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      Shae was supposed to have been home damn near thirty minutes ago. I knew she’d clocked out at the job because she sent me a text message right before she did it. Maybe my new enemies had me thinking all types of crazy shit that could have possibly happened to her, which is why I had been pacing this fuckin’ living room for the past ten minutes. I’d sent her about three text messages, and I had called her phone more than ten times.

      I felt like a lame ass nigga, damn near stalking my own shorty, but because of the fucked-up shit that happened months ago between her and Dino, I had to be overprotective like this. On top of that, I had my phone tracking her location, but that really wasn’t any help because I didn’t know if she wasn’t around service or what, but it couldn’t pick up a proper location.

      To say I was stressed was a fuckin’ understatement. I had a blunt hanging from my mouth, and I was pacing this floor the same way I was three years ago when I was at the hospital with Tahira, praying to God that the baby she told me we had conceived really wasn’t mine. There wasn’t much in life that could cause me to stress, but when it came to my shorty, I’ll fuck around and catch high blood pressure behind her because I honestly just cared that much.

      I was just about to call Jashae’s cell phone again, but all of a sudden, I heard a car door slam outside in the driveway. I glanced out of the window, and it was her getting out of her Lexus truck. First thing that I noticed was that she didn’t turn her car off when she got out. She probably was able to feel the heat of my eyes on her because, eventually, she peered over at me. I don’t know why, but I could just sense that she was about to be on some bullshit. I walked away from the window, just so I could meet her at the door. Stress, weariness, and maybe even a little bit of disappointment was written all over her face.

      “Why the car still running? Your phone broke or something? You ain’t see a nigga calling you back to back for damn near the last forty- five minutes? The type of life we living, shorty, you not in no fuckin’ predicament to be ignoring fuckin’ phone calls! I thought something happened to your ass!” I barked.

      At the same time, I snatched the phone out of her hands, only to see that she had a battery that was charged more than fifty percent. On top of that, I saw all of the missed calls and text message notifications on the home screen.

      “I’m still waiting for you to tell me why—”

      “I have Trip’s daughter in the car,” she blurted out. Hearing her say that shut my ass right up. I even put the blunt out because I all of a sudden didn’t even feel like smoking that shit anymore. I stared at her for a good twenty seconds, just to see if she was bullshitting me, but the serious look on her face never changed. She wouldn’t even look at me; she knew that this shit was foul.

      I personally knew how timid Shae was, especially with all the shit that had been happening in her life. The biggest one right now was her having to go to court in a few weeks for running up in Taylor’s mama’s shit. I knew that it had her stressing, so I was trying to be considerate of her feelings, but at the same time, I wanted to be selfish and say that I didn’t give a fuck about her feelings. She obviously didn’t give a fuck about mine when she decided to bring Trip’s daughter over here. I didn’t like that shit, and I wasn’t going to pretend that I did.

      “For what?” I simply asked, carefully choosing my words.

      “Miami, I don’t know. Trip’s mom left her in the garage at my job. I couldn’t just leave her there. Technically, that’s Vonte’s sister, and—”

      “Yo, leave Vonte out of this shit. I see what you’re doing, shorty. Since you want to throw blood out there, then that’s Trip’s fuckin’ daughter! You’re not married to that nigga. Therefore, that doesn’t make you her stepmother. Because he got his ass locked up, and he serving a life sentence, we supposed to be the ones in charge of his child? Fuck outta here with that, man! Where her mama at?” I asked, and she shrugged as if she didn’t know.

      “Toddrick, I don’t know! I’m calling Trip’s mom, and she won’t answer the phone for me. I even wrote Krystal on Instagram as I was driving over here, and she didn’t write back either. What did you want me to do, Miami, when I saw her outside my job? Nigga, you know me well enough to know that I wasn’t about to leave no fuckin’ five-year-old little girl in a fuckin’ garage!

      “Look, I’m not asking for a damn lecture from you, and neither am I asking you to continue yelling at me because of what I decided to do. Are you going to ride around with me so we can find her mama or what? Miami, I’ll go with or without you, and you know I will!” she snapped.

      I swear, the only reason I decided to go was that I didn’t want her riding around the whole fuckin’ Miami on her own trying to find Trip’s baby mama.

      “Hold on, yo! Let me put on a shirt. Also, let me shoot a text to my baby mama and let her know that we not going to the dinner anymore. Or would you want to bring your stepdaughter with us, and we go and look for her mother later?” I asked, looking down at her.

      I knew my choice of words probably pissed her off, but I didn’t care. She released a sigh and then pushed back a few loose strands of hair and put it behind her ear.

      “Miami, please! If you want to be technical here, realize that I had two options. I could have chosen to not include you in any of this and went on my own to go and find her damn mama. Instead, I came to you with it, thinking that I was doing the right thing by not sneaking around about it. I don’t want to be in this situation as much as you don’t want to be in it! I have enough shit going on in my life right now as is, so I don’t need you make the shit worse. I’m sleeping at my grandma’s tonight when all of this is over too. You seriously just pissed me off for the rest of the fuckin’ day!” She tried to walk away, but I grabbed her arm and pulled her close to me.

      I was so close to her that I could smell her breath, and her mouth wasn’t even open. Our noses were touching and everything.

      “I look like I’ma willingly let you sleep in a different space from me? You sleeping in the exact same spot that you’ve been sleeping in for the past few months. Go get back in the car. You done had her in there too long by herself.” I said what I had to say, and then I let her go.

      She went back in the car while I jogged upstairs and went inside my drawer and threw on the first shirt that I could find. We were supposed to have been on our way to dinner, yet here we were again, picking up the missing pieces for Trip and his bullshit! Once the alarm and everything was on in the house, and I made sure that I had my gun on my hip, I walked out the door. I went over to the driver’s side of Jashae’s car and pulled it open. She was already sitting down, with her seatbelt on and everything, ready to pull out with or without me.

      “Get in the passenger, and I’ll drive,” I let her know.

      She sighed, and then she took the seat belt off. I knew she was mad at me. I could tell from her body language alone. Once she was out of the seat, she went over and got into the passenger seat while I was still standing and looking at the little girl in the backseat. Her seatbelt was on, and she was lying with her head on the window. There sat one of her bags on the floor while she had the other one in her lap, and she held onto it as she slept. I didn’t know how to feel about this, and at the end of the day, I had to keep in mind that she was a little girl who didn’t have a say so in any of this shit. So, it wasn’t her that I was mad at.

      I jumped in the driver seat, put my seat belt on, and shot out of the driveway. Shae directed me the whole ride to Trip’s mama’s house. Of course, when we pulled up, there weren’t any cars in the parking lot. How grown ass people would think that it’s okay to just leave a fuckin’ little girl in a garage as if she was a stray dog was beyond me. I swear, some women aren’t worthy enough to let cum be dropped off inside of them. Instead, they were better off swallowing it because then they bring the children into this world and make fucked up choices where the child has to be the one to pay for it.

      “Wait right here. I’m going to knock,” I said, although there weren’t any cars in the driveway.

      The home had a one car garage, and there was a chance that her car could have been in the garage. We weren’t in a good area. I knew that for a fact, so I made sure that Jashae locked the doors when I got out. For five minutes straight, I banged and kicked on this fuckin’ door, and no one ever came to answer it. I wasn’t even all that mad because I had a feeling that this would happen. I headed back to the car, and for about a minute, neither Shae nor I said anything.

      “We can try Liberty Square. Krystal was living there the same time that I was living there back in the day. Maybe she still lives over there, or someone there may know her,” Jashae suggested.

      Instead of saying anything, I just headed in that direction. Liberty Square was our childhood. That’s where I moved to when I met Trip and Jashae. Trip’s mother’s house wasn’t that far from it because within five minutes, I pulled the car into the old, rundown apartment homes. Looking in the rearview mirror, I could see that the little girl in the backseat had woken up. I watched her body language, and it screamed so many things, but the biggest scream of them all was fear.

      Jashae must have peeped that I was looking at her because she eventually turned around in her seat, and she looked in the back.

      “Is this where you live?” Jashae asked her. It took her a little minute to answer Shae, but when she did, she just shrugged.

      “Come on. We’re going to find out,” Jashae said and opened the passenger side door.

      I shut the car off and got out as well then watched as Shae helped the little girl out of the backseat, holding onto her tiny hand. It was the first time that I actually saw her attire, and all I could say was that her mama needed her ass beat for even having her child out here looking like this. I mean this with absolutely no disrespect, but it looked like Shae had literally picked this little girl up from the streets. I had to eventually stop looking because that shit was just pissing me the fuck off.

      “Does any of this look familiar to you, Maya? Do you live here?” Shae asked.

      “Myyy… myyy… Naa… Nana.” She pointed with her small finger to an apartment that wasn’t too far from where we were standing.

      I immediately picked up on her stuttering when she opened up her mouth to talk. I can’t even lie, that shit kind of pulled at my heart because I could see her struggle to force out the words to properly answer Shae’s question. I remember being in middle school, and this boy who took a few classes with me used to stutter really badly. The kids picked on him every chance they got, and seeing how scared and timid she just was to talk, I wondered if she was being bullied because of her speech, even though she was so young.

      My eyes eventually left them and wandered around to what was happening in front of me. This shit looked exactly the same as it did years ago when I lived there. Niggas were posted on the walls selling dope. Dice games were going on, little kids were running outside barefoot, and the majority of the people were outside sitting on their balcony.

      This was why I always made sure to give back to the hood any chance that I got; just for these people to have some kind of hope. Every year before the first day of school, I pulled up in a U-Haul truck with nothing but bookbags, shoes, supplies, and everything else that these kids would need to have a successful school year.

      I shook my head at some of the shit that I saw, and I was glad that Shae and Maya weren’t looking at what was happening on the sides of the buildings that we just passed because there was a fuckin’ crackhead sucking in the corner. More than likely, that was her way of paying for her drug of choice.

      “That’s your nana?” Shae asked Maya once we arrived at an apartment where I swear it had to have been more than thirty people standing outside by the back door.

      The nana that Shae was asking Maya about didn’t look like your average grandma. You know, the ones who actually looked like they could be your nana instead of your young ass mama? If this was Maya’s grandma for real, she looked young as hell. She was sitting down in a chair, with a grown ass man between her legs, as she braided his hair. A blunt dangled from her mouth, and she had a bottle of Hennessy between her legs, which I watched her take a swig out of as we approached.

      “Miami! Can we get a picture with you?”

      Damn near five grown ass men walked up to me, phones out, ready to get a picture, but I wasn’t on that right now. I thought because I had my hat so low on my head that people wouldn’t have been able to spot me, but I was wrong.

      “Not right now. I’m busy” I said, but it wasn’t in a rude way.

      Not sure if they respected what I said, or they just simply didn’t give a fuck that they couldn’t take a picture with me, but they just eventually walked away.

      “No! No! No! I don’t know who you are, but don’t drop that little girl off with me! It’s a church down the street where you can leave her ass right there on that fuckin’ step, but she can’t come here! Her funky ass mama brought her ass over here a few days ago and talked to me like I didn’t push her ass out of my coochie, so no, I’m not doing no favors for that bitch! If your plan was to drop her her off, circle back because I don’t want her,” the woman who Maya referred to as her nana yelled.

      I wanted to take my gun out and pistol whip her dumb ass for saying that stupid shit in front of this little ass girl.

      “Do you know where Krystal is then? Listen, I don’t want to be in this mess, as much as you don’t want to be in it, but she was dropped off at my job a few hours ago, and I’m just trying to return her to some type of family. Where is your daughter?” Jashae asked. I could hear it in her voice that she was annoyed by this entire thing.

      “I don’t know where the fuck Krystal is! A few days ago, when she brought her ass over here, she was asking me if I could permanently keep Maya because she was planning to move to Atlanta to dance, so Atlanta is my best bet. Look, Krystal don’t give a fuck about this little girl. I guess she thought having a baby by that jail bird was going to change something. I love Maya, but I can’t keep her. I’m living in a two-bedroom apartment, with four of my grown ass kids and three of my grandchildren in here with me. Drop her ass off at the church, but I don’t want her,” she carried on.

      Maya stood there next to Jashae, as if none of this shit fazed her. As if she was so fuckin’ used to people disclaiming her.

      “Yo, let’s go!” I said to Jashae because if that stupid bitch kept on talking, I couldn’t promise what I was going to do with my hands or what was going to come out of my mouth for that matter.

      I could tell by the look in Jashae’s eyes that it was so much more that she wanted to say, but she dropped it. When we got back in the car, I swear we were right back to square one. The doors were closed, and it was just the three of us. Out of nowhere, Jashae just burst out crying. I pulled down on my long chin hair and released a sigh.

      “Why you crying, Jashae?” I asked.

      She quickly wiped her face and then shook her head no, as if it was nothing.

      “Talk to me, shorty. What’s up?” I pried, pulling on her hands, that were covering her face in an attempt to keep me from seeing her cry.

      “I don’t know what to do… I can’t… we can’t just drop her off anywhere. I know this is not what you want, Miami. It’s not even what I want, but don’t make me do this,” she cried, looking at me with sad eyes.

      Big tear drops fell from her eyes when she looked at me. Shae’s heart was one of the things that made me fall in love with her in the first place. I say that shit all the time that her inner and her outer beauty was some shit that attracted me to her from the get-go. Here she was, didn’t even know the first thing about this little girl, and her heart was so fuckin’ big that she couldn’t just drop her off. Any other woman would have left Maya in the garage where she’d found her.

      I used my hands to wipe away the tears on her face, and I didn’t say shit. First off, I would never make my shorty do some shit that she didn’t want to do, so why the thought of me having her just drop Maya off somewhere even registered in her mind was beyond me. I turned toward the backseat and looked at Maya, who had been looking in the front seat at Jashae and I the entire time. She was a pretty little girl, which is why I was having a hard time understanding how anyone could just throw her to the wolves like that.

      “You hungry, Maya?” I asked.

      Her head was down, and she shrugged like she didn’t know if she was hungry or not. I let out a laugh. All the while, my eyes were still on her.

      “You hungry or not, lil mama? What you want to eat?” I asked.

      Her head was still down, and she hadn’t said anything yet.

      “Pizza,” she literally mumbled. I mean, I practically read her lips to see what she said because that’s just how low she was.

      “Pizza it is then. You want pizza, shorty?” I asked Jashae, and she let me know that pizza was fine.

      I had a little spot in Miami that I liked to go to, which was called, Andiamo! Brick Oven Pizza, so that’s where I decided to take them. The entire way to the restaurant, no one said anything. I was pretty sure that everyone was wrapped up in their thoughts about what was going to come after this. To tell you the truth, I didn’t know what the outcome would be. Not to say that there was anything wrong with Maya, but lil mama wasn’t my daughter, and neither was she Jashae’s daughter. Not to sound selfish, but I just didn’t see how she should be our priority.

      I wasn’t even putting this shit on Trip because that nigga was locked up, and he wouldn’t be able to do a damn thing with Maya because it wasn’t like she could be in the cell with him. I put this shit on his raggedy ass baby mama and her raggedy ass mammy! I had no thoughts of just dropping Maya off anywhere, but at the same time, I don’t necessarily agree with Shae and I having to be the ones to raise her either. My mind was going into overdrive, and to stop those thoughts, I ended up turning on the radio in hopes that it would block out the voices that were in my head.

      Almost twenty minutes later, we pulled up to the restaurant. There really wasn’t much of a wait, so we were able to walk right in and get seated. We sat at a booth, where I sat on one bench by myself, and Maya and Jashae sat on the other side together. The waitress had given Maya a coloring sheet and some crayons, which she had yet to pick up. My daughter would have had that crayon in her hands, ready to play tic-tac- toe, although her little ass didn’t know how to play for shit, and she was only three. She would be four in a couple of months, though.

      “What kind of pizza do you like?” Shae asked Maya.

      “Chh… Chesse” she responded.

      Maya liked Shae; that much was so obvious. She wasn’t as timid around her.

      “I like cheese pizza too. I think I want to try the pineapple pizza this time, though. You like pineapples on your pizza?” Jashae asked Maya.

      She quickly shook her head no, as if that was disgusting. That shit was disgusting, and it had me looking at Shae funny. I looked at her the same way I looked at her last night when she put mustard on the donuts that she made me go out and get her at almost eleven o’clock at night.

      “You don’t ever put pineapples on your pizza. Your ass don’t even like pepperoni,” I reminded her.

      “I know, baby, but I want to try something different,” she said, and then she focused her attention back on Maya.

      I didn’t say shit. I just continued to scan the menu, although I already knew what I wanted.

      “Is… ssh… shee… going… tt… to co… come back. ff… foorr me?” Maya asked, looking up at Shae.

      More than likely, she was referring to her raggedy ass mama. I could tell that Shae didn’t want to answer that question, but she did it anyway.

      “Maya, I don’t know. I don’t know what’s going to happen. Who else watches you besides your mama and nana?” Jashae asked.

      “Me,” she sadly responded.

      “You want to try calling your mommy?” Jashae asked, and Maya nodded her head that she did.

      Jashae looked over at me before she said something.

      “I have her number from the DM. I’m going to try it again,” she let me know, and I nodded.

      I watched as Shae dialed the number, and she passed Maya the phone. She reached her little hand out and placed the phone to her ear. I could see it in her eyes that she was anticipating her mom answering the phone.

      “Hi, Mommy,” her soft voice finally called out.

      I heard a bunch of screaming on the other end, although I was sitting across from Maya. Whatever her mama was on the other end of the line saying, it was making Maya very emotional because she started to cry.

      “Are… yy… you… ggg… gonna… gg… get me?” she stuttered through her cries.

      The yelling could be heard again, and this time, Shae snatched the phone and put it on speaker.

      “This is Jashae. Krystal, where the hell are you? Do you realize that Trip’s mama dropped Maya off at my job today? This is your daughter, not mine! Why the hell would you just leave her like that?” Jashae asked.

      “Because I’m no good for her right now, Jashae! I left her with Trip’s mom because I was under the impression that she would have been a better grandmother to her than my mom because my mom is horrible with Maya. Look, ain’t nobody trying to hire me in Miami, so I wasn’t able to properly take care of my daughter the way that I wanted to. I’m in Atlanta to dance, and after I stack a little money, then I’ll send for my child-

      “And where exactly do you have in mind for her to stay until you get it together?” Shae asked.

      “I don’t fuckin’ know! I don’t care, so why do you? Drop her off to a church, I don’t know!” that stupid bitch said, sounding every bit of her dumb ass mama.

      “Here’s what I think happened. You can jump in at any time you wish and correct me if I’m wrong. You were giving that pussy up to Trip in the visitation room, right?” she asked, and Krystal didn’t answer. “I’m going to take your silence as a yes. I wouldn’t do it, so I guess he had to get a dumb, gullible ass bitch to do it. In the midst of all that, I’m sure he was giving you a bunch of jailhouse lies, just so you could do whatever he needed you to do. I bet he told you he loved you and that he wanted to marry you. That’s what niggas in jail do! They fuckin’ lie!

      “I also think that Trip didn’t know a fuckin’ thing about Maya for the past five years, and now that you probably told him about her, he probably told you that he didn’t want shit to do with you or her, right? So, because he didn’t want anything to do with this, now you decide to run your ass away from your responsibilities, which is fucked up because Maya didn’t ask to be here. Oh, and to answer your question, I care because the child that I lost was once five years old, and I would hate for someone to dump him off somewhere as if his life meant nothing. I’m going to figure out what I’m going to do with Maya, while you figure it out what you’re going to do in Atlanta, but when you do get it all figured out, have this same energy and don’t come looking for her,” Jashae said, and then she ended the phone call.

      “We can box the food up to go. I don’t even care to eat in here anymore,” Jashae let me know.

      I could tell that this shit was taking a huge toll on her. I nodded because I was in the same boat.

      

      Two hours later

      It was late, and because we still hadn’t come to a conclusion on what we were going to do with Maya, we decided to just bring her home with us for the night. After boxing up the food at the restaurant, we ended up going to Walmart just to get a few things that Maya would need for the night. Those duffle bags didn’t have shit inside them but a bunch of dirty ass clothes and some dolls. I didn’t know what God was trying to do, by dropping this on us, but as of right now, I was following His lead.

      No matter what ill feelings that I had for Trip, I couldn’t just drop this little ass girl off anywhere. I wasn’t a nigga who moved like that because I believed in karma, and if I did some dirty shit like that, I believed that dirty shit would come from back to me. I had options on what I wanted to do, but I had yet to discuss those options with Shae. We would have to find this little girl a foster home or something. When it came down to it, though, I was going to let Shae take the lead on this, and I would follow whatever the fuck she wanted to do.

      Thirty minutes ago, Shae was in one of the guest bathrooms giving Maya a bath and washing her matted hair. That little girl screamed and cried like she was getting her ass beat. After all of that, I needed to get high, and that’s exactly what I was doing. Her screams and her cries sounded like she was in there being murdered, and I couldn’t stand to hear that little girl crying like that, so I dipped.

      I was on our bedroom balcony with a fat ass blunt. My feet were kicked up, and I was enjoying this Miami view. I’d already showered, so all I had on were a pair of Gucci sweat shorts, and I languished in the slight breeze that Miami had tonight. I left the balcony sliding glass door cracked a little bit, just so I could hear what was going on inside the house. When I didn’t hear the screaming and crying anymore, I assumed that Shae was done.

      As I drifted back into my thoughts, my phone started to buzz on the glass table before me. I looked down at it and I saw that Tahira was calling me. I smiled because I assumed that it was my daughter more than likely calling me before she went to sleep. Pulling my feet down from the railing, where I had them kicked up, I retrieved the phone and answered it.

      “Hey, beautiful,” I cooed into the phone, under the impression that it was Taniya.

      “It’s me! Not Niya.” Tahira’s voice pounded into the phone, and right off the bat, I could hear the hostility in her voice.

      Listen, with the day that I just had, I couldn’t afford to deal with a bitch who was PMS’ing. Crazy thing is, I rarely beefed with Tahira. There was no reason for us to beef, especially given the fact that neither of us wanted the other. We both had moved on. If we ever went at it about something, it was always about Taniya.

      “Fuck is your problem?” I asked, blowing smoke from my mouth.

      “I don’t like being lied to, Miami, and you know that. You texted me earlier saying that you couldn’t make it because you had an emergency. Well, Simon went out to get pizza for me and Niya, and he told me that he saw you in there. What type of emergency did you have, Miami? You do realize that I missed work today so that I could fly down here and finally meet the woman who you’ve had around my daughter for the past few months. Correct me if I’m wrong, but I’m beginning to feel like every time we’re supposed to meet up, it’s always some type of excuse,” she fussed.

      I let out a sarcastic laugh while pulling my chin hairs. I was shocked that this fuckin’ conversation was even happening. I had to be careful with my words because at the end of the day, this was the lady who brought my daughter into this world, so I had some consideration when it came to that. At the same time, I wasn’t about to let her lecture me when my own shorty didn’t even do that shit.

      “Fuck is you clocking my moves for anyway? My girl don’t even clock where the fuck I’m at. Tell your nosey, square ass boyfriend to stay the fuck out my business too. If he’s going to run back to you with some shit, make sure the nigga gets the shit all the way right. Why would I lie about having an emergency? By me canceling, it put me in a situation where I wasn’t able to see my daughter, and you know that I wouldn’t willingly not go see my daughter. Like I said, some shit came up with my girl that I had to attend to, and I’m not about to apologize for that.

      “As far as the woman that’s been around our daughter for the past few months, would you be talking about the same woman that’s been doing her hair every morning when I would have to drop her off to daycare? The same one who cooks dinner for her every night? What about the one that’s up with her at night reading her bedtime stories? Shorty, get the fuck on with that bullshit, alright? Jashae stepped up where you lacked. Now, you can correct me if I’m wrong, but I believe you were the one to ask me if Niya could move in with me full time while you took that job opportunity in Washington to go and chase after some dick,” I spat.

      At the same time, the glass sliding door opened, and Shae walked out. She was in her pajamas and holding a bottle of water in her hands. She gave me a look, basically asking me with her eyes if I wanted her to go back inside, but I shook my head no. I was going to tell her word for word about the conversation that we just had, so there was no need for her to go inside.

      “I will correct you because you are wrong. I took the opportunity for the job—”

      “And to get some dick on the side. Because you didn’t want our daughter to get in the way of that, you gave her to me. Look, I’m busy. Is my daughter up? I want to tell her goodnight,” I voiced, basically letting her know that I was done with her and this dumb ass conversation.

      “She’s asleep. I’m heading back to Washington in two days. Are we going to meet tomorrow or what?” she asked. I could hear the attitude all in her voice.

      “I’ll let you know, shorty. Aye, when we get off the phone, tell your nigga to fuck you. You too uptight. You pissed at a nigga for nothing at all. Go relieve some stress,” and just like that, I ended the phone call on her ass.

      I could feel Shae’s eyes on me, and I already knew that she wanted to know what happened. Before I even said anything, I finished off the blunt, blowing the smoke in the opposite direction of her because I truly thought that shorty was pregnant. She called my feelings delusional, but I called it me being so fucking in tune with her body that I knew what the fuck was going on. I ran down everything to her that had just happened on the phone, and at the end, she just shook her head. I could tell that today’s events had her too stressed out to even be able to elaborate on the shit that had just happened.

      “Maya is finally sleeping. She probably hates me too. I honestly don’t even know when the last time that little girl had a bath. Miami, the water had turned black by the time she got out. Her hair felt like it hadn’t been washed in years. After I washed it, I had to blow dry it and everything. She literally sat there and cried the entire time. I just feel like all of this is a bad ass dream, you know? I’m still waiting on the part where someone tells me that this is a prank or the part when I wake up from all of this.

      “With all the shit that I have going on, I can’t take on Maya, but what do I do because I don’t want to drop her off? We hear about little girls like Maya all the fuckin’ time. In and out of foster care, and when they do eventually get a foster home, things like rape, physical and verbal abuse tend to happen. How is it that I care more about the well-being of this little girl than her own mama? I was thirteen when I had Vonte. Thirteen! That shit was hard on me, Miami. All plans of me living like a normal teenager went out the window the moment I took that pregnancy test and found out that I was pregnant. Even with all of that, I ain’t never think to just drop my son off with nobody and not give a fuck about his whereabouts. I would have never done no shit like that to my baby!” she voiced.

      “Come here,” I called out with my hand extended toward her.

      She stood up and walked over to me then curled herself up in my lap like a baby. She looked up at me like I had all the answers in the fuckin’ world.

      “Crazy thing is, I’m not asking you to make a decision tonight. Hell, I’m not even asking you to make a decision tomorrow. This a life we’re talking about, and whatever we do decide, it’s going to be a permanent thing, so a decision like this deserves some time. Chill out, though. Don’t let this shit stress you out.”

      I was telling her not to stress although my ass was stressing like a motha fucka because I just didn’t ultimately know how this shit was going to end. There was about five minutes of silence before I decided to say something.

      “You ate that nasty ass pizza yet?” I asked.

      She laughed while playfully rolling her eyes at me.

      “It wasn’t as good as I thought it would be. It messed up my stomach, though. I was drinking ginger ale before I got this water. I threw up while I was taking a shower. I’m not going to order that kind again,” she said and laid her head on my chest while playing with my chin hair.

      “Yeah, aight. Blame it on the pizza, shorty,” I mumbled.
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      “I want a little sister, Ma,” Vonte came into the kitchen and said.

      I mean, when did he even have the time to think about stuff like this? I was literally in the middle of cooking dinner for him, and he was upstairs in his room playing the game. It was his sophomore year in high school, and the basketball season had just ended. I was happy that the season was over because it gave me more time to have him up under me. During the season, it was nonstop practice, so at times, I felt like I hardly got to see him. By the time he got home from school, and I got home from work, the two of us would be dead tired and would probably spend only a couple of hours together, just to eat dinner and maybe watch one or two shows. Today was Saturday, and he was having a few of his teammates over, which he told me about at the last minute.

      Vonte was so damn spoiled because only he would have me in the kitchen cooking on a weekday, knowing damn well that I either eat out or order in on the weekend.

      “Vonte, move! You say that like I can just walk to the store and get you a little sister. You know how conception works! I know you do because I was cleaning your room up the other day and I saw that packet was missing two condoms. Who are you having sex with?” I asked, taking the pan from the oven and looking over at him.

      My son was so damn handsome, standing there looking like a younger version of Trip. With that smile, those dimples, and the nice athletic build that he had, I could already tell that those fast ass little girls were going crazy over my baby.

      “See, this is why I don’t like you cleaning my room because you always going through my stuff. Be worried when you see a full pack of condoms because that means that I’m not using protection,” his smart ass had the nerve to say.

      I picked up the oven mitt that was next to me on the counter and threw it at him.

      “Seriously, Ma. Don’t change the subject. I want a little sister for real,” he said.

      “Why do you all of a sudden want a little sister? You’re enough for me. You’re about to be sixteen. If I were to get pregnant, I would have to start all over. Changing diapers, being deprived of sleep, all things which I’m not necessarily ready for again. Who am I supposed to have this child with anyway?” I asked him, and he looked at me like I was crazy. He face had a mug, making him definitely look like the spitting image of his father.

      “My daddy! What you mean? Who the hell else are you supposed to have another child with? You trippin’,” he voiced.

      “Yeah, I’m going to have another child with a man who is serving a life sentence,” I said with sarcasm dripping from every word that came out of my mouth.

      “Vonte, you do realize that I’m doing this shit on my own, right? The bills, raising you, clothing you, feeding you, keeping a roof over your head are all things that I’m doing by my damn self. Why put myself in a situation to be a single mother of two? I’m twenty-eight. Who knows, maybe I’ll have another child down the line, but I can’t tell you that it’ll be with Trip because I would be a fool to do that. Why would you want to share me? I thought you liked being the only child,” I said, taking a moment to look at him with a serious look on his face.

      Vonte was too damn attached to me for me to even think that he would want another sibling. In the almost sixteen years that he’d been on this Earth, he’d never said anything about wanting a sibling.

      “I don’t want to share you, but for a little sister, I will. I was up there playing the game, and I was on the phone with Tate. I could hear his baby sister in the background, so I entertained the thought. I wouldn’t want a little brother because I feel like I’ll be in competition to receive your love. With a sister, not so much,” he said and jumped up on the counter. All I could do was laugh.

      “You remind me of your daddy so much that it’s not even funny. When him and I had finally accepted the fact that I was pregnant and we were going to keep you, he said that he didn’t want a son because he felt like a son would take away all of the attention that I would give to him. He was so right. You’re my world, Vonte, and at the moment, you are everything and more to me. My body is exactly how I want it. It’s tight, firm, and I have a little four pack. Let me enjoy my damn body,” I fussed and hit him on his leg, so he could get off my damn counter.

      “Yeah, whatever! Just don’t bring a nigga over here to enjoy your damn body! Ima beat his ass,” he said in all seriousness. All I could do was shake my head. I swear he had to have been Trip reincarnated.

      “Shae! Shorty, you sleeping?” Miami said, snapping me out of the daydream that I was in about my baby.

      I swear there were times when I would just black out and think about old moments that I shared in the past with my son. So crazy how Maya was a few doors down, and I was thinking about a conversation that I had with Vonte a couple of years ago about him wanting a little sister. What was God trying to tell me?

      I barely even slept last night because I was back and forth to the bathroom, emptying my guts out from that pizza that I had. Plus, I was checking on Maya. I just wanted to make sure that she was okay. All that screaming and crying that she had done last night had worn her little ass out because she was sleeping in that bed and snoring like a grown ass man.

      It was a brand new day, and I still hadn’t come to a conclusion on what I was going to do yet. I knew that right now, I probably didn’t even have any time to think about it. The way Miami was behind me, spooning me to the point that I could feel his dick poking me in my ass, to the way he was whispering in my ear and asking me if I was sleeping, I knew what he wanted. I could feel what he wanted. I wanted it too, so I wasn’t even tripping.

      The clock on the wall read that it was a little bit after nine in the morning. Instead of answering Miami and letting him know that I was woke, I pulled the sheets down, just so I could remove the pajama bottoms and the thong that I had on.

      “I don’t know why you went to sleep with all this shit on anyway. My dick could have been inside you thirty seconds ago,” Miami groaned in the crook of my neck as I threw my bottoms on the side of the bed.

      “I thought if I went to sleep covered up, you wouldn’t touch me,” I joked, knowing that my comment would piss him off.

      “Shorty, you could go to sleep in a fuckin’ sweat suit with tennis shoes on, and I’ma still fuckin’ touch your ass. Fuck you mean? Take the shirt off too. You fuckin’ up the fantasy, shorty,” he said.

      “What’s the fantasy, Miami?” I asked, sitting up a little bit, just so I could remove the shirt from over my head.

      Now, I lay before him with my back facing him, completely naked. His hands went for my waist, and in seconds, I could feel that big, thick, dick trying to knock at my walls. I was already wet. I woke up next to my man, so I was going to wake up wet regardless, just like he woke up with his dick hard. The second I felt him pushing deep inside of me, my nails dug at the sheets that I was lying on, and I bit my lip as I silently thanked God for making this man who had me on the verge of cumming, and he hadn’t even started to penetrate me!

      “This my fantasy, shorty… fuckkkk.” He groaned and dug so deep in my pussy, like we were shooting a porn. One hand was on my waist, and the other one twirled my nipple around. My head was spinning, and my pussy was so wet that if this was my first time making love to Miami, I would have been embarrassed by the way it was loudly sounding off in this room with its wetness. “My fantasy is pushing inside you in the morning…. Watching you stumble out of here to go piss and handle your hygiene… Then watching you fix my breakfast with my kids swimming around in your stomach… Fuckkk, this pussy good, Shae. How daddy feeling this morning?” he sexily groaned to me.

      Swear this nigga would tell me anything, but I loved it. Miami was nasty, but his nastiness was times one hundred when he was inside me. It was the nasty shit he would say to me or the way he would hold me, spoon me, caress me, and kiss me, that had me telling him that he didn’t have to pull out. I played with my fuckin’ life when he was inside me because during these moments, nothing mattered. He could get me pregnant with triplets, and it just wouldn’t matter to me because the dick was worth it.

      “You feel sooo goodddd thisss morninggg. Every morning babbyyy… shitttttt, right thereeeee,” I cried, praying to God that Maya didn’t hear me.

      Miami had flipped me, putting me on my stomach, and that dick was in me, okay! I swear I thought that I would cough it up. My legs couldn’t even fully shake the way they wanted to when I started cumming because his body weight was on top of me. I came, and like the clock was ticking and we were pressed for time, he flipped us over. He was on his back, and I was on top of him.

      My legs felt like noodles, and my body felt drained from the orgasm that I’d just had, but I knew the type of man that Miami was, and he wouldn’t want to hear my excuses. So, with my legs on either side of me and with all of my body weight on top of him, I started riding him like I wanted that new Chanel purse and sneakers. Miami was definitely a sight to look at while I rode. Just the tattoos on his neck, his chest, his fingers, all of that. Those beautiful, hazel eyes looking up at me like I was his queen just did something to me and my pussy. It was the groaning that just set my pussy off. The way he would moan and say, “Fucckkk,” got me every time.

      “Shitttt. Ima bust,” he groaned with his hands holding my titties, damn near squeezing the life out of them.

      Because he sped up his strokes when he started cumming, I caught my second orgasm too. When I finished, I collapsed on top of him, burying my head in the crook of his neck. His dick was very much still inside of me, and his large hands rested on my ass while the two of us struggled to catch our breath.

      “That pussy hit different in the morning. I swear it do,” he voiced.

      “You say that when we have sex at night. It always hit different to you,” I said and was about to get up, but he kept me in place.

      “Morning pussy is always different. Them juices done sat there and marinated all fuckin’ night. Night pussy is good too, but most times, that shit be tired from the long day,” he said.

      I sat up and looked at him like he was crazy. Miami had a crazy ass thought process. Most people would probably get offended by half the shit that he said. He laughed at the look on my face right before he kissed me on my lips.

      “I’m high off your love, shorty, so excuse me. It was a fucked-up comparison, but I think you get what I was trying to say. At night, I think we be tired from the long ass day, so we kind of just rush to get that nut off and go to sleep is basically what I was trying to say. In the morning, it’s really no rush… fuck it! I’m high. I’ll explain this shit to you when I come down off this shit,” he said, followed by a laugh.

      Just when I was getting ready to say something to him, there were a few tiny knocks on our bedroom door, which I was sure belonged to Maya. I scrambled off Miami and walked fast into the bathroom to get my robe and put it on. I slipped my feet into my house shoes, and as I was walking out of the bathroom, Miami was walking in. He kissed me on my lips, and then I pulled away so that I could attend to Maya.

      When I swung the door open, she was on the other side in the cute, unicorn pajamas that Miami had gotten for her last night. Now that I’d washed her hair and everything, I had it in a ponytail. This little girl had so much damn hair on her head that I literally got a headache last night after doing it. That could have been from the crying and everything else that she was doing, though.

      “Good morning. You hungry, Maya?” I asked her.

      Instead of answering me, she grabbed my hand into her little one and walked with me down the hall. We made it back into the bedroom that she slept in the previous night. She didn’t say anything, but she eventually dropped my hand and pointed to the bed. That’s when I walked over and instantly saw the big wet stain that was on the sheets, which had more than likely gone through the mattress.

      All I could think about was last night when I brought her in the room and was helping her get in bed. She kept timidly saying that she would sleep on the floor. I wasn’t sure if she thought that she would get in trouble for peeing in the bed or what, but she wouldn’t even look at me. I mean, her eyes were everywhere in this room except on me.

      “You do know that you’re not going to get in trouble, right?” I asked her.

      She looked up at me for a second before she shrugged.

      “I’ll wash the sheets, okay? You want to take a shower?” I asked, and she nodded her head yes, that she did.

      To take the focus off the fact that she peed in the bed, I went into the bathroom and started the shower. When Maya’s clothes came off, I could literally see the bones in her chest because she was so tiny. The pajamas that we’d gotten for her were a size 3T, and it was still too big for her. What the fuck was Krystal doing? It had me questioning if she was even feeding her.

      When we made it back home last night after Walmart, I gave Maya her pizza, which she picked over. I questioned if she just really didn’t care to eat. There were so many things wrong with this situation that I still wasn’t able to make it make sense. For ten minutes, I was back and forth from checking on Maya as she showered. I’d already placed the sheets in the washer, and now I was cleaning the wet spot on the mattress. By the time I finished, Maya was walking out, holding onto the towel around her body for dear life.

      I was a mother, so when I gave her a bath yesterday, I made sure to examine her body for any signs of abuse, but I didn’t see anything. Maya wasn’t suffering from physical abuse; instead, she was suffering from neglect. I stopped what I was doing just so at I could look at her. Although this little girl was the spitting image of her mother, she had features of Trip in her too, which meant that she favored Vonte.

      I kept thinking about the conversation that I had with Vonte a couple of years ago and him telling me that he wanted a sister. I mean, I could have a child, but what about the one right here? This was my son’s baby sister. For whatever reason, I saw her, and I saw Vonte. On one hand, everything was telling me to stop being so nice and put this child in a foster home or get CPS involved. This was not my responsibility, and I should not feel bad about not deciding to keep her. Ultimately, she was Krystal and Trip’s child, so they should deal with this.

      On the other hand, everything was screaming for me to just keep her. At least then, my conscience would be clear. When she was here, I knew she would be safe. I knew that she’d be properly fed, raised, loved, and cared for. Then, it put me in a situation where I still had to have some type of ties with Trip. Then again, maybe not because although I couldn’t confirm it, I knew that his stupid ass was the one who told his mom to bring Maya to my job in the first place. Then, I worried about me accepting her, making her mine, getting her where she needed to be, only for Krystal to decide that she wants to be a mother again.

      Truthfully, I thought the best thing for me to do would be to stay out of it, but I felt like I was already in it. I was looking at a little girl, probably no bigger than forty pounds, and those little eyes of her are screaming, Help me, Jashae. Because of that, I couldn’t just turn my back on her. My son wouldn’t want me to. I knew he wouldn’t!
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      “Remember we’re leaving for Atlanta in the morning,” Jabari reminded me for like the thousandth time this week.

      Maybe he was doing so much reminding because he hadn’t seen where I packed my bags in preparation of our quick trip tomorrow. We were mainly going down there so he could check on one of his sneaker stores that he had out that way and for me to meet his mother. Last week, I talked to her on the phone for the first time, and she was okay. She just reminded me of a female version of Jabari, especially when it came to her mouth and the way that she talked to people. I wouldn’t say that she was rude, but she did come off as very blunt.

      I thought back to her asking me how long Jabari and I had been dating. When I told her that it had only been a few months, I heard her let out a sarcastic laugh. I knew how to hold my own, and I knew how to get back with a person if I felt like they were coming for me, but out of respect for her being Jabari’s mother, I was going to fall back, but only for a little bit. Her attitude was one of the reasons why I didn’t care too much about our trip to Atlanta tomorrow. On top of that, we were going to be staying with her for the two days that we would be there.

      I honestly dreaded that and would much rather stay in a damn hotel, but of course, I wasn’t going to tell that to Jabari. The last thing I wanted him to think was that I was already acting funny toward his mama. Plus, for the last couple of weeks, he and I had been good, and I didn’t want to say or do anything to possibly jeopardize that. I felt like my pregnancy had calmed Jabari down in a lot of ways, and it’s made him more vulnerable, especially toward me. It also made him give in to things that I desired more easily. Even right now, the two of us had stepped away from work so we could have lunch together. I was able to convince him to meet me at Olive Garden, although I knew that he hated everything about this restaurant. I, however, was a real fan of their soup and salad.

      “I know, baby. Why do you keep reminding me?” I asked after I took a sip of the water that was sitting before me on the table.

      We were sitting in a booth facing each other. Jabari was so handsome today, not to take away from how he looks any other day, though. I just felt like these days he had a “dad glow.” He was glowing right along with me in this pregnancy. He’d woken up extra early this morning, so he could go to the barber. They fixed my baby up real nicely. His waves were perfect, his tape was perfect, and everything about his facial hair was perfect. Sitting before me, he wore a white polo Burberry shirt with white shorts that stopped just before his knees. Plain, white Burberry sneakers were on his feet, and he wore simple jewelry, which wasn’t much but a gold Jesus piece around his neck and a male bracelet on his left wrist. Both of his tatted arms rested on the table as he looked at me, preparing me for whatever the hell was going to slip out of his mouth.

      When he sighed, I knew that it was going to be some bullshit.

      “Because you haven’t made a move yet, shorty. The flight leaves at four in the morning, and I feel like I been telling you every day this week to pack a bag. What? You don’t want to go or something?” he asked.

      The muscles in his jaw flexed, making him look ten times sexier. It was a bittersweet feeling when it came to Jabari being mad at me. On one hand, I hated it because what woman in their right mind wanted to be beefing with their man? On the other hand, damn he looked so fine when I got him all worked up.

      “Jabari, I have plenty of time to pack when we get home. Damn, you haven’t packed either. Why do I feel like you trying to pick a fight with me? You trying to piss me off so I can change my mind and don’t go? You must have a bitch up there that you’re trying to keep me from seeing,” I said and rolled my eyes.

      All that talk about us being on good terms quickly ended because, just that fast, I’d allowed him to piss me off. He shook his head, let out a forced laugh, and then took a swig of his drink.

      “This that crazy shit that I be talking about. If I was trying to hide a bitch from you, I wouldn’t have even invited your ass to come. That shit is starting to really turn me the fuck off, Mahogany, real shit,” he voiced.

      “What exactly is turning you off, Jabari? Please explain,” I said and crossed my arms on the table, looking him dead in his eyes while really wanting to slap the shit out of him.

      “That insecure bullshit. Everything I say to you, it always got to translate to me having a bitch. I didn’t mind you saying the shit in the beginning because we weren’t necessarily together, and I was doing my little thing on the side. Now that we’re together and you’re carrying my fuckin’ baby, I don’t even look in another bitch’s direction. Give a nigga some fuckin’ credit, yo, because I’m trying,” he said.

      “I’m a lot of things, Jabari, but I’m not insecure—”

      “Then stop fuckin’ acting like it then!” he barked.

      I didn’t even say anything else to his ass because if I did, we would look like we were filming an episode of Love & Hip-Hop, meaning that everyone in this restaurant would be looking at us and seeking some sort of entertainment. Almost five minutes later, our food had come, and I picked over it because I didn’t have much of an appetite.

      “Oh, shit! Mahogany. That’s you?” I heard a voice creep up on me and ask.

      I knew that voice. It was all too fuckin’ familiar. I wanted to crawl in a hole and die when I heard him talking to me. I didn’t dare look at Jabari because I could already feel the heat from his eyes on me. The voice belonged to a guy named Jeremy. I wouldn’t say that he was an ex of mine, though, because he wasn’t. He was just someone who at one point in time was very fond of my pussy. He knew what it looked like, smelled like, even what it tasted like. The way he was so happy and shocked to see me proved that I’d put the pussy on him a few times, and he missed me.

      Jeremy was handsome, but put him side to side with Jabari, and it was like he didn’t even exist. He stood maybe 5’7”, which I didn’t too much care for because I was already tall myself, so any dude that I settled down with had to be taller than me. I needed him to still tower over me, even when I was in six inch pumps. Jabari’s height was just one of the many things that I loved about his ass. The only thing that Jeremy had in common with Jabari was the fact that their skin complexion was almost identical, but as far as the maintenance of his skin, it was nowhere near as perfect as Jabari’s was.

      I hadn’t seen Jeremy in months, and the last time I did, he had a low cut. Now, he’d grown out his hair and was starting dreads, which in my opinion had his grown ass looking kind of childish. I wanted to say that Jeremey worked as an accountant and was probably on break with his job as well, which would explain the suit that he was in. Then again, I thought he was a mortgage broker. Shit, I didn’t know. Back then, the plan was all about getting fucked, not necessarily getting to know each other.

      I turned and looked at him. He was standing at my side, and I noticed the way his eyes lingered on my stomach. I was in a black work dress that clung to my body just a little bit, so my baby bump was on full display today. Pretty much everyone at the job was congratulating me today. Since I was so secretive, and I didn’t really make co-workers my friends, none of them knew that I was expecting.

      “Ummm, hey, Jeremy,” I said, being very dull with him and hoping that he would take the lack of energy or happiness in my voice as a hint and leave.

      “You got a baby on the way?” he asked, but I didn’t answer. He awkwardly smiled and then turned his attention to Jabari.

      “You’re a lucky man, my brotha. A reallll lucky man. I’d sell my soul to be in your shoes and—”

      “Yo, if you still want your soul, you better get the fuck away from this table. You lucky I didn’t beat your ass the second you walked over here and said something to my girl. You ain’t gotta remind me how lucky I am, nigga! I wake up to her every morning and go to sleep with her every night. I’m aware of my luck!” Jabari barked.

      I wanted to just sink into this damn chair and disappear because this was too fuckin’ awkward. A man whose face I used to ride for hours and someone whose dick used to beat at my walls repeatedly was having a conversation with my man. I’ll give Jeremy his credit and admit that back then, I used to think that his sex was everything. It wasn’t until I got with Jabari, who could get me to cum just from one stroke, that I realized that any man I’d ever had sex with before him was mediocre. I watched as Jeremy threw his hands up in surrender, basically letting him know that he didn’t want any smoke with him.

      “My bad, man. I didn’t mean no disrespect. I just know what you working wit—”

      Jabari stood up and punched the shit out of Jeremy.

      “Fuck you mean you didn’t mean no disrespect? Pussy, that’s like the third time you done disrespected me! The moment you saw that bump in her fuckin’ stomach and you saw me sitting with her, you should have just kept it pushing, nigga!” Jabari was leaning down and barking this to Jeremy while he lay there holding onto his nose, which was bleeding.

      Onlookers were staring in our direction; a few phones were pulled out and a couple of waitresses had come over to attend to Jeremy. All the while, I sat there, embarrassed as hell. Jabari had the fuckin’ nerve to look annoyed, yet he was the one who had just punched somebody in the middle of a fuckin’ restaurant. I watched as he pulled out a single hundred-dollar bill, and then he threw it on the table.

      “Let’s go, or would you rather stay and nurse the nigga?” Jabari asked me.

      I guess I took too long to answer his question because he ended up walking away toward the door. If anything, I was just in a state of shock. The waitresses were trying to get me to tell them what happened while also asking me if I was okay, but I ignored them and walked out of the restaurant. Jabari and I hadn’t ridden together, but his car was parked right next to mine. I could hear the loud engine from his car, which let me know that he had started it and was probably going to leave without saying shit to me.

      Instead of getting in my car, I jumped in the passenger seat with him. Before I could even get my seatbelt all the way on, he shot out of the parking space, just in case someone called the police on his dumb ass.

      “You lucky I didn’t kill that nigga,” he spat.

      “Why am I lucky? It makes no difference to me whether he lives or not! I haven’t seen Jeremy in months. You just sat there and called me insecure but look how you’re acting! Wow, you are really a piece of work” I announced then turned around in my seat, so I could put my purse on the back seat.

      “I ain’t insecure, shorty. I’m a fuckin’ man, and I wasn’t going to stand there and let another man disrespect me right in my fuckin’ face. That nigga was telling me how lucky I am and saying that he knew what I was working with, which is the equivalent of him telling me that your pussy is good! Fuck out of here with that bullshit, man! If you can’t sit there and agree that the nigga was disrespecting the fuck out of me, then you obviously not grown enough to even have this conversation with me,” he spat.

      “Turn back around and take me to my car. This is not going to work,” I told him, but he kept driving, paying my request no attention whatsoever.

      “I ain’t taking your ass nowhere but back to work. Leave your key with me. I’ll have somebody pick it up and bring it back to the crib,” he said.

      I didn’t even respond. This lunch date was going completely left. The car was silent for about ten minutes before Jabari finally started talking again.

      “How many times you fucked that nigga?” he stupidly asked me.

      “Why are you asking me that? Even so, I don’t fuckin’ remember!” I yelled. He was pissing me the fuck off, bringing up shit in the past.

      “You fucked that nigga so many times that you can’t remember, Mahogany? Throw out any number, man. What? Two or three? Five or six? I want to know,” he kept fuckin’ with me.

      “Probably twenty! You happy now? I don’t ask you how many times you fucked them hoes who walk up to you and start conversations when the two of us are out. Anything or anyone that I did before you is in the fuckin’ past, Bari! Why are you doing this? You questioning me about a nigga who don’t even know if my pussy is hairy or bald at the moment because he hasn’t seen it in that fuckin’ long! You know that I wasn’t a saint before I got with you. I told you on many occasions that I love to have sex. You are not the only nigga that’s explored my pussy, Jabari. Just like I’m not the only woman that’s rode your dick. What’s the difference from when I told you this shit months ago to now?” I questioned, trying to get him to make this shit make sense, but it just wasn’t.

      He didn’t even respond to me. Jabari was such a fuckin’ hypocrite. I felt like I was constantly shown bitches that he fucked with before me, and because I was a woman who didn’t want to live with the stereotype of nagging, I would just take that shit! He saw one nigga that I had dealings with before him, and it was World War III. The whole way to my job, Jabari drove like he was ready to get my ass out of his car, but I swear I didn’t care because I didn’t too much want to be around him either.

      After about five minutes, he whipped his car into the parking lot of my office building. He didn’t say shit; he just popped the locks.

      “How am I supposed to leave without my car, Jabari?” I asked with my hand on the door, ready to get out.

      “I’ll be back! How the fuck else? Or did you think Jeremy was going to come and get your ass?” he spat.

      I laughed. I really laughed to keep myself from slapping the shit out of his ass.

      “Only if you didn’t come back, then yeah, I would have probably expected that,” I shot.

      Since he wanted to say hurtful shit, I was going to do the same thing.

      “Yo, you better get the fuck out. Mahogany, I’m not even playing around with your ass right now. I swear to God I’m not!” he barked, giving me the nastiest look that he could muster up.

      Jabari didn’t scare me at all. I only got out because we were outside of my job, and I wasn’t about to argue with him. I got out and I slammed that door so hard, trying to fuckin’ break it. Jabari shot out of the parking space, driving like he was running from the law. That was a man for you. Mad at me about a nigga whose dick I couldn’t even remember what the fuck it looked like anymore.

      He had the nerve to sit up in that restaurant and say that I was insecure, when he’d just shown me signs of insecurity. I got the whole respect thing, but why did it matter how many times I fucked Jeremy? That shit was so fuckin’ irrelevant.

      

      The next day

      “I gotta check on my store. You want to go and get something to eat first, or would you rather go straight there?” Jabari asked me.

      The way he asked me the question was like he was annoyed with me. What happened yesterday was still fresh. Hell, we hadn’t even brought it up again because when picked me up yesterday from work, the whole ride back to the house, we didn’t say anything to each other. I wasn’t kissing Jabari’s ass because I didn’t do shit wrong. I didn’t tell Jeremy to come over and speak to me. He did all that shit on his own. Why would I apologize for my dealings with Jeremy when that shit was in the past? It would be foolish of me to do that.

      When we got home yesterday, Jabari let me know that he was going to meet Miami at the gym. He came back home, showered, and he had the nerve to sleep in a different room. If you ask me, he was doing too much, but I’d already given him too much energy on this yesterday, so I wasn’t going to do the same thing today. Plus, I was nauseous as hell, and I had a headache out of this damn world.

      It took us just a little over two hours to make it to Atlanta this morning. We sat in first class together, and the older lady who sat in front of us had on some loud ass perfume. Now, my head was killing me. I didn’t know if it was due to the flying and the turbulence that we experienced on the flight, but it had me feeling similar to the way that I used to feel in the very beginning of this pregnancy.

      “I don’t want to do either. I want to go and lay down. I don’t feel good,” I let him know.

      “Aight. Let me get the whip, and I’ll drop you off to my ole girl. I’ma let her know that we on the way,” he said.

      We were walking out of baggage claim after he’d retrieved my luggage. Only I packed a suitcase because Jabari was able to put all his stuff in a duffle bag. I mean, we would just be there for a couple of days, but I was a woman who was going to always overpack. It took us about another twenty minutes for Jabari to pick up the Suburban that he’d rented.

      Once inside the truck, I put my hoodie over my head and rested it on the window, closing my eyes, as the pounding continued, slowing killing me. That, mixed with the nausea that I was experiencing, was excruciating. This pregnancy was definitely kicking my ass, and it sucked because this was just the beginning.

      “You want me to stop and get you something?” Jabari offered, but I shook my head.

      Jabari’s mom stayed out in Buckhead, and it took us about an hour to get there from the airport. I sat up to fully see her home as we pulled in. It was beautiful and looked identical to a damn mansion. There was a circular driveway, which housed two cars. Seeing this beautiful home had me thinking for a second that I wouldn’t have minded moving to Georgia, but then again, you couldn’t pay me any amount of money to leave Miami. That was my city. It was all that I knew.

      Jabari parked the car, and the two of us stepped out together. I lingered near him as he took our bags out of the backseat. It was almost eight in the morning, and all I wanted to do was curl up in a bed in one of these bedrooms and go to sleep. I had barely slept last night. All I could think about was the shit that went down at the restaurant mixed with Jabari not sleeping in the same bed as me, so it left me up with my thoughts, allowing me to toss and turn all damn night.

      Truthfully, I didn’t like the way that this pregnancy was going. Hell, in the beginning, neither one of us even wanted the baby. Then, I changed my mind literally moments before I was going to have the abortion. Although I did see progress in Jabari, I still couldn’t help but feel like we were going at it far too often. I was pregnant; I was supposed to be happy and stress free. The happiest I’ve been throughout this entire pregnancy is when I found out that I was pregnant with a girl. On top of that, I was dealing with deeper shit, like not being in contact with my mom while I was carrying her first grandchild.

      Shae’s grandmother was the lady in my life who was staying on top of me and making sure that I was taking care of myself and the baby instead of my own damn mom. Weeks ago, when Jabari and I found out that I was pregnant with our daughter, and he was hounding me in the car about contacting my mom to let her know that I was pregnant, I texted her over a picture of the ultrasound to let her know that she was going to be a grandma. No one knew that I’d done that. Not Jabari, not Jashae, no one. I guess the reason was that it was kind of embarrassing, especially since she didn’t respond.

      Lowkey, I didn’t even know why I expected her to because, like I said, she and I weren’t as close anymore. That all started when I went off to college on a scholarship. Not sure if the distance in our relationship came down to jealousy, me having ill feelings about her lying to me about where my father was after all these years, or what. All I knew was that we both were good at pretending like the other was dead.

      After Jabari got the bags from the back, we walked up the driveway, and in a few seconds, we were standing at the front door. He had a key to the house, so he used it to let us in. Inside the home was beautiful, looking like everything in there was bought from Z-Gallerie, which happened to be one of my favorite stores. I immediately picked up on the good taste that Jabari’s mother had. I fell in love with her living room, where the décor was royal blue and white. Entering the house, there were baby pictures and a photo of Jabari as a little boy that I’d never seen before.

      “Awww. Baby look at this one,” I cooed and picked up one of the pictures.

      It was a school picture of Jabari, and in the corner, it said fifth grade. He was so handsome that if I was carrying his son, I would hope that he would look exactly like this picture. Jabari had long braids on the picture, and he was smiling big, showing off both sets of teeth. He was wearing an old school Phat Farm outfit, and I lowkey wanted to steal the picture and put it in my purse because I was just that much in love with it.

      “I was that nigga back then,” he boasted.

      I playfully rolled my eyes as I set the picture back down.

      “There goes my son! I thought you weren’t coming until later,” his mom said, coming around the corner from what I believed was the kitchen.

      She looked more like Jabari’s sister as opposed to his mother. She was very pretty, and the pictures that Jabari had of her around the house did her no justice. She was tall, just like her son, and she was thick as hell. I’m talking, collard greens and cornbread type of thick. She wore a black set of silk pajamas with a cotton robe that was open. She had a Louis Vuitton scarf wrapped around her head, and just like her son, she had perfect, clear skin. She was an older, female version of Jabari because she looked just like him.

      “I was, but Mahogany isn’t feeling good, so I’m dropping her off. I’ll be back later on, though,” he said.

      She kissed her teeth while rolling her eyes, right before she looked down at my stomach and then at me.

      “Girl, please! You must be one of those! You not even in the third trimester yet. What you mean you don’t feel good? Pregnancy don’t start kicking your ass until those last five weeks anyway. Honey, please don’t be like these new generation of pregnant women who complain their whole damn pregnancy. I worked my entire pregnancy with Jabari, and I did it on my own because his daddy wasn’t around. Consider yourself lucky because women like me didn’t have the luxury of having a good man support us through a time like this,” she said to me.

      “Ma, chill out! Everybody’s pregnancy is not the same. She’s been nauseous and getting headaches since she found out. If my shorty says she not feeling well, then that’s that. I ain’t about to get on her for not feeling herself, and I’m damn sure not about to let you stand here and do it. Chill out. You already know that shit between me and you not even all that good. You trippin’.” Jabari checked his mother so I wouldn’t have to.

      I could already feel it in my gut that she and I were going to exchange a few words, and baby, they weren’t going to be nice words either.

      “Okay, well it’s nice to see that you love her. I didn’t mean anything by it, though. I was just saying. Go handle your business, I got her,” she told Jabari.

      He stood there for a few seconds before he grabbed my arm and pulled me away. She’d rounded the corner and left the foyer because when I turned back, she was no longer standing there.

      “I could see it all in your face that you don’t wanna be here, shorty. Just do this shit for me, bae. I’ll be gone three hours at the most. That gives you enough time to get some food in your system and get some rest. When I get back, we can do whatever the fuck you wanna do, aight?” he asked.

      “I don’t want to pretend that yesterday didn’t happen, Jabari. We still need to discuss that,” I let him know.

      He pulled on his chin hair and then released a sigh.

      “We will. When I get back, okay?” he said, and I nodded my head in understanding. He kissed my lips a few times, and like that, he was gone, leaving me in this big ass house with his mama and her big ass mouth.

      I counted to ten before I headed in the kitchen area where she was. I also prayed that I didn’t have to curse her silly ass out. Finally, I made it to the kitchen, and this room was just as beautiful as the living room.

      “Your home is very beautiful,” I said, trying my best to play nice.

      She was standing over the stove making something. I wasn’t even sure what it was, but it smelled good.

      “Thank you. My baby, Jabari, brought me this house a couple of years ago. Besides God blessing me with him, this home was the second greatest gift that I ever received from my son,” she proudly said.

      I didn’t respond; I just smiled. Jabari didn’t tell me that he’d bought his mother this house. Then again, I didn’t ask. That’s how my man was, though. He wasn’t boastful, and that was one of the things that made me fall in love with him. Yes, he talked a lot of shit, but he was also humble, never going around and bragging on how much money he had. I remember the first time he told me about the shoe stores that he had, he literally was talking about it like his accomplishments weren’t anything.

      “Sit down. I want to talk to you. I’m making you an omelet because I’m sure you didn’t eat. You need to feed my grandbaby. You’re skin and bones, chile, and you probably starving my baby in there,” she said.

      I had only been in her home for maybe ten minutes, and this was already strike number two for me.

      “I may be small, but trust me, I eat. Your son makes very sure of that,” I said, feeling the need to gather her together just for a second. That was light. If she kept on, I was going in for the kill.

      She stared at me for a few seconds as if she was considering what she wanted to say next to me. Her response never came, though. She just turned her back to me and started placing the omelet that she’d made onto a glass plate. My mouth watered when she set the plate in front of me. It looked exactly like the omelets that I liked to order at Ihop. It had the perfect amount of cheese, chives, and vegetables, which was just the way I liked it.

      “How did you meet Jabari? He’s so secretive, so when I asked him, he wouldn’t say. Honestly, he didn’t even tell me that he had a girlfriend. I just happened to be on the phone with him one day, and I heard you in the background. He gets that secretive shit from his daddy,” she called out.

      “I met him at a club,” I said, keeping it short and sweet.

      “You love him?” was her next question.

      I didn’t even mind the questions because I was now carrying a child who would one day want to date, and I was sure that whoever my child brought around, I would drill them to death with a bunch of questions. That’s if Jabari even allowed him to make it through the front door, with his crazy ass.

      “Of course, I love him. The fact that I’m even carrying his baby speaks volumes. I never wanted kids. It’s not that I don’t like kids because I do, I just never entertained the thought of having children of my own,” I said.

      At the same time, I was using the knife and the fork to cut through the omelet.

      “What is it that you do? I just want to make sure that you’re not just with my son for his money,” she said, and then she let out a sarcastic laugh.

      I had to laugh at that too because she was a joke.

      “That was cute. Reallll cute. Not sure what other mooching ass bitches your son has introduced you to in the past, but just know that I have my own. For the past four years, I’ve been the creative director for a very popular fashion company in Miami, which leaves me to make over six figures a year. I have my own money, my own car, and my own house. Anything that your son gives me is just an added bonus. I entertained Jabari before I even knew his status. It was after the second time that we had sex that I even found out what he did. Any more questions? I can keep going,” I said, pushing the food away, not even having much of an appetite anymore.

      “I didn’t mean to upset you. I just know how a lot of women can be. I’m overprotective of my son, the same way a father would be overprotective of their daughter. I apologize,” she said, but I knew that it wasn’t sincere.

      “It’s fine. Do you have a room that I can lay down in?” I asked, not even wanting to be around her ass anymore.

      “Yes. It’s a guest bedroom down here. Once you round the corner, it’s the first room on the left,” she let me know.

      I quickly stood up, and when I was back in the foyer of the house, I wheeled my luggage to the room where I was going to. It was a nice bedroom, which had a king-sized bed in the middle of the room and two nightstands on either side of the bed. There was a 60-inch TV mounted on the wall, and there was also a bathroom adjacent to the bedroom. I loved the brown and white color scheme of the bedroom. Besides running her mouth all the fuckin’ time, I loved Jabari’s mother’s taste. I would actually let her redecorate my house for me.

      I flopped down on the bed to see if Jabari had called or texted just to let me know that he would be there soon, but he hadn’t. Feeling defeated, I grabbed the Victoria’s Secret blanket that I brought with me, kicked the slides off my feet, and curled up in the bed with the blanket wrapped around my body. It didn’t even take me long to doze off. Hopefully, by the time I woke up, Jabari would be waking me up and taking me away from there.

      I woke up to loud laughter coming from outside the bedroom. It was pitch dark in the bedroom that I was in, since I didn’t even bother to open the curtains when I decided to lay down a couple hours ago. I felt around the bed for my phone and saw that it was a little bit after ten in the morning. I had slept just a little bit under two hours, and I had two text messages from Jabari. The first one was him checking to see if I was up, and the other one was him telling me that he would be leaving the store in another thirty minutes. That last message came through five minutes ago.

      I tossed the phone back down on the bed and lay down for a few minutes more as I wondered who the other voice in the home belonged to. After almost five minutes, I got up from the bed and went over to my luggage. I pulled out a small pouch which held my toothpaste, toothbrush, and everything else that I needed to use really fast to handle my hygiene. It took me almost fifteen minutes to get myself together in the bathroom. Before I headed out front to where the voices were, I straightened the bed back up, folded my blanket, and walked out of the bedroom.

      “Torrance, you are a hot ass mess,” a woman called out, followed by a laugh. She was talking to Jabari’s mother. Her name was Torrance.

      I rounded the corner and spotted the two women sitting at the circular breakfast table that was in the dining room. There was a bottle of wine in the middle of the table, and they each had their own glass. They were probably able to feel my presence because they both turned their heads and looked at me. The woman who was sitting at the table with Jabari’s mother looked to be around my age, and she was very beautiful. She had the same light skin complexion with fire red hair that was cut into an asymmetrical bob. Gorgeous hazel eyes, and with her sitting, I still was able to see how small her waist was and her curvy hips. If she stood, I knew her ass would be huge.

      She wore a cropped shirt, and the jeans that she wore dipped low in the back, almost exposing her ass. I could see the big tramp stamp that she had on her back, which looked like it was a cover up tattoo for something that she had before. The same way I sized her up, checking her out, she did the same thing with me. Her eyes lingered on my stomach and then they went back to my face.

      I looked crazy today, so I could honestly say that whoever she was, she’d definitely caught me slipping. I wore nothing but a Gucci hoodie, which had the red and green emblem in the middle of the sweater, a pair of red tights, and Gucci slides were on my feet. When I woke up a few minutes ago, I threw water on my hair and pulled my curly hair up into a ball. I didn’t look my best is what I should say.

      “You’re up. Kenyatta, this is Mahogany who I was telling you about. Jabari’s friend,” his mom said, and I laughed, all the while shaking my head.

      This lady was funny. Too damn funny. I knew what Jabari and I were, so I didn’t even feel the need to correct her.

      “Nice to meet you. I’m Kenyatta, Jabari’s ex-girlfriend,” this bitch had the nerve to say. She said that shit with pride too.

      This whole fuckin’ situation was messy. I was looking at Jabari’s mom sideways as hell because the fact that she would even think that it was okay to bring Jabari’s ex-girlfriend over while I was there was so fuckin’ crazy to me. It was disrespectful. I didn’t even know that Jabari had an ex-girlfriend. He told me that I was his only girlfriend. I should have known that his ass was spitting game and just fuckin’ lying.

      “And it just so happens that while I’m here is the same time that you thought it would be okay to invite her over? What? Did you want to see what I looked like?” I asked because I was confused.

      It was a question for both of these stupid bitches to answer. The Kenyatta bitch had the nerve to sit her ass there and chuckle like I’d said something funny. I couldn’t help but feel that this is how Jabari must have felt yesterday when Jeremey came to the table. Her introducing herself to me as Jabari’s ex-girlfriend was identical to her saying that she was once the girl who would fuck him before me, and that shit made me livid.

      “I know it looks crazy as hell, but my actions weren’t intentional, Mahogany. Kenyatta is my friend. I didn’t know she was going to stop by, but when she got here, I wasn’t going to turn her around. Truthfully, I thought that you would sleep the entire time that she was here. She lives in Decatur, which is a little bit over an hour from here, so how would I look telling her to leave after she’d just made that long ride? I don’t know what you think of me, but I’m not out to get you,” she had the nerve to say.

      I knew my mouth, I knew my temper, and I knew that if we kept this conversation going, Jabari would probably never talk to me again because I could see myself picking up that wine bottle and cracking his mama over the head with it. So, to avoid that, I left. I turned around, went back into the bedroom, and requested an Uber to come and pick me up.

      I didn’t give a fuck if that bitch drove from fuckin’ Africa to get there, she wasn’t supposed to let her ass in, especially while I was there. She should have told that bitch to circle the fuckin’ block until I left! I was angry. Too fuckin’ angry. I felt like that bitch had been testing me since I walked through the fuckin’ door. The whole time I requested the Uber to come and get me, my hand shook because I was that mad. When I saw that the Uber would be there in two minutes, I grabbed my purse and wheeled my luggage out of the room.

      “Mahogany, where are you going?” Torrance asked.

      “Where the fuck do you think I’m going? I’m not about to be around you while you got this bitch in the house. Talking about that shit wasn’t intentional. It was intentional! I know you want to blame this shit on my hormones, but it’s not. Any other woman in their right mind would have felt disrespected had she walked into some shit like that. When you son gets back, you just make sure you tell him why I left!” I snapped.

      My phone buzzed, letting me know that my ride was outside. The destination that I put was the airport because hopefully, I would be able to get something that would have me back in Miami within a few hours. She had nothing to say, so she didn’t even bother.

      Luckily, the driver got out of his car, and he quickly put my luggage in the trunk. The nap that I’d taken had temporarily gotten rid of my headache, but after this, it was back to throbbing. Five minutes into the ride, my phone started buzzing. It was Jabari calling. I didn’t want to talk. All he was going to do was accuse me of acting insecure and swear up and down that I was crazy, so instead, I opted to turn the phone back off.
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      I told Mahogany that I would be gone for three hours at the most, but the shit turned into almost six. Shit just wasn’t moving the way I wanted it to at the Atlanta store. In the past two months, the store had been broken into two times, so part of the reason why I had to fly in town this weekend was for me to upgrade the security system and hire security. I needed to hire more staff and get started on some new renovations because I’d put too much fuckin’ money into this store to have to keep worrying about a hating ass nigga going into my shit and stealing. That shit was frustrating.

      A part of me was willing to just sell the space because I couldn’t keep coming back and forth to Atlanta, especially not at a time like this when I had a pregnant girl at home. On the other hand, this was my first original store, which served a bunch of memories, so I couldn’t just get rid of it like that. I felt like I was losing money more than anything because the shit that I had to keep doing with the shop was costing me.

      I was back inside my car, and I knew that Mahogany was pissed at me. Either she was pissed or she was still sleeping, but all bets were telling me that she was pissed. She hadn’t answered the phone or any of my text messages, then all of a sudden, my calls started going straight to voicemail. This shit with Mahogany was going to cause a nigga gray hair. I was beefing with her ass more than we were fuckin’ getting along. Every other day it was some shit, man. I hate to say it, but I felt that if shorty wasn’t pregnant, I probably would have left because I got tired of all that fuckin’ arguing, man. Shiitttt, who am I kidding? A motha fucka would have to kill me in order for me to leave that woman alone.

      I didn’t know if Mahogany was expecting me to apologize for knocking that nigga out yesterday, but I wouldn’t. That silly nigga did too much. Had he just walked past the table, said what’s up to Mahogany, and kept it pushing, I swear I wouldn’t have made a big deal out of it. The most I would have done was ask her where she knew the nigga from, and I probably would have been in my feelings a little bit for having to think about her fuckin’ somebody else, but that would have been it. He started telling me how lucky I was and how he would sell his soul to be in my shoes, so damn right he deserved to be knocked out. No nigga was about to stand in my fuckin’ presence and damn near daydream about my shorty’s pussy. Wasn’t happening.

      If she wanted to talk about it, we could, but I wasn’t apologizing. If I apologized for anything, it would be for not knocking the nigga out twice!

      When I saw that I wasn’t going to get through to Mahogany, I decided to call my ole girl. I swear Mahogany was crazy. Knowing her, she was lying in the bed and forcing herself to be mad at me about some shit that I probably did a week ago. Then again, she could be mad because I didn’t sleep in the bed with her last night. I swear that shit wasn’t done on purpose. When I came back home from the gym last night, I took a shower and wanted to play the game. Mahogany was in our room watching TV, and I wasn’t going to turn off what she was watching to play the game, so I ended up going in the next room and playing it in there.

      I smoked, played the game, and I ended up crashing in the bed. Let Mahogany have y’all thinking I’m a fucked-up individual if you want to. I’m a damn good man. I treat that woman like fuckin’ royalty, and she knows it. After my second time calling my ole girl, she finally answered.

      “Yo, where Mahogany at? I’m calling and texting her phone back to back, and she not answering,” I voiced as I jumped on the highway to get back over there.

      I heard her release a sigh on the other end of the phone, and that sigh spoke volumes, so I sped up because something told me that I needed to.

      “She left and—”

      “Fuck you mean she left? With what fuckin’ car?” I barked.

      “She left, Jabari. She called an Uber, and she left. She got mad at me because Kenyatta is here—”

      “What fuckin’ Kenyatta? I know you not talking about Kenyatta from high school,” I said.

      “What’s the big deal, Jabari? She just came to visit,” she said, like she didn’t do a fuckin’ thing wrong.

      “The big deal is that I used to dump my fuckin’ kids down her fuckin’ throat! You don’t sit around with no bitch like that while my girl is there. My pregnant girl at that. Fuck is wrong with you?” Man, I was too fuckin’ angry. Now, it made sense why Mahogany wasn’t answering the damn phone.

      “So, that’s all she was to you? Jabari, you know as much as I do that Kenyatta was your girlfriend. I feel like you’re trying to save face for your new girlfriend,” she went on to say.

      I was so wrapped up in this conversation that I didn’t realize how close I was riding the car in front of me. I had to slam down on the brakes, so I wouldn’t run into the back of it.

      “I ain’t never in my fuckin’ life told you, that bitch, or anyone else that she was my girlfriend! What made you even assume some shit like that? Because one time she was with me, and I brought her ass inside to pee? Fuck outta here with that. I’m getting older, Ma, and I’m trying to better my relationship with you, but you bringing a bitch over to the house where my girl won’t make our relationship better. That shit was foul, and you know it.

      “Mahogany didn’t even want to come with me for these few days to Georgia. She didn’t necessarily say why she didn’t want to come, but I just knew that she didn’t. Even with me beefing with her, shorty put that shit to the side, and she came for me. She played nice with you for me, even though you stood you ass there and disrespected her more than once. Man, if I lose my girl behind your dumb ass actions, you might as well forget about me!” With that, I hung up on her ass.

      I didn’t know the first place to even look for Mahogany. She didn’t like planes, so I doubted she got on one by herself. Then again, if she was as mad as I thought she was, she just might have gotten on a plane by herself. It took me about thirty more minutes to make it to my ole girl’s house, and I shook my head in disbelief when I saw the extra car that was in her driveway, which I was sure belonged to Kenyatta.

      I hadn’t talked to this bitch in years. I didn’t even know that my ole girl was in communication with her. They weren’t even in the same age bracket, so what the hell could they have possibly had in common? The older I got, I was starting to realize just how messy my ole girl was, but that was still my mama, so they say you’re supposed to love her regardless, right? I wanted to love her, I wanted to have a relationship with her, but damn, she was toxic. Even after I just snapped on her ass on the phone about having this girl over here, she still didn’t take it upon herself to get this bitch the fuck out!

      I quickly got out of the car and slammed the door behind me. The day was going wrong already. I had plans to come back, get my girl and take her shopping at Phipps Plaza, even though her ass didn’t need shit. Then we would do whatever else she wanted to do. Now, I had to deal with this shit! I used my key, and the moment I walked in, both of them were standing in the foyer. Kenyatta’s purse was on her shoulder, and her keys were in her hands like she was getting ready to go.

      “I got off the phone with you over thirty minutes ago, and you’re just now telling her to leave? You a piece of work, yo,” I snapped and brushed past them so I could get my duffle bag.

      It was no longer in the hallway, so I checked the downstairs bedroom. I saw it, and I also peeped that this room smelled like Mahogany, so this was more than likely where she had slept before she left. I took a seat at the foot of the bed as I pulled my phone out and attempted to call Mahogany one last time. Just like the other times, it went straight to the voicemail.

      In the middle of me doing that, I could feel someone’s eyes on me. I turned, and Kenyatta was standing in the doorway. I dealt with her ass from the time I was seventeen until I was about twenty. We never dated, I never called her my girl, never told her that I loved her, none of that. We fucked! Simple! I probably bought her a burger or two a couple of times. I never brought her over to meet my ole girl.

      The one time she did cross paths with her was when I was like nineteen, and I’d just finished fuckin’ her in the car. We were literally in a plaza, and after that, I had to go home and pick up something. I don’t remember what it was, now that I think about it. The plan was to get what I needed, and then I was going to drop her off at home. The moment we pulled up to my house, she said that she had to pee. As much as I wanted to tell her to hold the shit, I was nice enough to let her come inside.

      I was living with my ole girl at the time, who happened to be home, and that was the only time I ever remember the two of them meeting. I didn’t have to lie to save face because I told my shorty everything. Nothing was off limits when it came to my relationship with Mahogany. If all I did was fuck Kenyatta, then that’s what I was going to tell Mahogany because that was all that happened. I pillow talked with my shorty damn near every night, and she knew that at one time, I was passing my dick around like an offering tray, but since I got with her, I had slowed down. That’s why I didn’t understand why she couldn’t get my side of the story first before she just left without saying shit to me.

      I wasn’t perfect, and I had some fucked-up ways, but so did Mahogany. She ran away from all her problems, never even giving an explanation why. I remembered the last time she blocked my number and everything, and come to find out, she was mad because she overheard a conversation that I had with another bitch when I butt dialed her. How the fuck was I supposed to know that? When I found her and we talked again, I was going to talk to her about that shit because I didn’t like it. I wasn’t the one to point fingers or judge, but I felt like that was the same thing that happened between her and her ole girl.

      “The front door is the other way, shorty. I think you in the wrong room,” I said, not even looking at her when I talked.

      “Really, Jabari? I haven’t seen you in over ten years, and this how you acting? What’s up with that?” she asked me.

      “Shorty, I’m fucked up right now. My adrenaline is high. I’m bound to say some fucked up shit to you, so if you care about your feelings, I would turn around and close the door behind you. Don’t do this shit to yourself.” My words came out rude, lacking interest and any feeling in it.

      “Wow! Your mom was right. She is changing you,” she said, really pushing my patience.

      I laughed to keep myself from standing up and forcing her ass out.

      “That’s it?” I asked.

      “I overheard the conversation that you had with your mom on the phone. I’m not your ex, Jabari? There wasn’t a time when I had you crying in my pussy? You weren’t driving your mama’s car at two and three in the morning for some pussy from me? Don’t forget where you came from, nigga! I was the first bitch whose pussy you ever ate!” she snapped.

      I could tell that she was getting mad. The shit was comical to me, though. Well, at least I was trying to make it seem like it was comical so that I wouldn’t go to jail for assault.

      “When it comes down to it, it’s one common factor, and that’s pussy! All you ever gave me was pussy, and all I ever wanted was pussy! Did I buy you a bag? Did I pay for you to get your hair done? What the fuck else can you say besides the fact that you gave me some pussy? My shorty got a lot to show for. The main thing she can show is that baby that I put in her stomach. Her name about to be on the title of my fuckin’ house. The closet space she got at my house. The thousands that I just put in her account the other day, just for the fuck of it. I can go on and on about the differences between someone who I was just fuckin’ and my actual girlfriend. Quit playing with me, yo! You the same age as me. Fuck is you doing spending time with my mama? That shit is lame, shorty. Go get you some friends that’s in your age bracket,” I advised.

      “If you must know, I do your mom’s hair. I’ve been doing her hair for the past five years. I have my own shop in Atlanta, so that’s how we officially met. Why are you so mad about seeing me? I’m feeling like I struck a nerve,” she said.

      “If my nerve is struck, it’s because my girl left, and I don’t know where the fuck she’s at. Beat it, hoe! Get the fuck out, man!” I snapped because I was honestly getting annoyed.

      “I’ll leave, but only out of respect for Torrance. We’ll talk again.” With that, she was gone.

      I wasn’t giving it too much of my energy, which is why I didn’t respond. I got up then closed and locked the door behind me. I called Miami next because maybe Mahogany had called Jashae. The two of them would sit up on the phone for hours, running their fuckin’ mouths. Plus, Mahogany made sure to call Jashae any and every time that I fucked up.

      “Yo,” he answered the phone on the third ring.

      “Ask your girl if she talked to Mahogany,” was the first thing I said when he answered the phone.

      Miami laughed before he answered.

      “Fuck did you do now, nigga?” he asked me like I was always fuckin’ up or something.

      “I didn’t do shit, which is why I don’t understand why she’s mad at me! You remember Kenyatta, right? The little shorty I used to tell you about that I was running around with back in the day?” I asked.

      “Yeah, I remember her. What ever happened to her? You just all of a sudden stopped talking about her and shit,” he voiced.

      “Shit, I grew up, and I left her ass in the past. Wasn’t nothing really serious between us. I just happened to entertain her a little more than I did any other bitch who I was dealing with at the time. I leave my ole girl house for a few fuckin’ hours, just to handle shit at the store, and in that time, she done invited Kenyatta over here, with Mahogany in the house. I don’t know where her ass at. My mama talking about she got in a fuckin’ Uber. I wasn’t sure if she was still in Georgia, at the airport, or what. Ask Jashae and find out for me,” I voiced, sounding desperate.

      “Hold on, man, let me see,” he said, and then he put me on hold.

      It felt like hours went by, and this nigga still hadn’t come back on the phone. I was losing my patience and about to say fuck it and just hang up, when I finally heard some shuffling, which let me know that he’d found something out.

      “She talked to her. She told Shae that she was able to get the last seat on a flight that was coming back to Miami. At this time, they’re probably boarding. Shae is supposed to pick her up when she lands. You want me to send a jet for you?” Miami asked, always feeling the need to look out.

      If the shoe was on the other foot, without a doubt, I would have done the same thing for him.

      “Yeah. Tell Shae that I got her. I’m begging you not to let Shae pick her up from the airport. Mahogany is running high off emotions right now, and when she lands, there’s no telling where she going to run to next. I know damn well she’s not going to the house, and I know she’s not going back to her crib because those will be the first two places that I look for her. I swear, this woman and her dramatic ass bullshit is going to stress a nigga the fuck out! Why the fuck didn’t anyone give me a disclaimer when it came to being in a relationship? I swear I would have steered in the other fuckin’ direction,” I said, stress all in my voice.

      I heard Miami laughing on the other end of the phone, like what I said was comical or some shit.

      “If the shit was so easy, ask yourself if it would even be worth it. Relationships are not supposed to be easy. It’s supposed to get a little rocky, tears are supposed to be shed, voices are supposed to raise a little bit, but if you love each other, y’all gotta find a way to work this shit out. This relationship shit is new to both of y’all. Y’all jumped headfirst without any type of protection, and on top of that, y’all have a baby on the way. I know you love shorty. I hear that shit in your voice. I can hear how badly you don’t want to lose her. Go get your girl, man, and Ima tell mine to stay her ass at home while you go handle that. I’ll have a jet out there waiting for you. You should land before she does,” Miami let me know.

      “Thanks, bruh. I owe you,” I said right before I ended the phone call.

      

      Back in Miami

      I landed in Miami maybe twenty minutes ago. Miami had looked out big time because the moment I got to the airport back in Atlanta, he had a private jet waiting for me, just like he’d promised. Everything was running so smoothly. I’d landed, retrieved my car from the parking garage, and now I was parked out front, in the drop off and pick-up area. Standing outside my car, I waited for Mahogany with her stubborn ass. I was sure she’d look like she’d seen a fuckin’ ghost when she saw me. I knew for a fact that I was the last face that she expected to see.

      If I was a nigga who didn’t give a fuck about her ass, I would have stayed in Atlanta and not come back home until I was scheduled to, which wasn’t for another two days. People were walking in and out of the automatic doors, and I was anxious, jiggling the keys that were in my sweats, and waiting for her to come out. Mahogany had the type of presence that would stand out. Plus, not many people looked like her, so I knew that out of a crowd of hundreds, my eyes would easily fall on hers.

      Damn near thirty minutes later, I saw her walk through the automatic doors with a crowd of other people. One look at her, and I could see the weariness all in her eyes. She hadn’t seen me yet, but I saw her. For about a minute, I watched as she carried her Chanel purse on her shoulder while she pulled her small suitcase. She stood amongst the crowd of people, looking at the long pick-up line. I could tell that she was searching for Jashae’s car.

      I pushed myself off the car and headed in her direction, already knowing that she was going to be on her bullshit. All of those people were just going to get an eye full because I wasn’t leaving until her ass was in the car with me, and that could be willingly or unwillingly.

      “Mahogany!” I called.

      She saw me, gave me a look of disgust, and just like I knew she would, she tried to go in the other direction. I grabbed her arm and squeezed it.

      “Let me go, Jabari! I swear to God I will scream and say that I don’t know you and that you’re kidnapping me! Move!” she voiced, trying to get out of the hold that I had her in.

      “And whoever believes you, I’ll show them the videos that I have of us in my phone of you sucking my dick or me fuckin’ you! That’ll kill that theory right there of you not knowing me. Let’s go, shorty. Shae is not coming to get you,” I said as I snatched the luggage from her with my other hand.

      From the look in her eyes, I knew she was pissed off and sad that her friend wasn’t coming to get her. Something else about her eyes stood out to me too. I could see that she was fed up with me and this fuckin’ relationship. Shit didn’t start getting bad with us until she got pregnant. I knew I was stressing shorty out; I could feel it, but I swear that I wasn’t trying to.

      “I don’t want to go with you, Jabari. Just let me go. I’ll find my own way back home. I left your mama’s house for a reason—”

      “A stupid ass reason, yo! You didn’t even talk to me about the shit first. You just left! You think I would have left you over there had I known that bitch was going to drop by? Mahogany, you know better that anyone that I always steer you in the opposite direction of any bitch that I done ever fucked with. I don’t even let a bitch do your hair, nails, or wax if I know I fucked them, and you know that! Just the other day, you showed me somebody’s Instagram who does braids, and I told you not to go to her because I fucked in the past. Did I or did I not?” I questioned her.

      Of course, her ass ignored me because she saw where I was going with this.

      “A nigga is not perfect, but I’m also not foolish enough to do some stupid ass shit like that and lose you behind it! Let’s go, shorty. We out here with motha fuckas all in our business and shit. Let’s discuss this bullshit in private! I done told you that Jashae is not coming, and I’m not about to let you jump your ass in another Uber. Let’s go!” I barked, ready to drag her if I had to.

      “Your taking me home, though. That’s where I want to go, and I don’t want to be around you,” she had the nerve to say.

      That comment triggered the fuck out of me. I put my mouth to her ear, and my hand on her stomach.

      “You pregnant with my baby, shorty, which means you got to be around me for the rest of your fuckin’ life! Should have thought about that shit before you started bouncing your ass on my dick, and I didn’t have on a glove,” I let her know.

      I saw the hairs on the back of her neck stand up when I said that shit. She didn’t even respond, which was shocking because she always had a comeback for something. I kissed her on her ear and walked with her through the crowd of people. We finally made it to the car, and I put her luggage in the back seat before I helped her get in the front. During the ride home, she sat in the passenger seat with the hood over her head, and her head leaned against the window, not saying shit. I honestly didn’t care if she didn’t say anything, as long as she got her ass in the car with me.

      She said she wanted to go to her house, so that’s where we were going. It was a little bit of traffic getting out of the airport, so it took us a little longer than usual to get to her house. Mahogany lived in a gated community with new townhouses that were just built last year. When I made it to the resident’s side, she handed me her fob, which was on her key ring, and it opened the gates for us. I continued in the direction of her house, and once I found it, I pulled into the two-car driveway. Since her car was at my house, I just pulled my car in the middle, taking up both spaces.

      When I shut the car off, I could feel her eyes on me.

      “Why are you turning the car off? You’re not staying. I was serious when I said that I didn’t want to be around you, Jabari. I want some space. I feel like you and this relationship is consuming me,” her dumb ass said.

      “Aye, watch your mouth, man. I was serious when I said that you don’t have a choice but to be around me. This pregnancy got you losing your fuckin’ brain,” I let her know.

      “I just don’t understand you and your narcissistic ways. You are the fuckin’ epitome of a hypocrite. You just got mad at me yesterday because a guy that I used to date came over and addressed me in public. Now, it’s a brand-new day, and the same shit happened to me, only difference was a bitch that you used to deal with was comfortable enough to bring her ass over to your mama’s house. Do I not have the right to be mad? Do I not have the right to want some time to myself? Nigga, you went and spent damn near three hours at the gym last night, then you brought your ass home and slept in a completely different room from me. You had your space, so let me have mine!” she screamed.

      She was upset, stressing, and in her feelings.

      “You had all of the fuckin’ space you needed on that airplane. Let’s go, shorty,” I said, this time getting out of the car.

      “I’m beginning to hate you, Jabari,” she said, catching me off guard with her words.

      I spun around, turning my head like I was the damn devil. I could tell from the look in her eyes that she was scared of what would spew out of my mouth next.

      “Why you hate me, Mahogany, huh? Prior to this, you loved the fuck out of me, ain’t it? Look, believe what you want to believe, but I done told your dumb ass that I didn’t know the bitch was going to come over there. Fuck you want me to do? Draw the shit out and say it in sign language for your ass?

      “I can’t believe that we really here arguing over a bitch that I haven’t fucked in over ten years! In that crazy ass head of yours, do you really think that I purposely left you over there with my ole girl so that you could be around an old bitch that I used to deal with? Answer me that. If that’s what you believe, then I’ll get the fuck from over here right now because that just tells me that you don’t think that I give a fuck about you or our baby,” I said, looking at her with all seriousness in my eyes.

      “No, I don’t believe that, Jabari, but—”

      “Then end this conversation now! You ain’t doing shit but stressing out my child—”

      “Jabari—”

      “Yo, ain’t I say to end it?” I barked.

      Her eyes had gotten watery, but she didn’t say anything else back to me. I slammed the car door and went over to the back, so I could get her luggage out. With her keys still in my hands, I let the two of us in. She went right for the alarm, disarmed it, and I watched as she kicked her shoes off and took the stairs, more than likely up to her bedroom. I badly needed a damn blunt.

      After setting her luggage down in the house, I went right back outside. I sat in the backyard on one of the patio chairs. It didn’t take long for me to have a blunt rolled. For almost ten minutes, I was left to my thoughts as I let what was inside this joint take me away, although I knew that it was only temporary. I thought about the shit that Miami said over the phone about fighting for my relationship. I wasn’t used to fighting for a woman to love me because I’d become so accustomed to women practically throwing themselves at me that I never really had to fight for love.

      With Mahogany, the shit was so fuckin’ different because I loved her, and it meant everything in this fuckin’ world for her to love me back. The selfish part of me wanted to say fuck her and this relationship and leave now, but I couldn’t do that shit. Not when she and that little girl in her stomach needed me. I personally just didn’t feel like I was the one who should have been blamed in this situation, but if it was going to make shit better with me and Mahogany, I would step up.

      When I finished off the blunt, I went back inside the house. Mahogany would kill a nigga for going upstairs with my shoes on and walking on her carpet, so I kicked them off before I headed up the stairs. Everything about her home screamed girly. Nothing in this house had a man’s touch to it. Mahogany moving in with me was definitely something that had been discussed a few times, and I knew that when that day came, we were going to butt heads a lot because we both had our own little style. Mahogany liked all of that gray, creme, and shiny shit, while I was laid back, liking shit that had black in it.

      I didn’t plan to make Mahogany a live-in baby mama or girlfriend. For me to even think about her moving in with me, that shows right there that I would want her title to be upgraded.

      When I made it upstairs, she wasn’t in the bedroom, but I could hear the shower water running in the bathroom that was adjacent to the master. Mahogany didn’t lock any doors, so I headed for the bathroom door, and of course, it opened when I turned it. Just like everything else in this fuckin’ house, her bathroom had a girly touch to it. The dirty clothes that she’d just taken off were in the hamper next to the walk-in closet.

      She had the lights in the bathroom a little dim, but it was light enough where I could see her naked body under the water. Her hair was soaking wet, which let me know that she’d washed it. Her back was facing me as she let the water fall down her body. Eventually, when she did turn around and saw me, she jumped. Right after my eyes left her eyes, they roamed over her stomach.

      Mahogany’s bump came to life every time she was naked. I loved that shit. It was sexy if you asked me. The fact that she didn’t tell me to get out spoke volumes. Mahogany liked for a nigga to chase after her pretty ass. She was a beautiful girl, easily the prettiest woman that I’d ever come across, and she knew that. Just like me, she was used to people chasing her. It was going to be a time when I would have to humble her ass, though. It wasn’t going to be today. Trust me, popping up on her ass at the airport didn’t do shit but make her pussy wet.

      Mahogany was crazy; therefore, she liked crazy. People weren’t lying when they said that we were perfect for each other. I emptied out my pockets, which consisted of a money that was held together in a rubber band, my wallet, a lighter, and another pack of weed that I probably wouldn’t need until tomorrow. Next, my bottoms came off then the shirt and undershirt. With my dick swinging and all, I walked over to the sliding glass door, pulled it back, and let myself in.

      “I don’t got no soap in here for me to wash off with? I thought I left some of my Dove shit in here,” I said the moment I closed the glass door behind me.

      “I’m not sure. I must have thrown it out,” she said and rolled her eyes at me.

      “Or given it to one your little boyfriends,” I said, knowing that comment would get under her skin.

      “Nah, he likes Old Spice better. That’s a grown man soap. Dove is for little boys,” she said back, gaining a sarcastic laugh from me.

      “You know if I were to ever catch a nigga over here, I would kill him, right? Without even asking any questions. Get them pussy ass niggas killed if you want to,” I let her know as I took the sponge from her hands to finish washing her.

      She didn’t respond.

      I took the body wash that she had, lathered it up with some soap, and turned her around, so I could wash her back. It wasn’t until she turned that I saw that my soap was actually in there. Once I finished washing her up, she grabbed my washcloth, put my soap on it, and did the same thing to me. My eyes were closed, and I bit my lip when she started washing off my dick and jacking it at the same time. She washed me off a good two times before I took the washcloth from her and did the other parts of my body, like my face and shit. Once we both were done, I pulled her by her hand and placed her in front of me.

      “Let’s get married, bae,” I whispered into her ear. She laughed, yet she didn’t respond.

      “Shorty, I’m serious,” I let her know.

      “And I seriously smell weed on your breath. Jabari, you are high and talking crazy. Move!” she said, trying to get out of the hold that I had her in, but I wouldn’t let her. I turned her around in my arms so she could look me in my eyes and see that I was dead ass serious.

      “Mahogany, I’m being dead ass serious with you. I want to get married,” I let her know. She looked at me as if she all of a sudden started buying it.

      “Okay, where’s my ring then? That way I’ll know you’re serious,” she said.

      “I didn’t get that far ahead yet. I’ll get the ring, shorty, but for real, let’s get married. You not trying to marry me?” I asked, lifting her up and holding her in my arms. I was holding her by her ass, and her arms were wrapped around my neck for support.

      “I am. Only if you’re serious, though,” she let me know.

      I was so fuckin’ horny, and I was trying to wait this thing out, but I couldn’t. With my hands holding Mahogany up by her ass, I lifted her up a little bit, and because my dick was already standing up, all I had to do was sit her down on it. Instantly, her teeth sank into my neck, and truthfully, I didn’t know if she was doing that shit purposely or if that was her way of expressing her passion because I felt like she was drawing blood. The way I was inside her pussy, one would have thought that I’d just finished going one whole year without her shit instead of just one day. Maybe I was just horny, so for whatever reason, her pussy felt tighter, wetter, and deeper.

      “Jabarrriiii… damnnnn… you killing meeeeee.” She moaned with her face buried in my neck.

      I wasn’t letting up. I was in that pussy like I’d just been released from the feds after doing no less than fifteen years. The muscles in my thighs and my legs were exposed, looking like they were going to pop, which proved to me that I was putting in work.

      “I’m killing you? That must mean you love me! I thought you hated me, shorty?” I asked, now bouncing her at a pace that was slow and deep.

      Her pussy was farting, leaking, and gushing. I’ve had all types of pussy throughout my lifetime, but nothing even as close as this shit right here. I couldn’t even put my finger on how good her shit was. It was murder worthy. Meaning, I could murder a nigga if Mahogany ever fucked around on me. It was shooting her club up at least five times worth. This wouldn’t be Mahogany’s last pregnancy with me because I wasn’t strapping up ever again when it came to her. Her shit was home for me, and a nigga had to come home.

      “I donttttt… I donttttt. I only love you… I love you, Bariiii. Shittttt… stay there… stay thereeee,” she screamed right when a nigga found her spot.

      I found it, and I stayed on that shit. Drilling into her and making it where she was going to sleep this shit off for the rest of the day. When my dick felt like I’d dipped it in a pool of water, which let me know that she came, I lowered her so that she was standing up on her legs. I turned her around and hit her leg, making her prop it up on the shower bench. And, in no time, I started eating my favorite meal. Her legs shook, her ass bounced from her moving her pussy around on my face, and her moans were fuckin’ heaven. Her long, sharp, stiletto nails that she loved to wear reached back, and she held my head in her pussy, smothering me with her shit.

      “Damnnnn… you eating my pusssy soo gooddd. Jabariiiii,” she cried my name out.

      “Hmmmmm,” I moaned into her pussy, not letting up.

      “Damnnnn… Oooohhhhh… shittttt,” she whimpered once two fingers went inside her.

      I started finger fuckin’ her from the back, all the while having a tight ass grip on her clit with just my lips. Like her little nasty ass always did, she squirted in my mouth. I shut the shower water off and carried her soaking wet body into the bedroom. I gently tossed her body down on the bed, held her by her ankles, and placed her legs on either side of her head. She held her own legs up, helping a nigga out, and instead of fuckin’ like we were on one of them ghetto ass porns, I slowed the shit down, going slow, deep, and making it full of passion. Her eyes rolled in the back of her head, her pussy was sounding off the room, and in this moment, it had me feeling like making love was better than fuckin’.

      “When you want to get married, bae?” I whispered in her ear.

      I wasn’t sure what it was, but I had her ass crying. Crying and moaning. I kissed the tears away that were running freely down her face.

      “Tomorrowwww,” she moaned, making my dick jerk.

      See, the thing is, Mahogany would promise me all type of shit during sex, but once we were done, she would back out of it. Then again, I made promises too. I was still supposed to give her the world because that was my favorite thing to offer her when I was balls deep inside of her. I looked down at her pussy, and it was fat, bald, and so fuckin’ pretty. When she wasn’t moving her body in sync with mine anymore, I knew that another orgasm was on the way for her. Like it was perfect timing, I started nutting too. I pulled her up so I could flip us, and I landed on my back, pulling her down on top of me as we both tried to catch our breath.

      “I was supposed to change my locks on you, block your number, and get a new number. Look at me. I’m such a sucker,” she said, followed by a laugh.

      I slapped her exposed ass, and I bit her cheek.

      “You would have done all of that and still let me fuck. Why even waste your fuckin’ money?” I asked her with my eyes closed.

      “You are so damn cocky,” she said. She had her elbow on my chest and she was all in my face talking, but I liked it.

      “You make me cocky. Shorty, you play a role in that shit. You boost my head up like a motha fucka during sex,” I let her know.

      “Ima start laying there and not saying shit. You need to be humbled,” she said.

      “You’ll die fuckin’ around trying to do some shit like that. I’m serious about marrying you, shorty. I’m about to take a power nap and then Ima go and get a ring. Mahogany Brooks. I like that. Don’t you?” I asked her and opened one of my eyes so I could see her face, and she was cheesing hard as fuck.

      That spoke volumes to me. She nodded, letting me know that she liked it too.

      “I don’t want your last name to be different from me and our daughter. Not to bring that shit back up from earlier, but I can only imagine how disrespected you must have felt, and for that, I’m sorry. If it was up to me, I would keep any bitch that I ever dealt with away from you for life. I got on my ole girl about that shit too. Over the years, I just don’t understand the way her brain works. She had to know that I would flip the fuck out when I found out that she had shorty around you. No matter how much money I give her, how many nice things that I get for her, it’s like she still going to remain the same, which is a messy ass person. It’s fucked up, but it’s like the more I’m around her, I see why my ole boy stayed away. She’s fuckin’ toxic,” I let her know.

      “That’s not an excuse though, Jabari. You were still his son at the end of the day,” she said. I shook my head, not really wanting to talk about it.

      “Let me close my eyes for like thirty minutes. I’m tired as fuck. I been chasing your ass around all fuckin’ day,” I let her know, making her laugh.

      “Shouldn’t have old fuck partners coming out of the fuckin’ blue. She lucky I was pregnant because I would have slaughtered her ass. You better keep these bitches from around me, Jabari,” she said.

      “I will, shorty. I will,” I let her know, and in seconds, I was snoring.
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      “Damn, that pussy so fuckin’ good, girl,” I groaned and threw my head back after just fuckin’ the shit out of Raynell.

      She talked all that big shit about not fuckin’ with me like that no more, but here I was with her, cornered in a small ass room, digging in her guts like I loved this bitch. I wouldn’t say that I loved Raynell yet, but I did fuck with shorty. Anyone who was willing to risk their freedom and put their life on the line for me, I had to have something for them.

      Since I met Raynell, shorty had always looked out. Whether it be her smuggling the phone in for me so I could have more access to my people back home, or warning me when the guards were going to do a walk through, making sure that my cell stayed full of snacks, and all of the other shit that she was doing for me. I took all of that into consideration and realized that her ass had been there for me more than anybody else, especially those on the outside.

      Maybe I was still high off her pussy, or maybe it was her new braids hairstyle that had me looking at her differently. I slowly pulled my dick out of her and used the nearby paper towels that were on a desk to wipe her juices off my dick. Because of the abortion that she had to get a few months ago, which was the result of the two of us not taking the proper precautions, she was now on birth control, so we wouldn’t have to worry about that shit again.

      Once my dick was dry, I pulled the khaki jailhouse pants back on and watched her, wondering if now was a good time for me to ask her what I needed to ask. My timing was off, and I didn’t want her to think that I was using her for pussy or to get what I wanted. In the past, that was the case because I felt like when it came to me, she could be a little naïve, but that wasn’t the case right now.

      I watched Raynell use paper towels to clean her pussy, her thighs, and the cum that was dripping down her legs. Once she was finished, she pulled her pants back up and fixed her uniform. It was almost time for her to go, since the correctional officers were now going to transition into the night shift.

      “I need a favor, shorty,” I let her know after about five minutes of silence.

      She crooked her head to the side, giving me a look like, what is it now, nigga? I was incarcerated, having no rights to my own fuckin’ freedom, so I admit that I depended on her for a lot of shit. It took a lot of putting my pride to the side for me to even ask her to do shit for me because I wasn’t used to asking people for shit. Back when I was free, I would rob a nigga of their dollar before I asked them for it. I’d always been that way. Prison had humbled the fuck out of me because I was put in a position to ask my loved ones to send me money for commissary or for them to put money on my books for me.

      “What is it, Giovonni? I feel like it’s always something with you,” she said and rolled her eyes.

      “I need you to be my eyes. A nigga who was like a brother to me was transferred in here a few weeks ago, and I just been waiting for the perfect opportunity to catch him slipping. I think they have him on clean up duty in the showers. He violated my baby mama, and I need to take care of his ass,” I let her know in all seriousness.

      In the past few weeks that Dino has been in with me, I didn’t say shit to him, and the nigga knew not to say shit to me. The fact that his ass couldn’t even look me in my eyes or walk over to me and give me some conversation spoke volumes. It proved to me that all that shit Miami said he did to Jashae was true. I didn’t want to believe it when I heard it, but Dino’s actions told me all that I needed to know. I couldn’t believe that someone who I thought of as a brother would do some shit like that to someone who I fuckin’ loved.

      Granted, it wasn’t a secret that Dino would put his hands on a woman if need be, but he should have known the type of consequences he would have to face when it came to what was mine. Even if the nigga didn’t get locked up, I would have still been able to have this ass touched on the outside.

      “Giovonni, are you fuckin’ crazy? It’s one thing for me to help you smuggle a phone in here, but for me to turn a blind eye and watch you take care of somebody is a totally different thing. Do you know how many years I could face in prison for doing something like that? I work at a prison for goodness sake, and this environment shows me that this is the last place that I would want to have to transition to. No! I won’t do it!” she said, and I could see the seriousness in her eyes, but I had a way with my words, so I knew that I could sweet talk her and change her mind.

      “Raynell, I love you, shorty. If I didn’t love you, I wouldn’t even ask you to do this shit for me. The fact that I could even come to you and ask you this shows that I trust you. I know that you wouldn’t rat on me. This nigga is better off dead because he knows too much. He knows that I’m fuckin’ you because before he was put here, this was somebody that I used to talk to on the phone just about every day. I wouldn’t want the nigga to be spiteful and rat on what me and you got going on. You’ll lose everything, shorty. That’s what you want?” I asked, lying to her through clenched teeth.

      I never told Dino that I was fuckin’ Raynell because I didn’t feel the need to. I just knew that it would light a fire under her ass and get her to change her mind.

      “Messing around with you is so fuckin’ dangerous. Whatever you plan to do to him, you better make it quick. If shit goes left, I’m not backing you in this. I don’t know nothing, and I didn’t see nothing,” she let me know.

      “You think this is dangerous, shorty? Wait until you hear what I have in mind to ask you next,” I said, and her eyes damn near bucked out of their sockets.

      “What could possibly be more dangerous than this, Giovonni?” she quizzed.

      “I’ll tell you after we get this done. Let’s go, beautiful,” I said and kissed her.

      That, I didn’t lie about because shorty was indeed beautiful. The smile that appeared on her face was either because I’d called her beautiful or because I’d kissed her. Either way, I didn’t stick around long to enough to figure out what it was. Like we always did when we had our meet ups to fuck, I walked out of the room before her, making sure that the coast was clear.

      Most people were inside their cells, but everyone who had some sort of job like cleaning up the kitchen, the bathrooms, or rec area were usually out around this time. We’d already had what was supposed to have been dinner, so nobody would be coming out of their cells again.

      I casually walked, feeling in my pants pocket, just to make sure that I had the weapon that was specially made for this moment. My palms had been itching to kill this nigga since the very first day that I saw his bitch ass come in. I learned from the OG’s back in the day that if you ever planned to do a nigga dirty, to make your move in silence. I didn’t give Dino any reason to feel like I was going to harm him. I simply ignored him, but if he was smart, he would have feared my silence because that only meant that I was plotting something, and I was up to no good.

      I made it to the kitchen area and found him with the mop in his hands, cleaning the floors. His back was toward me, but I didn’t want to just run up on the nigga from behind. I wanted him to actually look me in my eyes as he took his last breath. He must have been able to feel my presence because he eventually turned around. Damn near thirty seconds went by, and neither of us said anything to each other. I couldn’t believe that a nigga who I literally grew up with was going to be added to my list of bodies. We had robbed together, came up with our gang together, fucked some pretty ass bitches together, and then it all had to come down to this. Wow!

      “What you in here for?” I asked him.

      I could see the huge lump in his throat that he’d swallowed. I also peeped the way his big ass started sweating.

      “Shit, assault! I would have made bail, but I had a warrant out for my arrest that I didn’t even know about. Them crackas talking about my fingerprints matched those that were found at a robbery that took place a few months ago,” he said, talking all nonchalantly, although I knew his ass was shaking in his fuckin’ boots.

      Dino knew that I didn’t have anything to lose. I wasn’t getting out of this bitch ever, so a man like me should be feared.

      “Oh yeah? Who you assaulted?” I asked him, as if I didn’t know.

      “Come on, Trip. Why you doing this shit?” he asked.

      “Fuck am I doing? I’m just asking a fuckin’ question. I want to know who you assaulted because word on the streets is that you put your hands on my baby mama. I know you not foolish enough to do that. Tell me these niggas lying on you, so I don’t have to do you dirty in here,” I said.

      He didn’t respond. A whole fuckin’ minute had passed, and still… nothing!

      “Trip, it wasn’t even supposed to go down like that. She started talking crazy, and I just snapped. You know I would never do that to Shae. She’s like a sister… and… anddd… come on, man.” He started crying and begging for his life as I got closer to him.

      It’s like I blacked the fuck out. I grabbed the shank that was in my pocket, and I just started jamming it in just about every part of his fuckin’ body. I didn’t stop until I felt his body stop moving. Blood was leaking out of him something serious. I could hear Raynell off in the background, telling me to stop and that was enough, and that’s when I was able to come back to my senses and let his body drop to the floor. I felt nothing as I stood there and watched an old best friend of mine just lay there and die.

      “Give it to me. I’ll get rid of it,” Raynell said, referring to the shank that I was still holding.

      I quickly passed it to her, and like nothing happened, she walked behind me, escorting me back to my cell. I felt relieved. It wouldn’t change the shit that happened, but it proved the love that I had for Shae. I wasn’t the best nigga in the world, but I actually did love that fuckin’ woman. I had risked so much shit by committing that murder in the kitchen area, but it was worth it to me.

      Raynell used her keys to let me into my cell.

      “We make a good team, shorty,” I let her know.

      “What were you talking about earlier? This dangerous thing that you had in mind?” she questioned.

      “I’m thinking about escaping. Me and you. Let’s get far away from this bitch. I don’t have all the details right now because I just started thinking about it a couple of weeks ago,” I let her know in all seriousness, and then she burst out laughing.

      “Nigga, are you serious? Who the hell do you think you are? They will kill your ass before you even get off the premises. Go to sleep, Giovonni, because you’re talking crazy,” she whispered.

      “I know what’s at risk, Raynell. That’s why this shit is going to take a lot of thought. Please, don’t knock it yet. When me and you first started fuckin’ around, didn’t you tell me that you used to have dreams about us being together? You know, actually able to be a couple in the outside world. If I think this shit all the way through, shorty, we can do that. Go somewhere far, far away. Just me and you. Get married, have kids together. We can start all the way over, man. I’m tired of this shit, yo. I done spent almost eleven years of my life in here doing the same shit. I can’t do this life sentence. It’s either this or Ima fuck around and kill myself in here. I done watched my son die, my baby mama moved on to a nigga that I was cool with, and now I got a daughter that I didn’t even know existed. Every time something happens on the outside that involves me, and I can’t do something about it, I die a little inside. I swear to God I do!” I said, and my voice cracked.

      I didn’t even realize that I was crying until I felt a tear hit me on my chest. I quickly wiped it because I didn’t want to cry in front of a woman. I could see in Raynell’s eyes how much she sympathized with me. Everything that I’d just finished saying to her was the truth. I wasn’t just expressing these things to her because I wanted her to feel bad for me. Suicide has definitely been something that’s been taking up the majority of the space in my head these past few months, which is why it was so important for me to escape this shit. I knew that my black ass risked getting killed if I got caught, but because suicide was an option, I felt like I was going to die anyway. Plus, I wouldn’t know the outcome unless I tried.

      “You gotta think, Giovonni, and think very fuckin’ hard. What you just did in the kitchen didn’t take a lot of thought. That shit happens around here almost once a month, so I won’t even give you credit for that. If we do this, I need you to plan something extreme. I need to hear an outline from you about how we plan to do this, and if it doesn’t move me, I’m out. I’m only giving you one chance to convince me. One chance, and I mean it. Think about it. My shift is over. I don’t work this weekend, so I’ll see you Monday morning. Take care.” And with that, she was gone.

      With a smile on my face, I flopped down on the bed, and my mind went into overdrive, just thinking about all the shit that I would have to do to pull this off. Since I’ve been in here, this has been the most hope that I’d had so far. I actually had a chance to get the fuck up out of here. I stayed up all night with my pen and pad, writing things down in code, just in case they decided to do another sweep. This shit had consumed me because not once did I even pull out my phone to call anyone from back home. The one person that I did have to talk to had just left.

      Ever since I texted my ole girl Jashae’s address, I hadn’t heard back from her, I couldn’t get Jashae to pick up the fuckin’ phone for a nigga, I had no fuckin’ words to say to Krystal’s ass, and the best friend that I did have, I had just killed his ass. As I wrote things down, my mind went to my daughter. I couldn’t help but wonder what she was doing. Was she with Jashae? If she was with Shae, then I would be at peace because I knew that Shae would make sure that little girl was protected, even though she probably hated my ass.

      I knew Jashae inside and out, therefore I knew that she would love Maya better than her own fuckin’ mother loved her.
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      “Jashae, baby, I get it. Trust me, I get it. She’s a little girl, and you don’t want to just throw her to the wolves, but this isn’t, and it shouldn’t be your responsibility to raise her. By accepting this child as your own, you are putting yourself in a situation where you have to deal with Trip and his shit for the rest of your fuckin’ life! I know that’s not what you want.

      “Vonte would have been eighteen, which by law would have made him an adult. If he were to continue his relationship with Trip, that would have been his doing. You wouldn’t have had to be involved. We’re talking about a five-year-old little girl here, so it’s different. She may want to see her dad; therefore, you’re going to be back in the picture, taking her down there to see him. What about her mama? What about when she finally gets her shit together and decides that she wants her daughter back. Then what? What about actually going down there to the courthouse and filing for temporary custody of her? Are these things that you actually sat and thought about?” My grandmother hit me with question after question.

      Truth is, I’d been avoiding her, my daddy, and Mahogany as much as I could because I didn’t want them to question what was going on. Whenever the three of them told me that they were coming over, I always came up with some excuse about how I wasn’t feeling well or some lie about me not being home because I didn’t want them to judge me. Leave it to my grandma to just pop her ass up on me this Saturday morning unannounced.

      When she came over, I was caught red handed because Maya was in the kitchen eating breakfast. Do you know that I was going to lie and say that Maya was Miami’s daughter, Taniya, because I just honestly thought that it would go over her head, but then again, I had to remember who the hell I was dealing with. I ended up leaving Maya in the kitchen so she could eat her breakfast while I went in the office downstairs and explained everything to my grandma. It sucked because Miami was at his rec center, so he wasn’t even there to have my back in all of this.

      “You want to know the real reason why I don’t want to drop her off? I remember I was in the eighth grade. Shit, what was her name? Manushka. Yeah, that was her name. She was Haitian. A really quiet girl. Never really said anything to anyone. She always sat in the back of the class, but she was smart as hell. I remember she would finish her test in like ten minutes, and then she would lay her head on the desk and wait for everyone else to finish. She was so weird to me. At least, in the beginning, I viewed her as weird. It would be one hundred degrees outside, and she would have jeans on under her school uniform skirt, and she always wore big ass sweaters to school like we lived in Antarctica or something. You can only imagine the way she was bullied in school. She was like a mystery because really no one knew anything about her. She was a loner. It wasn’t until this new club at my school was introduced. Remember the Girl’s R Us club that you had me join?” I asked, and she nodded yes.

      “We just talked about basic things about being a girl. Pretty much every girl in the classroom shared something. We were all surprised that Manushka was there because her ass didn’t participate in anything. We were even more surprised when she started to share. I believe that everyone in that room was crying after she finished speaking. She talked about being given up for adoption from the moment she was born. She basically grew up in foster care.

      “When she turned ten, she was adopted, and she lived with a married white couple and their four boys. She talked about the many nights she was beaten and raped. We thought the big clothes that she wore were because she was weird, but little did we know, she was covering herself up, to steer any guy away from ever looking at her. Also, because she was covering up bruises. I remember my teacher, Ms. Jackson, who was over the club jumping into action right there. Cops were at the school, CPS, it was a real big thing. Weeks had gone by, and I remember asking Ms. Jackson about what happened to Manushka, and all she said was that she was back in foster care and that the parents were in jail. The two older boys who were raping her had been arrested as well. We never saw or heard from Manushka again.

      “Ma, I’m in situation where I can take care of Maya. If I put her in foster care, for the rest of my life, I’ll be questioning it. I know it’s not my responsibility to even care, but she’s been with me almost a week now. Her mama don’t want her, and Trip cannot do a damn thing with her. Would it hurt that bad if I kept her?” I asked.

      The look on my grandmother’s face screamed that I was somehow getting through to her. I could tell by the way her face had softened. Moments ago, when she came in the house and saw Maya, it was on and popping because she kept questioning who the hell this little girl was that I had in the kitchen.

      “Here’s what I feel like you should do. Get a lawyer. We need paperwork signed by her sorry ass mammy that basically shows that she agrees to give away her rights as her mother. This is also to protect you from her popping her ass up five years from now, screaming that she’s ready to be her mother again. Chillllddd, you are better than me. When I was your age, honnneeeeyyy, the way I would have read into Trip, his mama, and that sorry ass baby mama, they would have never in their fuckin’ lives played with me again,” my grandma said.

      “You say that because the shoe isn’t on your foot. If I was on the outside, looking in, I probably would have said that I wouldn’t have taken the child in either, but I’m actually living this, so it’s different. Will you watch her for me? Just for like an hour. I need to go and tell Miami something. He’s at the rec center, and it’s no telling when he’s going to bring his ass home,” I said, and she looked at me with a smirk on her face.

      “I hope you getting ready to tell that man that your ass is pregnant,” she said.

      “Maybe. Maybe not.”

      I opened the door, so we could walk out of the office where we had been talking for the past ten minutes or so.

      “You don’t have to talk around the subject with me, baby. I’m old fashioned. I see pregnancy all in your damn face. I’ll watch her until you get back,” she let me know.

      We made it back to the kitchen where Maya was. Since she’d been living with me, I found out that this little girl loves her some damn bacon, so this morning, I cooked bacon, eggs, and grits for her. I looked down at her plate and saw that she’d cleaned it. She had been a little bit better these past couple of days. After the first night, I think it kind of hit her that her mama wasn’t coming to get her, so at night, I would have to stay in the room with her while she cried herself to sleep. She barely talked, and when she did, it was always to ask me if I could call her mama for her.

      Of course, whenever I would call Krystal, the bitch would never answer the phone. Although Maya was five, which wasn’t technically a baby, I felt like she was still a lot of work. I was changing the sheets almost every morning because no matter what, she was still peeing in the bed. I’d be damned if I allowed her to go to bed with a pull-up on, so this was something that we were still working on. Her vocabulary really wasn’t that strong, so often, when she wanted something, she would point to it, which is something else that I was working on with her. I was trying to get her to use her words.

      Krystal didn’t teach this little girl any damn thing, which was so fuckin’ sad. Miami’s daughter would be landing later on tonight, so maybe with Maya around another child, she’d show some kind of life. I never got to meet Tahira, and I wasn’t even sure what the hell happened on the phone that night when I walked in on Miami snapping on her because I never asked. All I knew was that it had Miami pissed off to the point that he didn’t even care to see her the next day, so we still hadn’t met.

      “I’m going to leave for a few, but I’ll be back. My grandma is going to watch you until I get back. You okay?” I asked Maya.

      She just always seemed so sad. Miami and I took her to the park yesterday, thinking that it would be good for her, but she stayed up under me the entire time, too scared to play with the other kids. Eventually, Miami ended up carrying her over to the swings, where he pushed her back and forth, and even that wasn’t too exciting for her. That little girl wanted her mama badly. Pretty soon, I was going to need Krystal to drop a location because we couldn’t just keep doing this to this little girl. I just felt like Maya wasn’t going to be content until she saw Krystal.

      “I’m fff… Fine,” she let me know.

      My grandma didn’t know she stuttered, so when she heard her, her face resembled the way mine must have looked the first time that I heard her speak. As if she belonged to me, I kissed her forehead, letting her know that I would be back, and within seconds, I was out the door, making sure that I had what I needed in my purse to show Miami. He wasn’t going to let me live this down. I couldn’t wait for him to get home; I had to actually pop up on his ass and show him this in person. This information was going to rock his damn world.

      Miami’s rec center was right smack dab in the middle of the hood, and since I was coming from his house, which was far from the hood, it took me about forty minutes to get to where he was. He drove his truck today, which was parked in the reserved parking spot, and I found an empty spot right next to him and parked there.

      Like always, it sounded like a damn club from the loud, rap music that was blasting through the speakers. There were maybe fifteen to twenty rings in there, and each one of them was occupied. Miami taught a teenage class in the mornings on the weekends. The boys loved him, and they looked up to him something crazy. There were all types of people in there from little boys, to younger boys, teenagers, guys who looked to be in their middle twenties and thirties, and even a few older guys. Coming here and seeing all of Miami’s hard work always made me so happy for my man. I loved everything about the way he gave back to the hood.

      Miami was a millionaire; therefore, he didn’t have to do any of this. We’re talking about a man who was willingly coming back to the hood and feeding these young boys all the knowledge and skills that they would need when it came to boxing, so that one day they could potentially follow the same path as Miami.

      I scanned the large room and spotted him from the back. His shirt was off, so how could I not recognize that back? I just had my legs wrapped around his waist early this morning, and my fingernails were just digging in his sexy, muscular back late last night. Like a woman who knew she was lucky, I smiled as I made my way over to him. He didn’t see me yet, but his student did. He pointed his head in my direction, basically telling Miami that I was standing behind him. It was no secret that I was his woman.

      Miami turned around with sweat dripping down his body, and just seeing him in work mode had me falling in love with him all over again. The sweat on his abs literally looked like someone had rubbed his body down with baby oil. He had a hand towel wrapped around his neck, and his gym shorts were down, making his dick print so obvious. I just wanted to bite him.

      When he saw me, he smirked and then leaned on the railing of the ring. He puckered his lips, basically telling me to come and give him a kiss. I went ahead and did just that. I kissed him like we were the only two in the room. I didn’t care who was looking. When we broke away from the kiss, he looked down at me for a few seconds. I bet he was trying to figure out why I’d popped up on him.

      “Who’s watching Maya while your fine ass is parlaying in the streets?” he asked right before he used the hand towel to wipe the sweat off his face.

      “My grandma popped up at the house a few minutes after you left this morning, so she’s watching her. Come down. I want to tell you something in your office,” I let him know.

      He gave me a puzzled look right before he jumped out of the ring and stood in front of me, towering over my body.

      “Your grandma saw Maya? What did she say?” he questioned.

      “In the beginning, she thought I was crazy, but after I explained my peace, I pretty much won her over. We’re fine. I think we’re going to have to make a quick trip to Atlanta, though. I think Maya just wants to know that her mama is alright. I kind of feel like we’re allowing her to suffer by not allowing her to see Krystal, you know?” I said.

      “I was checking Instagram this morning, and one of the niggas that I used to box with was in Magic City last night. This the type of nigga who posts his every move. Krystal was in there dancing. She goes by Temptation. I’m on the same shit you on, shorty. If we gotta pop up on her ass there, we can do that. They didn’t spare you when they dropped lil mama off at your job, so why spare her ass? It probably ain’t the right thing to do to let Maya see her mama under those circumstances, but we don’t have to get out. We can wait for her in the parking lot,” Miami suggested.

      “What if she’s not dancing tonight?” I quizzed.

      “Oh, she dancing tonight, shorty. It’s the weekend. All the ballers go out to the booty clubs on the weekend,” he said, and I rolled my eyes at him.

      “Well, just as long as your ass ain’t going to no booty club,” I told him.

      Miami walked closer and wrapped his arms around me. He loved on me, kissing me all over my face and making me laugh.

      “I got the whole booty club living at home with me. I don’t need to go out and pay for bitches to dance for me when I get that shit at home on a daily basis for free,” he said, still kissing me. “What did you have to tell me in my office? Let me find out you came all the way down here to fuck me,” he said, and I pushed him off.

      Instead of being dramatic and prolonging it any more than I needed to, I just reached in the purse that I had wrapped around my body and passed two pregnancy sticks to him. Both indicated a positive result. I never in a million fuckin’ years thought that I would have children again. For so long, I just always felt like Vonte was enough. I loved Vonte so much that I didn’t believe I could have enough love in my heart to give to another child. That theory was so wrong because this morning, after Miami left, I took the test that I’d had hidden in the back of the closet for the past couple of weeks.

      Just like Miami, I had suspicions that I’d been pregnant all along, but he was right about me wanting to be in denial about it. The weird combinations of food that I’d been eating lately, the constant fatigue and nausea, mixed with my mood swings were all signs that I did so well at ignoring. I had none of those signs when I was pregnant with Vonte. At thirteen years old, I just knew something was wrong with my body. Because I felt like the timing was right—I was in love, I was happy, and I was much older to actually be able to financially and physically care for a baby—I was ready.

      I talked all around having a baby a few months ago, really because of all the shit that was going down with Miami, Trip, and Dino. I feared having a baby by Miami, especially when there was beef. Things had calmed down, and I felt like I shouldn’t allow another man to put fear in my heart, so I was ready for this.

      Miami saw the test, and I couldn’t even express the look that was on his face. I could just feel his love, joy, and happiness.

      “I’m about to be a daddy again, y’all,” he yelled to everyone in the damn gym as he pulled me into him.

      Everyone started clapping, hollering, and hooting for him. My emotional ass started crying because his happiness made me happy. That, and the fact that for the first time in a long time, I was happy. For the first time since Vonte had been gone, I was able to be so happy to the point that all I could do was cry. I kept thinking about the fact that if I had been stupid enough to keep whatever it was going that me and Trip had going on, I would have deprived myself of all this. I wouldn’t be in love like this. I wouldn’t have a man holding onto me now that showed me every day that he loved me more than he loved himself.

      Just a year ago, I was ready to ride this whole bid out with Trip. I was ready to say fuck my happiness and mentally lock myself up with Trip. I was ready to be that “down girl” and stay by his side because I thought that’s what love was. Ladies, we have to put our happiness first and tell ourselves that it’s okay to be selfish sometimes when it comes to us. On top of that, we have to question whether or not these niggas would do the same thing as us if the shoe was on the other foot. If we were forced to serve a life sentence, would they hold us down the same way they expected us to hold them down?

      “God, give me a boy. Please give me a boy. I’m living with too much fuckin’ estrogen in the damn house. We need more testosterone,” Miami voiced, as he held onto me.

      “What? Baby, I want a daughter. We got to have a daughter,” I said, looking at him like he was crazy.

      I mean, yes, I knew that Miami wanted a son, but I think I wanted a daughter more than anything.

      “And we not about to wait no twenty weeks to find out either. We going to find out at like ten weeks. I’ll pay whatever for them to tell me as soon as they can that you’re pregnant with my son. Toddrick Junior. Don’t that shit already got a kick to it? Mannn, I gotta tell my ole boy this shit. I was just on the phone with him yesterday, telling him that I think I had a baby on the way. Thank you, shorty. This is the best gift that you could have ever given me,” he said and kissed me one last time on the lips.

      

      3:30 A.M

      “What the hell is taking her so long? The club closed thirty minutes ago. I’m tired as hell, Miami,” I whined.

      This sounded like a good idea in the beginning, but the only thing that I wanted to do right now was curl up in a bed and take my ass to sleep. As promised, Miami, Maya, and I had all gotten on a jet around midnight to come to Atlanta. After landing, Miami rented a car, and here we were, sitting outside the strip club where Krystal supposedly worked. It was a struggle to stay up. I was uncomfortable as hell in this car, and the whole waiting process was annoying the hell out of me.

      Krystal hadn’t posted anything on her social media that would lead us to believe that she was there, but then again, she hadn’t even posted on her social media that she was dancing. If we’d flown out there for nothing, I was going to be mad as hell. We hadn’t told Maya why we’d gotten on a jet and came all the way to Atlanta yet because we didn’t want to get her hopes up, only for her not to be able to see her mom. Of course, I tried to call Krystal before we came, but like always, all of my calls were ignored.

      “If she doesn’t come out in thirty minutes, we can go,” Miami let me know.

      Five minutes later, two girls who looked to be in their twenties came out and were about to get in the car that was parked next to us. Miami rolled down the window, and like they’d won the lottery, they both damn near tripped over themselves to get to him. Funny how I said I was tired, but the moment I saw a bitch looking at him, I sat up in the seat.

      “Was Temptation dancing tonight?” he asked the two girls, calling Krystal by her stage name.

      They looked at Miami the same way I looked at him every day, which was with love and lust.

      “Yeah. She still in there. Damn, I would love to be your temptation. You are too fuckin’ fine in person. Miami, right?” one of the bitches asked.

      Her words slurred when she spoke, which only screamed how drunk her silly ass was. I leaned over the seat, so she could get a good view of my face.

      “Please don’t tempt me to get my ass out of this car and beat your ass. You don’t see me sitting right here?” I asked.

      “I actually didn’t. Share him with us, sis. This man is too fuckin’ fine,” she said.

      I pushed myself off Miami, prepared to open the door and lunge at her ass, but he pulled me back. He let out a sarcastic laugh as he looked down at the two women.

      “Y’all better walk away while you can. If I let her go, it’s over for both of you bitches. You’ve been warned,” Miami let them know.

      They eventually took the warning and walked away from our car and jumped into theirs. At the same time, Miami started rolling the window back up, all the while, he was laughing like the shit was funny.

      “Don’t roll down another window and ask a bitch shit. I’ll do all the talking the next time. At times, I secretly wish your ass was ugly,” I voiced in all seriousness.

      “I wouldn’t have been able to bag you if I was ugly. On top of that, we would have some ugly ass kids. Chill out with all that, though. I think that’s her right there” Miami said, making me drop the conversation and look up.

      About three dancers were walking out. They each carried some type of duffle bag in their hands which more than likely had their money in it or their clothes. I had to squint because I couldn’t tell if it was Krystal or not. After a few seconds of looking, I realized that it was her. The lime green wig that she wore didn’t have her looking like her usual self. She was laughing and smiling, like she didn’t have a care in the fuckin’ world, and that shit pissed me off like none other because on the opposing side, her daughter has been worried sick about her and crying herself to sleep every night. She was in the back seat sleeping right now, but I was sure that if she was up, she would be questioning where her mother was.

      Krystal didn’t look like a bitch who was struggling to me. She was in a new Fendi jogging suit with the matching sneakers. Her hair was nice and neat, like she’d just gotten it done today. The way that wig looked like it was coming out of her damn scalp proved to me that whoever she went to wasn’t cheap. Seeing all of that and then knowing what Maya had been through over the past couple of weeks sent me in a rage. I jumped out of the car, not even giving Miami enough time to try and stop me.

      “Krystal!” I barked her name like she owed me some money.

      She along with the two girls that she was walking with all stopped and looked in my direction. By this time, it was like we were the only ones in the parking lot. The club had closed already, so everyone had pretty much left. Miami had stepped out of the car as well, but he was hanging by the door. I liked how he was taking the back seat and allowing me to handle this on my own. I saw Krystal squint, and when she saw that it was me, she started walking fast as hell in my direction.

      “Jashae, what are you doing here? Where’s Maya?” she had the fuckin’ nerve to ask.

      “Bitch, how dare you! How fuckin’ dare you ask about the whereabouts of your child, when it’s been two weeks that she’s been in my care! You don’t give a fuck about that little girl, so let’s not try to pretend! Your phone doesn’t work? If you ever see a phone call from me, know that it’s your daughter calling and not me, so you can have the decency to answer it. Me, personally, I couldn’t care less if you walk your ass out into incoming traffic, but for whatever reason, your daughter actually gives a fuck about your dumb ass.

      “You don’t look like you’re struggling to me, though. This Fendi outfit set you back about two stacks, right? I know it because I bought the same one for myself last week. Your hair and nails all done up. Explain to me again why you’re not in a situation to take care of your child? You look like the epitome of a dead-beat mama right now,” I let her know.

      She sighed like she was embarrassed. Her eyes were on everything except for me. That right there was how I knew that she was full of shit!

      “Jashae, I ain’t asking for you to judge me right now. For the past five fuckin’ years, I been raising Maya on my own. No help from no fuckin’ body, not even my own fuckin’ mama. When I was working, I couldn’t get a babysitter, so most times, I would have to bring Maya in to work with me. I was tired of fuckin’ struggling. One of the girls back there waiting for me is my cousin. She was the one who put me on to this dancing shit. Right now, I’m living in a two-bedroom apartment with her, her two kids, and her baby daddy. Where am I supposed to let my daughter sleep? On the couch with me?” she asked.

      “Krystal, that’s life. I hate to sound so fuckin’ heartless and blunt but deal with it! I had my son at thirteen! Thirteen years old Krystal. I barely knew math at the time, but here I was about to bring a damn baby in this world. Although my grandma loved me and my son to pieces, she showed me tough love. She would watch Vonte for me during the day, but the moment my ass came home from school, Vonte was my responsibility. I was back and forth between a baby, doing homework, studying, everything. I remember walking to the library, pushing Vonte in a stroller. Need I remind you that by the time Vonte turned seven, Trip was hauled off to prison?

      “You don’t think life got hard on me? You don’t think that I had times when I just wanted to give the fuck up. The fact that I pushed through that shit is what made me strong. You pushing your daughter off on somebody else makes you look weak! You don’t know shit about me other than the fact that we went to school together and that we share the same baby daddy. How can you trust a complete stranger around somebody that’s supposed to mean the world to you? I don’t get it,” I said, trying to get through to her, but it didn’t look like it was working.

      “I don’t know what you want me to do. She’s better off without me,” she said.

      At the same time, I heard the back door open. We both turned around to see who it was, and it was Maya. We’d forgotten to put the child lock on the rental. My eyes stayed on Maya’s, and when she saw Krystal, she smiled big for the first time. I helped her get out of the car, and before her feet could even hit the ground good, she raced out of my arms and over to her mother. Krystal was crying herself. The whole time that Maya was hugging her, Krystal wouldn’t hug her back.

      “You ccc… came… ttt… too gg… get… mm… mee Mommy?” Maya asked her mom with her little arms wrapped around Krystal’s leg.

      The whole thing just made me want to break down and cry. Krystal was damn near pushing Maya off her.

      “No. Go get back in the car!” Krystal ordered.

      It was as if seeing her daughter damn near beg for her didn’t mean a damn thing. This bitch was so fuckin’ selfish. I didn’t know what exactly happened between her and Trip, but he had to have said something hurtful to her or even called the relationship off for her to just not want to be a mother anymore. It had to be something because women don’t just stop giving a fuck about their child overnight. That’s how I knew that she had Trip’s baby out of spite. I wasn’t sure what she thought was going to happen once Maya was born, but it was obvious that things didn’t go exactly as planned.

      “No! I’m ssss… staying ww… with you!” Maya screamed and cried.

      “Didn’t I tell you to get back in the car? Go get in the fuckin’ car before I beat the fuck out of our ass out here!” she demanded.

      In seconds, Maya scurried off, all the while crying. If this was the way that Krystal talked to her on a daily basis, then it explained why Maya was always so shy and timid. I couldn’t even say that I was shocked. I mean, what did I expect? This was the same lady who allowed someone to drop their child off at my place of employment.

      “Krystal, I’m telling you now, if you leave her with me, I’m not giving her back. On everything I love, this will be the last time that you see this little girl. I will have my lawyers get in contact with you so you can waive your rights. I don’t say shit and take it back. What’s it going to be?” I asked, ready to get the fuck out of there because this shit was pointless as hell.

      “I don’t want her. Never did. I had her, thinking that when I eventually told Trip, it would get him to love me. I always liked Trip. Always! I always admired what you and him had. I wanted someone to love me the same way that he loved you, even if it meant receiving that type of love while he was incarcerated. Women like me don’t know the first thing to do when it comes to being a mama. That little girl in that backseat done seen and heard so much shit that I’m surprised she’s even sane. She’s been living in the projects her whole fuckin’ life. She done seen people get murdered, attended funerals for some of her classmates who were hit by stray bullets, seen her mama down on her knees sucking and fuckin’ for money. You think I’m getting rid of her to be selfish. Nah, I’m getting rid of her because that’s what needs to be done. It’s your call, Jashae. Put her in foster care, do whatever you got to do. I’m leaving,” she said.

      “I’ll make sure to let her know that you died in a car accident on the way home. You may as well be dead to her anyway. Women like you fuckin’ kill me! You thought that by having Trip’s baby it would upgrade your title in his life? Sis, if my ass didn’t walk the fuck away from it, your status would have never been upgraded. I moved on and been riding the next nigga’s dick for almost half a year, and you’re still in the same position as you were in when I was dealing with Trip! A baby is not going to change shit. Men are going to do what the fuck they want to do regardless. I would have much rather Trip stuck his dick in a bitch with a brain, but you… I don’t even have the words. Be on the lookout for a phone call from my lawyer.”

      With that, I jumped in the backseat with Maya. I had to calm her down. She screamed, cried, kicked, yelled, and punched the whole way to the hotel where we would stay until we returned to Miami tomorrow.
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      “Stop leaving this shit around. My kids find this shit and eat it, and my baby daddy will beat the fuck out of me and you,” my two years older cousin, Ashanta said as she came outside on the patio where I was.

      She threw the baggie of coke in my lap that I must have left out last night on the living room table. I came to Atlanta and just started indulging in all types of crazy shit, that I never would have done when I was back home. The most I would do at home is smoke weed, drink a little lean, swallow some Xanax pills, and that was it. Here, all the strippers that I danced with were on coke. I let a couple of them talk me into using, and now it had become my best friend. It kept me sane and made me forget about the problems that I had back at home.

      It wasn’t a surprise that I took to drugs so easily because growing up, that type of shit was part of my lifestyle. As a little girl, I would watch my mama and her friends indulge in all types of drugs. I remember the mornings after that, she would be so high that she wouldn’t even know who the hell I was. My mama’s house was like the hangout house. Growing up, it was my other four siblings and me.

      I was the youngest of the bunch. I had three sisters and one brother, and we all had different daddies. I couldn’t even say that one of our daddies was better than the next because all five of them weren’t shit. None of them picked us up to take us anywhere, none of them gave my mama money to help take care of us, nothing!

      My mama’s house had always been the place to hang out, play a couple of card games, do drugs, and sit on her patio and do nothing. I saw so many people around me doing drugs that by the time I was fourteen, I had already started smoking weed. Shit, I had to have been nine when I drank my first bottle of liquor. I wouldn’t say that my mama didn’t give a fuck about us, but she honestly couldn’t care less about what the fuck we did. Now, here I was years later, and I felt like I had become her. Just living life, putting poisonous shit into my body, and not giving a fuck about anything or anyone.

      I knew I was living wrong, and I didn’t need anyone else to tell me that shit. Hell, I been living wrong; I just had a good way of hiding that shit. I had been struggling for months financially. I never had to work because I lived the type of lifestyle where I believed that pussy cost, so I made my money by fuckin’. That, and I was mean with doing box braids whenever I took the time out to actually do them. That was pretty much how I made my living since I was nineteen because that’s when I moved out of my mama’s house.

      I started fuckin’ with Trip, and a bitch thought she was in love. When he and I started getting serious, and I gave birth to Maya, and then he started talking about marriage, I became about him and him only. Doing hair was the only income that I had, and that wasn’t much because I lived smack dab in the middle of the hood at the time, and a lot of customers were too scary to bring their ass to my apartment.

      I couldn’t believe that I fell for a lying ass nigga like Trip. I never lied to Trip; if anything, I just kept secrets from him. The biggest secret of them all just happened to be Maya. I had my reasons for keeping Maya a secret. For one, when he and I would fuck during visitation, he was always under the impression that I was on birth control. Two, I knew that he didn’t want any more children. That was something that he’d made very clear. I knew that if I had told him that I was pregnant, he would have told me to get an abortion. I knew Trip, and I knew that he could be a monster. If I were to defy him and not get the abortion, he probably would have had his niggas run down on me and kill the baby out of me.

      When I was dealing with Trip, of course I knew about Jashae. Well, I knew what he was telling me. When I would ask if they were together, it was always, “That’s my baby mama,” never giving me a real answer, but at the same time, I wasn’t dumb.

      On the other hand, this man was asking me to marry him, telling me he loved me, and all of that. Now that it all came down to it, I was played. I got played for visitation pussy, phone sex, money, and time. Even with all of that, I still loved his stupid ass. He made it clear that we were through, though. That day in the visitation room, and the voicemail that he left me when he found out that I left Maya with his mother and went MIA all proved that he didn’t want anything to do with me.

      Crazy thing is, when I went down there to see him for visitation, I didn’t go there planning to tell him about Maya. Actually, the picture that I showed him of her was one that I always carried around with me. It’s just that when he started talking crazy about not wanting to get married anymore, I just fuckin’ snapped. I knew that telling him about the daughter we shared could risk our relationship, but at the time, I was running so high off emotions that it didn’t even matter to me. Now, look, I probably lost the one man who actually gave a fuck about me.

      When it came to Maya, I just felt that she was too much to handle. Every time I took her to the doctor, they diagnosed her with something else. Maya didn’t start talking until she was two, almost on the verge of three. I knew something was wrong with her, but like I did everything else, I kept pushing it to the back burner. Next, they were talking about she had autism spectrum disorder. I didn’t want to believe it, but she displayed many of the symptoms common with children on the spectrum like her communication and her way of socializing with others. Although she was five, at times, it felt like her ass was two.

      When she was in kindergarten, they had a specialist come out who believed she had a learning disorder as well. I guess the problem was bad enough since it interfered with school and other everyday activities. I wasn’t even sure if all that shit that they were diagnosing her with came from me smoking, drinking, and everything else that I was doing when I was pregnant with her because no one had said anything. All I knew was that I just couldn’t do it.

      I could see if she was a normal five-year-old who didn’t demand so much extra attention, but damn. Fucking around with that little girl, I was going through almost ten blunts a day just to stay fuckin’ sane! Everybody wanted to point the finger at me and make me out to be the bad guy, but I just didn’t understand how me deciding to give my daughter a different lifestyle made me to be a bad person.

      I didn’t know that Trip’s mother would drop Maya off to Jashae, but I couldn’t say that I was mad. Although I didn’t know Jashae and Vonte personally, when he was alive, they were always doing little sports interviews with him for basketball, and I could tell from his personality alone that she’d raised a good boy. So, I wasn’t mad at the fact that Jashae would raise my daughter for me. Hell, that was her son’s sister, so it really wasn’t like she was doing me a fuckin’ favor.

      I couldn’t stand that bitch, though. She brought her ass down to Atlanta last night and called herself telling me about myself! She did all of that talking just to leave and take my fuckin’ daughter with her! I didn’t know if my mind on wanting Maya would change later down the line, but right now, I was firm on my answer. I no longer wanted to take on that responsibility!

      “My bad. Where the kids at anyway?” I asked after I stopped staring off into space and daydreaming.

      My cousin, Ashanta, was a very beautiful girl. She reminded me of Diamond from the movie The Player’s Club. Her ambition and determination are what had me seeing the similarities between the two. We’re talking about somebody who was a full-time nursing student by day and part of the naked hustle by night. She was a classic example of someone who was using her stripper money to pay her way through school. She could easily get the money from her dope selling boyfriend, Diante, but she’d told me long ago why she didn’t. Diante was the type of nigga who would throw all the shit in her face that he did for her, and I guess she just didn’t want to live with that burden for the rest of her life.

      Ashanta had pretty much the same built as me, but her ass was a little bit smaller. Like me, she had a tiny ass waist, wide hips, fat and curvaceous ass that would make a man and a woman do a double take. She didn’t wear a bunch of weave and shit like I did because she had naturally, long silky hair that would make her a fool for putting weave in. She had inherited the same gray colored eyes as her mom, which was my mom’s sister, and she had a small gap between her nice set of pearly whites.

      Looking at Ashanta, you wouldn’t even know that she had two sons because her body was sick. I had seen this bitch naked on plenty of occasions, and there was no sign of stretch marks or cellulite on her body. Her son, Diante Junior was seven, and her youngest, Dion, was four. Her kids were bad as fuck. Just the other day, she had to beat their ass for trying to flush my good wigs down the toilet. When their parents weren’t around, the two of them would curse like sailors. They were handsome little boys, just bad as fuck.

      “Diante just dropped them off to his mother’s house. I’m working tonight, and he says that he has something to do, so no one would be able to stay home with them tonight,” she let me know, and I nodded.

      “What ever happened with ole girl popping up on you last night? You just jumped in the car and didn’t say shit about it,” Ashanta pressed the issue.

      She was smoking a blunt, and I don’t know if she thought that I needed it or she was just being nice and letting me hit it, but she ended up passing it to me. I took a few deep pulls from it.

      “That’s Trip’s baby mama, Jashae. She’s watching Maya for me,” I said.

      All of this was news to Ashanta. She was under the impression that my mama had Maya. I could feel her eyes on me. One thing about us, we weren’t going to sugar coat shit, and from the heat that was coming my way from her eyes, I knew that she was going to read me for filth.

      “I thought you told me that you didn’t know his baby mama like that. I thought the two of y’all just went to school together,” she said, not forgetting the piece of information that I told her years ago when Trip and I started dating.

      “I don’t know her like that,” I let her know.

      “Then why the fuck you got that bitch watching your child? She’s practically a damn stranger. I’m confused,” Ashanta said.

      I tried to hand her back the blunt, and she shook her head, basically letting me know that she didn’t want it.

      “Because I know that she’s not going to harm Maya. Yeah, I’m her mother, but that doesn’t mean that I’m the best pick for her to be with. I saw Maya last night, and she had nice braids in her hair, clean clothes, clean shoes. She good over there. I gotta get my shit together first. I done failed that girl too many fuckin’ times,” I voiced.

      “And you’re going to let her keep your daughter for good?” she quizzed.

      I didn’t answer that question, but my silence spoke volumes.

      “Wowwww. What does Trip think of all of this? He knows you got y’all daughter with her?” she asked.

      “He knows because I originally left Maya with his mama after telling her that I would come back. I guess she ran back and told him that I pulled a fast one on her. He left a voicemail on my phone, laying me out like a dirty ass dog. Telling me everything from he regretted putting his dick in me to he was going to get some Miami bitches to run down on me and beat my ass. You know, just typical jail house threats that I know he isn’t going to live up to.

      “We talking about a nigga that’s serving a life sentence. He don’t have no fuckin’ room to talk about me and the way that I’m parenting when he can’t do a fuckin’ thing for Maya behind them walls besides draw her a fuckin’ picture,” I snapped.

      Just when Ashanta was about to respond, we both heard the front door to the apartment slam. We both turned around, only to see that it was her fine ass baby daddy, Diante, walking into the house. He saw us, so he came right for the patio. If I stared at his ass any longer, my cousin would want to fight me for fantasizing over her man, so I looked the other way, although it was so fuckin’ hard.

      This nigga had the nerve to be walking around in gray sweatpants that showed me every reason why Ashanta would never leave his ass. That dick was hanging down like another leg. On top of that, he had the nerve to have on a wife beater which showed the many tattoos that he had all on his arm, his chest, even the few that he had on his hands. I wasn’t sure if my cousin’s pussy was just that good, but he had her name right above his right eyebrow, again on the side of his neck, and once again on his ring finger.

      Diante was tall. I want to say over 6’7”. This nigga had served a lot of jail time, and his body was built like it. Instead of going to the gym and working out, this man who would go outside and bench press shit like old tires from a car and bricks; I knew because I watch him through the living room window.

      Ever since I was introduced to him almost nine years ago when the two of them started dating, he still had braids with his nice ass hair. Today, he had them styled in two French braids that were going back. He sighed when he came outside, and I noticed the permanent gold teeth that he had on the top and bottom row of his mouth. Everything about this man was hood perfection. His nice, caramel skin, even the few freckles that he had on his face, his beautiful light brown eyes, everything. My cousin was lucky. Too fuckin’ lucky.

      “That’s my shit y’all smoking?” was the first thing that Diante asked.

      “Bae, that’s the same weed from what you gave me last night,” Ashanta called out to him.

      “Come inside. Let me talk to you,” he told her.

      I watched her as she rolled her eyes and then stood up. He was standing by the patio door with it open, and she had to squeeze by him to get through. He slapped her hard as hell on her ass, and his eyes stayed on me a few seconds longer before he went back inside. I knew this nigga hated me. He didn’t have to say it. It was the vibe that he gave off. He barely spoke to me, and just the other day, I eavesdropped on him and my cousin’s conversation and heard him ask her when I was going home.

      Knowing him, he probably didn’t like me because he couldn’t fuck me since I was his girlfriend’s cousin. I wasn’t a grimy bitch like that to fuck behind family, but I wouldn’t tell if he didn’t.

      I sat outside for another fifteen minutes or so until I finally went back inside the apartment. First thing I heard upon entering the apartment was loud banging, moaning, screaming, and what sounded like crying. Having to enviously listen to my cousin get her back blown out was amongst so many things that I hated about having to sleep there. Most times, I caught an earful of their sexcapades during the night. I rarely had to listen to them during the day.

      The noises sounded like they were coming from the laundry room, which was downstairs. Instead of staying in the living room, where I would usually go, I went to the kids’ bedroom, since that was the furthest, and I wouldn’t have to hear them. I laid my body down on the carpeted floor for about ten minutes. Just when I was about to close my eyes, the bedroom door pushed open. It was Diante standing there. The hickies that were on his neck that weren’t there when he came in a few moments ago, the fresh cut that was on the other side of his neck, mixed with his shirt off, proved to me that he’d just finished fuckin’.

      “How much longer you think you going to be here?” he rudely asked me.

      “As long as I need to. When my cousin feels like I’m overstaying my welcome, then I’ll leave,” I let him know.

      He let out a sarcastic laugh and then shook his head.

      “That’s what you think, huh? If I decide that I want to put your ass out right now, I’ll do that, and Ashanta is not going to do a fuck thing about it because I run this right here!” he barked.

      “So, why haven’t you decided to put me out yet then?” I smartly asked him.

      He didn’t respond.

      “You can close the door behind you. You’re just mad that you can’t fuck me,” I said in a harsh whisper because I didn’t know where my cousin was.

      “I don’t want to fuck you, shorty. My niggas be at the club where you dance at. They said you opened your legs, and it reminded them of a fish market. Fuck outta here,” he said, lying through his fuckin’ teeth.

      That comment made me laugh.

      “That’s a fuckin’ lie, and you know it. My pussy may not be as tight as it was when I was a teenager, but a nigga can never fix his mouth to say that I have an odor. Feel free to smell it for yourself,” I invited.

      “I’m good. Seafood don’t sit well with my stomach,” his stupid ass called out right before he closed the door behind him.

      All I could do was laugh. This nigga was definitely in his feelings about not being able to fuck me.
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      “Baby, I can’t believe we just did that. Oh my God. We really just got married,” I said with excitement in my voice.

      I hadn’t even realized that I was crying until Jabari used his hand to wipe away the tears that were dripping so freely off my face. To tell you the truth, when Jabari asked me a couple of weeks ago to marry him, I thought that he was just running his mouth so he could get some pussy. Then, the nigga asked me again when he was knee deep inside my pussy, and I knew that my pussy just had him saying any fuckin’ thing. To my surprise, I woke up from a long ass nap, only to find a fat ass diamond Eternity 14k white gold wedding ring on my finger.

      I wouldn’t say that I never thought that Jabari and I would get married; I just didn’t think that it would have happened so damn soon. I was just getting to the six-month mark of my pregnancy, and here I was taking this man’s last name. What Jabari and I had just finished doing this afternoon was so small and so intimate. Literally, the only people in attendance were me, him, and the pastor.

      When he woke me up early this morning, I just assumed that we were going down to the courthouse to do it that way, but my man had it all planned out. I’m talking red and white rose petals for me to walk on through the sand, my white dress picked out for me, someone to come into the house and do my make-up, style my hair, everything. I wouldn’t even say that this was the wedding that I dreamt of all my life because I never had thoughts of getting married. What we did was perfect. It was perfect for us. This was probably not the ideal wedding for everyone else, but it was for us and that was all that mattered.

      I think the fact that Jabari planned all of this out by himself, and we didn’t have to spend millions on a wedding is what actually made this day more special to me. I wouldn’t forget anything about this day. Jashae was going to fuckin’ shit bricks when she found this out because never in the history of our friendship had I ever keep a secret like this from her. She’d called me twice this morning, and not once did I let her know what I was doing. I planned to tell her today before I stressed her pregnant ass out since she hadn’t heard from me all morning.

      I was happy when I found out that my best friend was pregnant, but like everyone else, I wasn’t shocked. Everyone had been telling her hardheaded ass for weeks that she was pregnant, but I guess our words just weren’t good enough.

      “I had to show you that I was serious. I don’t think you believed me from the jump. I guess my timing was off since I was in the middle of trying to get some pussy when I asked you to marry me. Shorty, the day I met you, I already knew what time it was. Instantly, I just clicked with your ass. I just knew that you were the type of female who could keep up with a nigga like me. I knew that I couldn’t scare you off, and that was one of the main things that attracted me to you. I’m just trying to give our child all the shit that we both didn’t have growing up.

      “Neither of us know what it feels like to have two parents living in the same house who are actually married. We didn’t know what it was like to be surrounded by that type of love. Before you, I ain’t never been nobody’s boyfriend, let alone their husband. I’m saying that to say, this shit may be a little rocky at first, but we gotta love each other hard enough to make it work. You gotta trust me. You trust me, ain’t it?” he asked, and I nodded.

      He put me down because he’d been holding me this whole time, and he pointed to something behind me or I should say, someone. It was my mother, and she wasn’t too far away. All the love, the happiness, and the joy that I felt right when it came to Jabari had turned, and I was pissed. I could see the look in her eyes, and it showed that she didn’t even want to be there.

      “Jabari, why? Why would you do this? This is supposed to be our day! You talk about keeping me stress free all the time. You don’t think this here will stress me the fuck out? I don’t want to talk with her. Why can’t you understand that?” I pleaded.

      “Go talk to her, shorty. You play good at acting like you don’t want a relationship with her, but I know you do. I’ll sit over here and wait for you, alright?” he said.

      I didn’t even bother to respond; I just walked over to her. I hadn’t seen my mother in years. The last time I saw her was when I graduated college, and that was when I was twenty- two. I’m thirty now. She looked the same. All my life, I was told that my mother and I looked like twins. We both had the same shape, which was tall and slim. Same tresses, which were sandy brown, long, full, and curly. She was a mature version of me.

      I was close with my mom growing up. Very close. It wasn’t until I grew older and started resenting her after I found out that she’d lied to me all these years about who my father was that things fell apart. We had both said things to each other over the years that we probably shouldn’t have said.

      “I texted you a couple of months ago a picture of my sonogram to let you know that you had a granddaughter on the way, and you never responded. Why is that?” was the first thing that I asked her when I was close enough.

      I could smell the sweet pea perfume on her, which I was amazed that she still wore to this day. She stayed wearing that loud ass perfume when I was a little girl. I think inhaling that scent for so many years is the reason why I get headaches now from loud smells.

      “Because I’m your mother, Mahogany, not some friend. You don’t text me no shit like that! You pick up the phone, and you call!” she said.

      “No shit like that? That’s how you refer to your granddaughter? And what do you mean pick up the phone and call? Like you do, right? You pick up the phone and call me? The way that I don’t hear from you, I would have assumed that your ass was dead—”

      “Watch your fuckin’ mouth, Mahogany. I don’t give a damn how old you are, I will still slap your ass in the mouth for talking crazy to me! I don’t pick up the phone and call you because I tried to do that for years, and then eventually, I just gave the fuck up. You are my only child, still my baby, my world, but how much rejection is a person supposed to take before they just tap out? Yes, I lied, but I only did it to protect you and—”

      “Protect me how, Ma? Girl, I was telling all types of people that my daddy was in the fuckin’ military! I believed that shit until I was thirteen. How exactly did that protect me? All you did was make a wound even worse because, back then, you knew how much having a father meant to me. It meant the world to me. Then, you brainwashed me, put all that shit in my head, making me believe that all men weren’t shit. You know what? I’m not doing this shit. I swear I’m not doing this with you,” I said and pulled my dress up from the bottom, prepared to walk away from her ass.

      “You want to know the truth so badly, Mahogany? Go have a talk with Jahir,” she said, and that had me frozen in place.

      I turned around and looked at her like she was crazy. Jahir? That was Jashae’s daddy! What the fuck could he possibly have to do with any of this shit?

      “Jahir, as in my best friend’s daddy? Why would I need to talk to him?” I quizzed.

      “You’re a smart girl. I raised you, so I know you’re smart. Figure it out.” With that, she walked away.

      I stood there, still frozen in place. By this time, Jabari had run over to me and was asking question after question, trying to figure out what the hell was going on.

      “Take me to Jahir’s house!” I demanded as I pulled my dress up so I could start walking again.

      “Shae’s daddy? For what? Fuck we gotta go over there for?” he questioned, just as confused as I was.

      “Just take me!” I screamed, sounding like a spoiled brat who didn’t even want to talk about it.
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      “It’s good, Daddy. It just don’t taste how grandma’s,” I said as I took another spoonful of the seafood gumbo that he was making.

      My daddy found himself cooking this evening, and because he knew that I would die for some seafood gumbo, he’d invited me over, and I came running. Only thing is, I probably should have come walking because it didn’t taste nowhere near how my grandma made hers. I mean, it wasn’t bad, but it was just missing something. When my grandma made gumbo, it tasted like the gumbo that they have in New Orleans. My daddy’s… ummmm, not so much.

      I had Maya sitting to the right of me, and she had a bowl of her own. Judging by the way she was picking over it, I could tell that she didn’t like it either. I was in a good mood today. I got a call from my lawyer, and it turns out that Taylor’s mother wanted to drop the entire case, so I didn’t even have to worry about going to court. I wasn’t sure what made her change her mind. Maybe the fact that she saw that her daughter wasn’t as innocent as she thought she was.

      I remember that day verbatim, and she tried to make me out to be a crazy person, swearing that her daughter didn’t have my son’s bag inside her bedroom, only for it to be in there, just like I thought it was. I never got a chance to go back down to the church and thank Olivia for giving me that piece of information. Crazy how I didn’t know the first thing about Olivia, but I trusted her word. It was the look in her eyes that showed me that she wasn’t lying about the information that she gave me.

      On the other hand, we had another lawyer on deck who was getting everything situated with the arrangements for Maya. We’d already sent paperwork to Krystal, and she pretty much signed over all of her rights, so now we were just waiting to see how this thing was going to play out. I’d jumped headfirst into mommy mode for a child who didn’t even belong to me. A child who didn’t even have the same blood running through her body as me.

      Maya had gotten better. She had days when she didn’t even question me about Krystal. She was also getting better at not peeing in the bed so frequently. Next, I was working on getting her signed up for school. I needed to get her a therapist for speech and a therapist in general to help her cope with life. I felt like Maya had some problems that I didn’t have the proper knowledge to fix. Little things that she would say and do had me worried about her and the lifestyle that she used to live before I came into the picture.

      I said it before how fragile she was. It didn’t take much for her to become scared. It was like she was living in the army with strict ass rules before she came with me because even when I told her that she didn’t have to ask me to go to the bathroom when we were home, she still did it. I had no idea what the hell Krystal was doing to this little girl, but all I knew was that she had definitely scarred her for life.

      “You’re pregnant, so your taste buds are a little off. Damn right it don’t taste like your grandma’s. My shit tastes better!” he shot back, obviously in his feelings.

      That got Maya to laugh. I loved when she laughed. It showed that she was happy. It showed the progress that she was making.

      “Can’t nobody make spaghetti like you, though, Daddy. You make a mean spaghetti,” I said, telling him the God honest truth.

      He waved me off while he continued to stand over the stove, adding more ingredients to his gumbo, thinking that would make it taste a little better. He was going to mess around and it would be too salty. No one would definitely want it then.

      “Still can’t believe you about to give me another grandchild. I still feel like you’re that thirteen-year-old girl again. Remember that day? Remember you told Ma that you thought you were pregnant? She beat your ass, as she should’ve! No matter how mad I was with you, I couldn’t put my hands on you. Shit, you were my baby. Still are, no matter how grown you are,” my daddy said, making me smile.

      “I still have flashbacks about that day. I have never in my life been more scared of anything. Tore my ass up right in that room. I didn’t even know grandma had what it took to beat me. I deserved it, though. I made you a grandparent too early and her a great grandparent even earlier. I don’t have any regrets, though. I love my baby. That was the greatest gift that God could have ever given me,” I said.

      “I just knew I was going to jail that day. I beat your ain’t shit ass baby daddy up like he was a grown ass man. How old was Trip at the time? Fifteen, ain’t it?” he asked me, and I nodded.

      Now that we’d already lived through that part of life, I could look back on it and laugh. Trip grew up without a daddy, so a man had never put hands on him before. My daddy beat Trip like he was his son, and my dumb ass stayed in the bathroom, looking out the window and crying. We both got our asses beat that day. Literally, the same day that I found out that I was pregnant, everybody from our projects found out too because that’s just how fast word got around.

      I didn’t even get a chance to respond to my daddy because all of a sudden, there was loud banging on his front door. Like he still lived in the projects, he took a gun that was hidden in one of his spots—which was in the back of one of the kitchen drawers—held it in his hands as he went to see who it was.

      While he did that, I quickly stood up so I could rush and throw out me and Maya’s food while he wasn’t looking. In the middle of me throwing the food away, I heard what sounded like my best friend’s voice at the door. Why the hell was Mahogany there? Most importantly, why the hell was she yelling at my damn daddy?

      I put the plastic bowls in the trash and rushed to the front door to see what the hell was going on.

      “What’s going on? Mahogany, what the hell is wrong with you?” I asked because she was crying.

      Her make-up was smeared and everything. She looked pretty as hell in her white dress, making me question where the hell she was coming from. Jabari was in a white, two-piece linen suit, and I assumed they must have taken maternity pictures or something, although she really wasn’t that big yet. I didn’t even know that her ass was taking maternity pictures today. Like, when the hell was she going to tell me this?

      “Ask your daddy what the fuck is going on, Shae. You know my mama, Jahir?” Mahogany asked, removing her eyes from me and directing them back on my daddy.

      At this point, I was so fuckin’ confused. What the hell did Mahogany’s mom and my dad have to do with anything? Hell, I was still trying to find out why the hell she was carrying on like this.

      Jabari just stood to the back with his hands in his pockets, making it known that he didn’t want shit to do with this.

      “Yeah, I know your mama. Why you questioning me about Marissa?” my daddy asked, calling Mahogany’s mother by her real name.

      That was a shocker to me because I didn’t even know that he knew Marissa.

      “How you know Marissa, Daddy?” I quizzed.

      “Yeah, how do you know Marissa?” Mahogany quizzed, and when my daddy didn’t answer fast enough, she started crying. “Listen, out of respect for Shae being my best friend, I’m really trying to be as respectful to you as possible, but at the same time, I’m high off emotions and ready to say fuck this friendship, so I can get through to you. For the past thirty years of my fuckin’ life, I’ve been lied to, hushed, and ignored when it came to me wanting to know who the hell my father was. I’ve heard everything from he was in the army to my mama telling me that she slept with so many men that she just couldn’t remember. After almost ten years, I faced my mom today, and she looked me in my eyes and told me to ask you. So, Jahir, I’m asking you again, how the hell do you know my mama?” Mahogany said.

      It was so quiet in the room that I swear you could hear a damn pin drop. My head all of a sudden felt like it was spinning. Out of all the shit that Mahogany could have stormed over here with, why the hell did it have to be this? I watched my dad’s body movements, and he came across as a typical nigga who had just gotten caught up. From the way his eyes were on everything in the living room except Mahogany, down to the sweat beads that were forming on his forehead.

      After what felt like a damn eternity, everyone heard him release a sigh, and he started talking.

      “We messed around a few times,” he announced, and I took a huge breath in as if I was shocked.

      “What? Wasn’t Marissa cool with my mama, though?” I questioned.

      The story had been told to me for years about the friendship that my mom had with Mahogany’s mom. Hell, there were even pictures of the two of them at my grandmother’s house. Their relationship reminded me of how Mahogany and my relationship was.

      “And when you say you were messing around with her a few times, would that have happened to be in ninety-seven and ninety-eight? Something along those lines?” she asked him, and without his eyes on her, he nodded his head up and down.

      “Wowwwww! That’s the same year that I was born. Daddy, can you talk? Please, make this shit make sense! What is Marissa trying to say? Are you Mahogany’s daddy or what?” I asked the question that I had been dreading to ask for the past two minutes.

      “Listen, man. Everybody in Dade-County knows that I was with your mama from the time I was twelve years old. We had our little breaks here and there, and when we were on a break; I did my little thing in between. Maybe two or three years before you were born, Marissa and your mom had moved in together. I came over one night to kick it, but your mama wasn’t there. Only Marissa was. It ain’t no excuse, but I was young, dumb, and obviously didn’t give a fuck about the girl that I had. I slipped up the first time, but any other time after that, it was all my own doing.

      “Your mama was the love of my life. I swear to God she was. I had been with her since I was a kid, so you know I loved her. At the same time, Marissa started filling voids that your mama couldn’t fill because that’s around the time that she had started going back to school, so I barely had her time or any of her attention. We kept an ongoing affair for two years. Like clockwork, your mama told me she was pregnant with you one week, and Marissa told me about a month later that she was pregnant.

      “Straight up, I told Marissa that she had to get an abortion because I wasn’t doing that shit to your mama. She let it be known right then and there that she wasn’t about to kill a child. I was willing to do anything to get her to get the abortion because I couldn’t let your mama find out, but she wouldn’t change her mind. What she did say was that I didn’t have to be involved and that she would raise the child on her own—”

      “And rest in peace to Jashae’s mom, Jackie, but why couldn’t you step up after she died? I don’t want to sound like I’m being insensitive to anyone’s feeling right now, but after everything that I’m hearing right now from you, all I hear is that you didn’t want to be a part of me and my mom’s life because it would hurt Jackie. Jackie died, and you still didn’t take care of the responsibilities that were yours,” Mahogany said.

      I was at a loss for words, so I couldn’t even say shit. All I could say was that all this shit made no sense to me. For so long, my daddy could do no wrong in my eyes. I thought of him as perfect. When my mom died, it put him in a position to be a single parent, and although my grandma was very hands on when it came to me, I still couldn’t take the credit away from him and say that he didn’t step up.

      I couldn’t believe this shit. All these years, he bragged on my mom and told me stories about how she was so perfect, and I always thought that he was the perfect man. Meanwhile, this nigga wasn’t shit but an older version of my baby daddy. It hurt worse because Mahogany was damn near my family. For thirty years, this man knew for a fact that Mahogany belonged to him, yet he didn’t say shit. I had been best friends with this girl since I was five! Meaning that for twenty-five years, she’d been around him, and the nigga didn’t say shit!

      “I couldn’t help but feel like both him and Marissa were sick in this entire thing. They played like they didn’t even know each other. I’m just thinking back to times when we were younger and he would either drop me off to Marissa’s house, so that I could be with Mahogany or Marissa would drop Mahogany off to be with me at my grandmother’s house. That’s crazy.

      “Even in death, I felt like I couldn’t hurt Jackie like that. You don’t think this shit bothered me, though? You don’t think that I felt bad, knowing that I had another daughter out here who I wasn’t even helping to raise? That shit would eat at my fuckin’ soul damn near every day. When you and Shae were younger, it was plenty of times that I should have stepped up, but I didn’t. I couldn’t. All I can say to you, Mahogany, is that I’m sorry—”

      “Damn right you’re sorry! I would have rather my mama stuck to the story of not knowing who the fuck my daddy was. You’re worse than these new generation of ain’t shit ass niggas. Talking about you didn’t want to hurt Jackie! Nigga, you hurt her the first fuckin’ time that you stuck your dick in my mama. She just wasn’t aware of that hurt! How you let your own child be in your presence for twenty-five years, and you didn’t say shit? You didn’t even throw a bitch a hint that you were my daddy. Ain’t even send my mama a fuckin’ dollar. That was the least that you could have fuckin’ done. I’m not buying this fuckin’ story. Shae might, but I’m not. This sounds like a story of a sorry ass nigga who was still living at home with his mama and didn’t want to deal with the responsibilities of having to financially take care of two children and—”

      “Mahogany, I get it! You’re mad, but this is still my daddy. Please watch your mouth,” I warned her.

      Hell, I was mad at him too, but I wasn’t going to disrespect him.

      She spun around and looked at me like I was crazy.

      “I don’t give a fuck if he was your fuckin’ granddaddy! He’s wrong, Shae, and he needs to know that! Then again, you had him in your life, so I wouldn’t even expect you to feel me right now. Stay out of it, Shae,” she voiced.

      “Bae, let’s go,” Jabari said, trying to pull her, but I stepped up.

      “I may not feel you, but like I said, please watch your fuckin’ mouth. The same way you said earlier that you’re willing to say fuck this friendship, just know that I’m on that same type of time. I’m mad too. I was lied to as well. This is new news to me too, but ain’t no amount of information about my daddy is going to have me disrespecting him. Now, am I going to stay over here and laugh and talk with him? Hell no, I’m about to get my shit and go, which is what I advise you to do before I pretend that I don’t even see that bump on your belly, and I swing on your ass. Mahogany, follow your man and get the fuck out of my face,” I said because she was indeed pissing me off.

      Mahogany and I hadn’t fought like this in years. Back in middle school, we were verbally and physically fighting just about every day. We both had mouths that would unleash at any minute, so it wasn’t even a surprise that there were times when we would come to blows.

      “Any fuckin’ thing you ever dealt with in your life, Shae, secondhand, I dealt with that shit too. Although I couldn’t stand Trip, when he went to prison, I was right there with your ass, crying in that bed with you over his stupid ass. When Vonte died, Shae, I was willing to quit my fuckin’ job just so I could be over there at the house, protecting you, making sure that you were straight. I missed nearly two months of work, just so I could be there for my best friend. Although this pain doesn’t compare nowhere near to the pain that you felt when you lost Vonte, it still don’t mean that I’m not hurting, Shae.

      “I don’t expect you to disrespect your daddy but take my fuckin’ feelings into consideration! Think about the loss that I took for the past thirty years. If you can’t feel where I’m coming from, Shae, then fuck you! I swear this is not my hormones talking. This is all me. Fuck you!” With that, she pushed past Jabari and was out of the house.

      A minute had gone by, and I heard both car doors slam outside, and just that fast, Jabari took off.

      “Shae, I—”

      “No! Not right now,” I said, putting my hand up, not really wanting to hear anything that my daddy had to say.

      I was crying because, just that fast, I had lost my best friend. Mahogany and I had plenty of arguments, fights, and disagreements over the years, but nothing like this. We both were angry. We both said some things that we probably shouldn’t have said and that we regretted the moment it left our mouths. After this, I knew that we were going to need space from each other.

      In two minutes, tops, I had grabbed Maya, and the two of us walked out of the door together. What started off as a good day had quickly gone down in shambles.
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      “What’s the guard’s name again who works the entrance? The shit y’all go through when y’all have to get scanned in and scanned out?” I whispered into the phone to Raynell.

      It was almost one in the morning, and I was in my cell, putting her on to a little bit of the plan that I had drawn up for her when it came to this whole escaping from out of this shit thing. For the past few weeks, this had been my life. This shit had consumed me. I couldn’t care less about the fact that I was locked up in my cell for the majority of the day because with plotting this, I now felt like I had a little bit of hope getting out.

      “Tim? That’s who you’re talking about? Trip, I don’t want to add nobody to this plan. No! What if somebody snitches on me when I come to them with this? You got to come up with something else,” she said, not even allowing me the chance to tell her what I had planned.

      “Hear me out first before you knock it. Ain’t you tell me that he be flirting with you all the fuckin’ time? Complimenting your hair and shit?” I asked.

      “Yes,” I heard her say, and then she sighed.

      “Let him fuck then,” I nonchalantly said.

      She sucked her teeth when I said that so bluntly.

      “What? Giovonni, are you serious right now? Do you even give a fuck about me? You can’t possibly care about me, if you’re going to tell me to go and fuck another man. If this is the plan, I’m out!” she bitched.

      I was getting frustrated because Raynell wasn’t being that down bitch that I thought she would be. Krystal would have easily done this shit for me without asking any questions. That was one of the things that I missed about her sorry ass. That bitch would jump if I told her to and ask me how high after she had already did it. That was the type of shit I needed Raynell to be doing for me, but she was acting so fuckin’ scary.

      “Yes, I give a fuck about you, but sometimes we gotta do shit that we don’t want to do in order to get something done. Pussy rules the world, and you know that because you have one. I ain’t telling you to suck the nigga’s dick or no shit like that, just let him fuck. Pussy will cloud his judgement. Reel him the fuck in. Let the nigga take you somewhere to dinner and then go back to his house. Put the pussy on him, and when he goes to sleep, search his house. Every nigga got a few demons where they lay their head at, that they don’t want nobody to know about. Find his demon and blackmail him with it. After all, he gotta be the one to let us out when we escape. That nigga controls entry and exit, ain’t it?” I asked.

      “And how the hell do you suppose you’re going to get out? I know you don’t think that you can just casually walk out and not get your ass shot? I need something else, Giovonni,” she said.

      “I’m glad you asked. Your homeboy, Officer Craig. The one everybody swears up and down is my twin,” I said.

      “Okay, what about him?” she asked.

      “I gotta find a way to knock the nigga out and get his uniform,” I said, and she laughed.

      “Yeah, because everybody will swear with his uniform on that you’re Craig. Giovonni, let me put you in on something because it sounds like you don’t have a damn clue. You’re not in some little run-down ass jail. Baby, you are in prison. Highly secured, cameras that are properly working, and cops who are ready to bust you at any time type of prison. The shit that you’re talking about could have probably worked a few decades ago when the technology wasn’t as advanced as it is now, but things have changed. I can’t afford to be gullible when it comes to the way that you are planning to escape because it’s my life. Hell, it’s our lives.

      “I’ll tell you what. I’m off tomorrow, so I’ll use the first part of my day to draw up some things too. I’ll call you back tomorrow, around this same time, and we can discuss what I came up with. I’m going to let you go now because they should be coming around soon to do a walk-through. Please don’t get caught with that phone and don’t forget to clear your phone history, and if you have any text messages in your phone with me, delete them, please. I love you, Giovonni. I’m looking forward to this life after prison with you,” she let me know.

      “Aight. I love you too,” I lied and then hung up the phone.

      I was so fuckin’ annoyed that I wanted to just fuckin’ scream. I actually thought that the shit I came up with was pretty good. Then again, this was a big prison, and I could see why Raynell wanted to take the proper precautions, but at the same time, I was ready to get out of this bitch. I didn’t want my eagerness to get out of there be the cause for this escape to be reckless and we fuck around and get caught, so if I had to slow down a little bit, then I would just do that.

      I knew that they planned to do a walk through pretty soon, so before I turned my phone off and hid it under the mattress, I checked Instagram from the fake profile that I had to spy on Jashae. I hated that I had to go to these fuckin’ lengths just to see about her ass, but I was forced to do it because she wouldn’t pick up the phone. Even when I called her collect from the prison phone, she still wouldn’t answer. I missed the fuck out of her. I missed her coming down here to see me, her kisses, her smile, all that shit.

      I hadn’t gotten mail from her in months with pictures or letters of her. I noticed that she’d posted a new picture five hours ago. The picture turned my fuckin’ stomach. It was a picture of Miami laid up between her legs, with his head resting damn near right on her pussy, and her hands were playing around in his hair. I never thought I would see the day when my bitch moved on. Moved on to an ex homie at that.

      Let me have fucked one of her home girls, and I would have been the dirtiest nigga in the world. I wanted to comment some crazy ass shit under the caption, but I knew that she would know that it was me who posted it, so I didn’t do it. I’d try calling her again tomorrow because I knew for a fact that if I downloaded one of the fake phone number apps, she wouldn’t answer. Plus, I didn’t want Miami to answer the phone and I get into a fuckin’ hollering match with his ass. I couldn’t stand his bitch ass!
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      “Where you going?” Mahogany asked, sitting up in the bed.

      It was almost ten in the morning, and I was getting dressed to go and check on my store. I’d been up since seven. I actually just got back about an hour ago from my morning run. I’d showered and everything, and I purposely made a lot of noise in the bathroom so that Mahogany could get the hint and join me in the shower, but her ass never came. Now, she wanted to wake up, when I was damn near fully dressed and on my way out the door.

      I watched my wife lay there for a few minutes, and I knew she wasn’t at her happiest. It had been almost a month since that shit happened between her and Shae at Jahir’s house. Two people who had been in each other’s lives for the past twenty-five years, who didn’t go a day without talking on the phone with each other, had now ended a friendship. Well, they felt like they’d ended a friendship. Me, personally, I felt like all they needed to do was go to a fuckin’ spa, drink some fuckin’ sparkling water out of a champagne glass and pretend that it was wine, since neither of their pregnant asses could drink, and just kiss and make the fuck up.

      I swear I was even trying to downplay the whole situation and make it seem like it wasn’t a big deal, but to me, the beef shouldn’t have to be between my wife and Shae. That shit fully needed to be on Jahir’s ass because he was the one who did all that fuckin’ lying. All that animosity and shit that they were directing toward each other needed to be fully reloaded on his ass.

      Since the two of them were beefing, I had to step up and be the best friend to Mahogany. Not that I didn’t want to be best friends with my wife, but fuckkkk, a nigga needed a break. Yesterday, she had me sitting in a fuckin’ nail salon with her for damn near two fuckin’ hours, and prior to that, we went to have brunch. What the fuck is brunch anyway? I didn’t do no shit like that. I throw a a Garcia sausage in the oven, put it between some Nature’s Own bread, and I call it a fuckin’ day. Plus, I was tired of pretending to be interested in her boring ass work drama.

      She came home every day, telling me new stories about who was sleeping with who at her job, and I had to sit there and pretend that I was interested. When she and Shae were cool, all that story time went to Shae’s ass. I was trying to force her damn near every day to call Shae, so they could make up, but she wasn’t listening. Two stubborn ass bitches who knew they were missing the fuck out of each other but just didn’t want to be the one to make the first move.

      Granted, Mahogany had every right to be mad, and she was entitled to her feelings, but damn. Hell, even I was shocked behind that shit. Out of all the people who could have been her daddy, it ended up being Jahir. This was the type of ghetto ass shit that you saw in a Tyler Perry movie. It was crazy, though, because if you watched Mahogany and Jashae’s relationship, I think anyone would say that they just clicked like blood sisters. I would have never in my life thought that, though, because while Jashae looked like Jahir, Mahogany didn’t look shit like his ass. That woman was the spitting image of her mother.

      Speaking of her mother, I still didn’t know yet if it was a good thing that I’d reached out and had her come down to the beach where we’d gotten married. I didn’t know because, on one hand, I’d opened up a can of worms, but then on the other hand, at least I got the two of them to face each other after so many years had gone by without the two of them being in any type of relationship.

      Hitting up my wife’s mother wasn’t even to be malicious. I knew my woman, and I knew that she craved to have her mother in her life. It was little shit that she would say during the day that led me to believe that she was missing her ole girl in her life, but just like me, Mahogany was stubborn as fuck and would have probably never in her life admitted that shit.

      “To check on the store. She kicking your ass in there, ain’t it?” I asked, pointing down to her stomach.

      I could tell from the way her stomach was moving that our daughter was in there kicking. Mahogany was showing in full effect now, and I loved that shit. I didn’t think I could be more in love with her, but man, when she got pregnant, and I started watching all the natural changes that were taking place with her body, it made me fall even more in love. All she wore was a sports bra and some boy shorts, so I saw everything. I saw her breasts that were fuller and the perfect, round stomach, that I loved to lay up under her and kiss every chance that I got. Although she was sitting, she had more ass now and a nigga loved that extra shit to hold onto. All things that didn’t make her more beautiful because she was perfect to me before; it just enhanced it.

      “Yes. That’s what woke me up. Lay down with me. Why you can’t get somebody else to go and check on the store?” she asked and patted the empty spot next to her, but I wasn’t about to fall for that shit.

      She’d have me in this bitch watching the Lifetime Movie Network, just like she had me last night.

      “Nah, shorty. I got shit to do. You need to call your girl, with your stubborn, funny acting ass. You miss her. That’s why you keep trying to get me to do the shit that you used to do with her,” I let her know.

      She sucked her teeth and waved me off.

      “What you going to do when it’s time for the baby shower? Not invite her?” I asked because I honestly didn’t think that the two of them had thought that far ahead.

      “Well, whose side are you on?” she whined, looking up at me with those big ass, light brown eyes of hers.

      “Do you even have to ask me that shit? I’m on your side, whether you’re right or wrong—”

      “You think I’m wrong? And don’t spare my feelings either. Tell me the truth,” she said.

      “Bae, I would have told you if I felt like you were wrong the moment we left from over there and got back in the car. You handled that shit like any other woman would have handled it. You got every right to be mad at Jahir. That nigga kept an ongoing lie for thirty years. You been around that nigga damn near your whole life and had your ole girl not told you to go and talk to him, you probably still wouldn’t have found out the truth. When it comes to you and Shae being mad at each other and not speaking, I think y’all both wrong in that sense. You know you want to talk to her. You don’t have to have your pride in front of me. This me. Your husband. I done already seen your flaws, shorty,” I let her know.

      “I’m not calling her first. She was going to try and fight me while we’re both pregnant,” she said with a pout, and all I could do was laugh and shake my head.

      “I don’t know what to tell you, shorty. Better go find you some new friends then,” I let her know.

      “What about you? You supposed to be my homie, my lover, and my friend,” she said with a smile on her beautiful ass face.

      “You be using me, man. You know damn well that you would have never asked a nigga to go with you to the nail salon if you and Shae weren’t beefing,” I joked, but I was dead ass serious.

      She laughed because she knew it was true.

      “I probably wouldn’t have, but I like it. I enjoy spending time with my husband. Don’t you like spending time with your wife?” she asked.

      I still couldn’t believe that we’d gotten married. Like, I was dead ass calling this woman my wife. I was somebody’s fuckin’ husband. The shit felt so surreal, but I loved it, though.

      “Ain’t nothing in this world that I would rather be doing,” I let her know in all seriousness.

      “Then come here then. Do me,” she said and pushed the covers away.

      Mahogany could sweet talk her way out of anything. Swear shorty was a fuckin’ con artist, yo. Women knew how powerful pussy was, and they stayed using that shit to their advantage. In all honesty, what nigga in their right mind was going to say no to what she’d just demanded me to do? We’re talking about good smelling, soft feeling, wet my whole dick up type of pregnancy pussy that nothing in this world could get me to say no to.

      I was supposed to have been out the door almost five minutes ago. I wasn’t the type of nigga to turn down no pussy, though, especially not from my wife, when she was in the mood to give it up so easily. I thought about the fact that we weren’t that far away from her due date and how we would have to wait six weeks before I could hit it again. I needed to take advantage of all the pussy that I could be getting right now from her.

      As much as I needed to get my ass down to the store, I ended up stepping out of the shoes that were on my feet and climbing in the bed with her, only to put her ass back to sleep, so I could leave the house in peace.

      It didn’t take me long to handle my wife. All that hardcore fuckin’ didn’t need to go down in the morning anyway. Just enough to have her ass knocked out for at least the next hour or so. I’d left her in the bed after going into the bathroom and taking another quick shower because I didn’t want to show up at my job smelling like pussy. It didn’t take long to walk out the door and jump in my car that I had parked in my circular driveway.

      Like I always did, especially when I was in the car by myself, I swerved in and out of traffic, bumping loud trap music. A lot of shit was on my mind. Mainly, I was just thinking about the 180 spin that I just did with my wife. Just a year ago, I was a single man, living a bachelor life, not having to answer to nobody, and the biggest responsibility that I had in life was making sure that everything was running smoothly with my businesses. Now, a nigga had closet space for two people, I had his and her sinks in my bathroom that were actually being use by two people this time, bras hung up on the back of the bathroom door, fuckin’ body sprays and shit taking up space in the shower, and everything else that came with having a woman share the same space with me.

      It’s like God had placed Mahogany in my life, and he showed me right then and there that she was supposed to have been the one for me. What I liked most about what Mahogany and I had going on is that we did in less than a year what most people do in sometimes five years or more. I put a baby in her stomach like three months into our relationship, and I’d given her my last name already, when she wasn’t even my girlfriend for a whole year.

      Any other female that I’d ever dealt with in the past had never even been able to get me to a spot where I even thought about marriage. That’s how I knew that I genuinely loved this girl. I couldn’t even express how much my wife meant to me. I’m talking the type of love that if she were to die today, I knew for a fact that I wouldn’t have been able to live life because a lot of the life that I had in me came from her.

      Mahogany brought out shit in me that a nigga didn’t even know had I had in me. That’s why I had to fall back a little bit from my ole girl after that shit took place at her house not too long ago. My mama knew what the fuck it was between Mahogany and me because I had expressed over the phone to her how Mahogany wasn’t just some bitch that I was fuckin’. The fact that she thought it would have been okay to let some wild shit like that go on while my shorty was there, was just beyond me. And for that, I had to fall back a little bit.

      Granted, a nigga was still paying any fuckin’ bill that she had, down to her phone bill, but as far as our communication went, there wasn’t any!

      Almost thirty minutes later, I finally whipped my car into the reserved parking space that I had. It was almost ten in the morning, and the store opened at nine. From inside my car, where I could fully see inside the store, I was able to see that there were only a few customers inside. I could also see who was standing up front talking to one of the cashiers.

      The fact that I was able to tell who that was just by that fat ass of hers should have made me feel bad. I didn’t know if thinking about my ole girl and what happened at her house had spoken this bitch up, but I knew it was her. I knew by that coverup tattoo that she had, which blocked my name off. I had no idea why her dumb, silly ass had even gotten that shit in the first place. Oh, I knew why; she probably thought that shit would make a nigga feel some type of way, and I would start taking her serious.

      That was years ago when she’d done that. We had to have been nineteen at the time. I released an annoyed breath, did the counting thing that I would always do just to calm my ass down, and then I got out of the car. I walked inside, speaking to the few customers in the store, and the whole time I did that, I could feel her eyes on me. She’d turned around from talking to my cashier, Sidney, and smiled big at me. Usually, a smile was contagious, but the only thing that I gave back to her ass was a look of disgust.

      “Fuck is you doing here? Bitch, you stay all the way in fuckin’ Georgia. I got this same shoe store out that way. Fuck is you doing? Following a nigga?” I asked the moment I was close enough.

      As loud and ugly as I wanted to get, I couldn’t do that shit right there because we had customers. As if the words that I’d just spoken to her didn’t even bother her, she still kept that smile on her face.

      “Pump your brakes, soldier,” she said, throwing her hands up in the air and being dramatic as fuck. “I was just coming over to meet my new work neighbors,” she said, still wearing that fuckin’ smile.

      “Fuck is you talking about work neighbors?” I questioned.

      “My grand opening for my new shop is in a few hours. Look,” she said and pointed.

      I walked away from her and went outside. Sure enough, in the same fuckin’ plaza as me, directly next door to me, was her shit, Hook ’Em Up. I swear, I wanted to drop down to my fuckin’ knees and cry. I thought when I left my ole girl’s crib, that I’d pretty much left this bitch there too. It’s crazy because I’ve been seeing the contractors working on this spot for months now, and I just never really cared to know who was going to own the spot. I saw the title and that shit just went over my head.

      Out of all the fuckin’ spots in Miami that she could have rented, why the fuck did she have to get some shit that was right next to mine? As much as I wanted to change stores, just so I could get away from having to see this bitch, I knew I couldn’t because it would be wasting money. The Miami store was where the majority of my revenue came from since it was my biggest store and also my busiest one. The location was perfect, and I’d been there for years, so I couldn’t let a bitch come around and move me out.

      “I tried to warn you when I saw you a month ago, but you didn’t want to hear me out. Just so you know, I didn’t deliberately do this. I been wanting to open another shop, but I wanted to do it in Miami this time. I picked this location out over a year ago, and I had no idea that you were the owner until a few months back. Just wanted to come over and say hi and let you know that you’ll be seeing me around more often. I’ll be back and forth from here to Georgia,” she let me know.

      I didn’t say shit. My hands were inside my pockets, and I was looking straight ahead. My jaws were clenching and everything. With this bitch around, it was just going to bring up too much bad history. A past that I wasn’t really ready to relive yet. I left my hometown for plenty of reasons, but my biggest motivation for leaving was this toxic ass bitch right here. This hoe brought out sides in me that I didn’t like because then I would transition to a totally different person.

      “You done? Fuck is you still hanging around for?” I asked after almost three minutes of silence and this bitch still standing there.

      She released a low laugh while shaking her head. I looked down at her with all the hate that I could possibly give her.

      “Jabari, you can’t run from me now, nigga. Eventually, we’re gonna have to face the truth. You like to pretend that what happened between me and you years ago is just a fuckin’ facade. Nigga, I was pregnant with your fuckin’ bab—”

      “Bitch, shut your fuckin’ mouth hoe before somebody hears your slut ass! Like I told you over ten years ago, that baby wasn’t mine. Fuck is you even bringing that shit up for? That shit is old, and it doesn’t have a fuckin’ thing to do with right now. On my life, I ain’t never stuck my dick in you raw, so that baby wasn’t mine, and—”

      “Then why the fuck did you kill it?” she screamed.

      I ran my hand down my face, pissed that I had to relive these demons. I thought that part of life was over and done with. I didn’t think I would have to talk about this shit again.

      “You know what went down that night. Listen, you better get the fuck up out of my face, like right fuckin’ now before I beat the fuck out of your ass,” I let her know, dead ass serious.

      “Yeah, because it’s not like it’ll be your first time doing it. We’ll keep in touch,” she said.

      “You keep saying that shit as if I owe you time for something. Hoe, pretend I’m dead, and don’t say shit to me. We won’t keep in touch, man. Keep fuckin’ playing with me, Kenyatta, like you don’t know that I will seriously harm you. I don’t take too kindly to you popping your ass up on me and saying shit to me like you out for revenge or some shit. It ain’t even me that you need to be worried about, though. It’s my wife, who’s ten times fuckin’ crazier than your ass, and that’s on her fuckin’ good day.

      “I don’t know what you’re trying to stir up or what old can of worms you’re trying to bring out of the bag, but you better leave the shit alone. I’ll reach out and touch you if I want to. Don’t get excited by that either because you know what I’m trying to say,” I let her know.

      It wasn’t even a threat; I was letting this bitch know that I would kill her ass if I had to. I could see the hairs standing up on her arm. She looked at me long and hard for a few seconds, and then she walked away. I sighed, shaking my head. I knew the type of bitch Kenyatta was. Therefore, I knew that she was going to try to get to my wife and put a few bugs in her ear about our past.

      Right hand to God, I ain’t never fucked that bitch without a condom. Her mouth got her ass beat that night; not the fact that she was pregnant. I blacked out, and I fuckin’ lost it, causing her to lose the baby that she was pregnant with. Just thinking about that shit had put me in a fuckin’ funk. I hated having to relive old ass history.
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      Thirteen years ago

      “Can you get me a ginger ale when you go inside? I been feeling funny all day,” I said to Jabari the second he stepped out of the car to go inside the gas station.

      We’d just pulled up, and he was going in to pay for his gas in cash. I felt so uncomfortable in my seat because we’d just finished fuckin’ almost ten minutes ago, and because he didn’t have any napkins or anything for me to wipe myself off with when we were done, I ended up having to slip my panties back on without wiping, and now I just felt sticky and dirty. My hair was sweated out, and my head was killing me. I’d been feeling this way for weeks. On top of that, constant urination and fatigue are what had me purchasing a cheap ass pregnancy test today at the dollar store before Jabari had picked me up.

      As cheap as the tests were, I ended up taking five of them, and they all said the same thing; I was pregnant. Pregnant, and I knew in my heart that my child belonged to Jabari. Yes, I dealt with other guys, but I wasn’t having sex with them. I’d get my pussy ate from another nigga, but Jabari was the only nigga serving me dick. We had sex in the oddest places too. Most times, we were fuckin’ in his car or somewhere in a public bathroom. I knew I deserved better because I wasn’t even good enough to properly get fucked on a bed.

      Jabari was mean and so fuckin’ heartless, but because I liked him so much, I wouldn’t dare tell him how I felt because I knew that he would try to cut me off. He let it be known on more than one occasion that I wasn’t the only bitch that he was dealing with, but my strong like for him is what had me sticking around. Sticking around and being straight up disrespected and dogged. On the many sex excursions that him and I had, Jabari had to admit that a few times, we’d had incidents when the condom had broken. He claimed that each time one broke, it would always be right before he nutted, but he was a nigga, and that’s what niggas do; they lie!

      What gave it away that he was lying would be the Plan B that he would have me taking, which I would never actually swallow because having his baby was just some shit that I couldn’t pass up. Jabari was that nigga in Atlanta, and although he was only nineteen, all the bitches, including myself, wanted him. To me, it would be almost an honor to carry his child, so fuck that weak ass Plan B that he was trying to give me!

      Since I found out that I was pregnant this morning, I hadn’t stopped smiling. I’d sent a text to Jabari right after, asking if we could hang because I did plan to tell him the news, it’s just that as soon as we met up and I got in the car with him, I had to give him what he always wanted when we met up, which was pussy!

      Almost five minutes later, he finally walked out of the store holding a bag in his hands. He opened the driver’s side door, threw the bag down on the seat, and he went over to the pump and let it fill up. I intensely watched him as he got back into the seat and started taking the wrap for his weed out of the bag. The whole time, we didn’t really say anything to each other. The most talking that he and I ever did was when we were fuckin’ because other than that, he acted as if everything that I did annoyed him.

      “Where I’m taking you to?” he asked me after he rolled up.

      Jabari was already high, so I didn’t even know why he was smoking again. On top of that, when he picked me up, I could tell that he was tipsy. The liquor was on his breath, and since it was in his system, it made him fuck me better than he usually did. Jabari always fucked good, but I felt that when liquor was in his system, it made him more vulnerable toward me.

      “I don’t want to go home yet. My mama over there with her boyfriend, and I told you that I hate being over there while he’s there. What were you about to do?” I asked.

      “I was about to take your ass home so I could go home. Speak quick, shorty, because gas ain’t free. You don’t have a cousin, auntie, or a friend that I can drop you off to?” he asked with the blunt hanging from the corner of his mouth.

      “Why I can’t spend a couple of hours with you? Didn’t I hear you on the phone with your homie, saying that your mama would be out of town for the next few days? Why can’t you invite me over? You let me come in once,” I whined.

      “Yeah, because you all but begged to, and because I didn’t want you pissing in my car. I gotta swing that way anyway to drop something off, then I’m taking your ass home. You trying to make this situation more than what it is, shorty,” he let me know, and I sat there smiling because at least I was going to go home with him.

      Jabari was so fine, even though he was dressed so laid back right now. All he had on was a black wife beater, some black sweats, and slides were on his feet. He was starting the whole wave thing, so a do rag was on his head. He’d just started getting tattoos on his body, and my favorite was the big one that he had on his neck. I damn near squirted every time I saw him because he was just that fine. I could only imagine what our son would look like, if that’s what I was carrying. Hell, even our daughter. Just thinking about that had me sitting there in a daze.

      Almost ten minutes later, we pulled up to his mom’s house, and there weren’t any cars in the driveway. He shut the car off and reached for something under the seat. I wasn’t sure what it was because it was in a black bag. I knew he wouldn’t tell me what he had, so I didn’t even bother to ask. I followed him onto the porch, and in no time, he had the door open and let the two of us inside.

      While he went to the back to put whatever he had away, I sat out front in the living room area. It took about five minutes for me to hear him making his way outside to the front where I was.

      “Let’s go. I didn’t bring you here to chill,” he voiced.

      “Come here, Jabari. I got to tell you something,” I said.

      “Tell me what?” he questioned.

      “Can you just come over here so I can tell you?” I asked.

      “Nah, man! Last time you told me you had something to tell me, you ended up raising your shirt and showing me that big ass tattoo on your back with my name. That was a dumb ass move. Let’s go. I ain’t got time for your theatrics,” he called out and walked over to the front door.

      “I’m pregnant, Jabari!” I said.

      It’s as if my words didn’t even faze him because he kept right on turning the knob, as if he didn’t even hear me.

      “Nigga, did you hear me? I said that I’m pregnant!” I reiterated.

      “Good for you! Fuck you want me to say? Congratulations? That ain’t got shit to do with me. Take that shit up with your baby daddy,” he shot back.

      “I’m doing exactly that! Don’t stand there and try to downplay this shit, Jabari!” I yelled.

      That got him to step away from the front door after he slammed it.

      “Downplay what? If I downplay this shit any more than I already do, this shit is going to be to the fuckin’ floor. Don’t come at me with no shit like that, shorty. Ain’t you just get mad at me a few weeks ago and found yourself throwing it in my face that another nigga was eating your pussy? I know from there that I’m not the only nigga that you fuckin’. Don’t put that shit on me. I strap my dick up faithfully when I fuck on you!” he barked.

      “And your break condoms too!” I threw in there.

      “I break condoms and then I replace them with other ones. If I ever slipped up and broke a condom, and some of my nut accidently slipped off in you, I always fed your ass a Plan B right after, so like I said, stop fuckin’ playing with me. Just because you don’t know who your baby daddy is, please don’t try and throw that shit on me. Get the fuck up while I’m still being nice and offering to take you home!” he demanded.

      I knew he was mad. I could feel it. I could see it.

      “You’re such a little ass fuckin’ boy! You’re always down to fuck, but you’re not down to handle your responsibilities,” I voiced, standing up from the couch.

      “I’ll be that. You’re trying to run game on a nigga, and you’re getting mad because I’m not falling for that shit. Who the fuck you think I am? Some square ass nigga? You can’t just open your mouth and feed me shit, telling me you’re pregnant, and I’m just supposed to take your word for it. If I didn’t know that you was fuckin’ other niggas, then there’s a slight chance that I would have believed you, but because I know I’m not the only nigga digging in your shit, it’s a different story. Let’s go. I done already gave this shit too much of my fuckin’ energy anyway,” he said.

      “You may not know your daddy, but it’s obvious that you take after his ass,” I voiced.

      I only knew his dad wasn’t around because I’d heard him say it before.

      “Okay. I’m still waiting on the part where you walk the fuck out the door, so I can take your dumb ass home!”

      “You’re a waste of fuckin’ sperm. Your mama was better off swallowing your ass!” I was saying anything to hurt him like he was hurting me.

      To find out that I was pregnant by this man, and for him to react like this was a pain that I couldn’t even explain to you.

      “Yeah, like you swallowed all of mine. Find your own way home, hoe. I ain’t taking you nowhere! Get the fuck out with that loose ass pussy,” he spat.

      “You know, I don’t even blame you. I blame your mama. That bitch ain’t never have a man around here to show you how to treat a woman. You done saw so many niggas dog her and her pussy out, that you think that this is the way to treat a woman!” I spat.

      “Get out, hoe! I’m warning you before I drag your ass the fuck out!” he threatened.

      “Drag me out like them niggas do your mama, right? How many times you done watched them niggas run trains on your mama, fuck nigg—”

      Whap!

      He ended up slapping the shit out of me. Everything that I said was true. When I met his mom for the first time a couple of months ago, I didn’t know her personally, but I knew the way people talked about her. They talked about the way she done fucked just about every nigga in Atlanta. Of course, when I met her, I wasn’t bold enough to tell Jabari to his face what people were saying about his mother, but now that the two of us were beefing, I didn’t care what I said.

      When he hit me, I could taste the blood in my mouth. I hawked up all the spit that I could get, and I spit blood mixed with spit at him directly to his face. I watched the way his light brown eyes turned black. Like I was a nigga, he punched me right in my mouth. I fought his ass back because fighting was nothing new to me. I punched, kicked, slammed, anything that I could do to fight back. In the end, I was dragged out of the house.

      For damn near thirty minutes, I sat my dumb ass outside on the porch, crying and in pain, and no one ever came to help me. The most pain that I was in was the pain in my lower abdomen, letting it be clear that I was definitely having a miscarriage. I reached my hand down and placed it between my legs. When I saw the blood that was on my fingers, I broke down even harder. I should have just left, because had I left, at least I would have still had my baby.

      

      The present

      Crazy how I still remember that day as if it were yesterday. I guess that’s the case because I never really got over it. I still feel like that was something that happened yesterday. Our child would have been thirteen years old. I never really got to find out what I was having because I was so early in the pregnancy, like five weeks, so I honestly just bled it out in clots.

      That night on the porch when Jabari dragged me out of his mama’s house, he left me no choice but to lay there and go through the excruciating pain of losing our child. If I had to explain any type of pain that I ever went through, that miscarriage was definitely the worst. I’m not even talking about the physical part of it either. It was the mental because I was still going through that. Jabari and I never got closure after that. I would call him after that, pretty much every day, just to let him know that it was his fault that we’d lost our baby, but nothing would get through to him. Pretty soon, he ended up changing his phone number on me. He was still in Atlanta, but I never saw him. That man was avoiding me like the damn plague.

      He ought to be happy that I didn’t tell the police on his ass. I wasn’t a snitch, and I just figured that God would deal with Jabari. Even after all of that went down that night, I still loved his hateful ass. I won’t even talk about how I secretly wait for him to call me and give me some type of apology for the things that went down that day. I’m not saying that I’ve been sitting by the phone for the past thirteen years waiting for a phone call, but if he were to ever call, I know for a fact that I would accept it.

      Of course, I’d been with other men after Jabari, but I swear that they don’t even come close to him in terms of looks, sex, all of that special stuff that a man like Jabari had to offer. It’s been over a decade since this happened, and before a few years ago, I had come to a point where Jabari was a thing of the past. It wasn’t until I started doing his mom’s hair, and conversation of him was brought up just about every time that I saw her, that I started thinking about him more than usual.

      She actually texted me that day and told me to come over when he and that bitch were in town. If things went left, which they did, she told me that we would stick to the story and pretend like I was just coming over to say hello. I liked Jabari’s mother because she honestly wanted to see the two of us be together. I was happy when she texted me earlier that day, letting me in on the fact that her son was in town. Physically, I hadn’t seen this man in years. He was pretty big on his social media, especially since he had the show stores and everything, so I often saw the things that he would post on his page, but it was a totally different thing to see him in person.

      I’d already known about his bitch being pregnant because his mom had told me, but I had to say that seeing her stomach in person, hurt me even more. Because I was still holding onto the past, I felt like she was carrying the brother or the sister to the baby that I would have had. I get it. Jabari and I were young as hell at the time and were both angry. That night, we both dished out a lot of hateful things to each other. Having to witness a man tell me that he didn’t want a baby that we conceived together hurt like hell, so maybe I did hit below the belt with some of the things that I said to him. It still wasn’t an excuse for a man to ever put his hands on a woman. Period!

      Although I was forced to have this story be a painful part of my past, I still had my successes too. Like, at the age of thirty-two, I owned my own home, my cars, and I had just opened my second hair salon. Let me clear something up because I don’t want to sound like a fuckin’ groupie. I did not open up shop down here to chase after Jabari. I was chasing after the money, but I’ll admit that Jabari was some of the motivation because I was told that a lot of people in Miami know each other, so I just assumed that he and I would run into each other one day.

      I had to lie to Jabari and act like I found out later down the line that my business would be right next to his. I knew about us eventually working next to each other months ago. I was able to pull up the property online, and the available space that I wanted was next to his business, so I jumped on it that same day, making sure that no one else took advantage of it. I wanted that nigga to wake his ass up every morning and have to face me. Even though I would be back and forth with shops between Atlanta and Miami, I still wanted him to have to see me.

      I wanted him to admit that what happened thirteen years ago actually did happen. We did have a baby together, and we did lose it. I bet he didn’t even tell his bitch about me. Probably didn’t even tell her that he puts his hands on women. I bet it was a lot of shit that he didn’t acknowledge to her, which is why, I was where I was.

      It wasn’t hard to find out where his bitch worked because I found her social media through Jabari’s page, since he was forever posting the bitch. In her bio was the name of the company where she worked, and I was able to pull it up on my GPS. It wasn’t that far from the apartment out in Brickell that I was renting while I would be down here.

      Most people would probably say that I was acting stalker-ish and that me and this woman didn’t have anything to talk about, but I begged to differ. We had everything to talk about! I wanted her to know that Jabari wasn’t the type of nigga that she needed to be putting on a high ass pedestal. He had his flaws too.

      It was going on two in the afternoon, and I could only pray that she was there. I didn’t know what type of car she drove, so it wasn’t like I could circle the big ass parking lot to find it. I eventually found a parking spot in the visitor’s lot, and then I got out. I wasn’t nervous or anything because I felt like I had a purpose in what I was getting ready to do. In no time, I was opening the doors of the huge building and greeting the receptionist at the desk.

      “Hello. Can I help you with anything?” the cute and very flamboyant male asked me.

      He had it going on with his nice, chocolate skin, his nails that were painted a yellow color, and even the clear lip gloss that he wore. I could tell that one of the things that this company offered was for their workers to be themselves. I say that because after damn near stalking Mahogany’s page, I found out that she worked for a fashion company, and the line was very creative and different. It dealt with a lot of loud ass colors and things of that nature.

      “Hey, yes, I’m looking for Mahogany. Is she in?” I kindly asked him.

      “Ummm, I know that she was in a meeting over an hour ago and told me to hold her calls. Let me call her office phone and see if she made it back,” he let me know, and I nodded. “First, can I have your name? I’ll need your I.D as well,” he said as he pressed a bunch of buttons on the phone.

      I gave him my name as I reached into my oversized Chanel purse and I set my ID on the table.

      “Ohhh, okay, you’re back, Mrs. Brooks. I have someone named Kenyatta Strong here to see you. Would you like me to send her back?” he asked.

      My heart went numb when I listened to him refer to her as Mrs. Brooks. Granted, I knew that the two of them had gotten married because it was on both of their social media, but to actually hear it in person just did something to me.

      “She wanted me to ask you why you are here,” he said, moving the mouthpiece away from his mouth. “Never mind, she says that I can send you back,” he said without even giving me the chance to respond.

      “Just take the elevator up to the third floor. Follow the signs once you get off, and it’ll lead you to her office,” he let me know as he handed me back my ID along with a visitor pass.

      I kindly took the two of them and did exactly what he told me. In no time, I was standing in front of the huge, double doors outside her office. A gold plaque on the side of the double doors read Creative Director along with her name. I used my fist to knock on the doors, and in seconds, I heard some moving around. It didn’t take long for the door to open.

      Just like the last time I saw her, my eyes went right for her stomach. At that time, her bump wasn’t that noticeable, but now it was huge. She was in a yellow work dress that clung to her pregnant body, showing her huge stomach that looked to have been weighing her little ass down. I wasn’t even sure how far along she was, but she was walking around in heels.

      One woman to another, Mahogany was beautiful. She had an exotic look about her, so that’s what put me out of her league. Granted, I knew that I was beautiful, but it was something about her. Maybe it was the pregnancy that caused her skin to be so flawless, her hair to be so healthy and full, and everything else she possessed that I thought was beautiful.

      “Jabari warned me about the crazy bitches from his past, but never in a million years did I think that one of his flavors of the month would pop up on me at my place of business. Can I help you with something? Would you like a job here?” she asked.

      She hadn’t necessarily invited me in, but she did open the door and walk over to her desk, standing right in front of it with her arms folded, so I used that as my opportunity to walk right on in. I could tell she was angry. Her skin was real light, almost white, so where she turned red in the face proved that I had her hot and bothered. As she spoke, I was paid attention to so many things. The wedding picture of her and Jabari that was right there on her huge ass desk, the other pictures that she had of the two of them, and finally, the big ass rock that was on her finger. I had to look like a fool coming there to exchange words with this man’s wife.

      “No, thank you. I own my businesses. My six-figure salary is more than enough for me,” I let her know, and she let out a laugh before nodding her head and pushing her hair behind her ear.

      The last time I saw her, her hair was curly. Today, it was full, looking like weave. The hair stylist in me would have loved to do her blow out, but from the looks of her hair, I could already tell that she had someone on the job who was taking good care of it.

      “Then my question to you again is why are you here? We have nothing to talk about. I know about you. You ain’t the baby mama, the ex-wife, so why do you feel the need to come down to my place of business and speak to me? I know just about every bitch from Jabari’s past, so you don’t have to come down here and try to convince me of anything different,” this rude bitch said.

      I mean, Jabari did say that she was crazy, and the fact that she let whatever come out of her mouth so easily without backing down, proved that to me.

      “I may not be the ex-wife or the baby mama, and that’s fine. I had my chance to be the baby mama, though, but he robbed me of that title—”

      “Bitch, please! That’s what this is about? You didn’t strike me as the type of woman who just couldn’t seem to let a man go. I knew it was more to it than that. He robbed you of it how?” she quizzed, cocking her head to the side.

      “I was pregnant with Jabari’s baby thirteen years ago. My baby was damn near beaten out of me by him. The child that I had could have been the big brother or sister to your little girl,” I let her know.

      I could tell by her facial expression alone that she was shocked to hear this. That right there proved to me that Jabari had never told her about what happened between the two of us in our past.

      “Was the baby his?” she asked me, and I sucked my teeth when she asked that foolish ass question. She sounded just like his ass, to the point that I almost felt like he had this bitch trained.

      “Did you not just hear me say that my child would have been the brother or the sister to your baby?” I asked, getting a little bit louder this time.

      “Oh, I heard you. What does this have to do with me, though? Why are you coming down here to my job to tell me this? Thirteen years ago, I didn’t even know Jabari. Didn’t even know that my husband existed at the time. When I get home, this is a conversation that will be had between him and I. You don’t get to see me showing my emotions, and if I have to, my insecurities as well. I leave that part of me for my husband to withstand. Was there anything else that you needed to let me know? This was pointless,” she said.

      “The miscarriage that I had, or your husband lying to you and not telling you that he was the cause of it?” I smartly asked her.

      “The miscarriage that you had with the child that we don’t even know if it belonged to my husband. Look, I won’t dwell on the subject too much longer because as a woman, I won’t dare speak on another woman’s miscarriage, especially when I’m walking around here now, pregnant with my own child. Whether my husband lied to me or not, didn’t tell me certain pieces of information or not, I will deal with him on my time. I will handle him where I see fit. I was referring to you getting in your car, driving to where I work, just to come in here and tell me this information as pointless. Sis, you could have written me on Instagram or something. All the dramatics and the theatrics could have been saved,” she let me know.

      Jabari had a cocky bitch, and I bet it was his fault too. It was no telling the shit he was putting in her head to make her ass so damn cocky.

      “Jabari ain’t changed. He’s just older. Your pussy is still fresh to him, so he hasn’t gone astray yet. I’ll give him about another year. That’s when they usually start dogging you, by the time the baby turns one. Let’s see if that cockiness still exists by then,” I said and got ready to turn on my heels and leave, but when she let out a loud laugh, I stopped.

      “Jabari wouldn’t leave me if somebody put a fuckin’ bullet to his head and told him that he had to, so let’s get that understood right quick. I’ve tried to walk away from this man twice, and both times, I had him sick to his fuckin’ stomach. My pussy will always be fresh to him, and he knows that. We’re talking about a man who you haven’t seen in thirteen fuckin’ years. How the fuck do you know if he changed or not? A man who has his hands in all types of businesses. That don’t sound like change to you?

      “When you were fuckin’ him, he was selling dope, living in his mama’s house, and fuckin’ you in his car. Now, he’s living in a mansion, selling shoes out of his business, and fuckin’ me on thousand-dollar sheets. If he ever fucks me in a car, it’s not because he has to, it’s because he chooses to! You know little Jabari, small pockets Jabari, and the young Jabari who didn’t give a fuck about life! I know Jabari as my fuckin’ husband, I know seven figure a year Jabari, putting his money into stocks Jabari. I could go on and on, but if I stand here and tell you about all the shit my husband has, that’ll only make you crave him more. You don’t have to ever in your damn life worry about him dogging me. I’ll kill his ass before he even gets the chance to get the leash, now good day!” she said before walking away from her desk and going over to the door to open it for me, basically ending this conversation right here.

      I left. There was nothing else that needed to be said. All that shit that she talked, and guess what? She was still going home tonight and would cry to the nigga, asking him why he didn’t tell her about the miscarriage that I had. I knew the way bitches thought. Hell, she even said that she wouldn’t show me her flaws in person, so that only let me know that I had her shaken with this information, but she wouldn’t dare show that to me. I guess that part was left for her husband.

      I had no plans to come down here and make their lives a living hell. I said what I had to say. I got my closure, so I was going to move on with my life like I’d been doing for the past few years. Granted, Jabari and I worked right next door to each other now, so of course we would see each other in passing, but that was it. I would still hurt from the situation, but I had to continue taking one day at a time.
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      “Hello, this is Ms. Johnson. Can you hold for one second?” I asked, never even giving the caller a chance to say yes or no before I put the call on hold.

      It could have been anyone calling my work phone, and because I didn’t check the number to see who was calling, I had no clue who was on the other line. Most family and friends called my personal phone, so I was sure that it wasn’t any of them.

      I was in the middle of finishing a very important Excel document that I had to have submitted before it was time for me to clock out, which was in the next five minutes or so. This baby had been kicking my ass these days, and ever since I found out, I felt like I hadn’t been my best at work. I just happened to be one of those women who didn’t get so lucky to not have to go through the morning sickness phase. The toilet, the garbage can, and plastic bags had all become my best friend these past few weeks.

      My first prenatal appointment was yesterday morning, where Miami and I found out that I was a little bit over six weeks pregnant. We heard the heartbeat, and I cried like a little ass baby. I was happy, but on the other hand, the pregnancy had me emotional, so it made me think of Vonte and how eighteen years ago, I was listening to his heartbeat. It killed me that my son wasn’t around to get to be a big brother to both Maya and the baby that I was carrying.

      Speaking of Maya, I was granted temporary custody of her almost a week ago. In her case, I was granted custody almost immediately after we filed the suit since it was technically an emergency situation. Her father was serving a life sentence, and her mom had made it clear that she didn’t want anything to do with her and had signed away all of her rights to her. I was glad that the judge had taken into consideration Maya’s situation and how if I didn’t take her in, she really didn’t have any other place to go because the people who were her blood didn’t want her.

      One of the requirements that I had was to sign her up for school almost immediately, and that’s what I spent the majority of my day doing yesterday. Since today was Friday, she would start first thing Monday morning. Every day, I felt like I was asking God, why me? I didn’t mind Maya, but why did HE choose me to be the one to do it? Every day that I saw Maya, it was just a constant reminder of the way that I was deceived by Trip during our time together, and it also reminded me of how I allowed this man to make me out to be a damn fool.

      Maya was innocent in this whole ordeal, so the feelings that I had for her hateful ass daddy would have never been taken out on her. Besides, I was at a point in my life, where I was my happiest. I was pregnant again by a man who I loved so hard. If things could be a little better for me, it would be for Mahogany and me to get back on good terms.

      That day after the verbal fight between the two of us, Miami had talked on the phone with Jabari that night, and I found out from Miami that Mahogany and Jabari had gotten married that day, which explained the white that the two of them had on. I cried like a baby because I didn’t even get to talk to my own best friend about that. It made so much sense now that Mahogany was my blood sister because we shared so many traits. The biggest one being our stubbornness.

      As much as I missed her, I couldn’t call. She was high off her emotions, and she had every right to be because she was deceived and lied to by both parents. In all of my thirty years of being on this Earth, my relationship with my father had never been this distant. I probably saw him one time last week, and I never go too long without seeing him. I couldn’t trust him right now. I couldn’t understand why he wouldn’t say anything, especially after he knew about all of this for this long.

      When Mahogany and I were younger, whatever he did for me, he would do for her too. He took us both shopping, often times paid for both of us to get our hair done when she was over my house for the weekend, and everything else that a father does. All this time, I just thought that he was doing it as a way to be nice to my friend, when all he was doing was what he was supposed to do since she was his damn daughter! Isn’t that crazy?

      How can you sit and watch your daughter be around you for all these years and not say shit? I expected some low down, dirty shit like this from Trip, not my own damn daddy! He was messing around on my mama with her own best friend. A best friend that she was living with at the time. It’s so crazy because my mom never got the chance to find out.

      Right after it happened, I drove straight to my grandma’s house. I looked her right in her eyes and questioned her if she knew about this, and she didn’t. Hell, in the beginning, she thought that I was lying. I could just tell that she was oblivious to all of this. She ended up having to call my daddy and boyyyyy did she lay his ass out! He deserved it, though, and didn’t need to get any pity. The only one who deserved pity was Mahogany because she was the one hurt in this.

      My daddy wasn’t the only person to blame in this situation, though. Hell, Mahogany’s mother was just as fuckin’ wrong and just as dirty. What made it so bad on her part, minus the fact that she was having dealings with a man who was in a relationship with her best friend was the part where she lied and deceived Mahogany for so many years. I’ve been around Mahogany since we were five, so I knew about the stories that were told to her as a little girl about her father being in the military, and then years later, her mom flipping the script and saying that she just simply didn’t know who he was.

      I mean, I just didn’t understand how neither of them said anything. They had years to do this shit. I knew my heart, and I knew how much that I would allow people to do to me, so I can’t even say that I would have been so forgiving, but it wasn’t my place to speak on what Mahogany was going to do in this situation.

      After quickly finishing up the document, I finally clicked back over on the phone, hoping that this wasn’t going to be a long conversation because it was time for me to go.

      “Hello, are you still there?” I asked into the phone.

      “Ima always be here, shorty,” his deep voice boomed into the phone, making my damn stomach turn.

      There was a time when I could cum just off hearing his voice alone, and now I hated to hear him speak. It had been months since I heard his voice, and I didn’t even miss it. I sucked my teeth when I saw that it was him calling and wasting my damn time. I looked down at the number on my work phone, and it was a number that I didn’t even recognize, which meant that his ass was back to downloading apps and getting numbers to call me from. God, he was so fuckin’ desperate!

      Where the fuck was all this energy when we were together? There were times when I would be mad at him, and as a woman, I would want him to chase me, but he wouldn’t. Whenever we were beefing, he would use all of his phone time for his son, pretending real well that I didn’t even exist.

      “Why the fuck are you calling my phone, Trip?” was all I asked.

      I shouldn’t have even given it my time, but this was a conversation that was long overdue. I was left with no choice but to change my personal cell phone number a few weeks ago because he was still calling, and I was hiding it from Miami. Look what happened the last time the two of them exchanged words! I ended up getting my house broken into and my ass beat. Yes, it was wrong that I wasn’t telling Miami that Trip was back to calling, but damn, something had to give.

      Miami thought that I changed my number because somehow my number had gotten hacked into a database of potential customers and that companies were calling me damn near every day, trying to sell me something. I mean, he didn’t question me about it, so I guess he believed me. I felt bad for lying, especially because I knew that Miami would never lie to me, but to avoid any more shit, I felt like I had to keep this lie.

      “You know why I’m calling your fuckin’ phone! Stop playing stupid! This how you do a nigga, Shae? What happened to always being there for me? You leaving me alone in this situation to rot! You think Vonte would—”

      “Whoa! Leave him the fuck out of this! Don’t you fuckin’ dare use my son to get some sympathy from me! Vonte would want me to be do whatever the fuck made me happy. You treat people like shit, Trip, and you expect people to have your ass on some fuckin’ high pedestal. When I told you that I would always be there for you, at the time, I did mean it. I really thought that I would ride this shit out with you, but I’m glad that I finally came to my senses. All I am is the baby mama, and the child that we used to share is no longer in the picture, so we don’t have a damn thing to discuss,” I let him know.

      “Where my daughter at?” he asked.

      I got so mad by that question, that I laughed. I had to laugh to keep from acting an ass. I was about to lay this nigga out real bad, but I didn’t want to do it at my job, so I quickly stood up from my desk with the phone to my ear, preparing to hang it up, only for me to *67 his number back on my personal cell phone when I got to the car, so I could tell him how I really felt.

      “Give me two minutes. I just need two fuckin’ minutes, so I can tell you about yourself. I’ll call you back!” With that, I hung up.

      I damn near ran out of the building, trying to get back to my car. I had to say something back to Trip. I just had to. This nigga had a lot of fuckin’ nerve. As soon as I made it inside the car, I put my seat belt on and I *67 his number back on the Bluetooth of my car.

      “Yo,” he answered, knowing that it was me.

      I got right back to the conversation as if I’d never hung up in the first place.

      “Are you questioning me about the same child that you had your mama drop off at my fuckin’ job? I know that was your doing because your mama doesn’t have a fuckin’ clue where I even work. Your balls are big. Not only do you go and have a baby on me, but then you’re so fuckin’ confident in yourself, that you just know that I’ll step up and raise her. I want you to hear me, Trip, and please hear me good. I’m not raising Maya out of the goodness of my heart, I’m not doing it because I still have love for you, none of that! Point, blank period, that is Vonte’s little sister and she doesn’t deserve to be treated like shit! If she ever asks about you, I’ll give her the God honest truth, but know one thing, I’m not bringing her down there to that fuckin’ prison to see you, and if she begs me to, I’ll have Miami bring—”

      “Fuck out of here. That nigga ain’t coming here with my daughter!” he cut me off.

      “Nigga, your daughter is living in his home! That nigga that you’re referring to is making sure that your daughter has a roof over her head, clothes on her back, shoes on her feet, and she doesn’t want for shit. All these things that your sorry ass baby mama could give a fuck about. Miami is picking up where you lack, so you should be getting down on your fuckin’ knees and thanking him!” I yelled.

      He had said so little but was able to piss me clean the fuck off. He’d always been that person in my life to hit a different type of nerve that would have me acting very irrational.

      “Bitch, I’ll slap you in your fuckin’ mouth! Telling me to get on my knees to that nigga. He better get on his knees and suck my fuckin’ dick! Fuck out of here!” he said, making me release an annoyed laughed, with his ignorant ass.

      “You’ve obviously been in jail too long and switched sides. I give my nigga too much free pussy and head for him to ever have to drop to his knees and do that. You wish that you could slap me in my mouth! You won’t even get the luxury of seeing my pretty ass. Even if you did have the luxury of seeing me and you did slap me, my nigga would kill your ass,” I let him know in all seriousness.

      “You think real highly of that nigga. You probably been wanting to suck his dick!” he said, and I could hear the hurt and the anger all in his voice.

      “Sure did! I used to get mad that I didn’t meet him before I met you! Miami had always been that nigga, and you know it. That’s why you hated his ass so bad,” I let him know.

      I was so angry that it was causing me to speak how I really felt.

      “You just like the rest of these other Miami bitches, which is nothing but a slut ass bitch, you just clean yours up a little better. In the beginning, I never questioned if you was fuckin’ another nigga because I just knew you didn’t have the balls to do that shit to me, now I don’t know shit. You jumped too fast into this shit with Miami. I swear I don’t believe that you just started fuckin’ him. I swear Ima get somebody to fuckin’ kill you deceitful motha fuckas. How the fuck you to this shit to me, Shae?” he asked, damn near on the verge of tears.

      “Trip, you can think whatever the fuck you want about me. Your opinion of me isn’t wanted, neither do I fuckin’ care. I’ve moved on, I have a baby on the way—”

      “Bitch, you pregnant by him?” he cut me off and asked.

      “I’m going to let you go now because you obviously lost your fuckin’ mind and have me confused with your other bird brain ass baby mama. Of course, I’m pregnant by him! Why the fuck wouldn’t I be? Miami is a good man, so I’ll have as many fuckin’ kids as he wants me to have. I have Maya, she’s safe, and she’s protected. If your mama ever decides to pick up her fuckin’ phone, I can update her on anything dealing with Maya and have her tell you. Other than that, there is absolutely nothing for the two of us to converse about. It’s over, Trip. Whatever the fuck it was that me and you had going on ended the moment I lost my son, and I saw your true colors. Goodbye,” I said and ended the phone call on his ass.

      I knew Trip, and I knew that he didn’t call back because he was hurt. More than likely hurt by finding out that I was pregnant. I didn’t care about what Trip felt because after all these years, he could give two fucks about my damn feelings. For the thirty minutes or so that it took me to get home from work, I drove with the radio off and just in my thoughts. I had no much shit on my mind. So many changes were happening in my life.

      In just a matter of weeks, I went from becoming somewhat of a new mom to a little girl, then transitioning into pregnancy all over again, and expecting a baby boy or a baby girl in some months. In order for me to be able to probably live my life, be content and at peace, I was going to have to get rid of Trip, and that was on a mental level because I allowed that man to rent up so much space in my head. I could never forget his presence alone because when I think about my son, somehow, I’ll always think about Trip, but it was time that I just let it go and realize that whatever we shared is no more.

      I’ll probably always love Trip because he had been in my life since I was a damn child, and we shared something that I loved more than anything, and that was Vonte .

      When I finally pulled up to the house, I was shocked that all of Miami’s cars were in the driveway. Most days, I would make it home before him during the week because he would coach boxing classes at the rec center. Happy that my man was home, I quickly got out of the car, wearing a big smile on my face. I had my purse in one hand, and I was carrying the blazer that I’d taken off in another. I used my key to let myself in the house, and the first thing that I noticed was that the house was pitch dark. So fuckin’ dark that I could hardly see shit.

      I ended up using the flashlight to my phone, just so I could see.

      “Toddrick, why the hell do you have it so damn dark in here? Baby, where are you?” I called out, but he didn’t answer.

      “Miami! Where are you?” I asked again, walking further into the house.

      “I’m in the den,” I heard his deep voice boom.

      I walked in the direction of the den, still holding onto the phone with the light in my hand.

      “Why you sitting in here in the dark? And why—”

      “Go in the kitchen or something, shorty. I’m smoking. Open a window too. I wasn’t looking at the time. I should have smoked this shit on the porch,” he spoke, and his voice held no type of life to it.

      I knew something was wrong for his ass to be smoking inside the damn house.

      “Then put it out. I want to talk to you. What’s wrong with you?” I asked, flicking the light on in the den because he was in all black clothing, so it felt like I was talking to a damn ghost.

      The moment I saw him, I noticed his red eyes, his red nose, making it obvious that it wasn’t the weed that had turned him red. Something bad had to have happened for Miami to have been crying. This man never fuckin’ cried. I mean, never. He shared a couple of tears with me when Vonte died, but that was the most emotional that I’d ever seen him.

      “What’s wr—”

      “Shae, open the window, shorty. I don’t need you taking in these fuckin’ toxins while you pregnant. I’ll meet you in the kitchen, damn!” he spoke, quickly standing up from the couch.

      As many questions as I wanted to ask, I went over to the windows and started opening them. Next, I went inside the kitchen, dropping the items that were in my hands on top of the island. I stood with my back pressed against the counter, crossing my arms and waiting for him to come in and tell me something. He finally came and went over to the refrigerator then grabbed a bottle of water. I watched as he guzzled it down. Even when he finished it, he still hadn’t said anything.

      “Toddrick, what’s going on? Why were you sitting in here in the damn dark?” I questioned again.

      For the first time, he wouldn’t look me in my eyes. His eyes were on everything except me. That’s when I realized that like a typical man, he didn’t want me to see him crying. He used his hands to quickly wipe it away. He was scaring me by not telling me what happened. I immediately thought of Maya, but I knew that she was fine because she was with my grandma. I usually would come home from work, shower, and then head over to get Maya because she took a strong liking to my grandma, so me coming home to shower and change was just giving the two of them some more time to spend with each other.

      I walked over to Miami and wrapped my arms around his neck as I stood on my tippy toes so I could somewhat try to reach his level.

      “What’s wrong, baby?” I asked him again.

      He released a sigh while shaking his head.

      “I went over to my ole boy’s house this evening because I hadn’t seen him in a few days. He’s been MIA lately, acting real strange for months. It’s been times I would pop up over there, and he wouldn’t be home. On some real shit, in the beginning, I questioned if maybe he had a girlfriend or something and he was hiding it from me or some shit like that. Whole fuckin’ time, that nigga sitting his ass over there with fuckin’ cancer! The days that I would go over there, he would be gone because he would be at chemo. Then, when I questioned him on how long he knew about this, he assured me that it’s been a few months,” he said.

      I could hear the hurt, the anger, even the fear in Miami’s voice. Miami loved his father. He played a huge role in his life. Miami didn’t have that story like a lot of other men who had to grow up without a father because his was actually there.

      “Baby, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. How bad is it?” I asked, referring to the status of his dad.

      “He tried to downplay it, but it’s bad, shorty. I know it ain’t our job to question God, but sometimes I just don’t understand Him, yo. Like, why me? I already done lost my ole girl to this deadly ass fuckin’ disease, and now my fuckin’ pops got it too. I lost deep parts of me when my mama died. Parts of me that still haven’t come back to this day. Shorty, I don’t know what the fuck I would do if… Man, I don’t even want to talk about it. Watch out,” he said, trying to push away from me, but I wouldn’t let him.

      I could sense that Miami was trying to be distant from me, but I also knew what he needed me, so I couldn’t let him go, even though that was probably what he wanted. I hated to see Miami like this. Anyone knew what when it came to family and friends, he was like the backbone. He was the glue that pretty much stuck everyone together.

      “Miami, please don’t shut down on me, baby. What are the doctors saying?” I questioned.

      He lifted me up and sat me down on top of the counter. My legs were slightly parted, so he stood in the middle of them, resting his hands on my lap.

      “He goes back to the doctor tomorrow, so Ima go with him because I felt like he was telling me a bunch of bullshit to get me not to worry. That nigga lied to the very end. I questioned him damn near two weeks ago about his weight. Just like me, you know my ole boy is solid muscle. I had been noticing the weight loss, but when he told me about the new diet that he was on, I believed his ass. I get that he doesn’t want to hurt me with this shit, but I don’t think he understands that lying to me and leaving me out of the loop is hurting me even more.

      “My ole girl did that same shit. She knew way in advance about her cancer, but since I was right where I wanted to be in my career, she didn’t tell me, figuring that it would knock me off my square and not have me fighting to my same potential. Years later, here he is doing that same shit,” Miami vented, and I let him.

      He did all the talking, and I didn’t say anything. There was about five minutes of silence before my phone started ringing. I reached to the side of me and dug in my purse for it, praying to God that it wasn’t Trip calling back because the timing was so off. I don’t want to even imagine the way that conversation would go. I retrieved my phone, and it wasn’t him. It was Jabari calling, and I showed Miami the phone, so he could see.

      “He’s probably calling you because I wasn’t answering my shit,” he said and took the phone out of my hand before answering it.

      While they talked, I lingered around because I wanted Miami to ask Jabari something for me. I stood with my arms crossed, and when I saw that the conversation was fading, I looked at Miami.

      “Ask him how Mahogany is doing,” I whispered to him.

      Miami shook his head at me like I was wrong, but he still went ahead and asked.

      “Shae said how is Mahogany?” he questioned, and I shoved his ass because he wasn’t supposed to say that I said it.

      He knew it too. I wasn’t sure what Jabari told Miami, but it got him to laugh right quick. They stayed on the phone for about another minute or so, and then they hung up. I noticed Miami look at something in my phone, and then he passed it back to me.

      “What did he say about Mahogany?” I questioned.

      He took about a minute to answer.

      “Who were you on the phone with for damn near ten minutes? The time said 5:07, which means you were on the phone on your way home from work,” he said, never even answering my question about Mahogany.

      If I could crawl under a damn rock right now, I would. Hell, anything to get my ass out of this situation. I hated confrontation with Miami. It didn’t make the situation any better that he was already mad and running high off his emotions, especially after finding out that his dad had cancer. I blew out a breath, knowing that this conversation had the potential to go left.

      “Trip,” I let him know.

      All he did was shake his head. “Trip! I’m so fuckin’ tired of hearing that nigga’s name. I love you, shorty, I swear to fuckin’ God I do, but—”

      “But what?” I screamed, cutting him off.

      “Ay, pipe the fuck down. I ain’t Mahogany. That tough girl shit don’t scare me. I weigh almost three of you! I don’t have no regrets about this shit, but I should have made sure what whatever the fuck you had going on with him was really handled before I pursued you,” he said.

      “It is properly handled. What are you talking about?” I quizzed.

      “Is it, Shae? Let me ask you something. Prior to today, when is the last time he called?” he questioned.

      “He hasn’t because I changed my phone number…” My voice trailed off because I had just caught myself in the lie that I told Miami when I told him the fake reason on why my number had been changed in the first place.

      He let out a sarcastic laugh, shaking his head at me.

      “Shorty, I knew your ass was fuckin’ lying when you told me the shit. I was just waiting for when you finally came to me with the truth. You lying for that nigga, Shae, which only means you love him. On some real shit, Jashae, you got me fucked up! Real fucked up. Out of respect for you and our baby, let me get the fuck out of here for a few. I’ll be back,” he said and attempted to walk out of the kitchen, but I jumped down to stop him.

      I grabbed his arm, trying to pull him, and he shrugged me off.

      “Baby, where are you going? Toddrick, I’m sorry. I didn’t want to start any more problems and—”

      “Shorty, you caused yourself a whole heap of fuckin’ problems by lying to me, yo. Looked me straight in my fuckin’ eyes and lied to a nigga. You lying to me for that nigga! Protecting that nigga! Fuck you think that shit make me feel, yo? I don’t question shit that you do, Shae. You told me that you wanted to take Maya in, and as much as I didn’t want to raise another nigga’s baby, I did that shit for you. I did it because of the love that I have in my heart for you. Don’t that account for something, yo? Most niggas would have told your ass no straight the fuck up!” Miami yelled.

      “Baby, it counts for everything. Don’t leave. Why are you leaving?” I asked, tugging at his arm.

      “Because I don’t know if I can trust you, shorty. Had I not had your phone, I know you wouldn’t have told me that you exchanged words with that nigga earlier because that’s how you do. You protect that nigga. I’m out, man,” he said, and I started crying.

      If he left, I didn’t know if he was going to come back.

      “I wasn’t protecting him, Toddrick. I just want to protect us and—”

      “Jashae, we fuckin’ protected! Why the fuck do you feel like we at fuckin’ jeopardy over a nigga that’s serving a life sentence? Ask yourself that question, yo! Who is it that you’re really protecting? Us or that nigga?” he questioned. His hand was already on the door, and he was leaving.

      “Us, and you know that. Are you really going to leave?” I cried.

      “I’ll be back, but to tell you the God honest truth, I don’t know where we stand. I’ll go and pick up Maya while I’m out,” and with that, he left.

      I closed the front door and slouched down to the floor, crying my poor little heart out.
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      “Bae, you up?” I heard my husband groan from behind me.

      His voice and his tugging had woken me out of my sleep. He’d gone out tonight with Miami, and I didn’t have a clue what time it was. All I knew was that he’d left a little after eleven at night. My eyes were still closed, and I was still lying in a sleeping position. I knew what Jabari wanted, but I was right in the middle of some good ass sleep that I was actually just able to get because my daughter thought that it was play time all day long. Her kicking had become more pain than enjoyment. There were nights when I would find myself up crying because she would be kicking the shit out of my ribs. Tonight just happened to be one of those nights.

      My stomach was huge these days, and I wasn’t even at my nine month mark yet. Everyone who saw my stomach would always tell me that I looked nine months and like I was about to pop, but honestly, I still had a few more weeks to go.

      “No. I was sleeping,” I answered with my eyes still closed, too afraid to open them because once I did, I knew that it would be almost impossible to go back to sleep.

      I smelled weed on Jabari’s breath, which was a mixture of mint and liquor. I could smell the intoxicating smell of his cologne as well. Jabari and I were in a good space. That Kenyatta bitch had obviously tried to come to me with that information at my job a few weeks ago to knock me off my square, but it didn’t work. Of course, I spoke to Jabari about it, and he told me that it wasn’t his baby. If my man said that it wasn’t his baby, then it wasn’t his fuckin’ baby. Even if it was, I couldn’t be mad because that was Jabari’s past. I didn’t even know his ass back then.

      I’m not condoning him making that woman have a miscarriage because I would never wish something like that on another woman. It wasn’t in my nature, no matter how much I couldn’t stand that silly bitch. I could definitely see me and her throwing down after I had this baby because something told me that she was going to linger around and try to stir up problems in our marriage. It’s like the bitch just popped the fuck up out of nowhere.

      Honestly, I blamed Jabari’s hating ass mama. He could believe her all he wanted and make her out to be innocent all he wanted, but she was playing her part. Trust me, she was the one boosting that bitch’s head up and thinking that it was okay for her to play with me.

      “Reach your hand back. Look at what I got for you,” he said, grabbing my hand and placing it on his dick.

      I smiled big when I felt how hard his dick was. I could feel the veins in it and everything. My eyes finally popped open, and I looked at the digital clock on the dresser. It was almost three in the morning.

      “Nigga, you just now getting home at three? Where the fuck were you?” I asked, turning my head back to look at him.

      His hand lightly went for my neck, and he kissed me in the mouth. I was trying to argue, but he was kissing me, grinding his body onto me, and making it damn near impossible.

      “Ssssh. You going to make my dick soft with all that shit,” he groaned after he placed a final kiss on my lips and reached down to pull my panties off.

      “Where were you, Jabari?” I questioned.

      “I told you I was out with Miami. We went to Tootsies. Swear we only went there to eat. That jerk chicken pasta be hitting. I didn’t touch on no bitches or nothing because I know that’s your next question. He beefing with his ole lady, so he wanted to go out,” he said, dick almost inside of me, but the last part of his sentence had me stopping him.

      “Beefing how? What happened between him and Shae?” I asked.

      “Mahogany, really? Now when my dick goes soft, and I can’t fuck you, don’t get mad. I ain’t trying to think about nobody else but you right now. Come here,” he said, grabbing me by my neck again.

      My whole body was damn near on his chest with my back against him. His warm skin against mine was everything to me. I dropped it, only because I could feel myself dripping, and he was using his other hand to get his dick to slide inside of me. Once I felt it pushing its way in, I moaned and bit the shit out of his lips. Every time we fucked, I swear that first stroke brought water to a bitch’s eyes. His hand was still wrapped around my throat, and he was digging inside me, putting his weight into fuckin’ me. He was deep, hard, and quick with his strokes.

      “Damnnnnnnnnnn,” I cried, never having that feeling before.

      Jabari got better every time he fucked me. Something new always came from our love sessions. I think this was the first time since we had sex that I felt like I wasn’t keeping up. Like, it was honestly hard to keep up, but I couldn’t let him show me out.

      “Damn, what? That shit feels good, ain’t it?” he asked with his mouth to my neck, and he bit me hard as hell on it.

      I knew my light skin had marked up. All I could do was nod my head. The sex was so nasty, and it had just started. I was so gushy between my legs, and I couldn’t stop moaning. I felt like I was possessed. My legs started shaking like I was having a seizure, and before I knew it, I was having my first orgasm on his dick. He gently flipped my body over, putting me on my back. I was so uncomfortable and feeling like my baby was in my chest, but I wanted more of him, so I didn’t complain.

      Jabari grabbed the balls of my feet and brought my legs up to me. With a huge, pregnant belly, I swear it didn’t stop a damn thing. My legs were spread open for him as if I was about to give birth in this room. He kissed my thighs and put that dick back inside of me, making me cry out in pleasure and pain.

      “I’m hurting you?” he sweetly asked while he was still digging inside me.

      For the first time, I could not keep up.

      “Hmmmmm… no, not me! Just my pussy,” I moaned in all honesty.

      He kissed my lips, my cheeks, my neck, anything he could find.

      “You want me to stop?” his deep voice asked again, but I said no.

      He put both of his hands on either side of me and started back up again.

      “Jabarrriiiii. It’s too deeeppp. Shittttt,” I cried mixed with a moan, finally folding.

      He was digging in me like my ass wasn’t good and pregnant. He smirked at me, kissed my lips a few times and, when he sped up his pace, we both started to cum. For maybe one minute, he just lay there. Once he caught his breath, he pulled me into him and turned us both on our sides. Like a baby, he fell asleep. I could hear his heavy snoring in my ear.

      After lying there for two minutes, I started to get cramps in the lower part of my body. It was the same cramp that I felt last night. Then, all of a sudden, it felt like I was peeing on myself. In the beginning, I just lay there, but the pain started getting worse and more fluid was coming out of me. I quickly panicked as I tried to sit up in the bed, but Jabari was pulling me back down since his arm was wrapped around me.

      “Jabari! Jabari! Baby, I think my water just broke,” I calmly said although I was nervous as shit.

      “No, it didn’t. This is only the eighth month. Go to sleep,” he said and reached up, trying to pull my head back down.

      I moaned when I experienced another sharp pain rush through me. He must have believed me this time because he shot up. What was hitting me had to have been contractions because it was something that I had never experienced before, yet something that plenty of women with children had described to me.

      “Shit! Shit! Shit!” he called out, jumping out of the bed and throwing on his boxers.

      I couldn’t even move because the pain was rocking my body.

      “Come on. We gotta get to the hospital,” he called, but I shook my head no.

      “Let me take a quick shower,” I said once I was finally able to stand and talk.

      “We ain’t got time to take no fuckin’ shower. We need to find out what’s going on. Shorty, you dripping fluids. Your fuckin’ water just broke,” he voiced.

      I ignored Jabari as I walked into the bathroom. The moment I made it inside, another sharp pain hit me, which almost sent me to my knees. I was able to get the shower water on once the pain subsided, and in no time, I was under the warm water. More pain was coming, and I had the sudden urge to shit. It was so much pressure between my legs, and that’s when I found out what the hell was happening.

      “Baby, I gotta push. Call the ambulance,” I said and sat down in the shower.

      I was dripping sweat and in a pain that was so uncomfortable.

      “Push what? Mahogany, what the fuck are you doing, yo? Come on, let’s go to the fuckin’ hospital,” he voiced.

      I could see it in his face and hear it in his voice that this nigga was scared shitless.

      “Jabarriiiii. Shittttt… call the fuckin’ ambulance,” I cried, feeling more pressure and more pain.

      I reached my hands between my legs, and I could literally feel my baby’s head. It was right there. I was trying to be as calm as I could, but truth be told, I was scared shitless and Jabari wasn’t making it any better. He finally got on the phone with the ambulance, and he had the phone on speaker.

      “Oh my God. Oh… my Godddd… shittttt. Shessss coming… she’s commingggg,” I cried and threw my head back, preparing myself for that split that I was going to feel.

      I looked down at the tub that had filled with water and could see blood in it. I gave one big last push, and there she was. My daughter.

      “Jabari. Oh my God! Look!” I cried, holding our gift in my hands.

      He never got the chance to look. He was down on the floor, passed out. The phone was resting on the floor right next to him.

      “Whhaaa… Whaaa…” My daughter had a set of lungs on her that was filling up the room.

      “Jabari. Jabari!” I screamed his name, but still no answer. He was out cold, leaving me right there alone in the bathtub with our baby.
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      Just when things start looking good for Ky and Kerrington, she ends up in the hospital. Kerrington gets a text from Tess, but is she the person responsible, or is it someone else? Does Ky have someone else in the background who doesn’t want to see her happy? Will she be okay? Are the babies okay? Is Play still a problem for Kerrington even though he has Tess back?

      Kas and Jerika are better than ever until his baby mama comes to wreak havoc on their relationship. Meanwhile, Kas wants something Jerika isn’t ready to give him quite yet. Will they be able to work through this, or will his baby mama break up what they are building?
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      Angie and Chasen have been together for a little over a year. The first six months of their relationship consisted of lie after lie, but she came to love him and stuck it out.

      However, they say that a woman's intuition is a fool. When Angie is confronted about his cheating ways with no proof, and the fact that he'd rather be a small time hustler than get a job and help out with bills, she's left to figure out if Chasen is even worth any more of her time.

      Angie isn't rich, but she can handle her own, which she was doing before Chasen charmed his way into her life. As the saying goes; she can do bad by her damn self.

      Stacey thought that Justin was a gift from God until she got a whiff of how he really is. They say when a person shows their true colors, to believe it. Stacey didn’t take heed, though.

      Justin feels that since he takes care of Stacey, she has no right to question him. Knowing that her job alone won’t pay the bills or take care of her the way she is accustomed to, she decides to stick it out. One day, Stacey witnesses something that she shouldn't have, but Justin sweet talks her yet again.

      Will Chasen and Justin get their act together for the women they love, or will Angie, and Stacey forever be in love with a f*ck boy?
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