicked out of here.” She shook her head from side to side but still managed to let out a small giggle.

      “No, I’m not, because Merci isn’t going to find out,” I said, sure of myself.

      I didn’t know how we were going to do this, but I was willing to do whatever I had to do in order to keep it from her.

      “How in the hell you are going to do that? I honestly don’t see Luca wanting to creep around with you forever. He a grown ass man in case you forgot.”

      “And we are grown, just in case you forgot.” I picked my phone up and began texting Luca back.

      “If you say so. I can’t wait to see how this goes,” Breshia stated as she laid back on the bed, and I did the same.

      With both of our hands rested on the top of our stomachs, the room was now filled with silence. I guess we were both deep in our thoughts.

      I was thinking about Luca and what would happen if Merci did find out he and I were talking.

      “You think she will really kick us out if she finds out that he and I are talking?” I randomly asked my sister as I continued to stare up at the ceiling fan that was slowly going around in circles.

      “I really hope not. I do not want to go back to that fucking place Nel,” Breshia expressed, and I felt her.

      I did not want to go back there. I couldn’t see myself ever being back up under the same roof as him. I just felt like it wasn’t safe for me or my sister.

      “I know…” I released a deep sigh.

      “I don’t ever want to be under the same roof with James again,” I confessed.

      Never had I ever told anyone about the time he burst in the bathroom on me but for some reason, I felt like talking about it with my sister.

      “Yeah, me either.” My sister’s voice cracked, alarming me.

      I quickly turned over on my side and looked at her. She now had tears streaming down her face which had me wanting to cry as well.

      “Did he do something to you too?” My voice shook as I asked the question.

      I feared that she was going to tell me something that I truthfully didn’t want to hear. It was one thing for it to be me, but the both of us? That shit was going to hurt me even more than it did when it was me.

      I watched as my sister closed her eyes together and when she opened them back up, tears only continued to fall.

      “It happened a long time ago. A little bit after Merci left us,” she confessed, causing my mouth to drop open because we were still kids when Merci left.

      “Nooo…Breshia why didn’t you say anything?” I began to cry just as hard as she was.

      “Because he told me if I did that, he would hurt you too,” she replied, and I swear I felt my heart drop.

      I had been trying to protect her from the monster while she was trying to do the same for me.

      “No Breshia.” I moved closer to her and wrapped my arms around her as we both cried.

      We continued to talk about the things that we dealt with while being in that house. Even though it seemed like she had gone through way more hell than I did, it was a relief to find out that it only happened once.

      Not saying that was any better, but I don’t think that I could have lived with myself knowing that he was continuously harming her.

      “You want to tell Merci about it?” I asked her, and shook her head no and I totally understood.

      I didn’t want to tell anyone either, so I couldn’t do anything but accept her decision.

      After we finished crying and talking, we both agreed that we felt like a weight had been lifted off our shoulders. We both vowed to protect each other from harm from this day going forward.

      Now that our faces were dry and the mood in the room wasn’t as sad as it was at first, there were a couple knocks on the door before Merci came in.

      “Hey girls,” she greeted the two of us, causing me and my sister to sit up.

      “Hey.” Breshia smiled at her, hiding the pain that she went through so well.

      “Hey Merci.” I smiled back.

      “So, I wanted to talk to the both of you. I know it may seem like I’m kind of overbearing, a little hard on y’all, but that’s only because I want what’s best for you two. I know growing up under my mother’s roof wasn’t easy.” She paused and rolled her eyes at the mention of her mother.

      Merci and her mother never really had a good relationship and I didn’t blame her. Maranda wasn’t concerned with anything but money, herself and that piece of shit man she had.

      “So, after talking to Greyson, he let me know that in the studio that Sawyer be working in, they need someone to go through and clean the different rooms and also a new receptionist. I figured that you two could just switch out days,” she expressed.

      I guess she thought that would have been something I tried to object but that sounded like music to my ears.

      I knew that since that was the studio where Sawyer recorded his music at, that Luca wouldn’t be too far behind him. That alone had me excited.

      “I’m game.” I smiled.

      “It’s cool, but I’ll do the cleaning. I don’t like people like that,” Breshia added.

      “It’s whatever y’all want to do. I will take y’all to get working clothes this weekend.” She stood to her feet.

      “Thank you for everything Merci.” Breshia rose to her feet and went over and wrapped her arms around Merci, giving her a deep hug.

      I got up and joined them. “Thank you Merci.”

      “Y’all are welcome. Well I got to go jog then I have to work tonight,” she let us know before she left out of the room.

      Sitting down, my sister and I looked at each other and I screamed in excitement because this was perfect, not to mention we would have our own money.
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        * * *

      

      It was now later in the day and my sister and I both had been locked away in the house all day. She didn’t have a problem with it, but I wanted to get out and do something.

      Merci was currently in her room, getting dressed to go out and host an event.

      Hearing my phone go off, I looked down and of course, it was Luca. There was nobody else that would have been texting me.

      Luca: I want to see you tonight.

      I bit down on my lip as I read over his message, racking my brain on what I should reply back.

      I knew with Merci going out tonight, that it would be a perfect chance that I would be able to sneak out.

      Me: Ok but after Merci leaves.

      Pressing send, I got up and went into my room to let my sister know what was going on. She gave me the side eye but of course, she had my back.

      After Luca texted me back, letting me know to text him when I was ready, I anxiously waited for Merci to leave the house, so that I could sneak into her clothes and find me something to wear. I wanted to look grown up and good for him and I knew digging through Merci’s stuff, I would find just that because she was always super cute.

      I went back into the living room and found a show on the TV to watch. I wanted to be right in the living room when Merci left so that I could text Luca and let him know when to be on his way.

      I couldn’t lie; I was nervous, but the excitement and thrill that shot through my body overpowered the nervousness. I couldn’t wait to see how tonight went.
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      “I’m not getting a fucking abortion Luca,” Apryl screamed so loud into the phone that I had to take it down from my ear.

      Placing my phone on speaker, I placed it on the long rectangular table in front of me. She was blowing me, and she just insisted on my making my life fucking miserable.

      “So, you really want to have a baby by a nigga that doesn’t want you or the baby?” I questioned her as I picked up the fat blunt that I had rolled up.

      I wasn’t going to spark that bitch up until I got off the phone with her because I knew as long as I was on the phone with her, she wasn’t going to do anything but irritate me and fuck up my high.

      “You aren’t even trying to make things work,” she expressed.

      I could tell by the tone in her voice that she was most likely crying, but I wasn’t even moved by any of it because it could all be so simple.

      Hell, we could even go back to our regularly scheduled fucking after she had the abortion. The only difference this time was that I was going to be very fucking careful.

      “Man, Apryl you trippin’. Respect yoself baby girl. A nigga sitting here being real with yo’ ass about what I want and what I don’t want, and you don’t give a fuck so understand I don’t want to hear all that crying and shit whenever I’m not around,” I let her know straight up.

      I hated that I had to sound so harsh, but it was the truth. I didn’t want any kids, and neither was I fit to be having any. The sound of that shit scared the living fuck out of me.

      If I didn’t love sex so much, I would have opted out of having sex because Lord knows, me and being a father would never flow in the same sentence.

      “You can’t be serious right now.” She pouted through the phone.

      “As serious as yo’ ass is about keeping the fucking baby. Stop fucking playing with me. I’m serious as fuck and if you don’t handle that shit on your own, then I will,” I let her know.

      For a few seconds, the phone got really silently and then she finally spoke. “I’m not getting rid of shit,” she screamed into the phone before she hung up in my face.

      Exhaling, I ran my hand down my face. I picked up my blunt back up and lit it. I took the longest puff and held the smoke in then released. I leaned back against the leather couch and rested my head.

      I had a lot on my brain. I was stressed the fuck out because I knew Apryl wasn’t going to make this shit easy for me. I knew that she was going to have me running around here with my head chopped off, trying to dodge her ass.

      I also knew that if she did have the child, my life was going to be a living hell and I would never escape the suffering.

      Shaking my head, I continued to puff on the best shit that I knew to be around Texas and allowed it to ease my mind.

      

      As I continued to smoke, the time seemed to be ticking by slowly. I was waiting on Channel to hit me up to let me know that I could be on my way.

      Normally, my ass would be out at a club on a Friday night, following behind Sawyer and shit, but he had slowed down some in order to be there for Brynlee and the kids.

      Which also meant my ass had slowed down too because I usually didn’t party much without him.

      I was honestly still surprised that Channel gave me her number but when I first saw her, I could see the fire in her eyes. I could tell she was ready to explore the world.

      Now her sister was quiet as fuck, she never really said much, and I knew by the way she kind of stared off and shit that she wasn’t my type.

      I liked my bitches outspoken.

      Even though they did look just alike, I had no interest in her sister. Like literally at first, I thought they were both fine as fuck but when people say that a personality can turn someone off, they weren’t lying.

      Finally hearing my phone go off, I figured it was mostly likely Channel.

      Picking up my phone, I keyed in my unlock code and went to my messages.

      Seeing that it was Channel letting me know she was ready, I got up so that I could head out.

      I had already taken a shower and gotten dressed. Thank God that earlier today I had gotten my hair re-twisted and a fresh edge up.

      I knew for a fact I was looking dope as fuck.

      Exiting out of my house, I locked the door behind me then jumped inside of my Jeep. I loved the fuck out of my car. It sat up high and I had the rims custom made so that they were dipped in red. My Jeep was a matte black color and red seats decorated the inside. To me the shit was fly.

      Driving across town to where Merci stayed, when I pulled up, I texted Channel to let her know I was outside waiting.

      Merci stayed in some luxury ass apartments and I didn’t feel like having to go through a damn obstacle course to get to her door.

      Passing time as I waited, I got glued into my phone, making sure to put Apryl on Do Not Disturb so she wouldn’t interrupt my night with her foolishness. I also made sure to turn my phone on silent just in case.

      Looking up from the phone, I spotted Channel looking confused. A nigga had forgot to tell her what type of car I drove. I decided to be a gentleman, so I got out of the car and headed towards her way.

      When Channel spotted me, she blushed as she gave me this girly but innocent smile.

      I couldn’t help but notice how fine she looked. Shawty was fine as fuck; there was no way of denying that.

      The one-piece unit she had on hugged her thick curves. Her long ass hair swayed past her shoulders, and the heels that she wore gave her a little extra height and more definition in her thighs.

      The sight of her caused me to lick my lips. I was trying to control myself around her. I honestly saw why Merci was trying to keep them hidden, basically.

      Merci knew the heads they would turn and the amount of attention that they would get.

      I mean, that wasn’t a bad thing, but it also wasn’t good. Especially with a nigga like me. I knew that I wasn’t shit. Well, at least at times I wasn’t but who knows, she might be the one to change a nigga.

      “Hey beautiful.” I placed my hand out for her to place hers inside of mine.

      “Hey.” She blushed, grabbing my hand, but surprisingly she pulled me in for a hug.

      “Oh, that’s how we doing it. You’re already speaking my language,” I spoke against her ear. Her subtle scent made its way up my nose making me want to hug her tighter and get closer to her.

      “Fuck, you smell good,” I complimented her.

      Channel looked up at me and tucked a piece of hair behind her ear as her face became red. Her cheeks sat up high and I could tell that she wasn’t used to a real nigga telling her this type of shit.

      “Thank you. You smell nice yourself,” she returned the compliment.

      “Thank you, ma. You ready to ride out?” I asked, grabbing her hand and guiding her to my Jeep.

      When we made our way to the jeep, I opened the door for her and allowed her to get in. Once she was inside, I closed the door behind her and made my way to the driver’s side.

      Getting in, I pulled off and cranked my music up as I headed to our first destination. I didn’t really know exactly where the hell to take her, so I was going to wing it.

      Most of the time, I didn’t have to take a bitch out in order for me to fuck, but I knew that I didn’t want to take that approach with her.

      Glancing over at her, I found myself wanting to pay more attention to her than I did the road. Ever since she had gotten in the car, she hadn’t really said much. Instead, she was glued into her phone.

      “Who got your attention up in that phone?” I questioned as I turned the music down.

      “Huh?” She turned her head and looked at me in confusion.

      “If you can huh, you can hear.” I fucked with her.

      I wanted to know who in her phone had her attention. She hadn’t really said much to me as I drove.

      “I mean, you ain’t really talking. I know yo’ ass ain’t shy.”

      “I mean, what do you want me to say with the music blasting like that?” she shot back, and I pressed my lips together and nodded my head up and down.

      “I guess you right.”

      “I know I’m right.” She laughed, showing off her big smile.

      Fuck, I thought as I focused back on the road. It was like she was effortlessly pretty. I noticed that she didn’t have on all that bullshit ass make-up like most of these broads out here.

      The shit was crazy how much make-up a lot of these hoes would wear. They would have so much of it caked up on their face, that you could scrape it off. It was really a shame. Half the time once they cleaned their faces and took that mask off, they looked like a totally different person.

      I remember this one time, I was staying the night at this bitch’s house that I had met in the strip club. Man, she was bad as fuck. Nice body, big titties, light skin and for the most part, she was pretty.

      However, I was in for a rude awakening when I woke up next to her the next morning. I swear, I had jumped out the bed and fell on my ass because I was so shocked and felt like I had been bamboozled. I never called that bitch again and even stopped going to the strip club that she worked at. She had scared the fuck out of me and made me hate that make-up shit even more.

      “I love how you’re naturally pretty. You be wearing make-up and shit?” I asked her, breaking the silence that had filled the car once again.

      Channel looked at me. “Does it look like I wear make-up?”

      “It doesn’t, but I’m asking to make sure, smart ass.” I could see that Channel’s mouth was going to get her in a lot of trouble with me. I was going to let her make it for now because we were still trying to figure each other but she would soon see, I wasn’t that nigga.

      “No, I don’t wear make-up. I mean, sometimes I’d do a little something, something but I never wore it. My auntie didn’t buy it for us,” she expressed.

      “Merci’s ass never had y’all in make-up?” I asked her.

      I mean, Merci was a real girly girl and she was pretty. She always kept herself up and never went overboard with the make-up shit. My nigga Grey had scored him a baddie too, no lie.

      “She wasn’t really into all off that type of stuff whenever she was around us. Her mother wasn’t what you would label most moms. She did the bare minimum.”

      “Oh ok. So why not stay with your mom or dad?” I questioned, just trying to get to know her and make small talk.

      “Well my father died when I was nine and my mother, I don’t really know her. All I know is that she was on drugs.” She shrugged as if it was nothing but that wasn’t something you just shrugged off.

      As a man, I knew how not having a father around fucked with me. The killer part about it was that he was actually alive.

      “I feel ya pain, trust.” I nodded.

      Even though my father wasn’t dead, he should have been. We could be in the same room with each other and I wouldn’t even know who he was. The shit was sad, but hey. It was what it was, and I had stopped giving a fuck a long time ago about that shit.

      “Your father is dead too?” Her voice kind of escalated as she turned more in the seat to face me.

      “Nah, but the nigga might as well be,” I expressed, finally pulling up to this lil’ spot I wanted to take her to.

      “Oh ok,” she spoke lowly.

      “However, that nigga is out there somewhere sucking on that glass dick, not giving a fuck about his family.”

      “I understand, him and my mama are in the same boat.” She shook her head.

      Somehow, this conversation had took a turn down depression avenue and that was not what tonight was about.

      “Man look, fuck all that. Let’s get off this sad shit and let’s go up in this lil’ spot and enjoy each other’s company. I want to see that sexy ass smile on your face again.” I reached over and cupped her chin, causing her to stare up into my eyes.

      This was the first time I really noticed she had some funny colored eyes. That was mad sexy and exotic like.

      “Yo’ eyes dope as fuck,” I let her know, not being able to stop staring into them.

      “Thank you. We get that shit from my mama,” she let me know.

      We then continued to look at each other. I found myself moving closer to her and I could see it in her eyes that she was waiting on me to kiss her. But I didn’t want to move that fast with her.

      It was just something about her that made me not want to do her like I did the rest of these broads out here.

      Clearing my throat, I leaned up and got out the car. I had to adjust my dick because little did she know, her presence was making my shit hard. Walking around the car, I opened the car door for her, and she jumped out.

      I had decided to take her to this little spot that I knew was lowkey. It consisted of a good vibe, great food and music. It was this little bar that I would come to whenever I didn’t want everyone up in my face or to be around a lot of people.

      “What’s good Luca,” the owner of the bar greeted me with a head nod as he wiped down a table.

      Jimmy had been the owner ever since I had been coming here which had been years. You could tell that age was catching up to him, but he was still coming up in here doing his job.

      “What’s good Jimmy.” I chunked my head up at him as I held Channel’s hand and guided her to this little table that was in the corner, ducked off.

      Jimmy looked at Channel then threw a thumbs up while winking at me. Chuckling to myself, I pulled a chair out for her then I sat down.

      “You want something to drink?” I asked her. I already knew what I wanted to drink so I didn’t even need a menu.

      “I’ll just take a Coke. I don’t really drink,” she said innocently.

      “Fuck all that. Get a drink and enjoy yourself with me tonight before I have to take you back to yo’ cousin,” I told her, and she looked at me kind of skeptical but then agreed.

      Channel and I had been in the bar for about two hours now. She had drunk way more drinks than she had planned on it and we enjoyed the wings and fries that Jimmy always put his foot in.

      Channel was currently standing in front of me dancing to some City Girls shit as she popped her ass and swung her head from left to right. One moment she was twerking and making her fat ass bounce, then the next she was doing some white girl shit.

      “Oh, this my shit,” she yelled out whenever her lil’ song came on.

      She bent over and put her hands around her ankles and began making her ass bounce up and down like a basketball. She had this real sex appeal going on. The longer I watched her the harder my dick got. I wanted to get up and stand behind her.

      Watching her like a hawk, I picked my drink up and took a few sips as I enjoyed my view.

      Channel turned around and was now facing me. She looked me right in my eyes as she bit down on her lip. She was tore up and I knew when she woke up in the morning she would indeed have a headache.

      Moving her hips slowly as she made her way over to me, she placed her hands on my lap. “Why are you so fi...fine?” she slurred, biting down on her lip.

      She then reached up and began to play in my dreads. “Luca you are a bad boy, huh?” she asked, twirling a piece of my hair in between her fingertips.

      Everything about what she was doing right now was turning me on. I didn’t know if I could continue to restrain myself. I at least had to let my hands roam up her body.

      “I can be,” I replied, sitting my cup down.

      Now that both of my hands were free, I wrapped them around her, pulling her closer to me.

      As she stood in between my legs, I slowly caressed her ass.

      “Well, I’ve been a bad girl. What are you going to do about that?” Channel sexily asked, causing me to raise a brow at her.

      She was showing out tonight and I wondered if she would remember any of this in the morning.

      “I would rather show you what I can do when you are sober baby girl,” I cupped her chin and told her.

      Before I knew it, Channel had her hands wrapped around my neck and was kissing me. Her lips were so fucking soft and the way she sucked on my tongue caused me to close my eyes as I began to fantasize about bending her over in the back seat of my car and blowing her fucking brains out.

      Fuck, I exhaled, pulling away from her.

      “I swear, we can do all of this shit when you are sober. Let me get you home,” I let her know as I got up from the chair.

      “Why?” she began to whine, trying to reach for my face again.

      “Channel, come on,” I told her, grabbing her hands and moving them away from my face.

      She began to pout before she staggered away from me, but not before she looked back at me with disappointment.

      Exhaling, I dug in my pocket, peeled back enough to pay for our shit, threw it down on the table and followed behind Channel.

      I quickly caught up to her and helped her make her way to the car.

      Once we were inside of the car, I was now driving her back to Merci’s place. She had been mumbling some shit under her breath and then before I knew it, she was slumped over.

      Shaking my head, I chuckled and continued to drive the rest of the way in silence.

      When I pulled up to Merci’s place, I knew there was no way that Channel could make it up there by herself. Even though I knew she didn’t want to tell Merci about her talking to me, I didn’t know any other way to get her up there.

      Hopefully, Merci was still out and I didn’t have to worry about that shit.

      I was finally in front of Merci’s door and sadly, she was there and had been waiting up for Channel to get back.

      It was like as soon as I got to the door, the door flung open and there she stood with a mug on her face, with her arms folded.

      “What the hell Luca?” She looked concerned as I helped a very drunk Channel into the apartment.

      “Man, look, she was just enjoying life a little.” I chuckled but Merci didn’t change her facial expression. She was still mugging a nigga.

      “Seriously, what are you doing?” She placed her hands on her hips.

      “You act like I don’t know what type of nigga you are and that is the last thing I want for my cousin,” she expressed, overstepping her boundaries by speaking on me like she knew me.

      Yeah, she was my nigga’s girl, but she didn’t know shit about me. So, for her to be speaking on me, was way out of line.

      “Look, I get that you think you know, but you don’t. I think you need to worry about your life and stop trying to hinder hers. Let her live. Nah, I don’t plan on hurting her but if I do fuck up, it’s life. Let her be the judge of how a nigga is because truthfully, as you can see, if she wants to fuck with me, she is. So, you can try to stop her, but will that really stop her?” I asked her.

      It was the truth. I wasn’t about to stand here and act like I was this perfect ass nigga because I wasn’t, but that didn’t mean my intentions were to fuck up.

      I felt like Merci needed to let Channel live and learn. That was what life was about and by her trying to dictate it, wasn’t going to do anything but make Channel want to fuck with me even harder.

      “Luca, you do know I will kill you?” she said with a blank expression as she came closer to me to help me carry a very slumped Channel over to the couch.

      “I ain’t worried about all that.”

      “Yeah, whatever. I’m letting you know; I will fuck you up. So, you better be on your best behavior. If you know that ain’t possible, leave her alone. She was new to a lot of shit in this fucked up world,” Merci stated. I could tell that she really only wanted what was best for her and I could only respect that.

      “Listen Merci, I got her. We just cooling for right now. Let shit play out first and let us see where it goes,” I told her.

      I then leaned down and kissed Channel on the forehead. She was passed out and I would text her to check on her in the morning.

      “Whatever Luca.” Merci rolled her eyes.

      Not even bothering to reply, I left out of her place. I knew no matter what I said, Merci would still give me attitude about Channel.
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      The club would be closing soon and here I was sitting in the corner blowing up Luca’s phone and he wasn’t answering.

      Even though I wasn’t supposed to be drinking, I had found myself drinking and now I was drunk.

      After he said what he said to me on the phone, I said fuck it. He didn’t want the baby anyway so why the fuck should I care? That was part of the reason why I was even ok with drinking.

      I had decided that an abortion was probably best because Luca wasn’t budging when it came to his decision.

      “Bitch, stop calling that man.” Zella looked at me.

      The nerve of her to tell me to stop calling Luca, like I didn’t know that she was probably stalking Greyson and that bitch that he was dating.

      It was kind of funny how fucking small the world was. That was the same bitch that thought she was poppin’ shit when she started dating Nix. It was like her ass couldn’t find a nigga of her own.

      “Hoe, I know you didn’t. I bet you over there blowing Greyson’s shit up too.” I poked my lips out and waited for her to lie.

      I watched her as a stupid look appeared on her face.

      “Yeah, exactly.” I rolled my eyes and continued to mind my business in my damn phone.

      If I wanted to call Luca one hundred times, that was my business. I needed him to pick up his phone. I just wanted to talk to him.

      It was crazy because when I started fucking with Luca, it was more so on some get even at Nix’s ass for doing me how he would.

      Nix had always cheated on me. That bitch Merci wasn’t the only bitch that I had to beat down because of him being a dog ass nigga.

      After a while, I got tired of the shit and decided to play him at his same game. Which was how I met Luca.

      Somehow though, my dumb ass ended up getting hooked. That nigga had that stupid dumb dick that had my head fucking spinning.

      “Ughh, why won’t he answer?” I slammed my phone down on the table out of frustration after hearing his phone go to voicemail for the millionth time.

      I picked up the cup of watermelon Ciroc and downed it.

      “I’ll be back, I need another drink,” I told Zella.

      “Why are you even drinking, ain’t you pregnant?”

      “Fuck this damn baby,” I spat as I walked away and headed for the bar.

      Once I got to the bar, I ordered me another drink. As I waited patiently for it, I felt someone grab a handful of my ass causing me to spin around, getting ready to go off.

      “No, the fuck—” My words got cut short.

      I was now face to face with Nix. Someone who I had been avoiding like crazy.

      I had been so throat deep on Luca’s dick, that I wasn’t checking for Nix at all.

      “It’s still soft as fuck.” Nix smiled, of course, flashing those pretty ass teeth that got him in the door with so many bitches. Why? Because we loved a nice smile, good looks and then to top it off, Nix had money.

      “Miss it, don’t you?” I smirked.

      “Hell yeah,” he quickly replied.

      “Too bad.” I grabbed my drink from the bartender and began to walk away with him following right behind me.

      “It’s like that. Damn...” He grabbed my arm causing my drink to spill out just a little bit.

      Turning around, I mugged him. “What do you want? You know it’s been like this for a while now. Why are you acting brand new?” I spat, causing Nix’s mouth to drop as the word wow silently flowed from his lips.

      He backed up a little as he rubbed his hands over his beard. He then looked around before he grabbed me up, aggressively.

      Ughh. I closed my eyes tightly, too fucked to really fight with him. This was also the Nix that I had forgotten about.

      Everyone saw the good looks he possessed, the money and the successful business he had, but little did they know, he was missing a few screws. Nix was one of those niggas that thrived off of being in control, so when he didn’t have control, he lost it.

      “Why are you acting like you forgot how shit goes around here?” he roared into my ear.

      “Follow me to the back. Act like you got some fucking sense too.” He nudged me in the direction that I needed to go in.

      Not really wanting to, I did. I headed towards the back to where his office was.

      Once we got inside, Nix bum rushed me and wrapped his hands around my throat.

      “Don’t you ever act like you don’t know what the fuck it is Apryl,” he spat.

      He was so close to my face that when he talked, spit flew from his mouth and landed on my face.

      “Ok, Nix, fuck.” I jerked my head back a little bit.

      “You better act like you know.” A smirk appeared on his face. He then placed a kiss on my lips.

      Moving my head to the side, he continued to try to kiss me.

      “Nix, what are you doing? We are not like that anymore.” It seemed like I needed to remind him of that.

      “We whatever I want us to be. So cut the shit, Apryl,” he stated, as his hands guided up the shirt I had on, grabbing a handful of my right breast.

      He began to massage it and also pinch my nipples. Even though I didn’t want my body to react to him, it did, and now I wanted to fuck his crazy ass.

      “Are you going to bend over and let me get that, or am I going to have to take the shit?” he asked as he continued to play with my breast.

      I would rather give it to him than for him to aggressively take it. I knew Nix was good for that. So instead of answering him, I began to take my clothes off and I watched as his eyes lit up.

      As I slipped out of the shorts I had on, I allowed them to hit the floor. Due to me not having any panties on, I now stood before him naked.

      “Go over there and bend over that desk,” he ordered me, and I did.

      Once I reached his desk, I bent over, put an arch in my back how he liked it and braced myself.

      Nix was one of those niggas that would fuck you so good and hard that your stomach would be cramping up after. He also had bomb ass dick, but it wasn’t better than Luca.

      Luca’s dick had me trying to trap his ass, with hopes it would have made him want to commit to me, but it did the complete opposite.

      Feeling Nix’s thick dick enter me, it quickly erased all thoughts of Luca out of my mind.

      Closing my eyes and trying my best to get a hold of the desk, I could feel my body relax more and more as his dick aggressively eased in and out of me.

      “That pussy always been good as fuck,” Nix’s deep voice boasted from behind me.

      As he continued to pound my shit, I tried my best to keep up with his tempo. Nix had always known how to use that tool he had between his legs. He knew exactly what spot to hit and how to fill me all the way up.

      He had never been a disappointment, which had me dick crazy. I was willing to fight any and every bitch that he called himself dating at the time because truth was, he had never called shit off with me. He would just pop up out of nowhere with a bitch.

      Moaning out, Nix pulled my ass cheeks farther apart and continued to hammer inside of me. He was balls deep and I could hear his big balls slapping against my skin.

      “Nix, shit.” I ran my hands through my air, with my eyes still closed, taking all nine inches of his thick pipe.

      “You like that shit, huh?” he asked, smacking me on my ass, really hard.

      “You like that shit, don’t you?” he asked more aggressively, smacking me on the ass even harder, causing my body to stiffen up.

      The orgasm that was taking over my body had caused the stinging sensation to begin to fade away. My heart was racing, my breathing was irregular, and I could feel my own juices running down the inside of my legs.

      It made no fucking sense how wet this man made me.

      The sounds of the music that was playing throughout the club could be heard, but it wasn’t a match to the sounds we were making inside of this office.

      “Damn, I’m about to fucking nut,” he expressed.

      Nix began to jug deeper and deeper inside of me. The shit felt so good.

      Standing up on my tip toes, just so I could give him better access to my pussy, I began to whine my hips in a circular motion as he held on to my waist.

      I knew he was about to nut because I could feel the way his dick was pulsating inside of me, but I still wanted to bust one more before he got his.

      “Fuck,” I cried out when he that one spot on the right, and that did it for me.

      I was coming so hard, that my stomach sucked in and my arms became weak. I could no longer hold myself up. I found myself collapsing on top of his desk. However, that didn’t fuck up Nix’s stroke; he kept going.

      Nix was now leaning over on me, still humping upwards inside of me. I was on the other end, done for. I even had to close my eyes because it felt like the room was spinning.

      “Shit.” He pulled my ass cheeks so far apart that I felt like he might have caused my shit to rip.

      I could feel his warm semen fill me up. Thank God I was already pregnant because otherwise, I would have definitely been after this.

      Sliding his now limp dick out of me, Nix backed up and sat down in the chair. I lazily stood up straight and as I stood there, I could feel his nut seeping out of me.

      Ugh, I thought as I looked around for my bottoms so that I could put them back on.

      “You can go now,” he stated, out of breath.

      “Damn, can I put my clothes back on?” I shot, quickly grabbing my shit off of the floor.

      “Watch yo’ attitude,” he spat, rising to his feet and standing in front of me with his dick still on display.

      Had it not been for the dick and the good looks, Nix was not a man that was dateable, just because he was such a psychopathic narcissist.

      Not even wanting to argue with him or have him flipping out, I slipped my clothes on and left out his office, making sure to slam the door behind me.

      Walking back to where I had left Zella, I saw that she was no longer there. I figured her ass had probably left me.

      So, I ordered one more drink and downed it before I headed out of the club and to my car.

      When I got inside of my car, I exhaled, because even though I had just got that work from Nix, I was still wanting Luca.

      I knew that there was no way he would talk to me until I got the abortion.

      Pulling my phone out, I sent him a text to let him know that I was going to call Monday to schedule the abortion.

      After I sent him a text, I started my car and before I could even make it out of the parking lot, he had finally text me back.

      It was crazy that it took me saying that in order for him to even communicate with me. Shaking my head, I got myself together and prayed I was able to get my drunk ass home.
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      Staring at the pill bottle that was sitting on top of my dresser, I had been trying to get myself out of this dark area that I had been in ever since I saw Merci and Greyson inside of the grocery store.

      It was like even though I knew he was in a relationship, it was a different type of pain to see that shit with your own two eyes. It hurt and angered me at the same damn time.

      I had been filled with so much regret lately, one of the things being the fact I fucked things up with Greyson.

      Then on top of that, I almost had him willing to talk to me, but I just had to make a move on him and fuck it up. Not to forget, the look he gave me whenever Apryl opened her mouth and mentioned the kiss that he and I shared. Well, the one that I took but still, he looked like he wanted to murder my ass.

      Sighing, I got up out of my bed. I walked lazily over to the dresser and grabbed the pills. I twirled the orange bottle in my hand, as I looked at the part were the person who sold me the pills name used to be.

      With the pill bottle still in my hand, I made way back to my bed and plopped down. It was so crazy that I was right back here, after once defeating it.

      You are stronger than this, I thought to myself, but I wasn’t strong enough to stop myself from popping the lid off of the bottle.

      Pouring the Xanax in my hand, I looked at the white rectangular pills spread out in my hand as I thought about how good I would feel just by popping one of them in my mouth.

      It would help with the way I felt right now and probably even put me in a better spirit.

      Bitch, put those pills back and just go enjoy a drink, I told myself as my hands shook like crazy.

      Tossing the pills back inside of the bottle, I threw them inside of my drawer next to my bed. Getting out of bed, I slipped my feet into my pink slides and headed for my kitchen.

      Instead of relapsing, I decided to just fix myself a drink and maybe…just maybe I would get myself out of this depressive funk I was in.
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        * * *

      

      It was now seven in the evening and I was lit. I was currently dancing in the middle of my living room floor with a bottle of wine in my hand. It was a few drops away from being empty.

      Spinning around one final time, I plopped down on my couch, grabbed my phone and turned the music that was playing off.

      As I sat there drunk, I somehow found myself on Greyson’s Instagram page. Knowing that I should have stopped scrolling, I couldn’t. Now the good mood that I had drunk myself into was that easily ruined as I stared at the picture of them.

      She’s not even that fucking cute, I thought as I observed the two of them together in the picture.

      They were in the club and she was sitting in his lap and the caption read, what’s a king without his queen.

      Scrunching up my face at the two of them, I began to remember when that was me. I was now feeling sick to my stomach.

      There was no way I could just let her win this easily. I needed to put up a fight to get my man back. At least that’s what my mind was telling me to do.

      Jumping up, I ran to my room, damn near tripping over my own feet. I slipped my feet into a pair of Nike shoes, grabbed my keys and decided that I was going over to Greyson’s house. He had me fucked up. She had me fucked up and I before I let her have him, I would kill her, him and even myself.

      Now in my car, I found myself serving from side to side. I was trying my best to stay inside of my lane before I ended up getting pulled over.

      Inhaling, I gripped the steering wheel and tried to focus better on the road. My palms were becoming clammy and my vision a little blurry.

      What the fuck am I doing? I questioned myself once I came to a red light. I had no business in my car, drunk, heading over to my ex’s house because I was in my feelings.

      Honk!

      The sound of the car behind me, startled me. I mashed on the gas and sped through the green light.

      I was now pulling up to Greyson’s house. Even though I tried to talk myself out of coming here, someone how I still ended up here.

      Not even bothering to pull up in his driveway, I got out the car and walked up to the door.

      Knocking on the door, I stood there and waited for Greyson to answer. As the seconds ticked down and nobody answered the door, it was like something hit me, telling me to take my ass home.

      Turning around to leave, a car swooped up in the driveway. The bright lights blinded me, so I couldn’t see who it was.

      “Hoe, what the fuck are you doing at my nigga’s house?” Merci shouted to the top of her lungs as she hopped out of her car, headed towards me. She was so focused on me that she couldn’t even shut her car door all the way.

      “Bitch, can you not hear?” She was now up in my face, mugging the fuck out of me.

      “I came here to talk to Greyson, if that is ok with you,” I spat, placing my hand on my hip.

      “No hoe, it is not ok with me. I’m getting so tired of you taking my kindness for weakness.” She chuckled.

      As we stood there, the front door finally opened and out walked Greyson. His scent hit me before I could even turn around and look at him.

      “What are you doing here Zella?” he asked, causing me to turn around and face him.

      “I wanted to talk to you,” I let him know.

      Greyson’s face was laced with confusion. The longer he stood there staring at me, trying to figure out what the hell was wrong with me, I watched as his fist balled up tightly. I knew he was most likely sick of my shit and was ready to knock me out.

      “Zella, I’ve been letting you make it way too much. You must really want to get fucked up,” he questioned, stepping closer to me, allowing his tall figure to tower over me.

      I guess he thought that he was scaring me, but he wasn’t. His body in front of mine, the scowl he had on his handsome face, was turning me on.

      Taking the chance again, I stood on my tip toes, perked my lips together and tried to kiss him again.

      “Zella.” Greyson mushed my face.

      “This bitch got me fucked up,” I also heard Merci say and before I knew it, she had grabbed my hair and pulled me down to the ground.

      “I’m tired of you disrespecting my fucking relationship hoe,” she roared as she jumped on top of me and began punching me in my face. I could now taste blood as I tried to swing back.

      “Get her off of me,” I screamed as I kept swinging wildly, but I was no match for her; she was in a full-blown rage.

      Finally, after what seemed like forever, Greyson lifted her off of me, but she was still yelling and screaming, trying to get to me.

      “Chill Merci, baby. Chill,” I heard him tell her as I laid there with blood coming from my lip and possibly my nose.

      “Fuck her, Grey. Fix this shit tonight or me and you will be having problems,” she ordered of him, and then I heard the front door slam closed.

      Seconds later, my very sore body was being yanked up off of the ground and I was now dangling in the air.

      Greyson’s face was contoured into a frown as he looked at me. He had a tight grip around my neck and the longer he held me in the air, the tighter it got.

      I began clawing at his hands, but it was like he didn’t even feel it.

      “I’ve been trying to let you make it, bruh.” He shook me.

      He shook me so hard, that it felt like my brain was rattling inside of my head.

      “Grey—” I struggled to get out as blood still oozed from my mouth.

      “Shut the fuck up,” he seethed.

      “Listen to me and listen good, Zella. I don’t want to see you around no fucking more. This will be my last warning. This will be my last time sparing your fucking life. This will be your last time disrespecting my girl and our fucking relationship. I don’t fucking want you no more. Get that through your fucking head,” he roared.

      It felt like he was stabbing me in the heart. His words were laced with so much venom. I felt like I was dying slowly right now.

      Greyson dropped me to the ground with not once of care written on his face as he stood over me.

      The way my body connected with the ground, I knew I would be sore the next morning or most likely have a bruise.

      “Get the fuck out of my yard before I call the cops and have yo’ stupid ass arrested,” he let me know before he began to walk away.

      I felt like all my strength was now gone. But I still tried to lift my head up.

      “Greyson, please.” I clawed at the grass, feeling the dirt bury itself underneath my nails.

      “Zella, remember, last fucking warning.” He side-eyed me, giving me this evil glare.

      I was feeling defeated. When Greyson entered his house, I rested my head on the ground and cried. I was crying so hard. I didn’t care if bugs were crawling on me or any of that.

      It was crazy how things worked. It was like you never wanted someone until you saw them with someone else.

      I felt like my world had just been snatched from me and I had to accept that Greyson had moved on and there would never be a me and him again.
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      Looking down at my broken nails, I couldn’t believe that I had let that bitch cause me to revert back to the old me. Take me back to a place that I said I would never go back to.

      Here I was beating a bitch’s ass over my nigga. But in his and my defense, that bitch had no reason trying to put her fucking lips on him. It was like she had lost her fucking marbles. I was convinced that she wasn’t all the way there in head. She couldn’t be. What bitch in her right mind would make a move on a nigga in front of his bitch?

      The shit was wild, and I lost it. I beat her ass and I honestly didn’t have any regrets about it. Hopefully when Greyson brought his ass in here, he would be telling me he handled that shit because I refused to keep having to fight that hoe every time she saw me because she didn’t know or couldn’t understand her place.

      Hearing Greyson’s room door open, I watched as he made his way farther into the room. He had a blank expression on his face. One that I couldn’t really read.

      I hoped like hell he wasn’t mad at the fact that I whooped her ass, because I had no problem whooping his then taking my ass home.

      “Merci, I’m sorry about that,” he expressed as he sat down on the edge of his huge bed and placed his head in his hands.

      “Babe, it’s ok. Sometimes you have to whoop these hoes’ asses in order for them to get the picture,” I stated.

      “Nah, fuck that. I don’t want my girl around here fighting bitches. I want you to do what you been doing; walking around this bitch looking fine as fuck while on your shit. You a fucking businesswoman. You’re not supposed to be around here fighting with my past.” He turned around and looked at me.

      I could tell that Greyson was not happy with what was going on. He was actually madder than me, which was crazy.

      “Greyson, I swear it is ok as long as you handled that,” I told him, cutting my eyes at him, making sure that he indeed handled it.

      “I did handle the shit. But fuck, I had to put my hands on her and that shit ain’t even me. It pissed me off that I had to take it there. I never wanted to be that nigga that had to put his hands on a bitch. That shit fucks with me. You know that.” He shook his head as he got up of the bed, placed his hands on top of his head and looked up at the ceiling. He blew out a frustrated breath.

      I couldn’t lie, watching him angry at himself about something he really had no control over because the bitch was crazy, messed with me.

      Getting out of the bed, I walked over to him and placed my hands on his chest. I rubbed up and down gently, trying to get him to calm down.

      “Grey, look at me,” I told him.

      He reluctantly looked down at me. I stood on my tip toes and placed my hands on the side of his face, kissing him.

      “Baby stop beating yourself up. That doesn’t make you like the man that did that to your mother. You will never be like him,” I reassured him, placing another kiss on his soft lips.

      “Merci, it fucks with my head though.” He huffed.

      I was feeling sorry for Grey because I knew that in so many ways, he would beat himself up for what happened to his mother. I hated that he was still battling with that.

      “Grey, baby, you are going to have to let go of what happened with your ma. That shit is tearing you down. The way it makes you feel, speaks volumes. Let it go baby. Let it go.” I stared him in his eyes, and I could see his eyes getting misty.

      I knew that seeing a man on the verge of tears might have seemed weak to other women, but that shit didn’t make me think any less of him. It didn’t take away from his masculinity. I understood that he was battling with a pain I knew nothing about.

      “I want to Merci, I swear I do,” he let me know as he laid his head on my shoulder. I wrapped my arms around him and hugged him tightly.

      “I love you Greyson. I love you so fucking much,” I let him know.

      Greyson raised his head and kissed me deeply. “I love yo’ chocolate ass more girl,” he replied.

      We both stood there in each other’s arms. I was currently feeling like despite the bullshit, I felt good. My nigga loved me, and I loved him even more.

      “Just know I’m here for you and we will get through it together Grey.” I grabbed his hands into my mine.

      “Bet that.” He smirked as he took control and brought my hands up and placed them around his neck.

      Greyson then picked me up and my legs automatically wrapped around him as he carried me to the bed. He gently climbed onto the bed, laying me down on my back.

      We began kissing slowly and passionately as our hands roamed all over each other’s bodies. I knew that tonight we were going to make sweet love to each other. Letting our bodies speak our feelings even though we had already confessed the words I love you to each other.
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        * * *

      

      It was now the next morning and even though I had to beat a bitch up last night, I woke up feeling so refreshed. Maybe it was from all of the love Greyson showed me last night. He showed so much love and affection to my body last night and I did the same to him.

      I swear, I couldn’t see myself with anybody else. The way that he was with me was perfect and even though these bitches out here wanted my spot, I would never give it up. She was going to have to come a little harder.

      Turning over, I realized Grey wasn’t even in the bed with me, but I heard the shower going. So, I decided to get out of the bed and go join him.

      Walking my already naked body across the room, I entered the bathroom where the hot steam from the shower greeted me.

      “Hey beautiful.” Grey welcomed me with a smile on his face as I entered the shower.

      “Hey sexy daddy,” I replied, wrapping my hands around his wet body.

      It was so hard for me to keep my hands off of him. I swear his brown skinned ass was so fine to me.

      “What do I owe the honors of this?” he asked as he placed his massive hands on my ass and squeezed it tightly.

      “I mean, why not?” I shrugged as I worked my hands down his chest, his stomach and when I had what I wanted in my hand, I gripped it firmly.

      “Oh, that’s what you want? You didn’t come in here for me?” He wore a shocked expression as he joked.

      “Why can’t I have both?” I laughed.

      “You can,” he answered, spinning me around and placing my hands against the wet wall as if I was under arrest.

      Before I could even look back, Grey had slid in me so fast, that all I could do was gasp.

      Moans began to fill the bathroom as Grey pressed my body closer to the wall. He lifted my leg up and continued to give me slow strokes as he nibbled on my ear.

      “I love you Merci.” His voice sent vibrations throughout my whole body and just like that, I felt like I was on an erotic high.

      “Grey…” I couldn’t do anything but cry out his name because it felt that damn good.

      “Nah, that’s not what I want to hear baby. I said I love you,” he said against my ear again.

      “I fucking love you,” I expressed as I bit down on my lip.

      I don’t know why or what was the cause, but I felt so emotional. I didn’t know if it was the way Grey was digging in my guts, him letting me know he loved me yet again or the way my body was feeling from the nut I had busted. All I knew was I was on the verge of tears and never, ever had that happened.

      “What you doing to me?” I cried out, clawing at the wall.

      “I’m loving you,” he answered, and those words had my pussy losing all control.

      I was now cumming back to back, all over his big ass dick.

      After that shower, I was starving. I thought that Grey had worked me out last night, but that didn’t have anything on the sex we had in the shower. If we didn’t start being careful, my ass was going to end up pregnant and I just didn’t know how ready I was for that.

      We were currently sitting down eating at Ihop. He didn’t really care for this place, but I wanted breakfast, and this was the closest place to his place.

      “Baby, I think we need to plan a vacation. I think it’ll be much needed. Especially before I end up pregnant since yo’ ass want to nut all up in me and shit,” I let him know as I picked up a piece of crispy bacon and stuck it into my mouth.

      “How you know I ain’t trying to get you pregnant?” He raised a brow, causing me to choke on a piece of the bacon.

      I had to take a sip of my drink in order to help it go down.

      “Huh?” I looked at him.

      “Yeah, no games.” He flexed his muscles and I made a mental note to take my ass to get on some type of birth control. I still had so much to do and having a baby wasn’t one.

      “Uhmm… if you say so, but back to the more important topic. Vacation…”

      “I’m down. Just say when. Maybe we can do a couple thing… Me, you, Brynlee, Sawyer...” He paused and looked at me like he was about to say something stupid.

      “…and Channel and Luca.” He smirked.

      “Channel and Luca are not a couple. I know that’s your friend and all, but I don’t trust him.” I rolled my eyes.

      “Channel might be good for him so let my nigga make it until he fucks up,” Greyson replied, and I just didn’t care to hear any of it but there wasn’t anything much that I could do.

      I knew that trying to keep her away from him would only make things worse and make her want him even more. So, I just stepped back and allowed her to make her own mistakes.

      “Yea, ok. Whatever. Hopefully she’ll be able to keep it professional when they start work Monday and not personal.”

      “It ain’t that deep yet, Merci.”

      “Well I hope it doesn’t get deep at all. Oh, and thank you for getting them the job; however, if I knew this shit with Luca and Channel was going on, I would have totally tried to find them another job.”

      “Chill out.” Greyson laughed. “Just let yo’ people know about the vacation and I will let mine know.” He took a drink of orange juice and I nodded my head as I finished eating.

      I guess we would be going on vacation soon. Now all I had to do was talk to Brynlee and figure out where in the world we wanted to go.
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      “I know you fucking lying.” I held my mouth open as Merci told me about Channel and Luca. That was one of those things that I couldn’t really wrap my head around but if that’s what she wanted, then that was on her.

      I mean, I could totally understand what she saw in him because Luca wasn’t an ugly dude at all. Matter fact, he was very attractive, and his personality was cool. He was funny as hell and was always joking around, so I could see why Channel found herself wanting to talk to him.

      “I wish I was, but I’m not. They actually started working at the studio today. I took their asses to get clothes and stuff. I just pray she doesn’t be stupid behind Luca. Me and you both know he’s the hoe one out of the group.” Merci laughed and I had to join in with her.

      “You right, but maybe she will change him,” I told her, and her extra ass rolled her eyes and dramatically let out a deep sigh.

      “You and Grey both said that, but I don’t know. We’re just going to have to see.” Merci smacked her lips.

      “I guess so, but off of them. What were you saying about taking a vacation when you called last night?” I asked her.

      She had begun trying to tell me about a vacation and how she wanted all of us to go, but I had to get off the phone because Sai’Ann was cutting up.

      Sai’Ann had become so spoiled because of me and her father. I tried to mostly blame him because he was stuck to her like glue. But my ass couldn’t even put her down either, and now we were paying for it.

      My mama would get on to me and tell me that I would regret it, but I couldn’t find myself putting her down. All I wanted to do was hold her tight and never let her go.

      However, I must admit my mother was right. Sai’Ann was so spoiled. Most of the time, I had to even hold her when I used the restroom.

      Thank God that Sawyer hadn’t really been traveling much because Lord knows I would be going through hell.

      If it wasn’t for him and I switching nights, I would never get any sleep. But despite that, she was the perfect little girl. She was a mixture of the both of us balled up into one.

      It was like some days she would look like me but most days she was her father’s twin.

      “I was saying that I wanted to go on vacation. I was thinking Vegas. I’ve never been and I just want to go,” she let me know.

      A vacation sounded good, but I didn’t know if I was ready to leave my baby. The sound of that made my damn heart rate and blood pressure rise.

      “And bitch yes, you are going. Sai’Ann will be perfectly ok with your mother or Sawyer’s. I don’t want to hear any excuses,” Merci added picking up on my vibe, and I’m pretty sure my facial expression told her exactly what I was thinking.

      “I will see. Let me talk to Sawyer first,” I told her as my phone went to ringing.

      Troy had been calling me way too much for my liking. It was like I would block one number and he would just call from a different one.

      The bad thing about all of this was that I had yet to tell Sawyer, which I needed to do. At first, I didn’t feel the need to because Troy made it seem like he was calling me about court, but I realized that was a lie.

      Yeah, the first few times that he had called was about court but then that quickly turned into how much he missed me and how he wished that he would have done right by me.

      I knew if Sawyer found out about that shit, he would kill him. He would also probably want to knock my head between the fucking dresser and bed.

      “Girl, this man keeps calling me,” I told Merci.

      “Who? Not who I think it is,” she asked looking shocked.

      “Yes. I just don’t know what to do at this point.”

      “Bitch, tell your fucking man, that’s what. Look, I am not trying to be preparing a funeral for my best friend,” she said with a serious expression on her face.

      “Girl, I am.” I denied yet another call.

      “You better.” She gave me the side eye right as Sawyer was coming through the door.

      Sawyer walked his smooth fine ass over to me. First, he spoke to Merci but soon after, his attention was back on me.

      “Hey baby.” He licked his lips before they came crashing down to mine.

      I swear Sawyer was still everything. He treated me like a queen. He respected me at all times and I never wanted to lose what we had because I knew from experience it was hard to find it.

      “Well, it’s time to go. Call me later so we can talk.” Merci got up and headed towards the door.

      “Bye,” I yelled out to Merci.

      “Baby, I missed yo’ ass, and where is my damn baby?” he asked looking around.

      “Sleep?”

      “Sleep you say?” He smirked as he tugged on his thick beard.

      He quickly moved in close to me and began to tear at my clothes. Sex was one of the things that was actually hard for us to sneak in since we had two kids in our household.

      But Sai’Ann was upstairs sleep and Sai’von was over his mom’s house. She had picked him up from school today.

      I was relieved that her ass didn’t give me any problems. But she was doing her own thing and living her life, not really worried about what we had going on. She also I think, was getting close to having her baby, if I wasn’t mistaken.

      Things were good right now. Well, with the exception of Troy, but I was going to nip that in the bud.

      “Baby, help me get you out of these clothes so I can get some of my pussy.” Sawyer stood in front of me.

      I could see his hard dick through the pants that he had on. That on its own had my pussy wet and I quickly began to get out of the shorts that I had on.

      “Yes, hurry that shit up.” Sawyer looked at me with so much lust in eyes, that I knew he was about to fuck me good.

      Now out of my clothes, I was bent over on all fours, right on the couch. We didn’t have time to try to go upstairs to our bedroom. We had to get in right now because with the cat naps that Sai’Ann took, she would be up in any minute.

      “Shit,” Sawyer hissed.

      “Baby,” I whined, once his thickness filled me up.

      It was like it was made perfectly for me and only me. The way that Sawyer was able to hit every spot with ease had me so anxious.

      “Put that fucking arch in yo’ back.” He smacked me on the ass, causing me to dip my back in and assume the correct position.

      “That’s what I like to see.” He was now caressing the same spot on my ass that he had just smacked as he fucked me.

      I didn’t realize how much I missed his thick, big dick until now. We had been so caught up in the kids but right now, this was exactly what I needed. I could feel the stress peel off of me like an old scab with each stroke that he delivered.

      Every knot or kink that I had, seemed like a thing of the past because I felt so relaxed right now.

      “Sawyer, I swear I needed this,” I moaned out as I clawed at the couch.

      “Me too baby. Shit,” he replied as he rammed deep.

      I could feel my nut right there. My stomach was getting tighter. My heartbeat was picking up and I could feel sweat forming on the bridge of my nose. It was right there. Just a few more strokes, hitting this exact spot that Sawyer kept taunting with, was about to have me creaming all over his dick.

      “No…” I literally screamed out when the sounds of Sai’Ann crying echoed from the baby monitor, totally killing what we had going on.

      “You better not fucking move. She will be ok.” Sawyer held me tightly so that I couldn’t move.

      “Baby,” I cried out, because I didn’t know if I should stay put or get up and get our crying child.

      “I’m about to nut Bryn,” his thick tone said through clenched teeth, and he began to go harder and faster.

      “Fuck,” he moaned.

      “Shit, Sawyer,” I cried out as I released.

      I could feel his warmness inside of me and I knew the moment I stood up, that it was most likely going to seep out of me. I was happy that I had gotten on birth control because Sawyer didn’t believe in wrapping it up.

      Hearing our baby cry even louder didn’t give me the chance to even catch my breath, wipe my pussy or nothing.

      “You want to go get her or do I have to?” I looked over at Sawyer who was sitting on the other end of the couch with his eyes half closed.

      “You go get her baby. You done wore me the fuck out.” He peeked over at me with one eye open and the other one closed.

      Huffing, I got up and picked my clothes up off the floor and slipped them on.

      Before entering my baby’s room, I stopped by the bathroom and washed my hands.

      When I got inside of her room, her little self was crying so hard, that her face was red. Scooping her up, I laid her against my chest and her little spoiled behind instantly stopped crying.

      I rocked her from side to side as I made my way back downstairs. Looking around, Sawyer was no longer on the couch like he was before I left.

      “Sawyer, babe,” I called his name, but he didn’t answer.

      “Sawyer, where you at?” I called for him again because I needed his help. I needed him to either hold Sai’Ann while I fixed her bottle or for him to fix it.

      Walking around the house, I finally found him, sitting in the kitchen with my phone in his hand. The scowl on his face let me know that he was mad, and I already knew why.

      “Baby,” I said lowly, while holding our daughter.

      Sawyer didn’t say a word. He looked up at me, tilted his head to the side and just mugged me.

      “I was going to tell you. I swear.” My voice trembled because the last thing I wanted was for Troy, my ex, to cause any kind of problems between what we now had.

      “So why the fuck didn’t you?” he raised his voice.

      “I was waiting for the right time. That is all.”

      Him hearing me say that caused him to scrunch up his face in confusion and launch my phone across the room. The sound of my phone shattering caused me to flinch and for our baby to start crying all over again.

      “Sawyer,” I yelled his name, because he had lost his everlasting mind. I got that he was upset but right now, he was taking things a little too far.

      “Brynlee, you know I will kill when it comes to you, right?” he asked, ignoring our crying child as he walked closer towards us.

      Trembling, I was now upset with him, so I didn’t say a word.

      “You do know that, right?” He was standing right in front of me as his chest heaved up and down.

      “Yes, I know that,” I answered lowly.

      “Good.” He leaned forward and kissed me on the forehead.

      “I just wanted to make sure. Now give me our baby. I’ll buy you a new phone in the morning. You need a new number anyways,” he stated calmly as he grabbed our child out of my arms and headed towards the living room.

      I stood there stunned, shocked, and speechless. I knew that his words held some type of weight behind them. That was the thing about dating hood ass niggas. When they loved, they loved hard and didn’t play. I knew most likely that Troy had just gotten himself in some deep shit, especially since Sawyer already didn’t like him.

      But it was better him than me because I just knew Sawyer was going to fuck me up from keeping that a secret from him.

      Running my fingers through my hair, I got myself together and went to make our baby a bottle. I could only pray that he and I were done arguing about this situation.
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      See the crazy thing about it all, I couldn’t even be mad at Brynlee.

      At the time, I was pissed because there should have been no reason why his calls were even coming fucking through but after talking later on, and me getting more info about it all, my issue wasn’t with her. My issue was him.

      Granted, she could have easily gotten her number changed, but it was what it was. That nigga knew he was old news but still couldn’t get the picture.

      I felt like he was lowkey trying to disrespect me. Brynlee was my girl. My woman, my rib, the mother of my child and was going to be my wife, and I felt like that nigga just didn’t give a fuck. If he did, he would have known to stay in his place. He would have known that I wasn’t that nigga that took disrespect lightly. Especially from someone who already got away with it one time.

      And had it not been for the cops coming, he wouldn’t have gotten away with that shit.

      After apologizing to Brynlee about breaking her phone, of course I went out and got her a new one.

      She and I had decided that with all the tension, that we indeed needed to go on that vacation that Merci had suggested.

      I had talked my mother into keep Sai’von on days that Keila couldn’t and Brynlee had gotten her mother to keep Sai’Ann. It was already set in stone and our flight would leave out tomorrow morning.

      However, before I went out to enjoy my time with my girl and friends, I had business to handle.

      Looking down at my watch, I counted down the seconds. Just like clockwork, I heard the lock unlock and the front door open. All of the lights were off which made it pitch black in the house.

      “Yes, I’m so sick of all of it. I thought that things would work but they’re not and I just can’t do it no more.”

      Listening to her vent and unaware of her surroundings caused me to want to chuckle out loud. Women were so careless when it came to their safety and that shit was so wild to me.

      While I remained standing in the dark corner, the lights were flicked on.

      I watched her as she moved effortlessly around her home without a care in the world.

      Finally, she turned around and our eyes met.

      “Ahh,” she screamed, now startling her son that she had been carrying in her arms.

      The phone that she had to her ear came crashing to the floor. She didn’t know what to do. I watched as her body began to shake, as she diverted her eyes from me then to the door. Most likely calculating the distance and wondering if she could make it.

      “Shh.” I placed my finger over my mouth as I made my way towards her.

      It sucked being involved with someone who couldn’t protect you. Troy was out here doing hoe shit but wasn’t protecting his seed or his woman and he should have known, I didn’t play about mine!

      I had hired someone to fly out and scope out their every move. I wanted to know times and everything just for this day. So I could be around whenever Troy got home. I watched on as she tried to console her now crying baby and also her nerves at the same time.

      Leaning down, I grabbed her phone and muffled it so the caller on the other end wouldn’t hear me.

      “Let them know you’re perfectly ok or there will be an issue. You understand?” I let her know, and she shook her head up and down.

      I looked at her skeptical at first, but I handed her the phone and mugged her the whole time, daring her to try me.

      Grabbing the phone out of my hand, her hand shook as if she was 90 years old as she slowly brought the phone up to her ear.

      “Hello,” her voice trembled into the phone which made me buck my eyes at her.

      She better had gotten her shit together and made whatever she said sound believable, because this was supposed to be an easy come and go thing.

      Brynlee didn’t even know where I was right now. She thought I was out buying shit for the trip, but truth be told, I was out trying to tie up all loose ends so we wouldn’t have this problem anymore.

      Just how I did with Spencer. I knew he would continuously be a thorn in my ass, so I decided to nip it before it got way out of hand, which he did the moment he put his hands on Brynlee.

      “Girl, my bad, it was a big ass spider. I’ve been telling Troy to call pest control but of course he didn’t,” she stated, lying to whomever she was talking to.

      As I waved my hand in the air directing her to hurry the conversation up, she quickly got off the phone.

      She was now standing, looking at me with terror.

      “What’s your name again sweetheart?” I asked her.

      “Ja... Jadoré,” she stuttered.

      “What’s good Jadoré? How things been?” I calmly asked her.

      I knew she was probably confused as fuck as to why I was talking to her in a calm manner. She probably thought I was about to kill her; I mean, I wasn’t.

      It was going to suck that I was going to do this to their son. I didn’t know first-hand how it felt not to have my father around, but I knew people who it did effect in a major way.

      But when it comes to mine, my only focus was to protect them at all cost, no matter what. And I just felt like Troy was going to be a problem. If not now, later. Especially because he wasn’t getting the picture. He was still on some I miss what we had type shit. That right there, was why he had me fucked up, right along with a list of other shit.

      “You can’t talk?” I questioned after she stood there staring at me in complete silence.

      “I’m confused on what you want. Why are you here?” she finally spoke as she patted her cranky child on the back.

      “Why do you think I’m here? I don’t think I have to explain that. From the sounds of things, you might be very aware of why I’m here,” I let her know.

      Most women knew their men, they knew when something wasn’t right about them and they knew when they were out fucking up.

      Granted most didn’t speak on it, they just waited until you fucked up, and all hell would break loose.

      I was pretty sure Jadoré was aware that Troy was still trying to keep in contact with Brynlee. Even if she didn’t want to step up and put her foot down, she didn’t have to worry. I was that nigga that was going to do it for her.

      Before she could even answer me, she began to break down crying. I could tell that Jadoré truthfully didn’t know what she was signing up for by fucking with Troy and that she had gotten in way more than she bargained for.

      “Man, lil’ mama, what you crying for?” I asked her.

      Not that I gave a fuck, but a nigga like me wasn’t a straight asshole. I could sense that she was going through it.

      “Because it is so hard,” she expressed.

      She began to tell me about all the shit that they had been going through. The only reason why I listened was because I had a few minutes to spare. I knew that Troy would be bringing his lame ass into the house in about two minutes and that’s when all hell was going to break lose.

      Finally hearing the door open, Troy entered the house, looking like he had been at the bar all day. I could literally smell the whiskey and cigarette smoke on him. The shit was disgusting, and I just couldn’t believe Brynlee fucked with him.

      “Jadoré, let me see my damn son,” he commanded of her.

      His voice was groggy and because I was standing in the kitchen area, he didn’t even know that I was here. However, I was about to make my presence known.

      Pulling one of the guns out of the back of my pants, I twisted the silencer onto it and walked out of the kitchen and into the living room area.

      Jadoré looked back at me as her eyes sat lowly with sadness. I guess she didn’t know how real this was going to get. Never had I told her what I was going to do.

      Shit, and to be honest, even though she complained about that nigga, I knew she still loved him and probably didn’t want death to be on the table for him.

      “The fuck?” Troy’s eyes got wide as a saucer. He began to back up as Jadoré shot to her feet.

      “I didn’t know you were going to harm him,” she shouted.

      “I mean, do you want it to be you and him?” I asked with my gun pointed at her.

      Tears began to stream down her face as she raised her hand up in front of her. “No, I have a baby to raise.”

      “Good. Well if you want to be around long enough to raise him, it’s best you mind your business and never in your life speak about this day, not even to God. Do I make myself clear?” I roared.

      She nodded her headed quickly as she ran over to the couch and picked up their son and held him tight to her chest.

      “Now back to you.” I turned my gun to Troy, and he was shaking like a damn stripper.

      There was then a strong stench that lingered in the air and I just knew this grown ass nigga didn’t do what I thought he had.

      “Did you shit on yourself?” I frowned, curling my lip up as he looked at me with pleading eyes.

      The nigga didn’t say shit, but I could tell by the way he was now standing that he had. I couldn’t do anything but shake my head at him and try my best to ignore the funky ass smell.

      “You’re fucking pathetic and I don’t know what the fuck Brynlee ever saw in your bitch ass,” I spat.

      “Why the fuck are you still reaching out to my bitch? You and her don’t have shit to even talk about, my nigga.” I mugged him.

      “It was about the court stuff,” he mumbled, lying.

      See the nigga must have taken me for a joke to sit up in here and lie in my fucking face.

      Chuckling as I scratched the side of my head with the barrel of the gun, I looked at him. “So, you think lying in my fucking face is going to help you out?”

      Pointing the gun at him, I aimed it right at his dome and he dropped to his knees. He covered his head with his hands as if that would protect him from a bullet.

      Jadoré was screaming to the top of her lungs for me not to kill his punk ass and then on top of it, their son was crying. It was a lot going on, but I didn’t give a fuck.

      “Listen, take your ass in that room and don’t come out until I tell you to, unless you want to watch what is about to take place.” I looked at Jadoré giving her an option.

      It really didn’t matter to me or not what she decided to do. I was just trying to spare her from seeing her first murder.

      Well, in this case suicide, because the thing was, I wasn’t about to be the one pulling the trigger. He was going to do it.

      Running off, she went into what I assumed to be the bedroom. Once I heard the door slam closed, I focused back on him.

      “Alright look. This is how this about to go.” I stopped, looked down at my watch to check the time then back at him.

      This had definitely taken way longer than I had wanted it to.

      “Take this gun here, aim it at your head, and you know the rest.” I handed him the gun while pulling another one from behind me.

      “You want me to kill myself?” he asked in confusion.

      “Yes, and hurry the fuck up. I gotta get back to my girl and my kids.”

      “And don’t try no funny shit because before you can even think to aim that gun at me, I would have put two in between ya head,” I warned him as I watched him look at the gun then up at me.

      “I have a son that needs me.” He began to cry like the punk ass nigga that he was.

      “Don’t give a fuck.” I shrugged.

      This nigga was trippin’. Did he think any of that mattered to me? He was the same nigga that had tried to take me out all because he was in his feelings. To leave my son out here without a father. So, there wasn’t an ounce of me that cared about his tears or his child. Life was fucked up, especially when you fucked with the wrong people.

      “Hurry the fuck up,” I roared, pointing the other gun at him.

      Trembling, I watched him as he raised the gun up and pointed it at the side of his head. He was on his knees and his body was trembling as he closed his eyes together tightly. I could see the tears fall out of his eyes, but none of it moved me.

      I had seen niggas cry, vomit, shit, pass out and none of that changed their fate. They all ended up still being dealt with. When it came to my respect, I had no understanding, as any man should.

      “Man, fuck this shit,” I roared, getting ready to pull the trigger myself.

      Pew!

      The bullet flew through the side of his head, causing blood to splatter all over their sofa. His body collapsed to the floor causing a loud thud sound. Blood began to leak from his head, oozing out and coloring their white carpet.

      I looked down at his lifeless body and it was like I could feel the weight being lifted off my shoulders. I felt like I had just shredded a few pounds.

      Walking out of the house the same way I entered, I closed the door behind me. Before I could even make it down to the lil’ car that I had gotten, I could hear Jadoré screaming loud.

      I wasn’t too worried about her either because I was about to call up some niggas to handle the shit.

      Even though I couldn’t harm her, that didn’t mean someone else couldn’t. Never would I ever be stupid enough to leave a witness like that.

      The only person that I had ever let make it was Kelia, and that’s because my son needed his mother. However, if she hadn’t gotten her shit together, I would have taken her out too.

      Before driving off, I pulled the gloves off my hands.

      As I cruised down the street, I watched the crew ride past me and pull up into the driveway.

      Shit, I just prayed that their son ended up with a good family.
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      Feeling warm kisses raining all over my face, I peeked my eyes open to see that it was Sawyer hovering over me.

      Cracking a smile, I couldn’t help but wonder what time it was because when I went to bed at ten, he still wasn’t home yet.

      “Where you been?” I asked him.

      He looked at me in a weird way which let me know he probably had done something he wasn’t supposed to. Lifting, I grabbed the covers to keep my naked body covered.

      “Sawyer, where you been?” I asked him again, and he huffed as if I was irritating him by asking him a question.

      “I’ve been out handling business Bryn. I also had to buy us some shit for the trip.” He looked over at the bags that he had sitting by the entrance of the doorway.

      “And that took all day?” I questioned, glancing over at the clock, seeing that it was now three in the morning.

      “Where the fuck you been Sawyer?” My voice escalated.

      “I was handling some business just like I told you. That’s all you need to know. I really would appreciate if you would lower your voice too.” He looked over his shoulder at me.

      Shaking my head, I dropped the conversation. It was three in the morning and our flight was scheduled to leave at seven in the morning. The last thing that I wanted to do was continue to stay up and argue with him, something that we rarely did.

      Rolling my eyes, I laid back down and made sure to turn over on my side, with my back facing the direction he would be laying.

      As I laid there with my eyes closed, trying to force myself back to sleep, I felt movement in the bed as if he had gotten up. I peeked out of my left eye to see him headed for the bathroom. I watched him enter and then seconds later the shower could be heard.

      Why does he need a shower? I wondered. Negative thoughts began to run through my head, causing my stomach to turn.

      I never had that problem with Sawyer but in the beginning, I didn’t have that problem with Troy either. I just hoped this wasn’t the case and that I was just overreacting.

      Getting out of bed, I walked into the bathroom where he was. I stood there watching him through the glass door.

      The hot water was causing it to slowly start steaming up, but I could still see all 6’2 of his fineness as he lathered up the soap to begin washing himself off.

      “You can stand there, or you can join me.” He looked over at me, causing me to stop lusting over him and focus back on the issue at hand.

      “No, I want to know why the hell are you taking a shower,” I questioned him.

      Sawyer looked at me, chuckled loudly and then shook his head.

      “Are you serious right now?” he asked as he began to wash the soap suds off of his tatted body.

      Fuck, why did this man have to be this fine? I wondered. I was staring at him as if I didn’t get the joy of seeing him every day.

      “Yes, I’m serious,” I answered as my eyes followed his hand movements as he gripped his dick.

      Sawyer didn’t reply back; instead, he stepped out of the shower, allowing the water to drip off of his brown sugar skin. Leaving puddles of water as he walked over to me with a sexy scowl on his face, Sawyer now stood in front of me.

      “Talk to me.” He lowered over me, looking down at me with hooded eyes as I tried to find the words to say to him.

      It was crazy how he could make me so fucking speechless. How I knew what I wanted to say but somehow, it still managed to get stuck in my throat.

      “Why the fuck are you taking a shower? What you been out doing Sawyer?” I finally found my vocals as I twirled my neck, giving him nothing but attitude.

      Sawyer rubbed his hands across his chin and through his thick bread.

      “Brynlee, you really think I would fuck over you? You still questioning my loyalty to you?” he asked me, and the way he spoke calmly to me had me regretting that I even thought such low things.

      Sawyer had proven himself from day one that he was all about me. He had showed it over and over again, and here I was still finding myself being insecure from the past things that I had went through.

      There was no reason why I should have even thought he was out doing wrong.

      “I mean, Sawyer, you’ve been out all day. Gone half the night, what am I supposed the think?” I told him, and he nodded his head as if he understood where I was coming from.

      “I get that and that’s my fault. But when I tell you that I was out handling business, baby, it be just that. I would never, ever do anything to fucking hurt you. I’ve told you that. You think we’ve come this far just for me to fuck it up? I plan on making you my wife, Brynlee. This ain’t no game,” he expressed, closing the gap that was between us.

      “You think the love I have for you is a game?” he asked with a serious expression on his handsome face.

      “No,” I lowly stated as if I was in trouble.

      The way he glared down at me, had me feeling like I was being scolded.

      “Alright then, act like you know that shit. I love the fuck out of you, and you ain’t never gotta worry about me doing some sucka ass shit like that.” He gripped my ass, pulling so close to him that I could feel his dick touching me.

      “He only wants you and gets hard for you.” Sawyer smirked, causing me to blush and bury my face into his wet chest.

      Swiftly, Sawyer lifted me up and carried me over to the counter. He sat me down on the edge of it and stood in between my legs.

      “You do know I love you?” he asked, kissing me on my lips before I could even answer.

      “Yes,” I said, with our lips still meshed together.

      “Good. I don’t want you to ever think that I’m not all about you. Ever.” He held the side of my face and bored deep into my eyes as he mouthed ‘ever’ again.

      Sawyer then brought my face to his and we continued kissing each other with so much passion and love that I was feeling like my heart was about to explode.
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        * * *

      

      “Baby, oh my god, wake up.” I shook Sawyer, who was passed out snoring in my ear.

      He and I had both overslept. After the sex that we had early this morning, I was drained. Sawyer’s sex drive was out of this world. What started with him eating my pussy as I sat on top of the bathroom counter, ended with me bent over the edge of the bed as he rammed his dick in and out of me.

      This time we were able to fully enjoy each other without no interruptions, so of course we gave each other extra attention. When his mouth wasn’t on me, I had my mouth on him. We sucked and fucked for hours, which was why we had overslept.

      About time we finished fucking, we only had a good hour to get some rest.

      “What?” Sawyer asked with his eyes still closed. He was getting ready to turn over and ignore the fact that I was trying to get him up.

      “Baby, we have to get up and get ready so we don’t miss our flight,” I told him.

      “We can just book another for a later time, baby,” he suggested, but that was not what I wanted to do.

      I wanted to get there whenever everyone else did, so he was about to get his ass up and get ready.

      “Saw, come on, get up.” I nudged him even harder.

      I then grabbed my phone and got out of the bed. Looking down at my phone, I saw that Merci had been blowing my shit up.

      I quickly called her back while I headed into the bathroom to wash my face, brush my teeth and fix my damn hair that was all over my head from Sawyer pulling my shit as if it was real.

      “Bitch, I know you are not just getting up?” she yelled into the phone.

      I laughed as I took the phone from my hear and put it on speaker phone. I placed it down on the counter and grabbed my toothbrush.

      “Girl yes, but it is not my fault,” I explained as I smeared the toothpaste on my toothbrush.

      “Uhmm huhh... you and Sawyer’s nasty asses is going to be having another lil’ one running around here.” She laughed and I couldn’t do nothing but do the same.

      “Whatever. We will be leaving out the house in about twenty minutes,” I told her as I began brushing my teeth.

      “Alright. We’re already here. See you two soon,” Merci said before she hung up.

      I then began to quickly move around the bathroom so that we could be gone. I knew I was the one that took the most time getting ready.

      As I brushed my hair down, I was still naked from last night’s activities, Sawyer walked in and wrapped his hands around me.

      “You do know I don’t mind having another baby.”

      “Uhmm, that’s cool and all, but it’s not happening,” I let him know.

      Yeah, I did want more kids, but I was satisfied with the one that I had finally gotten. Also, I still feared miscarriages. God had indeed blessed me but that didn’t mean that I wouldn’t have to face the torture of another miscarriage. I think no matter what that would always be one of my biggest fears, even if I did have more kids. Miscarriages had scorned me for life.

      I hated the thought of having to be in fear all over again, if I had gotten pregnant. I didn’t want to have to put myself through that stress again.

      Granted, it would be amazing if Sawyer and I could have more kids, but I first had to mentally prepare myself.

      Right now, I was happy. Things were good and I didn’t need anything to cause that dark depression that I had managed to escape, to come and make an appearance in my life. I wanted to continue to walk on this huge ass cloud of happiness and if that meant avoiding pregnancy, then so be it. He would just have to understand that.

      “I already put one up in you again.” He chuckled before he walked off, leaving me with his words lingering in my head.

      Nah, I shook my head. I wasn’t even about to let his words play with my mind like that because I was on birth control. I knew for a fact that I wasn’t pregnant.

      But that shit didn’t always work, I thought as I stared at myself in the mirror.

      Taking in a deep breath, I tossed those thoughts to back of my mind and finished getting ready so that we could leave.
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      “Wait a minute my nigga, you did what?” I asked Sawyer as we all sat around at the bar inside of his suite enjoying drinks.

      The girls had gone out and had a little spa day before we started the activities for the day and plus, no lie, Vegas during the day was not for black people. It was so hot out here that even the breeze that blew felt like it was stinging you against your skin.

      “I made his punk ass shoot himself.” He shrugged as if it was nothing as he took a swig from his drink.

      “Boy, you fucking crazy. Ain’t no way yo’ ass is fucking normal.” Luca chuckled with his blunt in his hand.

      “Man, I like to eliminate all fucking problems. I ain’t about to sit around and let somebody get away with thinking I’m something to play with,” Sawyer stated in a serious tone.

      “I feel you on that.” Luca nodded. “I hope that lil’ bitch went and got that abortion like she said, because I ain’t got time for her to be playing with me. I’m trying to let her handle it, but I have a feeling that she is lying,” he added.

      “Bro, you didn’t go with her? You just took her word for it?” I asked him, face all scrunched up in confusion.

      I just knew that Luca had to be smarter than that. I would never, ever trust a bitch telling me that she went and got an abortion. I would need to be there, watching the doctor do the procedure in order for me to believe it.

      But I never had that problem. I wasn’t bussin’ up in nobody that I didn’t see a future with.

      “Man, you crazy… When that bitch was trying to say she was pregnant by me, I went straight to her house with a pregnancy test. I needed her to piss on the stick for me. I wasn’t allowing her to tell me shit without proof,” Sawyer said.

      “The one that actually had her tubes tied, right?” I asked, remembering him telling us about this a while ago.

      “Yes. Fucking clown ass bitch.” He shook his head and we all laughed because she tried to play him. But luckily my nigga was smart enough to not play with her.

      “That bitch was over there going with Nutty Professor.” Luca burst out laughing.

      “Nigga Mr. Klump. I swear.” Sawyer doubled over.

      We were all laughing and shooting the shits until I was interrupted by my phone buzzing like crazy.

      Looking down, I squinted my eyes as I read over the number to see if I could remember it.

      The fuck is this? I thought as I answered the phone.

      “Who is this?” was the first thing I said when I answered.

      “Grey...” her soft voice spoke through the phone. I could tell she had been crying and I just didn’t understand why Zella couldn’t get the fucking picture. I hadn’t even fucked her and here she was running around here acting like a bitter, scorned ex. I could see if I had cheated on her, dogged her out and left her high and dry, but that wasn’t even the case.

      She was real life blowing a nigga and my patience was running real thin.

      I think she took advantage of the fact that she knew I would never physically hurt a female. I felt like she was going to keep pushing my buttons until I spazzed out and did some shit that I would later regret.

      “Zella, why can’t you get the fuckin’ picture? I don’t want you. Go jump yo’ ass off a cliff or something,” I roared into the phone.

      “You don’t mean that Grey...” her voice trembled as she spoke into the phone.

      I had no idea if she was back to her old habits or what, but she had been trippin’ since she saw me with Merci. I bet if she never saw me with her, she wouldn’t be doing all this wild ass shit.

      “I do mean that shit. I need you to get the fuck out my life!”

      I roared into the phone then I hung up in her face before she could say anything.

      Not even seconds later, she was calling back. This bitch was on some real-life weird shit and I didn’t know what to do besides show her I wasn’t the one to keep playing with.

      “The fuck you got going on?” Luca asked as he and Sawyer both looked at me puzzled.

      “Man, that bitch Zella been trippin’ hard lately. I don’t know what to do with her ass,” I explained as I ran my hand down my face, followed by a deep sigh.

      “Kill her ass,” Sawyer said as if death was the only option.

      “I mean, I agree...” Luca puffed on his blunt.

      “And kill her friend while you at,” he added.

      Even though killing her would easily end all my problems, that was something that I couldn’t do. Had it been a nigga, it wouldn’t be an issue. Shit, I still had to pay that nigga Nix a visit, but I was just waiting. I wanted him to think I forgot. To think that everything was good. For him to feel like he was still untouchable and right when he least expected, I was going to snatch everything that he worked hard for right from underneath him, and then his soul would soon follow.

      “Man, if I could I would, but I just can’t do that shit.” I palmed my face.

      “Yeah, well I might do it for you. Kill two birds with one stone. Catch her and her friend Apryl together and just end it for the both of them,” Luca stated as if it was nothing.

      “Shit, you’ll be doing Merci a favor because apparently she doesn’t like either one of them. I think Apryl used to fuck with that nigga I still owe a bullet,” I let them know.

      We continued to talk about all the drama we had going on and the plans we had for these fool ass people that kept playing with us.

      A few hours had passed, and we were finally hearing the door open. The girls had stumbled in and I could tell their asses had been drinking. They must’ve gone to more than just the spa.

      “Hey baby,” Merci slurred as the other two giggled, stumbling behind her.

      “I guess we missed the fucking party.” Luca stood up and so did Sawyer.

      “What you talking about?” Channel had asked him, giving him this look that I knew all too well. She wanted my nigga in a major way and if I knew Luca like I thought I did, he was going to give her exactly what she wanted.

      “Chill lil’ mama.” He chuckled, walking up on her.

      Instantly, she began to blush and become all girly in front of him. I watched Luca place his finger under her chin then whisper something in her ear, causing her to giggle.

      “See, no ma’am, it’s time to go,” Merci interrupted the two of them.

      “Grey, get your hating ass girl,” Luca fussed.

      Chuckling, I grabbed Merci and pulled her close to me. “What I tell you?” I whispered in her ear. She rolled her eyes and huffed.

      Shaking my head, I kissed her then grabbed her hand.

      “Pool part tonight, right?” I asked everyone, followed by a wink.

      “Yeah,” Sawyer answered as his hands wrapped around Brynlee. That nigga was a sucka in love too. Hell, the way Luca was whispering in Channel’s ear, his ass was next, and he didn’t even know it.

      “Alright bet. I need to go have a lil’ chit chat with my girl,” I let them know as we headed out.

      I watched as Merci walked ahead of me in a sky-blue dress that flowed all the way down to the ground. It curved right along with her curves, causing my dick to jump.

      She had gotten her hair done a few days before, totally switching it up on me.

      Merci was currently working this burgundy-colored hair that was all the way down to her ass.

      “I’m putting a baby in you tonight. Matter fact, right now,” I expressed, biting down on my lip as I eyed her.

      “Boy please.” She spun around, rolled her neck then stuck her tongue out at me.

      While trying to be cute and walk backwards, she ended up tripping over her long ass dress and falling right on her ass.

      Oh shit. I covered my mouth and rushed to help her up.

      I helped Merci to her feet as I tried not to laugh at her crazy ass.

      “It’s all your fault,” she pouted, swinging on me, trying to punch me in the arm.

      “How? It ain’t my fault yo’ ass can’t walk backwards.” I chuckled, causing her to get madder and storm off.

      Chasing behind her, I scooped her up and threw her over my shoulders, while smacking her on her ass.

      “Stop playing with me girl.” I smacked her harder causing her to kick and scream, but she was also laughing.

      “Put me down Grey,” she demanded, but I wasn’t putting her down until we made it to our suite.

      We were all on the same floor, but we all just had different rooms. Channel had a room that was connected to ours, but I was one hundred percent sure she wasn’t going to be sleeping in that mothafucka.

      Once reaching the door, I placed the key card up to it, and once the door turned green, we entered, with her still on my shoulder.

      Walking across the living room area, I slid the sliding door back that led to the room and threw her down on the California king size bed.

      Merci giggled but then tried to straighten her face up as if she was still mad.

      “Stop playing with me.” I towered over her with my fist buried into the bed for support.

      “Who said I’m playing? I’m really mad at you,” she replied.

      “For? It ain’t my fault you fell.”

      “Had you not been talking all crazy, I wouldn’t have fallen,” she shot back.

      “So, you don’t want to have my baby?” I playfully pouted.

      Merci had me fucked up if she thought that we weren’t going to have some lil’ babies running around here. We weren’t getting any younger and having babies was something that I wanted.

      “Can we get it together first? Because at the rate your ex is going, I don’t know how much of that I can take,” she admitted.

      Stunned, I jerked my head back. I mean damn, what my ex did wasn’t my fault and I really hated that Merci was having to deal with that crazy ass shit. Fuck, I didn’t even want to be dealing with it.

      “Word, even though you see me doing what I have to do to try to control the shit?”

      “You ain’t doing enough. I don’t want to be five months pregnant and having to beat this same bitch up Grey,” she expressed.

      I guess she had a point. I couldn’t expect her to keep having to put up with Zella’s crazy antics. I knew I was tired of the shit, so I could only imagine how she felt.

      “Bae, I swear I’m sorry about all that shit.” I looked at her.

      “It’s cool, we all have baggage, but I left mine at the door and yours is still riding your back,” she replied.

      “I feel you.” I pecked her lips.

      One peck turned into another one, then it turned into me sticking my tongue into her mouth. She began sucking on my tongue doing the same trick she would do to the tip of my dick.

      “Come suck it for me,” I pulled away from her and said.

      “What you gon’ do for me?” she seductively asked as she bit down on her long manicured nails.

      “You already know I got you. Now come here.” I grabbed the back of her neck and guided her down to my dick.

      Merci pulled it out of my pants and before I could even brace myself, she began gagging on it. I loved how nasty Merci was when she sucked my shit. I swear she played no games. She always made it sloppy wet and she showed the whole mothafucka attention.

      “Damn Merci,” I hissed as I watched with low eyes as she continued to go to work.

      Not wanting to bust from her sucking my dick, I pulled out her mouth. I picked her up and laid her down on the bed. With her toes pointed towards the ceiling, I stuffed my dick in her.

      Merci gasped and closed her eyes as she dug her nails into my back.

      Slow stroking her shit as her legs rested on my shoulders, I bent down and slowly kissed her on her lips.

      “Look at me Merci,” I whispered.

      I leaned down and kissed her again. Taking her lip into my mouth, I gently bit down on it.

      “Look at me ma,” I told her again.

      Merci’s eyes fluttered open. Her eyes began to roll in the back of her head as I continued to fill her up.

      Grabbing her face, I focused her attention on me.

      “You’re going to have my baby,” I told her. I then dug so deep into her guts that she yelled out and arched her back.

      As I continued to fuck her as if it was my last time, I let my tongue glide up the side of her neck. When I got to her earlobe, I nibbled a little bit on it, then went back to sucking on her neck.

      Merci’s moans filled the room and it was something about it that had me about to bust. Taking her legs, I pressed them back as far as they would go.

      They were so far back that it allowed us to be chest to chest and for me to give her nothing but straight dick.

      “Are you going to have my baby?” I asked her, but she ignored me.

      “Merci, are you going to have my baby?” I asked aggressively as I fucked her roughly, hitting her spot.

      “Oh my god, yes. I’ll have your baby Grey,” she yelled out.

      I could feel her cumming because her pussy began to grip my dick even tighter and it became wetter. That mixed with her saying exactly what I wanted to hear, had me busting all up in her shit.

      “Fuck,” I moaned out, digging as deep as I could go as I emptied my seeds inside of her.

      Pulling out, Merci could barely keep her eyes open as she turned over on her side and fell asleep.

      Perfect, I thought as I climbed out the bed, washed up a little in the bathroom then headed out of the room to handle some shit.
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      This would officially be my second time being around Luca and it just being the two of us.

      I was so happy that I didn’t have to sneak around and hide it from Merci, because that shit would have been hard as hell the more that I thought about it.

      I was still shocked that she had invited me, or that Luca would even want me as his plus one, I guess I should say.

      This was an all new experience for me because never had I ever flown on a plane or been out of Texas. Hell, I never really left out of Houston.

      Maranda didn’t really do shit with us. The most she would do was take us to Bingo with her and after a while, that got boring.

      I still wished that my sister would have come with us, but she said that she didn’t want to be a third wheel. I still wanted her to experience this with me. It would have made it ten times more memorable.

      But I was going to try to take as many pictures and have enough fun for the both of us.

      As I sat on the sofa in his big ass apartment looking hotel room, I looked around taking in the nice view in Luca’s room.

      It was really nice, and I could tell that it was expensive. Leaning back, I made myself comfortable as I waited from him to come off the balcony. He had left me in the room after telling me he had to answer a very important phone call, which had been a good fifteen minutes ago.

      I was now tired of waiting so I got up and made my way towards the balcony. He couldn’t see me, but I could hear him.

      Instead of going out there, I paused, and I don’t know why but something in me just told me to stand there and listen.

      “I’ve been sitting here arguing with you about some shit that you said you handled,” he fussed, blowing out smoke as he leaned over the balcony.

      From where I stood, I could tell that the view was everything. I wanted to go join him, but I didn’t want to interrupt his phone call.

      He looked so good with his dreads hanging low. He had on the simplest thing; a white shirt and some black sweatpants. He currently had a pair of slippers that had G’s all over the top and I knew he smelled good because his scent still lingered on me from earlier.

      “Man fuck all that. Did you get the abortion or not Apryl?” his voice roared, startling the fuck out of me.

      I end up jumping back and running into a glass end table causing a lamp that was sitting on top to fall to the ground.

      Luca turned at the noise and when he saw me, his face softened.

      “Man handle that shit. Bye, fuck,” he said into the phone.

      He ended the call and stuffed his phone into his pocket as he walked back inside of the room.

      I didn’t even know what to say to him. In my mind, I couldn’t be mad because he wasn’t my nigga. But at the same time, I felt like that should have been something he discussed with me. Something he mentioned because had I known he had a baby mama, I would have kept my distance.

      I might not have gotten out much, but I’d seen enough fights on my street between a nigga’s baby mama and his girl. Enough to know it was some drama I didn’t want to be in.

      With each step that Luca took towards me, I took a step back.

      “It’s not what you think,” Luca tried to convince me, but there was no need to.

      I knew what I heard, and I felt like it was best if I fell back. I didn’t want to step on anyone’s toes and be in drama that I could possibly avoid.

      “I mean, what else could it be?” I asked him, confused by his choice of words.

      “It’s complicated,” he had the nerve to say.

      “Oh,” I dramatically said. “Well let me make things less complicated by eliminating myself from this problem.”

      I turned on my heels and headed for the door.

      “No. No. No. Waittt...” Luca called from behind, but I didn’t stop.

      Luca rushed in front of me and blocked the door so that I couldn’t get out.

      “Can you at least hear me out first? I swear it’s not what you think. The shit is real life fucking complicated,” he huffed, rubbing his hand down his face.

      “Ok. Well talk.” I crossed my arms across my chest and tapped my foot against the carpet, impatiently waiting for him to get to talking.

      “Can we please go sit and talk? I need to light my damn blunt back up. You done made my damn nerves bad, trying to leave and shit.” He looked at me with low eyes that were making my skin warm up and for the wall that I had quickly put up to come crashing down.

      It was something about the look that Luca gave, not to forget he was fine as fuck too.

      Rolling my eyes, I walked off and went and plopped down on the grey sofa. Moments later he joined me, throwing his feet on top of the glass table and leaning back. He lit his blunt and took a few hits from it before he started talking.

      “Alright look, I’m single as fuck. Yes, I got a girl running around here saying she pregnant by me and shit, but I’m trying to get her to abort it,” he said as if that shit was ok.

      Never did I ever want to be fucking a man, get pregnant and he tell me to get an abortion. That was some fucked up shit and I hope he didn’t think I was ok with what he was saying.

      “I mean, you were fucking her right?” I asked him, trying not to show my distaste for his way with words.

      “Yeah, so what?” He looked at me, puzzled.

      “You were fucking her, she got pregnant and you just need to man the fuck up and handle your responsibilities. I mean, are you going to do that with every girl you end up getting pregnant?” I shot at him, causing his brows to rise and for his head to jerk back.

      “Damn,” was all that he could say as he took another puff from the blunt then sat it down on the ashtray in front of him.

      “First off, I don’t mind handling my business if there was a mutual agreement to have the baby. I don’t want the baby and it is what it is.” He shrugged and I got up.

      “And I don’t want you. You got a lot of growing up to do and you’re older than me. Grow up Luca. Grow up,” I shot at him as I walked away, relieved that he didn’t chase behind me talking more nonsense.

      I left out the room and I stood there staring at the door. I hated that it had come to this because I really did like Luca. But I couldn’t do that to myself. I knew I deserved better than what he had to offer.

      Walking down the hallway, I made my way to my room. Instead of going inside of my room, I walked across the hallway and knocked on Merci’s door.

      A few seconds later, she came to the door looking like she had been knocked out.

      “You good?” I asked her as she ran her hands through her hair self-consciously.

      “Yeah girl. Come in,” she told me as she moved to the side so that I could enter.

      I walked in and went and had a seat on the sofa. Merci went into the kitchen, fixed her something to drink then came and sat beside me.

      “Everything good?” she asked after she took a sip from her water.

      “I don’t want to hear I told you so if I tell you.” I gave her the side eye. The last thing I wanted to hear from her was I told you so when it came to Luca.

      Placing her glass on the table, she threw her hands in the air. “This is a judgement free zone.”

      “Ok, so I don’t know if you knew, but Luca has a baby mama,” I told her, and her mouth fell open. I guess she didn’t know either.

      “Yeah, I know.” I shook my head from side to side.

      “Well it’s ok. You are still young. You don’t need the drama Luca will bring.” She moved towards me and gave me a hug.

      “Thank you for everything Merci.” I pulled away from her.

      “No problem. Plus, we in Vegas so let’s turn up.” She got up and began popping her ass right as Greyson cut the corner.

      “What the hell you got going on?” He paused and bit down on his lip, lusting over my cousin Merci.

      I swear, I could feel the love that he had for her and that was what I wanted. I wanted a guy to love me as much as Grey loved Merci.

      “Nothing.” She got up laughing. “I was just letting Channel know not to be sweating Luca’s ass. We in Vegas and we gon’ turn up.” She walked over to Greyson and began twirling around in front of him.

      “Turn up too much and get fucked up,” he playfully threatened her.

      “Boy please. I ain’t the one or the two. You know what it is,” she boasted, causing Grey to grab her up around her waist and pull her close.

      As I watched the two of them interact and Merci burst out laughing, I became jealous. What she had was something I wanted so badly. I hadn’t craved it as bad as I did up until now with it being thrown in my face.
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      Greyson wouldn’t tell me what the plans were, but he had strict orders that I dress it up real nice for him.

      I thought they were going to a pool party, so in my mind I just knew we were going to be able to turn up, but he had cut that short.

      I was currently standing in front of the huge mirror that went from the floor to the ceiling.

      It was sexy and had I noticed it earlier, I would have wanted to fuck Greyson in front of it.

      Twisting from side to side, I checked out my curves as this bad ass all-white dress that I got from Fashion Nova hugged my curves so tight that tonight I felt like a thick bitch.

      Around my neck laid a silver necklace, and on my wrist was a silver watch that I had gotten from James Avery.

      My feet were adorned by a pair of strap up the leg, silver Chanel heels that I prayed didn’t hurt my feet.

      My hair was bone straight and flowed effortlessly down my back. Also, my skin glowed from the baby oil that I dipped myself into, which had me looking like a chocolate glazed donut. I was looking good enough to eat, no lie, and I couldn’t wait until Greyson saw me.

      But whatever they had planned, they told us to meet them there. So, me, Brynlee and Channel had a limo scheduled to pick us up in a few.

      Channel’s ass didn’t even want to come now that her panties were in a bunch after hearing that Luca had a baby mama. Now, I didn’t know anything about that, but I didn’t expect anything less. I always felt like he was the hoe of the group.

      Hearing light knocks on the door, I picked up my diamond-studded earrings and placed them in my ear before I answered the door.

      Once opening the door, there stood my cousin Channel. She looked so beautiful that I felt like Luca was a damn fool for already fucking it up for them with his drama.

      Even though I didn’t say I told you so to her, I was happy that she had caught it now rather than when her feelings were involved because then anything could happen.

      Feelings always had the power to blind you. To make you not think clearly. Being deep off in your feelings for someone would have you doing things that you would never do. So, I was happy that Luca was out of the picture.

      “You look amazing.” I smiled at her as she stood before me.

      “You think so?” she nervously asked as she ran her hands down the side of her hips.

      Channel didn’t even know that in the real world, outside of my mother’s house, she would be considered a bad bitch. She had the body, the natural glow, the pretty hair and even pretty teeth. She was a winner but because she had been so secluded and deprived of all the latest things, she didn’t even know it.

      She really could have anyone that she wanted but I wanted to instill in her first the importance of having herself together before getting wrapped up in a damn man.

      “Yes, you look so pretty,” I replied.

      She had on this pretty yellow dress, that of course fit her banging ass body. I had taken her shopping for some bomb ass clear strap heels and she had on light jewelry. Her hair was flowing down her back and she didn’t have on not an ounce of make-up but was looking so damn pretty. Her youth shined through on her face, and if it wasn’t for her very plump ass and big breasts, you would think she was younger than what she really was.

      “Let me get my clutch and then we can walk down to Brynlee’s room,” I told her as I walked over from the entrance of the door and went to grab my clutch.

      After grabbing my clutch, we were now strutting our way down the hallway. As we passed by this glass mirror, I stopped so that Channel and I could take a picture. Every now and again I liked to post on social media and show off. Just let the people know that I was indeed still doing good and looking good.

      We were now standing in front of Brynlee’s room door. I knocked on the door and waited for her to answer.

      “Ooowweee friend, you look good,” she boasted, grabbing my hand and spinning me around.

      She was looking amazing herself. She had on a lime green dress that most likely Sawyer would not approve of because the top of the dress was lace and almost showed off her nibbles. On her feet, she also had on a pair of heels that had the clear strap across and she had curled her hair in big barrel curls.

      “Oh, look at you Channel. Luca isn’t going to be able to keep his hands off of you.” She winked at her and Channel gave her a faint smile.

      “No, trouble in paradise already?” Brynlee questioned, covering her mouth in shock.

      “He has a baby mama and I don’t have time,” Channel told her.

      “Trust, I totally understand, baby mamas can cause hell in your life, when the nigga doesn’t get them under control. If you really like Luca you’ll make him make sure you don’t have any problems from his baby mama because chile, Sawyer had to get Kelia under control if we were going to get anywhere,” Brynlee told Channel.

      Brynlee was indeed giving my cousin good advice. Advice that I of course could have given her, but I didn’t want her with no damn Luca. I just felt like she deserved better.

      “How did that work out?” Channel now asked, giving Brynlee her full attention.

      Not really caring to hear the conversation, I slipped by the two of them and went and poured me up a drink until it was time for us to go down and get into the limo.

      As the two of them talked, I went and sat down at the bar, sipped on my drink and scrolled through my phone. I was ready to go. I was missing Greyson and I also wanted to know what in the hell their asses had planned.

      Finally, it was time to head down so that we could enter the limo. As we walked, the people that were also in the hotel were looking at us as if they had never seen some bad ass black women before.

      “So, you’re just going to stare at them like I’m not right here?” this one chick asked her man as we slipped past them to get onto the elevator.

      Once we were on the elevator and the doors were slowly closing, we could hear her cursing him, which caused us to fill the small space with loud laughter.

      “Men ain’t shit.” I laughed.

      “Nah, her nigga ain’t,” Brynlee corrected me as the elevator made a dinging noise and opened wide so that we could exit.

      As we made it to the front of the hotel and out of the glass doors, standing outside with a sign with all of our names on it stood this tall, foreign looking guy.

      “Hey,” I said, skeptical as I walked over to him.

      “We are the ones that you are here to pick up.” I turned and pointed at the other two girls then faced him, giving him a faint smile.

      Greeting us with a smile, he informed us of his name then opened the door for us. Each of us piled inside of the limo and smiled when we saw three gold bags with our names on it.

      “Oh, looks like Luca might be feeling you more than you think,” Brynlee told Channel as she passed her, her bag.

      We each sat there with huge smiles on our faces as we each tore into our bags, pulling out our gifts.

      “Oh, so he trying to make me pull out some of my good tricks,” Brynlee stated as she dangled the diamond gold necklace in the air that had a heart on it, and engraved in the heart was their daughter’s name.

      Sawyer new that having Sai’Ann meant the world to Brynlee because for so long she had to endure the pain of losing children.

      Before I could even compliment her on how beautiful the necklace was, you could hear her light sniffles.

      “Why are you crying friend?” I asked, placing my gift back in the bag before I could open it, and scooted closer to her.

      Wrapping my arms around her, Brynlee stared up at the roof of the car dabbing at her eyes, trying not to ruin her make-up.

      “I’m ok friend. They’re not sad tears but more so joyful ones. I get really emotional sometimes when it comes to things like this. Sawyer was the best thing that could have ever happened to me. I can’t believe my ass was ever with Troy,” she confessed.

      Moving on to something better always made you look at your ex in disgust and question if something was wrong you. That’s how I felt about Nix. I always wondered what in the hell did I see him. He wasn’t even good looking to me anymore. His horrible ways and disrespect made him the ugliest man in world, and he should be happy that I didn’t let Greyson tear into his ass like I really wanted him to do.

      The only reason why I didn’t was because I didn’t want him getting in trouble behind Nix.

      “Sawyer loves you friend, and I am so happy that you found the light at the end of the tunnel. You deserve happiness. That’s all I ever wanted for you,” I let her know, which caused my eyes to start misting up.

      We were now in the car crying like we were headed to a funeral. After drying our faces, we were now laughing at our emotional asses.

      “Now that that’s out the way, let’s finish opening our gifts,” I said as I finished digging inside of the bag.

      Pulling out a few goodies, the last thing in the bag was a velvet gold box. As I held it in my hands, I could hear both Channel and Brynlee gasp.

      I held the box in my hand, and I could feel myself shaking. My nerves were on edge and I couldn’t build up the courage to even open it to see if it was what I really thought it was.

      “Open the damn box Merci.” Brynlee nudged me out of the daze I was in, causing me to widen my eyes back on the box.

      “I ca—can’t,” I stuttered.

      “Merci, come on,” they both said in unison, prompting me to open the box.

      Taking a deep breath, I opened the box slowly. I looked down and there was a piece of paper inside.

      Now I was upset a little. I guess because it wasn’t what I expected. I grabbed the folded up piece of paper out of the box then threw the box down.

      As I unfolded the piece of paper, both Brynlee and Channel looked at me intensely.

      To Merci,

      I know that you were probably expecting something else inside of this box. However, stay calm because you know that I want nothing more than to make you my wife. But first I want to let you know that I love you.

      I love your smile, the sound of your laugh, the way you smell. I love how your skin glows and how soft it is. I love how hardworking you are and how you make a nigga feel. It’s crazy because I feel like we keep being tested, and I hate that shit. I pray that we are strong enough to withstand anything that comes our way. Shit, I already know you’re tough enough, but the question is, do you love me enough?

      Follow the rose petals that are laid out for you. P.S. Tell Brynlee and Channel thank you.

      Jerking my head up from the piece of paper, I looked at the both of them and they both wore this dumb ass grin on their faces.

      “You bitches,” I expressed, flabbergasted that they were in on the shit.

      “Wait, so where are you two going?” I looked at the both of them.

      “I was going back to the room but since Luca done bought me this nice ass watch and earrings, I guess I’ll hear him out and plus, he has been texting and begging for me to.” Channel rolled her eyes like she was annoyed with Luca’s persistent gesture, but I knew she wasn’t. This nigga was doing things she wasn’t used to, so I knew he had her nose wide open.

      “And you…” I turned to Brynlee because I couldn’t believe she didn’t at least throw any hints to me.

      “Girl, you know I’m about to go be with my man. He said he got a surprise for me. So, I’m excited to see.” She cheesed real hard as I sat in my seat feeling like I was about to melt into it.

      My anxiety level was now high as fuck and I couldn’t stop thinking about Greyson’s words that he had written on this piece of paper. I wanted to know what exactly did he have planned and was he going to really pop the question?

      We were now pulling up to the first stop, which I assumed was for me. As we all sat there, the door swung open and there stood Luca. He was dressed in a nice all-black suit, his dreads were freshly twisted to the back and of course he had on all his gold chains, and a Rolex on his wrist.

      “You better treat her right,” I warned him, but he waved me off and grabbed Channel’s hand once she exited out of the limo.

      The look in Luca’s eyes let me know that he did see something in my cousin. I also had to understand that Luca was not the type of guy to wine and dine a female, so for him to be doing this said a lot.

      Saying bye to Channel, the limo began to pull off leaving me and Brynlee to sit in the back seat quiet. I guess we were both deep in our own thoughts.

      After about ten minutes of riding, we came to a stop again and this time, Sawyer was the one waiting when the door to the limo swung open.

      Of course, he was looking like the smooth, boss ass nigga that he was. He didn’t have on a suit like Luca did, but Sawyer looked real nice in his button-down shirt, a pair of slacks and his gold chains decorated his neck also.

      The moment his eyes landed on Brynlee, a big smile graced his face and I could see the sparkle in his eye. It was crazy, but I felt their love. I could feel the energy that radiated off the two of them. I couldn’t picture the two with anybody else. It was like Brynlee being with Sawyer allowed her to still be her hood, educated self, and I loved it.

      “Bye love birds,” I sang out of the car as I watched Sawyer pull her close and immediately begin to kiss her.

      Shaking my head and smiling as Brynlee waved bye over her shoulder, I sat nervously alone now as I waited for my stop.
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      I could only imagine what it felt like to actually walk down the aisle and say I do. My stomach was currently turning in knots as I waited for Merci to show up.

      I had thought about this shit long and hard. I knew deep down in my heart that this was the right move. There was no second guessing the shit. The moment that I wanted to kill behind her, was the moment I knew it was real.

      I had already set the shit up when we were still in Texas. I didn’t know exactly how I was going to go about it, but I knew it was going to happen.

      As I stood up under the dim lighting inside of the building that I had rented out, I looked around at the decorations I had someone do for me. Had Merci not been the one that I was doing all this for, I would have hired her ass because I knew that she would have done a better job at putting everything together.

      Real shit, I felt like Merci slept on the fact that she could decorate her ass off. Yeah, she could throw a live ass party together but most of the time people were more so amazed at how well she executed the look that they had in mind.

      Standing nervously, I looked down at my watch to check the time. I knew that she should have been walking her fine ass in at any moment now.

      Outside of the building, I had rose petals thrown out that would lead her right in here to me. I also had a bomb ass candlelight dinner prepared for us and upstairs on the roof, was a pool that I planned on making love to her in all fucking night long. I had already picked out her a certain swimsuit and everything.

      Finally, the sound of her heels could be heard clicking against the tile floor. Once she finally made it to where I stood, she had this goofy smile on her face.

      “Grey…” she called my name as her eyes sat low, and I could tell that she was on the verge of crying.

      “You get my letter?” I asked her as I wrapped my arms around her waist.

      We stood there rocking from side to side as the sound of music began to echo from the surround sound that was in the building.

      The song “I’ll Be Loving You Forever” by Damage played softly in the background as I stared down into Merci’s beautiful brown eyes.

      “Yeah.” Her voice crackled a little because I knew her ass was trying to hold back the tears.

      “And?” I asked her.

      “And I love you. I love you for being different. I love you for protecting me. I love you Grey. I love everything about you, and I couldn’t see my life without you.” She was now crying like a baby as she laid her head on my shoulder to hide her face.

      Backing away from her, I cupped her chin and made her look up at me. I leaned close enough to kiss her tears away.

      “Merci, I meant every word in that letter and I promise that I will forever protect you, love you and be that nigga that you need. I want to continue to watch you grow into this bomb ass business owner and watch you have our kids and all that good family shit, but I got one question,” I told her as I dug in my pocket and pulled the ring out.

      I got down on one knee and held the ring up in the air. “Will you marry me?”

      Merci, of course, threw her hands to her face and began crying so hard, she couldn’t even respond. She was never a big cryer so to see her allowing herself to be this emotional in front of me, told me a lot. She trusted me. She loved a nigga.

      Getting up off of the ground, I pulled her close to me and held her tightly as she continued to cry.

      “Damn, so is that a no?” I asked her.

      “No, I do want to marry you.” She finally looked up from her hands.

      Her once perfect, made up face was now ruined, as her mascara ran down her cheeks causing her to look like she was getting ready for Halloween but despite all of that, she was still beautiful.

      The white dress that she had on, made my dick hard the moment she entered the room.

      I was now able to slide the ring onto her finger and I watched as she examined the ring with her mouth wide open.

      “Close your mouth before I put something up in it.” I winked at her.

      Merci jumped up in my arms and wrapped her legs around me. She began raining kisses all over me.

      “I love you so much Grey,” she expressed as I held her up in my arms.

      “I love you more ma,” I let her know.

      We stood there for a minute before I eased her down to the ground.

      “You want to eat or go straight to what else I have planned?” I ran my hand across my chin as I looked at her in a perverted manner.

      “No, I need to eat because I’m about to get fucked up so I can fuck my man all night long.” She bit down on her lip sexually as she waltzed over to the table and sat down, giving me a sneak peek on the fact that she had on no panties.

      “Why are you playing with me?” I asked her, causing her to give me this shy look, like she had no clue as to what I was talking about.

      “What?” She winked before she crossed her legs one over the other.

      As we sat down, talking and eating, Merci snapped a few pictures of the two of us and her ring and of course posted it all over social media.

      After the dinner, I took her ass up on top of the roof where the pool was located and fucked her all night long.
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      Vegas had been lit for the most part. To be real, all we did was chill by the pool when it wasn’t too hot or hit a club up. Even though Sawyer was on vacation too, somehow, he ended up doing a show at one of the clubs we had a section in. The promoter for the club was originally from Houston and had just moved to Vegas a good six months ago, so he was hyped when he saw Sawyer.

      We were now all exhausted from the heat and ready to get home to the weather that we took for granted.

      As we all laid back on the plane coupled up, I stared at my girl, my soon-to-be wife, as she laid on my shoulder knocked out. I knew for a fact that if she wasn’t pregnant before she was damn sure was now.

      Just the thought of her ass pregnant had a nigga feeling some type of way, but in a good way. It also had me wishing that my mother was still here so that she could meet Merci and even have the chance to be a grandma. I knew without a doubt that my mother would have made a bomb ass fucking G-ma because despite her poor decision making when it came to the guy she fell for, that didn’t take away from the mother she was.

      Sighing, I shook those thoughts away and decided to close my eyes and rest, just so I wouldn’t sit up the remainder of the flight thinking about that depressing ass shit.
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      “You sure you don’t need us to drop you off?” Merci asked Channel.

      Merci was still being overprotective of her when Luca was actually, in my opinion, treating her better than I had ever seen that nigga treat a female. He was never one to do all that he was doing, so I really needed Merci to cut him some slack.

      “Yes Merci, I’m sure. I will text you or call you whenever I get home,” Channel expressed as she wheeled her suitcase away with Luca right beside her.

      Sawyer and Brynlee were one of the first ones to jet out as soon as we landed. They both had been expressing how much they missed their kids and couldn’t wait to pick them up.

      That was some real G-shit. Sawyer was that nigga whom I looked up to. He didn’t always have good ways, but he always had good intentions and he was a rare one.

      “You might as well accept what they have going on.” I side-eyed Merci.

      “What?” She looked up at me.

      “You heard me woman. Respect and accept what the two of them got going on,” I repeated myself.

      Merci rolled her eyes, of course, but she didn’t give me a rebuttal. Instead, she began to wheel her luggage and headed for the exit doors.

      Laughing at her, I pulled my phone out and requested an Uber then followed behind.

      It was about eight at night and we were now finally pulling up to my house. I couldn’t wait to hop in a hot shower with Merci, fuck the shit out of her then sleep like a baby.

      “Thank you,” I told the Uber driver as Merci and I got of the Uber XL. I made my way to the back of the car, where I got both of our bags out of the trunk.

      “Baby, I can’t wait to get inside. Vegas wore me the fuck out.” She yawned as she covered her mouth after stretching.

      “Nah, don’t blame that shit on Vegas. You know I wore that ass all the way out,” I joked, pulling the keys out of my pocket to unlock the door.

      “Really?” She laughed as I pushed the door open for her to enter.

      Leaving the suitcases by the door, I decided that we could unpack them tomorrow because that was the last thing on my mind.

      Merci and I made our way up the stairs and the light in my bedroom was on, which puzzled me. I didn’t remember leaving it on. Hell, I knew I didn’t because turning it off was one of the first things I always did.

      “Baby, did you leave the light on?” I asked Merci as I made my way inside of the room with her right behind me.

      “No, I don’t think so. Maybe you did.” She shrugged as if it was nothing, but my gut feeling told me otherwise.

      Walking over to the nightstand by my bed, I pulled it open and retrieved my gun. I wasn’t about to take any chances.

      With my back to Merci, I took the safety off and stuck it the back of my pants, not wanting to alarm her.

      “Baby, I’m about to get the shower started,” she let me know as she turned to look at me as she opened the bathroom door.

      “What the fuck?” she expressed as the sound of her stepping in water caused me to see what was going on.

      “Oh my god, Greyson,” Merci screamed out as she covered her mouth and fell to the ground, looking at something in such horror.

      “Merci, what is it?” I asked.

      I didn’t know why, but my heart sunk as I raced to the bathroom and barged in.

      What I saw was something that I least expected. Zella!

      To Be Continued….
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        Hey my loves! Like omg, we have another one. I still can’t believe you all rock with me the way that you do. I swear, if I have never told you before, THANK YOU!! I appreciate every last one of you and I truly wish that I could tell you all individually. I hope that each and every last one of you enjoyed this read just as much as I did writing it. Please leave a review and let me know exactly what you thought. Make sure you join my readers group for all details about the contest. bookwithHER

      

      

      

      
        
        I love you all and I promise there is more to come.

        xoxo- Prenisha Aja’
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      With her foot in the door and not knowing much about the industry, she wrote and Self-Published her Debut Novel A Bitter Love which opened many doors for her.
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        Royalty Publishing House is now accepting manuscripts from aspiring or experienced urban romance authors!

      

      

      

      WHAT MAY PLACE YOU ABOVE THE REST:

      

      Heroes who are the ultimate book bae: strong-willed, maybe a little rough around the edges but willing to risk it all for the woman he loves.

      

      Heroines who are the ultimate match: the girl next door type, not perfect - has her faults but is still a decent person. One who is willing to risk it all for the man she loves.

      

      The rest is up to you! Just be creative, think out of the box, keep it sexy and intriguing!

      

      If you'd like to join the Royal family, send us the first 15K words (60 pages) of your completed manuscript to submissions@royaltypublishinghouse.com
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