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      I ain’t never in my fuckin’ life chased after no bitch! Never! I always had the mindset that it was way too many fish in the sea for me to just worry about one, and because of that mindset, I never let a broad get a nigga that vested in them that I felt the need to chase after their asses. Look at my silly ass now!

      It was going on 7:00 P.M, and I had my car parked along the sidewalk right in front of Mahogany’s crib. I was taking a blunt to the head, still in my damn work clothes, and in much need of a shower and some dinner, yet here I was, parked outside this bitch as if I was a fuckin’ detective. Any other bitch, I wouldn’t have done any of this shit. No woman could get me to the point that I would stop my daily schedule just to pop up on her and see what the fuck the problem was.

      Just a few weeks ago, I had Mahogany’s legs pinned behind her head, and my dick buried so fuckin’ deep inside her that it’s a shocker that shit didn’t come out of her damn throat. We did all of that good ass fuckin’, and then her ass just disappeared.

      I didn’t know shit about blocking nobody because I couldn’t care less about shit like that. A little shorty who works at my shop saw me texting Mahogany, and the message on my iPhone didn’t say that it was delivered. That’s when I was told that Mahogany had blocked me. For the life of me, I couldn’t understand why she would do some shit like that. I didn’t do a motha fuckin’ thing wrong to her ass because, in the beginning, we both agreed to what this shit was going to be that she and I were doing. I didn’t owe shorty shit because, at the end of the day, she never asked me to give her anything.

      I wasn’t sure why I had to go through all of these fuckin’ hoops and hurdles to get through to her. I’d always been the type of man to go after something that I want or to not bullshit around something that I feel is a problem, so I had every plan to address the shit. Truth be told, I didn’t even know what time shorty would come home from work. When we were together, we didn’t talk about shit like that. If I had to sit outside this bitch until midnight, then that’s just what I would have to do. If I got hungry, then I would just UberEATS some shit to her house.

      The way I was smoking from this blunt, I knew that it was only a matter of time before my stomach started to rumble. In the middle of me waiting for Mahogany to make it home, my cell phone started ringing from the car. I looked at the name, which showed up on the screen of my car, and it read, Yo-Yo, short for Yolanda. Nothing was serious between Yo-Yo and me. She was to me what a lot of bitches were to me, which was nothing but someone to fuck on after a long day or just because.

      I’ll be the first to come out of my mouth and say that I had a lot of female friends. I loved women. I loved all type of women—thick, small, slim-thick, short, tall. I didn’t discriminate when it came to women. Although I liked all women, a nigga had standards. I wasn’t about to pull up on a bitch in the projects with five kids waiting in the back room while we fucked. I did wild shit like that when I was younger, but these days, I wasn’t pressed to be getting pussy from these women, so I didn’t feel the need to do all of that.

      As much pussy that I done fucked, not one broad can ever fix her mouth and say that she felt my dick bare. It was way too many fuckin’ diseases out here for me to fuck around and be having unprotected sex. Plus, unprotected sex caused babies, and truth be told, I didn’t want any children. I wouldn’t know the first thing to do with a child. That’s why I fucked with Mahogany so much because shorty was on the same time that I was on. At least I thought she was in the beginning.

      Mahogany reminded me a lot of the female version of myself in the beginning. I keep saying the beginning because the fact that she would even block a nigga proves to me that her ass isn’t as tough as she thinks she is. I fucked with Mahogany on some real shit. I could talk all the shit in the world and convince myself all I wanted that she’s just another broad that I was fuckin’, but honestly, she was more to me than that. I let shorty inside my home. I’m not talking about one of those little joints where I go just to fuck either. I’m talking about the same place where I lay my fuckin’ head and pay my damn mortgage.

      I let shorty talk to me crazy, and I didn’t choke her ass out like I probably would have done any other broad. On top of that, I was eating her pussy like that shit was crack. Yeah, I ate pussy before in my past, maybe two or three times, but it wasn’t some shit that I did on a daily basis. With Mahogany, swear I had to taste her before we fucked because her shit tasted just that good.

      Years ago, when I was in my twenties, I let a broad cook dinner for me, and her stupid ass fucked around and put a laxative in the food. Had my ass shitting for hours. After that, I told myself that I would never in my fuckin’ life allow another broad to cook for me, but there I was again, going against the grain and letting Mahogany cook meals for me whenever I hit her and told her to come over. I guess you can say that in the little time I was dealing with her, I became used to her ass. I won’t put my pride all the way to the side and say that I miss her or some shit like that, but something was definitely off in my life without her.

      Five more minutes had gone past, and I saw her car speeding down the street. In no time, she was whipping her car into her driveway. I allowed her to get out of her car first before I turned mine off and got out. The moment her nude, Christian Louboutin heels touched the ground, and her body was fully out of the car, I instantly noticed the change; she’d straightened her hair. Prior to this, Mahogany had a head full of sandy brown curls, and truth be told, that was one of the many things that I actually liked about her dumb ass. I didn’t think another hairstyle would look that good on her because I actually fucked with the curls, but seeing now that she’d flat ironed her hair and that shit was hanging down the middle of her back, a nigga was turned on by that too.

      I wasn’t sure if she could give two fucks about the fact that I had my car parked on the sidewalk, or if she just simply didn’t see me, but she had yet to look my way. Every time I had seen Mahogany, it was always in her club attire, her casual clothing, or just some cute shit she would throw on when she would come to see me. Today, she looked like that lawyer chick that I assumed she was months ago after five minutes of meeting her. Because her skin tone was so high yellow, she looked good as fuck in that yellow blazer with the matching bottoms. I watched her as she opened the back door and retrieved her purse. She then took out a couple of grocery bags that she’d more than likely just stopped and picked up on her way home from work.

      Seeing her carrying all that shit in her hands, I figured that it was time for me to go ahead and get out. The blunt was already finished, so all I had to do was turn the car off and step out. The moment she heard my car door open, that’s when she shifted her eyes in my direction. Shorty knew it was me because she knew the cars that I drove. She was definitely beefing with me because the moment she saw me, she rolled her eyes extra hard, pushed her hip into the back door to close it, and proceeded to the front door as if she had no plans to stop and say shit to me.

      “Fuck I did to your ass?” was the first thing that I asked her once I was close enough.

      She looked tired, but I wouldn’t say the shit took a toll on how pretty she was.

      “Nothing! You didn’t do nothing. Listen, I just had a long ass day at work, and coming home and talking to you isn’t something that I aspire to do right now. Go and keep another bitch company tonight, Jabari. Move!” she spat and pushed me out of the way.

      Where I stood was kind of preventing her from opening the front door. The smirk fell off my face, and I used my hand to pull down on my beard. She said so little, but shorty still managed to say so much. This was what all of this was about? A bitch.

      “What if you the only bitch I want to keep company tonight?” I asked, not bothering to move out of her way.

      “Then that’s too fuckin’ bad! Move!” she said again, and this time, I took the bags that she had in her hands away from her and moved out of the way.

      Mahogany looked at me long and hard, making it no secret that her ass was pissed off at me, and then she finally fingered the keys that were in her hands and put the key into the lock. In no time, she pushed the door open, and the alarm inside her home went off. Using the remote that she had on her key ring, she quickly shut it off. Once she was done, she turned around to take the grocery bags out of my hands, but I curved her ass, bumping her in the process, as I walked inside her home like I owned this bitch.

      I knew the direction of the kitchen, so that’s the way I walked. I set the bags down on the kitchen island, and then I took a seat. When she finally joined me in the kitchen, her blazer was off, which left her in a silk top with her bottoms. Her heels were no longer on her feet. This time, she wore house shoes. Swear this was an evil ass bitch. I could see that shit all in her eyes, as she walked over to the kitchen island and started taking shit out of the bags. Slamming it whenever she put something in its designated area.

      “You not going to answer my question? Fuck is your problem, yo? Mahogany, I just fucked your silly ass a couple weeks ago! You wasn’t beefing with me when you left my house, so what the fuck you beefing with me now for? You grown, ain’t it? Well, be fuckin’ grown and express what the fuck is wrong with you instead of keeping that shit in like you a little ass girl,” I snapped, finally getting annoyed with her funny acting ass.

      Truth be told, I didn’t too much care for what came with it when she wasn’t fuckin’ with me. Like I said, I’ve become used to her ass.

      “And I told you that I don’t have a problem. Look, can you leave? I’m about to take a shower and get started on dinner,” she went on to say as she placed the palms of her hands on the kitchen island and looked at me through the slits of her eyes.

      “Shorty, I look like I’m in any type of fuckin’ rush to raise up out of here? Go take your little shower, and I’ll be waiting out here, ready to have an adult conversation with your ass when you get back. If it’s a problem, then I want to address it, point blank,” I let her know.

      This time, she didn’t even bother to respond. Those eyes just went to rolling, and she left the kitchen. Her den area was adjacent to her kitchen, so I quickly stood up and headed there. I flopped down on the couch, and for the first time, I actually paid attention to the pictures that she had on the wall and on her entertainment center. There were a couple of pictures of her and an older woman. I assumed that it was her ole girl because they looked alike. There were a lot of pictures of her and Jashae, even her and Giovonte. From the pictures, it was as if they were the only three people in her life.

      When I was around Mahogany, she and I didn’t get deep into shit about life and all that other shit. If we weren’t talking shit to each other, we were somewhere fuckin’. I could be wrong in my theory about her, but I came up with some shit upon meeting her. At the same time, who the fuck was I to form an opinion on somebody else, especially when it probably wasn’t even facts? I diverted my attention away from the pictures and picked up the remote for the TV.

      Truth be told, I wasn’t much of a TV person. I’ll watch a little something here and there before I close my eyes to go to sleep, but I’d never been the type of person to sit up and watch TV. That all came with the way that I was raised. My mama raised me, or rather, she did what she thought was raising. I had a daddy in my life, but that nigga did the bare fuckin’ minimum. Fuck nigga thought that getting me some shoes from the goodwill for a school year was him actually doing something. Not to knock the goodwill because the majority of the shit that I wore as a kid came from there.

      It was the way that his ass would go about it, though. Make it seem like he was doing me a fuckin’ favor and talking down on my ass whenever he did the shit too. He would drop by and visit me as a kid, probably once every two months.

      I swear I didn’t see how him and Miami’s ole boy are brothers because the two of them are like night and day. As a little boy, I used to wish that God would have given me Miami’s daddy and given Miami mine. Because my mama was forced to pretty much raise me on her own, she lived by the term, ‘get it by any means necessary.’ I can’t tell you how many friends or uncles I met as a little boy. Mannn, I can’t tell you the many nights that I had to put a pillow over my head so that I wouldn’t have to listen to my ole girl in the next room getting fucked. A couple of times, I came home from school and caught her down on her hands and knees, just so she could get some money to pay the rent.

      The shit that I went through as a little boy, I would say that in a way, it turned me cold. My ole girl and the shit that she had to do for money turned me into ice, and when I got older, the shit that I would see her do just stuck with me, so I guess you could say that’s why I never really wanted anything serious out of a woman.

      At thirty-two years old, I’ve never in my life been in a relationship. No woman ever made me want to break down, throw in my player’s card, and be on some monogamous type of shit. It’s a bit of a stretch, but if I had to be on that type of shit with any woman, it would be this woman who had me sitting on her couch, knowing good and damn well that she didn’t even want me here.

      Damn near an hour had gone by before I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. I played a lot of fuckin’ games when it came to these women, so I knew what Mahogany was up there doing. Had I been a dummy, I would have just said fuck it and left. She thought that if she took a long ass time to come down, I would just probably get up and leave, but what she failed to realize was that I didn’t have anywhere that I needed to be. I was in no hurry to get home and eat because shorty just said that she was getting ready to cook something.

      There were a couple of bathrooms here for me to take a shower, and I knew for a fact that she had spare toothbrushes. When she finally made it down, I smelled her before I saw her. Not even sure what type of fruity ass shit her ass had on, but it made my dick jump. I looked behind me, and she was standing in the kitchen scratching at her hair, that was now pulled up in a bun as she looked at me. She wore this itty- bitty tank top that fit more like a crop top, and because she wasn’t wearing a bra, I could see the piercings on her nipples along with the piercing that she had on her belly button. The little spandex shorts that she wore literally left little to the imagination because I had the perfect view of her camel toe.

      “I was hoping you would be gone by now,” she mumbled, but I heard her good and clear.

      I didn’t even bother to respond; I just stood up from the couch and made my way into the kitchen where she was now over by the sink washing the salmon that she was more than likely going to prepare for dinner. For five minutes, I didn’t say shit. The only sounds coming from inside was the TV along with the little noise that she was making in the kitchen.

      “Still ain’t going to tell me what the problem is?” I finally asked.

      She had the salmon on a cutting board, and she was seasoning it. Mahogany looked up at me, and then she released an annoyed sigh.

      “How many bitches are you fuckin’ right now? Including me,” she finally threw out.

      “I’m not sure. Why you asking?”

      “Wowwwww! You fuckin’ that many bitches that you can’t even throw me a number?” she asked, and I could hear the anger and the annoyance all in her voice.

      “Shorty, how many niggas you fuckin’ right now, including me? You not innocent in this bitch either!” I was getting mad now. She had an attitude with me, yet she was doing the same shit that I was doing.

      “You’re the only person that I’ve been messing around with for the past two months. The feel of my pussy should tell you that! Listen, I told you that I didn’t want to talk about this shit in the first place. I don’t even know why I let myself get in my feelings from the jump,” she went on to say.

      “Because you’re a female with fuckin’ emotions, that’s why! I keep telling your ass that you not a nigga. You can’t do the shit that I do,” I let her know.

      “What exactly is that supposed to even fuckin’ mean? I have no understanding as to why you feel that men are so fuckin’ superior when it comes to women,” she said, dropping the seasonings that were in her hands and giving me her undivided attention.

      “I ain’t never make it seem like men are superior when it comes to women. Y’all have one of the hardest fuckin’ jobs in life, which is to carry a baby, so I’ll never make it seem like that. I have just been around a lot of fuckin’ women to know that y’all have feelings. If you feeling a nigga, just say that. Why we gotta do all of this shit for you to express your feelings?” I asked.

      “And you express yours, right? Jabari, let’s not pretend that you didn’t catch a whole fuckin’ attitude with the dude at Five Guys a couple of months ago when you were out with one of your bitches, and you saw him looking at me. You’re here, right now at my house, after I’ve told you more than once to get out, so that’s gotta mean something. You don’t strike me as the type of nigga to stay someplace where he knows he’s not welcomed,” she said.

      “Because I need to know what the problem is, so I can know whether to leave you the fuck alone or to keep doing whatever we’re doing. Let’s not get shit confused, Mahogany. Your pussy, your conversation, your time and all of that is good, but you ain’t the only woman who can give me that,” I humbly let her know.

      She let out a sarcastic laugh, and then she shook her head.

      “So, why the fuck are you still here then? Go find that bitch with a better pussy than mine, better conversation, and time! It’s obvious that you haven’t found her yet, which is why you’re still here!” she yelled.

      “Ay, fuck you, shorty! You obviously got daddy issues, and you’re taking that shit out on the wrong nigga. Don’t make me the one to blame because of whatever daddy issues you got!” I shot back and stood up at the same time.

      I could see where this conversation was going, and before I fucked around and chocked her the fuck out, I figured that it was time that I got the fuck out. Her silly ass didn’t want me there anyway.

      “Fuck you too! If I have daddy issues, then you have mommy issues, nigga. No woman ever loved your stupid ass, so you don’t know how to love a woman. Get out!” she yelled.

      Not going to lie, she hit the nail right on the head, but I’d never let her know that shit.

      “And a nigga never loved your skinny ass either. You let me hit that shit the second time I met you! We don’t take bitches like you seriously. We don’t wife hoes like you!” I snapped, and the second I said it, I regretted it.

      Swear I didn’t even mean that shit. Mahogany could play like she didn’t give a fuck about what I thought, but I knew she did. I knew that last statement would shut her the fuck up, that’s why I said it, but I swear I didn’t mean that shit. I thought nothing less or nothing more of Mahogany when she let me hit it the second time we were around each other. When I was around her, jokingly, I would call her an evil bitch and let her know that she didn’t have any feelings. Although I said it in a joking type of way, it always held a little truth to me.

      I wish you could see the look on her face when I said that shit. Her eyes watered, and then she looked down and finished what she was doing with the salmon. Any other time, she would have some sort of slick ass comment to say back to me, but this time, she didn’t have anything. I was man enough to admit when I was wrong, and when it came to this shit, I was definitely wrong.

      “Shit! My bad. I didn’t mean to say that shit,” I let her know as I walked over to her.

      “Yes, you did. If anything, you just didn’t mean to say it out loud. Jabari, just leave me alone, alright? Leave me alone!” she yelled, and this time, a tear fell from her eyes.

      This was probably a fucked up comparison, but it was like watching the devil cry. Her ass was so fuckin’ mean and evil that I was shocked to see her cry. She used the bottom of her shirt to wipe her face. I knew she wanted me out so badly because she didn’t want me to see her cry, but little did she know, her vulnerability made me even more attracted to her.

      I liked to see that her ass had some type of fuckin’ emotion buried inside of her. I didn’t want no hard, gutta bitch! I could be around a nigga for that shit. Not saying that I wanted a fuckin’ cry baby either because I knew that some shit like that would turn me off in a second, but at the same time, I wanted my shorty to show me that she cared, even if she had to do that shit in tears.

      I walked over and pulled her my way then I sat her down on the island. The whole time her head was down, she was steadily wiping her face. What I said about her having daddy issues, a nigga never loving her, and calling her out for how quick she let me hit it, I knew it hit home for her, and that’s why she was so emotional over it.

      “You really sitting here crying, Mahogany?” I asked.

      I didn’t know the first thing to do to console her. Plenty of bitches have had break downs in front of me, and I would always dip, never feeling the need to entertain that shit. This right here was different, though. I actually gave a fuck about the fact that Mahogany was crying.

      “No! It’s the onions I was cutting,” she lied and said.

      I mean, she was cutting up onions, but shorty was still lying.

      “You not trying to fuck with me no more?” I asked as I grabbed her by the bottom of her chin and looked into those beautiful eyes.

      She shook her head no while looking me in my eyes.

      “No. I don’t like the person that I’ve become these past few weeks. I’ve never in my fuckin’ life sweated a nigga. Never! I told you before what I wanted out of a man, and it was just sex. It was different with you. My feelings got involved. I’m pissed at myself because out of all the niggas in the world that I could catch feelings for, I chose to catch feelings for a nigga who can’t even remember how many females he’s sleeping with. I want to tap out of whatever the fuck this is now since I’m not in too deep.

      “The sex is good, I like you, but I won’t play with my heart like that. I have been in love before, and that didn’t work out. My best friend right now is holding a nigga down who’s not even worthy or deserving of her time. I’ve watched the way she’s loved him more than she’s loved herself for years, so no, I don’t want that. You hit it, good for you. I guess I’m just another notch for you to put on your belt, because, after all, you don’t wife hoes like me. Move, Jabari. I’m serious this time,” she said and pushed at my chest, so I could get out of her way, and she could jump down from the counter, but I had yet to move.

      “Shorty, how many fuckin’ times you want me to say that I didn’t even mean that shit? You can say fucked up shit to me, but I can’t say shit else back to you? That’s how this supposed to work? You talked about a nigga having mommy issues and never having a woman love me! How you think that fucked up shit made me feel, yo? Although I don’t show them, a nigga got feelings too, man,” I let her know.

      “Jabari, you started this shit, though! You called me out on my daddy issues, and it wasn’t until you said it that I actually said something back to you about mommy issues! Why are we even doing this right now? I said that I no longer want to fuck with you, and knowing you, you can probably care less, so let’s just leave it at that. Get out!” she yelled.

      “You really going to just give my pussy away like that?” I asked, and she looked at me like I was fuckin’ crazy.

      “Your pussy? Since when? You’re fuckin’ crazy,” she retorted.

      “Since the first time I made you cum on my dick! Let me calm your ass down,” I said and reached for the hem of the shorts that she was wearing.

      She put up a fight, but that shit was weaker than a motha fucka. She barely tried to grab my hands in an attempt to get me to stop. The whole time, I struggled to get her shorts off since her selfish ass didn’t even bother to raise her ass so I could pull the motha fuckas off. She was looking down at me, probably saying in her head, I hate this nigga.

      I finally had her shorts off, and all I did was drop them to the floor. With her still on the counter, I took a seat on one of the stools, grabbed her by her legs, putting her pussy right in my face, and I pulled her gray thong to the side. The kiss that I gave to her pussy was another apology for the fucked-up shit that I’d said to her. When I did that, her body jumped.

      “Whole time you arguing with a nigga and telling me to get out, your pussy soaked like this.”

      I looked up at her, and she didn’t have shit to say. I was in this bitch in my work clothes, which were some slacks and a nice dress shirt. I just got a fresh cut yesterday, my beard was full and growing each day, and I was pretty sure that my handsome ass still had my cologne lingering on my body, so this fat ass pussy of hers had every fuckin’ right to be wet like this!

      I went in for the kill. Holding her lips out of the way, I started tongue kissing her pussy. You see, Mahogany was one selfish motha fucka because she knew I was eating her pussy in a way that was similar to me sucking on a chicken bone, but she was so pissed off with a nigga that she wouldn’t even glorify my skills by moaning. That was okay because the fact that my beard was getting wetter and wetter, and her legs were trembling, and she kept squirming on the counter was all the confirmation I needed to know that I was doing a damn good job.

      I put three fingers inside of her, and her pussy gripped the fuck out of them. While I finger fucked her pussy, I also licked her clit, and this time, I got her to moan.

      “Fuccckkkk,” she cursed while moaning and shit.

      I loved when she said that shit, especially when I had my face buried in her pussy. Her legs started shaking like crazy, and I started licking and pushing my fingers in and out of her at a much faster speed. Before I knew it, her juices started squirting everywhere. I didn’t pull away until she started pushing my head.

      My dick was hard, her juices were all around my mouth, and I wanted to kiss her more than anything. I wasn’t a kisser, and Mahogany knew that shit. Shorty will tell you that the only lips of hers that I ever kissed were the ones that I just left. Mahogany had big, juicy lips too. Fuck it, I thought as I stood up and leaned in to kiss her. Her nasty ass wasted no time sucking on my tongue and trying to get my pants unbuckled.

      “What you trying to go in there for?” I asked, breaking the kiss and looking down at her.

      “You know why! I want some dick,” she called out.

      I loved the fact that Mahogany wasn’t shy. One thing for sure, she was going to let me know when she wanted to fuck. I couldn’t stand no shy bitch. I dug in my wallet for a rubber and realized that I didn’t have any.

      “Fucckkk! I don’t have no rubbers on me shorty!” I was probably madder than she was because my dick was damn near brick.

      “You probably used them all on them other hoes! You really are a piece of work, nigga! A big piece of work!” she yelled.

      “You talk too fuckin’ much sometimes, yo! I didn’t use shit because I had no plans to fuck on no one today, so I didn’t pack it. Let me feel you for just a few seconds without it,” I pleaded.

      Any other time, if I was this close to fuckin’ a shorty, and I didn’t have any rubbers on me, I would have just opted for her to suck my dick. But I knew what Mahogany’s pussy felt like, and I couldn’t just turn down the feel of her. I’d never in my fuckin’ life played with fire like this, but here I was, grabbing her legs and pulling down so that her ass was hanging halfway off the kitchen counter. My big, heavy ass dick that she loved to bounce and suck on was in my hands as I slapped it on her pussy. Catching her off guard, I slid him in. It felt like Heaven.

      In my thirty–two years of fuckin’, I’d never slid in without a rubber, and now that I had gone in with no protection, I didn’t know if I would want to revert back to fuckin’ Mahogany with one. That bare fuckin’ had me feeling like I loved her pretty ass. I knew she loved it too because her eyes were rolling, and she was rocking her hips, fuckin’ me back, and moaning. I reached one of my hands up, putting it around her throat and looked into her eyes.

      “Just a few more seconds and I’ma pull him out. Tell me how it feels, bae,” I called her that shit for the first time.

      I had never said that shit before. Hell, I may as well have told her that I loved her because that type of endearment for me was everything.

      “Jabbbarrrriiiiii.” She moaned my name like I was her God.

      She swore up and down that she would never moan my name, and now look. Her pussy was contracting on my dick, pulling me in, hogging my shit and wetting it up. I knew I should have pulled out, but I couldn’t. That shit was too fuckin’ good. I let go of her neck just so I could remove her shirt, and once it was off, I started licking on her small titties, still with hard dick buried inside of her.

      “Jabariiii, I’m gonna cummm… I’m gonna cummmm,” she moaned, looking at me with pure love and lust.

      The way those eyes were looking back at me, I knew I couldn’t leave her if I tried. I let her get her nut out of the way, and then I lifted her up and dropped her down on the island so she could get on all fours. Once the perfect arch was in her back, I slid back inside of her deep, wet, tight ass pussy. My hands were securely wrapped around her waist; she couldn’t go anywhere, even though I knew she wouldn’t because Mahogany could actually take dick.

      She looked back at me with a cocky smirk on her face because she knew this pussy had me fucked up. I leaned her body back to me, and I reached over and played with her clit while I continued to fuck her. I could feel my nut around the corner, especially from the way she kept moaning and bouncing her ass on me.

      “Ima nut in a minute, shorty. Where you want it?” I asked her with my lips right on her neck, and I bit the shit out of it. I only did that to keep from yelling out like a bitch.

      “Insideee meeee,” she moaned.

      Her words caught me off guard like a motha fucka, but at the same time, it turned me on. I can’t even put in words how that sexy shit she just said made me feel. I’d give Mahogany anything that money could buy because I had a lot of it, but I wasn’t spilling seeds inside her.

      “Jabarrriiii. Babyyyy… I’m cumming agaainnn… fuckkkkk,” she moaned and stopped fuckin’ me back.

      It was okay because I picked up where she lacked, drilling in her pussy and making us both cum at the same time. A few my seeds had to have gotten inside of her because I didn’t pull out quick enough, but the last of it dropped down to the floor. I securely held her up around her waist as I tried to catch my breath. I didn’t want her to go no fuckin’ where. That’s why, even with me trying to gain my strength back, I was holding her. I didn’t want her to go nowhere right now or any time soon. Like I said, I was used to her!
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      “Let me feel your head. Sis, you got to be sick or something. Did you not see his fine ass? His sexy ass smelled like money. Why didn’t you take his number?” Mahogany all in my ear.

      She and I were walking back into my grandmother’s house after just pulling up almost five minutes ago. The guy who she was referring to just happened to be an attractive man who was showing a family the home next door. He was a realtor; a very attractive one at that. It seemed that within seconds of Mahogany and I getting out of the car, he spotted me.

      I remembered him because he had the type of appearance that was hard to forget. I remembered that milk chocolate skin, those perfect white teeth, that muscular build underneath the white dress shirt that he wore along with his black slacks. He had a bald head and a beard that would make any beard lover fall in love with him. This interaction happened a little over two years ago.

      He approached me, showing me the utmost respect. At first, he acted as if he was just walking over so he could give Mahogany and me his business card in case the two of us were interested in purchasing a home. Little did he know, both of us were already homeowners. Once that happened, and he finally addressed the real reason why he came over, which was to ask me for my name and number, I nicely turned him down. It had nothing to do with his looks, his occupation, hell, even his personality. At the time, it had everything to do with Trip and my loyalty to him.

      “You know why I didn’t take his number down. Trip would fuckin’ kill him and me,” I replied as she and I walked into the house.

      Giovonte was sitting smack dab in the middle of the living room playing the game, and my grandmother was sitting on the couch not too far away from him, sewing a new blanket. My grandmother loved to sew. In fact, I still had the baby blanket that she sewed for me when I was a baby along with the one that she made for Giovonte.

      “Take whose number down? Who was out there?” my grandmother, always feeling the need to jump in somebody’s business, asked.

      I pretended like I didn’t hear her as I went over to my son, kissed his forehead, and took a seat next to him on the couch. When he was on that damn game, it was as if no one existed to his ass.

      “Ma, it’s a fine ass realtor next door selling a house. He came over to get Shae’s number, and she turned him down. He was fineeee, Ma. Ima look out the window for him, and when I see him, come on over here so you can see him for yourself,” Mahogany told my grandmother.

      “Auntie, you tripping,” Vonte snapped and paused the game.

      The way his face contorted into a mug and he shot Mahogany a look, I could do nothing but think about his damn daddy! Trip would wear that same look whenever he didn’t like something that was said or when someone pissed his ass off.

      “Tripping how? Your mama can’t have a boyfriend? Mahogany asked Vonte.

      “Hell no, she can’t have no boyfriend! What she need a boyfriend for? What you need a boyfriend for, Ma?” Vonte asked, diverting his attention to me.

      The look in his eyes, was as if he was rushing me to go ahead and answer him. I swear, sometimes he thought just because he was bigger than me and taller than me, that he was the parent and I was the child. Then, sometimes, I felt like Trip had died and was reincarnated through him. Personality wise, he reminded me so much of his father.

      “Why are you even entertaining Mahogany, Vonte? Relax, sounding like Trip!” I scolded him.

      He looked at me long and hard before he put the controller back in his hands.

      “Yeah, whatever! I’m serious, Ma. You can’t have no boyfriend. Any nigga you even thinking about bringing around, they gotta go through me first. Personally, I feel like any other nigga is not even worthy of you, to begin with. So, if that nigga wants your number, tell him to walk his ass over here and knock on this door and try to ask me for it! You tripping,” he angrily said, right before he resumed the game and got right back to playing.

      “Jashae! Jashae!” my name was called, snapping me out of the trance that I’d temporarily gone into.

      I found myself doing that a lot these days. At some of the oddest moments, I would remove myself from reality and think about moments and conversations that I had in the past with my son. If I wasn’t doing that, then I was having dreams about him. Dreams where I swore that I could smell him, feel him, and sometimes at night, it felt like he was in the bedroom with me. I could feel his presence throughout my entire home.

      I wasn’t better; I pretended that I was better in front of family, but truth be told, I was still hurting. I still felt like all of this was new to me, and I hadn’t come to grips with the fact that my baby boy’s eighteenth birthday was a few weeks ago, yet he wasn’t here to celebrate it. As if losing my son wasn’t enough, I had to find out from Miami that the grandchild I thought I had on the way wasn’t even happening. The grandchild that I thought was going to be a piece of my son that I had lost wasn’t happening. My body was numb.

      For the first time in my life, I wanted to physically hurt somebody. Thoughts, voices, and hurt were all telling me to find Taylor and strangle that bitch to death, but even after I did all of that, my hurt and pain would still very much still be there. My son would still be gone, and the grandchild that I wished for still wouldn’t be mine. For the sake of my freedom and Taylor’s life, it was only right that I leave well enough alone. There would never be anything that she could say to me that would make what she did okay. I had painted an entire nursery, which took me days to complete. I had spent thousands on clothes, shoes, diapers, and just everything that I felt my grandchild should have. I had an order for a crib, a rocking chair, and other furniture on the way, which I had to call a couple of days ago and cancel since no baby would be coming into my home.

      Two nights ago, I found myself in my room with a bottle of pills in my hand, and every thought of just ending it right there. That was the reason why I was in the middle of this circle seeking help. It was pretty much a recovery class for parents who’ve lost their children. Whether it was from natural causes, gang violence, whatever it was, we all shared pretty much the same story.

      My grandmother was actually the one that had come to me about this class. When she came to me with it, I swear she was pretty much just demanding that I go. I had every excuse in the world not to go, but this was one of those times that she wasn’t taking no for an answer, so here I was, with her sitting right beside me. We were in a circle, and there were moms and fathers who each wore the same heartbroken look on their faces as I had.

      “Sorry,” I called out to the instructor.

      It was him calling my name back to back, trying to get my attention. He was an older black guy. If I had to have guessed, I would say that he was in his mid-sixties. When he opened up almost an hour ago to the class, I found out that twenty years ago, he’d lost his daughter. Sadly, she was jumped by a group of girls, and because she’d fallen and hit her head on a brick that was on the floor, she died hours later at the hospital. He talked about using drugs for years after losing his daughter. He talked about failed suicide attempts, and he also talked about how it had been twenty years, and some nights, he still cried himself to sleep. I could only see why he offered this support group.

      “If you don’t mind me asking, what were you thinking about?” he asked.

      He was standing in the middle of the circle, and he walked over to me. I could feel all eyes on me, and I hated it.

      It was like my body screamed, “Look at me! I’m weak.”

      I knew that I and everyone else in this room were pretty much in the same boat, but still, I hated the eyes. Plus, I wasn’t looking my best. I wore black tights with a pair of slides on my feet and a hoodie with the hood over my head. I thought of the hood as my shield. I felt that it helped to hide me, even though it probably didn’t. I didn’t know if everyone else was cold, but I was freezing. I had my hands pulled inside the bottom on the sleeves that I wore, and my hands were securely wrapped around myself in an attempt to warm up.

      “Vonte, my baby. That’s all I think about these days,” I let him know, and he nodded.

      I felt my grandmother’s hand touch my back, and she moved it around in a circular motion.

      “Only if you feel up to it. Would you mind sharing with the class with what happened to Vonte? If it’s too soon, Jashae, you don’t have to,” he said.

      Everyone in the room had pretty much shared their stories on what happened with their kids. Not to be rude or anything, but within five minutes of being there, mentally, I’d already checked out. Thinking about my son, I looked at all the eyes inside the room, which were all looking back at me, and I cleared my throat. I hadn’t even started talking yet, but a tear had already managed to fall that I didn’t even bother to wipe away. I felt so vulnerable, and when I got ready to talk, I looked down at my feet, which were in desperate need of a pedicure.

      “Almost three months ago, I lost my son to a severe asthma attack that he had in the middle of the court at his championship game. Basketball was everything to him for a lot of reasons. He always used to tell me that basketball was the way that he would be able to tell me to quit my job one day and take care of me the same way that I took care of him for seventeen years. My son ate, slept, and breathed basketball. If there was ever a worry of mine when it came to losing my son, you could say that I worried a lot about other young boys who didn’t have the same promising future as him, and we all know that jealousy can make a person do some crazy things.

      “My son would constantly tell about some of the things that boys would say to him when they saw him out, at school, just anywhere. It was me who taught my son how to ignore it, even though I knew that he would fight if it ever came down to it. I taught Vonte a lot of things over the years. Since he was a day old, I would look him in his eyes and tell him that I would never let anything happen to him.

      “I was thirteen when I had Vonte with not a single dollar to my name, yet I was making big promises like that. I took that same mindset with him as he grew up. I’m not that big, but I felt like it was my job to be my son’s protector. Talk about a promise that was broken. If I could just get that look out of my head from when he had the asthma attack, I probably wouldn’t be hurting so much right now…” I paused for a second, bit down hard on my lip, and could feel the tears flowing.

      “My son was scared. My baby was scared. I remember asking over and over where was his gym bag, which had his asthma pump in it, but it’s like it just disappeared into thin air. People think that I’m hurting just because I lost my son, but this shit is mental too. I’m living with the fact that I did this to him. I’m punishing myself every day for this. Everybody keeps saying that they want the old Jashae back. The goofy one who laughed at everything. The one who was always smiling. Honestly, I want her back too, but when my son died, pieces of me left with him.

      “Tomorrow is signing day, and this day meant a lot to both me and Vonte. I’m not asking for anything. The only thing that I want for everyone in this room to do is to simply pray for me because I need it,” and with that, I broke down.

      It wasn’t just my grandmother coming over to console me. I swear, everyone in the room had come over to hug me, touch me, pray for me, or just to assure me that everything was going to be alright.

      

      Later that night

      “Shae, you sleep?” my grandmother asked and walked into the bedroom that I was sleeping in.

      I’d just dozed off maybe two minutes ago. Looking at the clock on the wall, I saw that it was a little bit after eight at night. I was sleeping over my grandmother’s house because after leaving the support group, I was pretty much a complete mess. She didn’t trust me to go home by myself, so she pretty much insisted that I come home with her. Ever since Mahogany had come to my rescue a few months ago after I’d taken the pills and fell asleep in the tub, I swear everybody had been treating me like I needed to be in a straight jacket.

      Yes, I was hurt; at times, my body felt like I’d been run over by a truck because the pain that I felt seemed to take up every inch of my body, but I had no plans to harm myself. Right now, I was in Vonte’s old bedroom that he slept in when he was here. The lamp was on, so when she walked into the bedroom, and I turned around to look at her, I could see her perfectly. She had a sneaky look on her face, which let me know that she was up to no good.

      My grandma was in her night clothes, which just consisted of some long pajama pants with the matching long sleeved shirt. Ever since I could remember, my grandmother had taught me the importance of maintaining my hair, especially at night, so it was no surprise that she was walking around with a bonnet on her head as well.

      “I was falling asleep, ma. What happened?” I asked, not even sitting fully up in the bed.

      I hoped that she was getting ready to leave, but something told me she was about to say something that was going to annoy the hell out of me.

      “Miami is out front. Tell him to come back?” she asked.

      Although it was a question, the way she said it was more like a statement. As if she was just warning me that she was getting ready to tell Miami that he could go ahead and come inside the room.

      “What? Ma, no! Tell him I'm sleeping. Damn, why would you do that? I look crazy!” I fussed and sat all the way up in the bed.

      “Girl, hush! I’d given him my phone number a while back, and he said that he’d been calling you earlier, but you weren’t answering, so he called me. I told him you were here and that it was okay if he came over. Talking about you look crazy! Why you care about your appearance if you don’t like him, remember?” she shot back with that same smirk on her face.

      I was so annoyed. My knees were pulled up to my chest, and damn, if she weren’t my grandma, I would have let out a few words on her ass. I knew Miami was calling me earlier, but I wasn’t in the mood to talk to anyone, so I’d silenced my phone until I’d eventually just went ahead and powered it off.

      “Tell him to come back. I’m not sleeping over here no more. You play too much,” I let her know.

      “And you don’t play enough! You better get his fine ass before my old ass does,” she said, and honestly, I didn’t know if she was serious or not. It got me to laugh, though.

      I felt like my grandmother had a little crush on Miami. Talking about she gave him her number a little while back! This lady was crazy. She quickly left the room, and I lay back down on the bed on my side, putting the covers back over my body. I could hear Miami making his way to the back. I just knew that he looked good without even seeing him.

      He finally walked inside, smelling up the whole bedroom with his Chanel cologne. Why was this man so fine? I had no idea. He was dressed up, so I could only imagine where the hell he was coming from. He wore a black, gold, and white Versace button-down shirt, and maybe three or four buttons where undone, showing his beautiful chest and the tattoos that he had on it. The one on his neck was my favorite. He paired the shirt with a pair of black jeans, which fit him perfectly. The jeans had a little sag to them, and Versace loafers were on his feet.

      Miami wasn’t the flashy type when it came to jewelry, but he did rock an iced out Cuban link chain around his neck with the matching men’s bracelet. I swear it felt like the waves in his hair had gotten deeper and his beard had gotten fuller since the last time I saw him, which was just a week ago when he came to me with the news about Taylor. I’d been avoiding his ass like the damn plague because, truthfully, my ass was embarrassed.

      Miami hit me with the news about Taylor’s child not being my grandchild literally right after I’d showed him the nursery along with all of those damn clothes that I’d bought. I mean, I knew that Miami wasn’t the type of guy who would laugh and pick at me because of that, but still, I was embarrassed.

      “You running from me now?” was the first thing he asked when he walked into the bedroom.

      After closing the door behind him and making sure to lock it right after, he walked over to the bed and sat next to me, looking down at me while I lay down. I was on my side, with my hand propped up on my head. All I could do was shake my head.

      “Come take a ride with me, Choc,” his deep voice boomed.

      “Where we going? This is the only thing that I have on. Just stay in here with me,” I said, patting the spot on the bed next to me.

      “No. That’s your problem now. Always wanna be cooped up in dark ass places. I didn’t say we were going somewhere, I just said come take a ride with me. You trust me, ain’t it?” he asked, and I nodded.

      “Come on then,” he said and pulled the covers off my body.

      I lay there for a few seconds before I finally got up. I had on a pair of long, plaid, pajama bottoms with a black tank top. When I showered about an hour ago, I had washed my hair, even blow dried it. Once I finished with that, I put my long hair in two French braids. I knew I probably looked crazy, but from the way Miami’s eyes pierced me as I went over to the door where my sandals were, he probably didn’t think I looked too bad.

      Vonte’s desk, where he used to do his homework was inside the room, and my wallet was on it. I looked from my wallet to Miami.

      “Should I bring it?” I asked, pointing to my wallet.

      “For what? It’s not like I’m going to make you pay for shit. All I need is your presence, shorty. Stop trying to stall. You ain’t slick, yo,” he said and stood up from the bed.

      I laughed while I opened the bedroom door and walked out first. After I let my grandma know that we were leaving for a few minutes, we left the house together, and I used my key to lock the door. Miami had so many damn cars that I never knew which one he would be riding in for the day. Tonight, he was in an all-black Corvette. I’d never seen him push this one. The tints on the windows were so damn dark that I just knew that the police had to have always been pulling him over.

      Like the gentlemen that he was, he opened the door for me, and my body sank into the red, leather seats. His car smell was a mixture of weed and air freshener. I looked around the car while he walked around to get in, and it was spotless. There was literally nothing out of place or any garbage lying around.

      My home was always spotless. I would clean, even when there was nothing to clean. My car, I couldn’t say the same thing. It’s not that my car was dirty; if anything, sometimes it was just junky. I would have heels and sandals in the backseat, folders from work, and things of that nature.

      Once Miami was inside the car, he put on his seatbelt and looked down at me.

      “You cold? I know your ass always cold,” he said.

      “You could make it a little warmer,” I told him, and he did just that.

      Once he did, he shot out of the driveway and started flying down the street like a bat out of hell.

      “Toddrick! Damn, slow down! You’re going to fuckin’ kill me!” I yelled.

      “I ain’t going to kill your ass. Ain’t shit going to happen to you when you’re with me, so calm down. You hungry?” he asked.

      Miami did this thing where he would take his eyes off the road and look at me when he talked, and truthfully, I hated it. It scared me each time because I felt like he needed to pay attention to what was in front of him instead of looking at me. I hated to even compare him to Trip, but the two of them drove just alike.

      When Trip was a free man, I absolutely hated getting in the car with him. I think I was in the car with him a good two times when he’d gotten into a car accident. I remember at seventeen years old, sitting my dumb ass in the passenger seat crying while he did like 95 miles an hour on the turnpike. Trip drove fast and was an asshole about it. Miami just drove fast, and I think what made me scared is the shit that I had to endure with Trip.

      “No. I’m not getting out. You said we didn’t have to get out,” I reminded him, and he let out a laugh while shaking his head.

      “We not! I would have taken you to a drive-thru or something. You act like it’s a bounty on your head or some shit. Fuck you running for?” he asked.

      “I’m not hungry. My grandma cooked earlier. I’m not running from nobody; I just don’t want to get out looking crazy,” I let him know, and he nodded.

      “You would have to put in hours of work for you to even look remotely close to crazy. I wish you saw what I see.” He mumbled the last part.

      I’m not going to lie; I could feel the butterflies in my stomach turn when he gave me that compliment. I tried so damn hard not to smile too. After almost five minutes of silence, he finally started a new topic.

      “Your grandma told me about the class that you went to today. How’d that go?” he asked.

      We were getting on the highway now, and I noticed that he wasn’t driving as fast. Miami was so much different from Trip. I could tell Miami something, and I swear, right then and there he would fix it. He knew he was scaring the shit out of me with his driving, and look how quickly he fixed it. I liked when I was heard. With Trip, I swear I wasn’t heard. It had pretty much always been his way or nothing at all.

      “It was different for me. I’m so closed in that I’m not used to sharing my problems with a bunch of strangers. I’m not opposed to it, though. They offer the class every third Sunday of the month, so I’ll go back next month,” I let him know.

      “Taylor tried reaching out to you yet?” he asked, doing that thing again.

      “No! I have nothing to say to her, Miami. She probably knows that you told me, which is why she hasn’t reached out. There were voices in my head telling me to find her and kill her and that baby, but I can’t. I can’t allow her to have that much power over my damn feelings to the point that she’ll have my ass in jail. The craziest thing out of all of this is I know for a fact that had Vonte still been here, she would have lied to my son until she was blue in the face and made him believe that baby was his.

      “In middle school, I started talking to Vonte about girlfriends and how he needed to be mindful of certain girls. We see this shit all the time with these girls pinning these babies on these men because of what they have or what they will one day have. That’s basically what Taylor did to Vonte. I called it like that from the jump, but when it came to Vonte, I tried not to be that ‘I told you so’ type of mother. I wanted him to see his fuck ups through clear lenses.

      “Bitches like Taylor are fuckin’ heartless, though. That little girl was in the hospital with me the night I was crying over my dead son. Her little ass saw my pain, yet she would have kept a lie going until she got caught by you. Can you imagine if I had actually held that baby and formed some type of bond, and then I found out later? Miami, I’m serious, I would have been in jail. Either way, it goes, it’s fucked up that I had to find out the way that I did, but this way was best,” I let him know.

      “I hear you, shorty. Believe it or not, you’re special to me. I wouldn’t have felt right keeping some shit like that from you. Trust me, I didn’t want to tell you that shit, but the longer I would have waited, the more love you would have had in your heart for that child, so it was only right that I went about it in the way that I did. I can’t even begin to know what something like that has got to feel like, but shorty you’re right, she ain’t worth your freedom. Whatever thoughts you have in your head, just dead it. Let God deal with her, yo,” he finished.

      I didn’t bother replying to him. During the ride, I found myself staring over at Miami every two to three minutes, just in complete awe of his entire appearance. Was it weird that I somewhat felt lucky? This man was beautiful enough to have any woman in the world, yet he was driving around in the car with me. I loved that serious look that he sported when he drove. The way his jaws would flex and tense up whenever a driver in front of us did something crazy that he didn’t like. Whenever he cut someone off, he did this thing where he would sit up in the seat with his left hand on the steering wheel, and a look of seriousness and concentration would fill his face. Although it was so simple, I loved it.

      When he wasn’t sitting up in his chair switching lanes, he was laid back, as if he was just cruising. It took a while, but in no time, I noticed that he was taking an exit toward Hollywood Beach. As long as I’d lived in Miami, I had never really come to this beach that much. Like everyone else, I was used to going to Miami Beach.

      Once Miami reached the exit, he turned the air off inside the car and rolled our windows down. He also turned the radio down a little bit. I loved the sound that came from outside. It was happiness. I heard music playing and people yelling and talking; I even heard a few babies crying. Eventually, the sounds started to die out as we drove further down.

      I was beginning to think that Miami was just riding us through this area to get us to where he was taking us, but he finally pulled the car into a nearby parking lot. From where he parked the car, I could see the water, although it was dark as hell outside. A few lights were out, which didn’t make it impossible to see, and as I sat there, I found myself noticing how beautiful and peaceful this was.

      “When I lost my mama, this is where I used to come. I would park my car in this same lot and sit out here for hours. At times, I would come out here around this hour, and it would be a whole new day before I knew it. I shed a lot of tears out here, did a lot of taking with both God and my mama, smoked a lot of blunts, and took a lot of shots to the head. I was leaving the club tonight when Jabari and I happened to pass by this same lot, and I instantly thought of you, which is why I was calling. Sometimes, with all the shit that’s going on, it’s like you just need a fuckin’ escape, and this peaceful ass place out here was that for me. Notice how all the commotion and shit died down? A lot of people don’t really be over here like that. They probably don’t come because it is too fuckin’ dark,” he let me know.

      The whole time Miami spoke, he didn’t look at me. He was looking ahead at the water.

      “You ever get out, or you just stay in here?” I asked him.

      “I usually stay inside and let the windows down. You want to get out?” he asked, and I nodded that I did. “Come on.”

      He shut the car off then got out and came around to help me get out. At first, we were walking on the concrete, but as we got close to the water, we started walking on sand. Because I was in sandals, I felt like my little feet were sinking into the sand. Miami had no problem walking, but I was struggling to keep up. I guess I should have thought about this before I agreed to come out here. It was so windy that I was glad I’d decided to put my hair in braids. If not, my hair would have been all over the place.

      Miami was right about people not walking over on this side of the beach because it felt like we were the only people out here.

      “We’re going to sit in the cabana over there. Let me carry your ass before you fall and break your neck. Then you’ll blame the shit on me,” he said.

      Miami lifted my little ass up like I weighed two pounds. For support, my hands went around his neck, and he carried me like a bride. I was holding my sandals in one hand, and Miami carried me with one arm while he used his other to hold his pants up, which were kind of falling down as we walked. The cabana wasn’t that far, although I wished it was, just so that I could have stayed in his arms a little longer. I swear I didn’t want him to put me down. I felt so safe. He smelled so good.

      We were finally in front of the cabana, and when he tried to place me down on my feet, I wrapped my arms tighter around his neck, basically telling him not to let me go. There was a bench inside, which sat up high. He eventually sat me down on it while he stood before me. Taking the sandals from my hands, he dropped them down on the sand. Next, he pulled up my right foot and wiped away all of the sand. When he was finished with the right foot, he gave my left foot the same amount of attention. If it weren’t so dark outside, I wouldn’t have dared allowed Miami to see my feet because I was long overdue for a pedicure.

      “Where’s Taniya tonight?” I finally asked him, referring to his beautiful little daughter.

      “My ole boy has her for tonight. I’m taking her to Disney World in the morning. You want to go?” he asked.

      I was trying to read his face, just to see if he was serious or not, but I honestly couldn’t tell. Miami had one facial expression pretty much all the time, and it reflected how serious his character was. I looked at him for a few seconds, biting my lip and trying to figure out how I was going to answer him.

      “Ummm, I don’t know. I don’t want to impose. It’s daddy and daughter time, right?” I asked.

      “Impose on what, shorty? I’m asking you, which means I want you to come. When’s the last time you been to Disney World?” he asked.

      I really sat there thinking about it, and as if a light bulb had gone off inside my head, I snapped my fingers, all of a sudden remembering the last time that I’d been.

      “When Vonte turned ten. Mahogany and I took him. He hated it,” I said right before I laughed as I thought back on that day. “His little bad butt said that it was boring and hot. I remember getting back to the hotel and cursing hit little butt out. I’d spent so much money on those tickets. I’d bought the express passes and everything, just for him not to enjoy himself. After that, I promised him that I would never take him out there again, and I made good on that promise. Myself, on the other hand, I enjoyed it. My grandma didn’t take me to stuff like that when I was a kid. The most I got was going to the Youth Fair, and that only came once a year, but I was still very much appreciative of that,” I let him know.

      “Come with us then. I got us a big ass suite at the Nickelodeon hotel. It’s a whole bunch of room for you to come. We not leaving till a little bit after three in the afternoon because I have a few things that I need to handle first, and then we’ll get on the road. You got plenty of time to go and get your hair and toes done and shit,” he said.

      I looked at him like he was crazy for even calling me out on that. When he saw the face that I made, he laughed while pulling down on his beard.

      “I ain’t even mean it like that, Choc. I know you, so I knew that you’re coming up with a bunch of excuses on your hair and shit not being done. That was just my way of ridding you of any type of excuses,” he said.

      “You said you know me. What all do you know?” I asked.

      He released a sigh and then looked at me with those beautiful hazel eyes, which felt like he was gazing into my soul.

      “Shit, I know you tired of being fuckin’ hurt! The world has been hurting you since you came into this shit. You lost the very same woman who gave birth to you in the exact moment that you came into this world. You lost Trip to the system, and you lost Vonte, which was the biggest loss of them all. I also know that you don’t know your worth,” he said.

      I raised an eyebrow when he said that. I didn’t know if I was offended or what by his statement.

      “What do you mean? I do know my worth! What makes you think I don’t?” I asked, my voice dripping with attitude.

      He lifted my left hand and wiggled my ring finger.

      “The empty space on your finger tells me that you don’t! Shorty, you got all the fuckin’ qualities that one needs to be a wife. It’s no fuckin’ reason why you don’t have a fat ass ring on your finger by now. I know you don’t like when I talk about this shit with you, but when this shit is all said in done, you don’t get no reward at the end of the rope for holding that nigga down.

      “Shorty, I hate to sound so blunt, but yo’ baby daddy is going to die in that prison. This shit you doing right here, you want this to be your future? For the rest of your life, you telling me that you’re okay with this shit? You cool with sleeping in that big ass king sized bed by your lonely forever? Let me ask you a personal question, Choc. By personal, I mean really personal. When’s the last time you fucked? Got your pussy ate?” he bluntly asked me.

      I twiddled with my fingers and looked down at the sand before I looked up at him. He was waiting for me to answer his question.

      “Probably a week before Trip went in. Over ten years ago,” I let him know, and he shook his head.

      “You trippin’! I’d never make someone I love suffer like that. If I killed a nigga today, got picked up for it tomorrow, and was facing a life sentence, shorty I’m letting you go. That’s love. That’s how you show that you’re down for somebody, not by the sick shit this nigga got you doing,” Miami went on to say.

      I could tell he was pissed. It showed in the way he kept cursing, his facial expression, and the way his jaws kept flexing.

      “I’m not like the majority of women. I can’t just have sex with a man, and that be it. Trust me, it’s been times that I wanted to go out and have a little one night stand with someone, but damn, is it worth it? Tell me if it’s worth it, Toddrick. I’m sure you’re out here fuckin’ something,” I said, really my way of figuring out if he was fuckin’ somebody.

      No, we weren’t dating or anything, but it was no secret that I was crushing on him a little bit.

      “To me, it’s worth it, but I can’t say the same thing for you. Not to sound like a dog or no shit like that, but I can fuck a bitch tonight and not think about her for a second the next day. I don’t expect you to have the same type of mindset that I have, though. I actually like that you’re not out here like that. It’s attractive to me. Shit, it’s sexier than a motha fucka. I don’t want to be neck and neck with you when it comes to body counts. I don’t want to be around my niggas talking about bitches, and a handful of them can vouch and say that they fucked you. I like you because nobody else can tell me that they had you. I know how to love, though, and whoever I get with, she just got to know how to love me in return and be accepting of my love. For my shorty, I’ll spoil the fuck outta her, be faithful, fuck you and eat you to sleep however many nights out of the week that you want me to, and have you and your homegirls trying to find my flaw. I do my little thing when it comes to these women out here, but once I get into something serious, all that stops,” he said.

      “If you’re not opposed to love, then why are you still single? Don’t bullshit me, Miami. It’s no secret how fine you are. I’ve been out in public with you. If these hoes could, they would probably drop their skirts and let you fuck them right then and there. You have no problem getting a girl,” I shot back.

      “Cuz these hoes ain’t you! I ain’t looking for no girl either. I’m looking for a woman, preferably one who looks just like you, talks just like you, has the same body type and skin complexion. One with the same laugh, smile, and personality as yours. You the shit, Choc. I don’t think you hear that shit often enough,” he let me know.

      My legs were partially opened, and he was standing right in the middle of them. I could feel myself breathing heavy. I knew my upper lip was sweating without me even being in front of a mirror to see my reflection. A much-needed shower would have to take place when I made it back to my grandma’s house because my pussy was leaking. I could smell weed mixed with Doublemint gum on Miami’s breath, so I really didn’t know if he was telling me all of this because he was high or if he really felt this way about me. Either way it went, I was turned on. I was horny; I had visions of us fuckin’ right in this cabana and not giving a fuck who heard us. My pussy was thumping like he was already inside me.

      This man had a way of making me have an orgasm with just his words. He was looking at me as if daring me to kiss him. I wanted to, but I was so scared that he was going to reject me. I’d watched way too many movies where the man would make it seem like he was waiting for the woman to kiss him, and then when she actually leaned in to do it, he curved her. I didn’t want Miami to curve me. At the same time, I didn’t want to keep thinking about what his lips tasted like instead of just going in and doing it.

      With every nerve in my body on edge, I leaned in and I kissed him. His lips tasted just like he looked; good. When I pulled away from the kiss, his right hand went for the back of my head, and he pulled me back into him. Our lips crashed into each other again. By this point, I was past wet. My pussy was literally soaked. Swear it felt like I was pissing on myself.

      My hands were wrapped against his neck, and I was grinding myself into the bench, all the while, just hoping for Miami to just take my pants off, pull my panties to the side, and give me that dick that I was desperately craving. Miami kissed exactly the way I knew he would kiss. It was sexy the way we kissed. It wasn’t all fast and rushed like it had been with Trip for the past ten years.

      Miami took his time with me. He would feed me his tongue, allow me the time to taste it, and then let me suck on his lips. His hands went under the shirt that I was wearing, and since I didn’t have a bra on, he was able to grab my titties. While we continued to kiss, he fingered both of my nipples. From that stimulation alone, I felt like I was on the verge of an orgasm. I always had my reasons for believing that Miami had a big dick, but that shit was confirmed tonight. I could literally feel it pressing against my thigh.

      “Shit! I’m tripping,” Miami called out and pulled away from me.

      I was damn near out of breath when he said that, and I looked at him with eyes that kind of screamed my embarrassment.

      “Shit, Toddrick! Why did you—never mind. Let’s just got back to the car,” I said and jumped down from the bench.

      Miami caught me in midair and held me up with both of his strong arms.

      “It ain’t you, shorty. Feel my dick, yo,” he said. I reached down and felt it. His dick was so hard that I was afraid it would break. “I got too much respect for you to fuck you out here like this. We’re going to get our time, shorty. You coming with us to Orlando tomorrow, right?” he asked, and I nodded that I was.

      On our way back to the car, he carried me again so I wouldn’t get my feet dirty again from the sand. I had a question in my head that I wanted to ask him, but I was so scared to hear the answer. I stared at him hard when he got in the car and prepared himself to start it. He must have felt my eyes on him because he eventually looked down at me.

      “What you gotta ask me, shorty?” His voice was so fuckin’ sexy.

      “Who’s going to take care of that for you tonight?” I asked, pointing at his dick that was still hard.

      Look at me, acting all crazy, and all we even did was kiss. I could only imagine how the hell I would act if we ever crossed that line and had sex.

      “Nobody. I know how to use my hands. I’m saving the real thing for you. I’m not bullshitting you either,” he let me know and kissed my lips one more time before he went ahead and started the car.

      I closed my eyes and bit my lip when he started the car and pulled out of the parking spot. Just thinking about how hard I was going to cum tonight from using that shower head had me excited.
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      “Choc is coming back to the hotel with us, right, Daddy?” Taniya asked me.

      I found myself smiling as she called Jashae a nickname that I had given to her years ago. My daughter loved Jashae. Swear I didn’t even exist to her ass all day. All day long, she wanted to follow Shae at Disney World, hold her hand, order the same foods that she was ordering and all.

      I was happier than a motha fucka when Jashae decided that she would join my daughter and me on this trip to Disney World. Granted, it would have still been special had it just been Taniya and me, but with Choc here, she just completed the picture.

      Since my daughter had been in this world, I’d never had another woman in her presence that I was dealing with besides her mama. My daughter was my soft spot; the one person who had what it took to bring out my vulnerable side, and to protect her, I didn’t bring females around.

      After my baby mama dropped Taniya off to me, within days, I had Choc around her. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but I trusted Choc, and I knew she wouldn’t be on no crazy shit when it came to my child, which is why I didn’t mind having the two around each other.

      The sun was going down, and we were finally about to leave this big ass park after being in this shit since this morning. Shae was in the restroom while Taniya and I waited for her outside. We sat at a table which had a little shaded area for us. I could look into my daughter’s big, hazel eyes, which resembled mine, and I could tell that she was sleepy as hell. She pretended that she was fine and that she could stay at the park for at least another hour, but the tired look on her face along with the way she kept yawning every five minutes told me everything I needed to know. I was tired my damn self.

      Taniya had Choc and me getting on just about every ride with her. We had to have walked this big ass park at least four times, and my feet were killing me in the Yeezy’s that I wore out here. The sun had been beating down on my face since we stepped out, so the adidas shirt that I wore, I’d taken it off and stayed in the white tank top and gym shorts. There was no real reason why I decided to take my daughter to Disney World today. I just wanted to do something nice for her, because for the past couple of weeks, my baby had been fighting a bad cold. Plus, Tahira was getting ready to start that new job in Washington, and Taniya would be staying with me full time for a while anyway, so this was basically just the celebration of that.

      “Yeah, she’s coming back. You like her?” I asked Taniya, who had an ice cream cone in her hand. It was more ice cream on her damn face than in her mouth.

      When we came out here, I had dressed my daughter nicely in a Nike outfit with the matching shoes, and since I didn’t know shit about doing hair, Choc had fixed her hair up for me. My baby girl was nowhere near the same condition she was in hours ago when we go here. I could literally see everything her little ass had eaten on her shirt and her pink shorts. The new shoes that I’d bought her last night were filthy. All I could do was laugh and shake my head. I knew that after a good bath tonight, her ass was going to knock out, and that was really all that mattered.

      “Yes, I really like her. She’s your girlfrriieennnddd?” my daughter sang the girlfriend word with a smile on her pretty little face.

      “Something like that. Throw that ice cream out because you making a big ass mess,” I told her, and at the same time, Choc came out of the restroom.

      She was using a paper towel to dry off her hands while scanning the area to see where we were. She didn’t have to look very long because, in a few seconds, Taniya had jumped up from her seat and rushed over to her then the two of them came my way. Watching Shae walk my way, I swear all I could think about was Trip and how foolish that nigga had to be to let something as beautiful as her walk away. Although Shae didn’t physically walk away from that nigga, him catching that murder charge was basically his way of losing her.

      When I got Shae, I swore I wouldn’t do shit to put myself in the position to risk losing her. She was too fuckin’ perfect to do some shit like that. Shae was the girl that I had wanted ever since I first saw her. We were teenagers back then, and she was with Trip, so I couldn’t pursue her if I tried. In my opinion, Shae available. She had held that nigga down long enough, and now it was time for a nigga to hold her down, and that was going to be me. We were perfect for each other, man. Simply put, I just loved being around her.

      Looking at the smile on my daughter’s face as she held Choc’s hand, damn near dragging her over to the table, proved that everything about this shit was right. I had two of my favorite girls with me at the same time, and to a nigga like me, this feeling was everything.

      “A nice bath is calling my name. I feel so sticky and dirty. My feet are killing me too, and I’m so damn dizzy from getting on all of those rides,” Choc said as she came over and sat between my legs on the bench.

      I was sitting on top of the table, allowing myself to feel somewhat of a breeze, but we were in Orlando and not too far away from summer, so it was honestly not that much of a breeze anyway.

      Choc had her long hair pulled back into a low ponytail. She wore a black and green Nike sports bra with the matching tights and a Nike jacket wrapped around her waist. Her Nike shoes matched perfectly with her outfit. I saw nothing dirty or sticky about her ass. When she sat down, I swear I still smelled that fruity ass lotion and perfume that I watched her put on this morning in her room while she was getting ready.

      “You want me to carry you to the car?” I asked.

      “Hey! You’re supposed to carry me. My feet hurt too, Daddy,” my daughter jumped in and said.

      I had no idea her little ass was even paying attention to us because she was a few feet away, playing with the bubbles that someone was outside blowing. Taniya knew damn well that her feet weren’t hurting because I’d been carrying her all day on my back or my neck. That was just her being spoiled as hell.

      Shae laughed while she stood up and reached her hand out like she was helping me to get up. When I stood up from the table, my tall body towered over her small one. I pulled her into my arms, kissing the top of her head for a few seconds before the three of us walked to the car. Well, Shae and I walked. I had to carry Taniya.

      A few hours later

      “Your daughter is a mess! You know she made me braid her hair, right? She wanted me to read her a bedtime story, and I told her that I didn’t have any books on hand, so this little girl goes and gets my phone then maneuvered her way through it to download the Kindle app. She made me log in and everything then find a book so I could read it to her. She’s sleeping now, and I think I can have a few pulls of whatever it is you’re smoking on,” Jashae said when she came outside on the balcony where I was.

      She and my daughter had already bathed, but I was waiting to take my shower. I was still in my clothes from earlier, finishing off this blunt and enjoying the view. I could tell that when she took a shower, she must have washed her hair because now her hair was damp, and it was curly. She wore pajamas, which really wasn’t nothing but a tank top and some shorts. She tried to sit in the chair next to me, but I patted my thigh, telling her to go ahead and sit on my lap.

      “She gets that bossy shit from her mama. Taniya acts just like her damn mama. I don’t get on her about it, though, because she’s respectful with it. She loves for people to read to her at night. Since she’s been living with me, I done had to buy so many books from Barnes and Noble. It’s so crazy because most kids will take your phone and automatically start looking for games, but when Niya holds your phone, she goes straight to YouTube and starts looking for little channels where they read to you. My baby mama and I may not always see eye to eye on a whole bunch of other shit, but I’ll give her credit and say that she’s raising the fuck out of our child,” I said, and Shae shook her head.

      “Yes, she’s so respectful and smart. She gives me baby fever when I’m around her, but maybe that’s just me missing my own baby,” she said sadly.

      “I could use a few more myself. What you trying to do?” I asked, turning my head away from her to blow the smoke in the opposite direction of her face.

      Shae looked at me like I was crazy before she burst out laughing. At the same time, my phone started buzzing on the end table that was outside on the balcony with us. I looked down at the screen and saw that Jabari was calling. I hadn’t talked to this silly ass nigga in a few days, which was the only reason I reached for the phone and proceeded to answer it.

      “This nigga,” I mumbled and put the phone on speaker when I answered it.

      “What’s good? I haven’t heard from your ass since a few days ago when you told me you were going to pop up on Mahogany. Let me find out your ass in love and shorty is taking up all your time,” I called out, and he laughed on the other end of the line.

      “Fuck you, nigga! Your ass the one all the way in Orlando, all lovey-dovey with Shae and shit. I’m chilling, yo.”

      I could hear the stress in his voice, and I knew my cousin well enough to know that something was going on with him.

      “Why you calling me for if you chilling? You don’t ever call this late. What’s up?” I asked.

      “How many days gotta go by before it’s too late for shorty to take a Plan B?” he eventually asked.

      I held the phone in my hand, looking down at it, and basically trying to see if this conversation was really about to happen. Granted, I done talked about some crazy shit with this nigga because Jabari was bat shit crazy, but damn, sometimes I was at least expecting him to spare a nigga with the shit that he chooses to talk to me about.

      “Shit, I don’t know. Google the shit, nigga. You preach all that shit about wrapping your dick up every time you fuck, so why you worried about a Plan B?” I asked.

      When it came to raw fuckin’, Jabari was worse than a teenage daughter of a pastor who wasn’t trying to get pregnant. That’s my cousin, and I was with him damn near three days out of the week, so I knew his ass kept a condom on him at all times. For him to slide in some shit raw, his silly ass had to be in love.

      “I did google the shit, but it’s saying different things. I saw one lady say how she took the Plan B the next day, and her ass was still pregnant. Fucckkkk! It’s been about a week, and I swear I think I got Mahogany pregnant. It wasn’t just one time, nigga. It was straight raw fuckin’ back to back. I told her dumb ass to take the pill the next day, but she forgot. Shit, man,” he yelled.

      I was trying so fuckin’ hard not to laugh because this nigga was seriously sitting on this phone with a whole damn attitude for possibly getting a woman pregnant when he didn’t do shit to stop that from happening.

      “Where she at anyway?” I asked.

      “Sleep, with her good pussy ass. We just got back an hour or so ago from the movies. Where Shae at? Let me ask her. I want to get a woman’s perspective,” he called out.

      “She’s right here. Handle your business, nigga. I’m trying to get some alone time with her,” I let him know.

      I could hear him about to say something, but I hung up on his ass.

      “You hear this shit? I swear the two of them are made for each other. I wouldn’t mind them having a baby together. I feel like it will grow Jabari’s ass the fuck up,” I let Shae know and put the blunt out.

      “Mahogany always makes it seems like she doesn’t want any kids. I personally think she’ll be a good mom though, just from watching her with Vonte all these years or from seeing her with other people’s kids. I’m calling her first thing in the morning. I didn’t even know she was back messing around with Jabari. She told me she was done with him,” Shae said.

      “That’s a woman for you.”

      “And what’s that supposed to mean? Men come running back too,” she went on to say.

      “Yeah, if we feel like the shit is worth it, though. If you my girl and you fuck another nigga, it’s no coming back from that, and—”

      “What if you fuck another bitch, though? I’m dying to hear this. Niggas cheat allll the fuckin’ time and for whatever dumb ass reason, us women always forgive and come back. Elaborate on that for me,” she said, looking me dead in my eyes and challenging me to say some shit that she didn’t want to hear.

      “I can’t speak for no cheating ass nigga because I don’t cheat. If a woman decides to take a man back after he cheats, then that’s on her. I read some shit a while back that every time a man cheats on a woman and the woman takes him back, he’s giving her a reason to love him less and less. Fuck Ima give my shorty a reason to fall out of love with me? On top of that, no disrespect, but you bitches are crazy. Y’all a make like y’all forgive us and take us back, just so y’all could poison us, cut our dick off in our sleep, or some other inhumane shit like that. I’m not putting shit past no woman. If I cheat, leave me because y’all say that y’all will forgive us, but honestly speaking, do y’all really forgive us? Y’all learn to resent the fuck outta us,” I said, and she nodded her head in agreement.

      “That’s so true. Back when Trip was free, he stayed cheating, and I stayed taking him back. Each time I decided to take him back, I swear I loved him less and less. Just like you said, I resented the hell out of him too. We could be watching a movie together, and he could wrap his arm around me, and I would notice myself tensing up because all I would be able to think about was the bitch that I had to found out from the streets that he fucked around on me with. Even now, like when I would go and see him, I could still feel myself holding onto the past. No woman likes to be cheated on, especially if the dick is good. As women, we are over thinkers. If you fuckin’ me, eating me, making me cum back to back, and I hear that you fucked another bitch, I’m going to automatically think you were doing that to the next bitch, and I can’t handle no shit like that,” she let me know.

      “Same thing here. If you my girl, I’m going to automatically be selfish than a motha fucka when it comes to you. If that’s my pussy, make it where it’s mine only. If I find out that you gave that shit away, I don’t even know if I could forgive you for some shit like that. If you sucked the nigga dick too, you might as well let me help you pack your shit because ain’t no coming back from that. In my opinion, it’s easy; don’t fuck around on me, and I won’t do the same to you,” I spoke.

      I loved that Choc and I could come together and have some real life, adult conversations. Even when we didn’t agree with each other, we didn’t make the shit a big deal. Some of the best conversations that I had were with her. We stayed outside for at least another ten minutes before I said that it was time for me to take a shower.

      “Wait in here for me. Don’t go back in your room,” I told her as I removed my shirt and threw it on the bed. I already had my shower water running.

      We were staying in a three-bedroom villa, so each of us had our own room. When Shae lay down on the bed and let me know that she wasn’t going anywhere, I went in the bathroom and cracked the door behind me. Ten minutes into my shower, I had managed to wash my hair with the Dove men’s shampoo that I’d packed. Now, I was standing under the shower head with the steaming hot water running down my body. One of the things that I liked about this big ass bathroom was the fact that I had the option to dim the lights, so I had it where it wasn’t too light, but it also wasn’t too dark. If anything, it was the perfect glow.

      My back was turned toward the bathroom door because I still had the water running down on my body. When I eventually turned around, my eyes landed on something so fuckin’ beautiful that for at least three minutes, I just stood there, taking it all in. I felt like the longer I stood there and looked, the more this image would be inside my head for a very long time, so I didn’t dare look away.

      I had seen plenty of naked bodies throughout my lifetime, but nothing like this. My dick was hard just from looking at her alone. Choc stood in front of the door, and it was as if I could just feel her confidence. Shorty knew that she didn’t have flaws, and I wasn’t even just talking about her body; I was talking about everything. I had met some beautiful ass women, and the physical part was everything and more, but once I reached deep inside and their personality came out, that shit was ugly as fuck.

      I hated a beautiful woman with a nasty ass attitude. It was one thing to not be friendly, which was fine, but I couldn’t stand a stuck up, mean bitch. Choc was fine, and her personality was even finer. Swear, if she was mean, I wouldn’t want any dealings with her. When I say mean, I’m not talking about those females who ignore a nigga when he’s trying to holler either. I’m talking about those bitches who walk around with a permanent mug on their face as if the world owes them some shit.

      “You going to just stand over there the whole time or you going to get in with me?” I finally asked her.

      When she was outside on the balcony with me, her hair was down. Now, she was naked with her long hair pulled on top of her head in a messy bun, basically proving to me what she’d come in there for.

      Instead of answering my question, she just walked over to where I was. I held the glass door open for her, and she came right in, having no problem letting the hot water run down her body. She stood directly in front of me, and her arms wrapped around my waist as she laid her head on my chest. Shae didn’t even need another shower; she just wanted to come in with me.

      For at least five minutes, I didn’t do or say shit. I didn’t want to look like I was pressed over some pussy, even though I kind of was. Even if I didn’t show that I was pressed, my body did all the talking for me because I knew that she could feel my dick. I finally had the woman of my fuckin’ dreams, right here, all up in my personal space, and all of a sudden, I just felt stuck. I knew that once we crossed that line, it was no turning back.

      I said in the beginning that if Shae and I ever got together, we were going to crush a couple of hearts, but for the first time in my life, I wanted to be selfish and fuck trying to appease everybody else.

      I kissed from the top of her head to her nose, and when I got to her lips, I kissed her with the same amount of passion that I did last night on the beach. I could taste the Colgate toothpaste that she’d used to brush her teeth with tonight. Kissing didn’t do shit for me but make my dick even harder, so I eventually left her lips alone and placed kisses along her chest while I held her small breasts in my hands so I could suck on her dark nipples, which I swore tasted like chocolate.

      I knew Shae was horny; I could feel the shit in the way she was nonstop moving as I held her or from the heavy breathing that she was doing. I left her nipples alone to kiss around her stomach area, which was flat as hell. Because she was inhaling and exhaling so deeply, when her stomach muscles showed, I could see the little four pack that she had in her abs area.

      I had dreamt about eating her pussy for a very long time, and I knew she dreamed of me doing the shit too because I didn’t even have to tell her to spread her legs a little bit for me, so I could have better access; she just did the shit automatically. Shae’s pussy was honestly beautiful. I saw a stupid ass meme on Instagram a while back of people trying to be funny, comparing a black woman’s pussy to an ugly black frog, and I swear that shit was the furthest thing from the truth. Her pussy was smooth and black, just like everything else on her body.

      Looking at it, I couldn’t help but wonder if she got it waxed because she knew she was going to show it to me tonight or if she already had plans to get it waxed. Either way, I lowered my head and kissed her clit. Her pussy was already soaked, which was a good sign that she knew how to get wet. I hated fuckin’ dry ass pussy. I licked from her slit, all the way up to her clit, and she jumped while moaning. I didn’t go around eating every woman’s pussy that I dealt with, but I’d be a fool not to sample Shae’s juices. I imagined it tasting like this; sweet, pure, and damn near addicting.

      “Toddrriccckkk…” She moaned my name for the first time as I sucked on her clit the same way I was just sucking on her juicy lips.

      Shae was looking down at me with her mouth wide the hell open like she was about to pass out. Even if I wasn’t doing a good job, I knew this shit was still going to feel like heaven for her because she hadn’t had this type of male attention in over ten years, just like she said. Although she was the one getting pleased, I swear I enjoyed this shit more than she did. Juices were all around my mouth, in my beard, and because I was headfirst in her shit, I swear some was even dripping down on my chest.

      One would fuck around and think that she was pissing on me. Each time she moaned my name, my dick felt like it was going to burst. I always talked about how I loved Choc’s voice, but I was in love with her sex voice. It was sexy, whiney, and submissive. While I licked her clit, I stuck one finger inside her, and that shit felt exactly like she called it; a pussy that hadn’t been touched in over ten years! Her shit was too fuckin’ tight. I felt like I used to feel in my younger days when I took a lot of virginities.

      She jumped when I stuck that finger inside of her and gripped my shoulders tight as hell. As she bit her bottom lip, her body started to tremble. I knew it was on from there.

      “I’m cummmingggg… I’m cumminggg,” she cried out, riding the wave of the orgasm that I was giving her.

      Jashae looked down at me like I was God; I swear she did. In no time, I had the water turned off, and I turned her body around, having her place her arms on the shower wall. That pussy deserved to be ate on before I started fuckin’ her. She deserved it, man. I bent down, spread her pussy lips apart, admired the way her clit was jumping from the front, and I grabbed hold of it again with my tongue, this time holding it hostage.

      “Shittttt… Todrricckkk… damnnnn… right thereeee… thereeee,” she whined.

      “Where at, Choc? Like this?” I pulled back so I could ask her, and then I went back to sucking on her clit.

      “Yessss… Miamiiii, it feels so gooddd,” she cried.

      That shit was so sexy to me, man. The moans, her appreciation of me eating her pussy, her continuing to get wet, all of that. I sped up my pace with my tongue, and when I watched her eyes roll and her body just all of a sudden jerked, I knew it was on again. Right when she was getting ready to tell me that she was cumming again, her voice got caught in her throat, and she released with juices flying everywhere. I didn’t stop licking either.

      She reached her hand back, trying to push me away, but I kept on. I wanted at least three orgasms in my mouth from her. I lifted her little ass up, turned her around in my arms, and sat her ass right on my chest as I held her by her hips, and my tongue went right back on her clit. Her little thighs were trembling in my arms, and I knew she wanted that third nut because her hands were playing in my hair as she kept me right in place on her clit.

      “Miamiiiii… Miammiiii,” she moaned, and juices went squirting everywhere again, this time getting all in my eyes and shit.

      Still holding her up, I walked us out of the shower and sat her down on the bathroom counter. All the while, her arms were wrapped around my neck and her legs around my waist as we kissed. I let her taste her own juices.

      “Make love to me, Miami,” she sexily told me right after she broke the kiss.

      I looked into her beautiful, light brown eyes, just to see if she was serious or not. When I didn’t see any hesitation, I moved away from her. It took me maybe ten seconds to go in the bedroom, retrieve my wallet, and pull out two condoms. The way my dick was standing at attention, something told me that I was going to be dicking Choc down all night. On my way back to her, I took one of the condoms out of the packaging and put it on my dick.

      As much as she wanted this dick, I saw the nervousness all in her eyes when I came back to her. I wasn’t a nigga with an average package. Not even on no cocky shit, but my dick was big. Even a hating ass bitch who didn’t like me couldn’t fix her lips to say that my dick was little and that I didn’t know how to use it. God had blessed me with length, width, and a stroke game out of this world. I couldn’t be this handsome and walk around with a small ass dick!

      The first thing I did when I was close enough was to kiss her. I was addicted to kissing her ass. In the middle of us kissing, I used the head of my dick to play around in her dripping pussy. I already knew that I was about to give her both pleasure and pain with these strokes. Tired of playing around like I was in middle school again, I put my dick at the entrance of her pussy and slid it inside, or in my case, tried to slide it inside. Her body instantly tensed up, and her hands went for my chest, trying to push me out.

      What she did was normal behavior. I knew we were both waiting for the part when it started feeling good, so even though she was running, I kept pushing.

      “Toddricckkkk… OH, MY FUCKIN’NNN GODDDD,” she cried when my hands went for her pussy lips, and I spread them a little bit so I could push inside of her.

      Shae’s eyes looked like they would buck out of their sockets, and a tear dropped, which I licked right off her face. I held my dick right in her pussy, not daring to move until she got herself together. All the inches that God had blessed with me were filling her little hole up, and once I felt like it was a good time to start stroking, I moved my hips against her. Up and down, back and forth, like I was doing hula hoops in her pussy.

      “This my fuckin’ pussy now! Choc, this shit is so good, bae,” I groaned as I deep stroked her pussy, making love to her shit like she asked me to.

      “It’s soooo bigggg… Miamiiii… it’s so fuckin’ heavvvyyy. Shitttt… right there, babyyyy,” she cried.

      Choc’s face was drenched in tears, but I couldn’t keep licking them away because that was depriving me of seeing her fuck faces. She had a beautiful fuck face that I wanted to keep looking at.

      “This your dick now?” I asked as I picked up her pretty feet, put them in my mouth, and licked her toes. Her toes were pained a light pink color, and I loved that shit. I knew she ain’t never in her fuckin’ life have a nigga give her this dope dick and suck on her toes in the process.

      “Yessss… shitttt… I’m cumming againnnnnn,” she cried out.

      Shae came right on my dick and had the nerve to try to push me away.

      “This pussy ain’t been fucked in over ten years! Ain’t no fuckin’ breaks. You tapping out on me, Choc? Already?” I asked as I lifted her up and placed her on her feet.

      Her legs were like noodles because she almost fell.

      “You think Taniya is going to hear us?” she tried to be slick and ask, but I knew her pretty ass was stalling.

      “She’s asleep, Shae. In a deep sleep. Put your leg right here,” I said and slapped her thigh so she could put it on the counter.

      She did it, but she did it slowly. Once that arch was in her back, and we both could see ourselves in the mirror, it was as if somebody was bringing the cameras out because I started showing the fuck out. I kid you not, for one hour straight, I stayed in this bathroom with Shae. By the time we were done, one of her eyelashes was off, three nails were broken, and I was sure she was at least five pounds lighter because I had just worked the fuck out of her ass. Now, we were in bed. I was laying on my back, her naked body was on top of me, and her eyes were closed, although I knew she wasn’t sleeping.

      “You’re paying to get my hair done, my lashes fixed, and my nails, Miami. I’m so serious too. I just did all of that yesterday,” she said in a sleepy ass voice.

      I was on cloud nine; high off her sex.

      “That ain’t shit. What else you want? A new car? What?” I asked.

      “I want to keep this a secret. At least for now,” she said, quickly knocking me off the high that I was on.

      “Fuck outta here with that. Everybody in the fuckin’ world is going to know that you down with the king of the south! I wish the fuck I would keep your pretty ass a secret!” I barked and scowled at her, although I knew she couldn’t see me since her eyes were closed.

      She didn’t respond, and I tried to push her off me.

      “I heard you, Toddrick, damn! You really were going to get mad at me and push me off you?” she asked, this time with her eyes open. They were red, more than likely because she was tired.

      “I ain’t keeping you no secret, Jashae. I mean that shit,” I let her know, and she smiled.

      “I know you not. I wouldn’t want you to,” she said and then kissed me on my lips.

      My hand played around in her hair, as I just lay there soaking up this entire moment.

      “How it feels to have sex after ten years?” I asked.

      Her elbow was now propped up on my chest as she looked up at me. She thought about my question for a few seconds before she answered.

      “I feel like I lost my virginity all over again. Only difference is, I didn’t bleed. You’re perfect at what you do. Poisoning your food and cutting your dick off are all things that you should be worried about now if you fuck around on me. Toddrick, I will kill you. You fuck too good to be cheating,” she said, and I laughed.

      Just like me, she was high off our sex.

      “You think you can handle another round? Let me put you to sleep. Have you waking up sometime tomorrow in the afternoon,” I said before putting my hand on her waist and flipping her over.
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      “Look at you! They finally let my boy out of that fuckin’ hole!” one of my niggas, T-boy, who was serving a double life sentence for a few murders that he’d committed on the streets said.

      Any other time, I would have laughed at some shit like that and gave him a pound, but each time a nigga was forced to withstand that type of punishment where I had to be inside a damn hole for twenty-three hours out of my day, it made my heart grow a little bit colder. It turned my feelings all the way off, and I swear it made me think about murder. I had stitches on both of my hands because a few nights ago, I’d gotten so angry in there that I started punching the concrete walls in the small space that they had me in for the past month.

      I yelled in that room, cried for my son, became angry, and I was looking around for things that would take me out of my misery, but they purposely didn’t leave anything around for me to kill myself with. The one person who took up a lot of space in my mind was Shae. I didn’t regret doing what I did to her because if the information was given to me today about her being hugged up with Miami, I would drag her ass again. I just hated the way I went about it. I should have done that shit on a day when the guards that I fucked with were the ones in charge of visitation.

      Shae thought that she could do whatever the fuck she wanted to since I was incarcerated, and that wasn’t the case. Just like I told her from day one of my sentence, I had eyes every fuckin’ where. Out of all the fuckin’ niggas that she could get with, she chose to fuck around with a nigga who she knew for a fact used to be somebody that I was cool with. That was dirty, yo! Yes, I had fucked around on Shae plenty of times, but I never fucked one of her friends. I had too much fuckin’ respect for my shorty to do some shit like that.

      I expected some dirty ass shit like that from another bitch, not the same one who I been fuckin’ with since before her ass even got a damn period! Shae knew she couldn’t fuck with Miami if I were a free man because I was the type of nigga who would pull up on him in broad daylight, not giving a fuck if he was outside playing catch with his kid, and I would air his ass out. Because I was locked away like a fuckin’ animal, and she knew my reach wasn’t as long, she felt like she could try me. I swear to God, as soon as I get a hold of my phone, I was putting a fuckin’ bounty on that nigga’s head.

      Instead of replying to T-boy, I kept on walking, following the correctional officer as he walked me back to my bunk. I was so famous in this damn prison that the whole way back to my cell, people were walking up to me, giving me pounds, saying “welcome back,” and all of that. I never in a million years thought that I would have been so happy to be going back to my prison cell. When I walked inside, the first thing I noticed was that the top bunk was cleared, which is where my old cellmate used to be.

      “What happened to Jeff?” I turned around and asked the young correctional officer.

      His name was Mike, and he was a skinny ass white rookie who had no fuckin’ business making this his occupation. I could flex my muscles right now and scare the shit out of his little ass.

      “He got into a fight a couple of weeks ago in the kitchen. He was shanked to death. You have the cell to yourself at least until someone gets transferred in here,” Mike let me know.

      “Wowww,” was all I could say.

      Jeff was a quiet white man, but I could look at his ass and tell that he was bat shit crazy. He was serving a life sentence as well for murdering his wife. When he told me what he was in here for, I swear I couldn’t feel him on that shit. Shae could annoy the fuck out of me sometimes, piss a nigga off to the fullest, but nothing to the point that I would want to kill her. Shittttt, now my feelings had definitely changed.

      Once Mike left my cell and locked it, the first thing I did was look at the pictures that were hanging up on the wall. Majority of the pictures that I had were of Shae and Vonte. All the pictures dated back from when Shae was a little girl, to her being pregnant, and even some of her in the hospital right after she gave birth to Vonte, until now. Of course, there were a few pictures of my niggas on the wall as well, but my family was really the ones who took up a lot of space.

      After looking at the pictures and wishing that I could go back in time, I got down on my knees and looked for the whole that I’d cut in what was supposed to have been my mattress for my phone, but it wasn’t there.

      “I assume you’re looking for this?” a female voice said on the other side of the cell.

      I looked up, and it was Raynell. I never thought that I would say this, but I actually missed her bird brain ass. In the hole, I dealt with different correctional officers. During my stay, I had an old, white man named Peter, who had been on the job for over thirty years, so I couldn’t try to get one over on him. The other officer was a white bitch who reminded me of a butch, so I knew not to even try to get one over on her. When I say get one over on them, I basically meant smooth talking the fuck out of them, so I could cure my needs. In other words, having them risk their job for my black ass.

      As much shit as I talked about Raynell, and as much as I disrespected her, shorty did her thing by holding me down. She knew that if they were to have found that phone in here, I probably would have gotten more time in the hole. She dangled it in her hands and passed it to me through the hole. I quickly tucked it away in the mattress.

      Raynell looked different today. Usually, she rocked her own natural hair, but today she wore it in box braids. Her shit looked good too. As always, her uniform fit her better than any other bitch in here. I didn’t know if it was because I had just gone so long without getting any pussy or if she was really looking good today.

      “You missed me?” I asked with a cocky smirk on my face.

      “Ummm, not really,” she said with a smile, making it obvious that she was lying.

      “You heard about what happened with Jeff? Or were you here when it happened?” I asked, still not believing that Jeff went out like that.

      “I heard about it after it happened. I been out for the past two weeks. I just got back yesterday,” she let me know.

      “Oh yeah? Where the hell you been?” I probed.

      It was like I cared, but on the other hand, I really didn’t give a fuck. She looked away for a few seconds, and then she finally answered my question.

      “I was pregnant. The day I found out was the same day that you got in trouble in the visitation room and you were in the hole. I planned to tell you that morning, but everything with you had happened so damn fast. The more time I had to wait, the more the baby would have grown, and I didn’t want to let too much time pass. You have this crazy look on your face, probably ready to say that the baby wasn’t yours, but it was! Contrary to whatever the hell you believe, I’ve only been sleeping with you. You’re like the only man to ever give me attention these days. You and the rest of these dogs in here, which really doesn’t count because I’m the closest thing to a piece of pussy that half of y’all will ever see again, so I know that’s why y’all gravitate toward me. In the outside world, niggas rarely even look my way twice. I guess I have to have a five hundred dollar wig down my ass and some hazel eyes in order to get their attention,” she said.

      I’d never heard Raynell sound so insecure. She walked around this bitch like this was her prison. Hell, I guess that uniform had given her some of the confidence that she needed. When the uniform came off, she was forced to show who she really was, which sounded to me like a woman who just wanted some acceptance from a man.

      “Damn. I don’t even know what the fuck to say. I guess I’ll say the dog ass nigga thing that I thought you were on birth control,” I voiced.

      She sucked her teeth and then looked away. My black ass was serving a whole life sentence, yet I had drama like I was a free man. Wow!

      “I was! It doesn’t always work, especially when I don’t take them properly. You see the crazy hours that I work. Majority of the time, I don’t leave out of here until seven in the morning. When I get home, taking a birth control pill isn’t the first thing on my mind. Look, Trip, at the end of the day, I wasn’t expecting your sympathy. I didn’t expect you to question how many weeks I was, be pissed that I killed your baby, none of that. I knew the type of man I was dealing with when I started fuckin’ you. For my own conscience, I just felt the need to tell you. Like they always say when you leave the hole, welcome back!” she called out, and just like that, she walked away from me.

      First day back and the bullshit was already starting. I wasn’t even supposed to be fuckin’ that bitch; I had a whole ole lady at home, and Raynell could lose her job and face time behind this shit, yet I still fucked around and got her ass pregnant. I needed to slow my ass down. This was the type of shit I went through when I was a free man. Bitches weren’t running down on me and telling me that they were pregnant though because I only blessed my girl with raw dick.

      Only woman of mine who ever got an abortion was Shae, and that was a decision that we both had made because we weren’t ready. I was barely there for her or Vonte at the time. Now that it was over, I could admit that the real reason I made Shae get an abortion years ago was that I was heavy in the streets doing gang shit, robbing, selling drugs, all that. I didn’t want to be dead or in jail and leave her with two kids because I knew that those were the only two options with the lifestyle that I was living. Never thought that I would get a life sentence, though.

      I was punching the air like a motha fucka these days because had we never killed that baby, at least we would have had a piece of us still here, especially now that Vonte was gone.

      The rest of the day pretty much flew by, and I was happy for that because I was waiting for nighttime so I could sneak and use the phone. Although the shit that happened with Jeff kind of put a damper on my heart, I wouldn’t even lie and say that I wasn’t happy that I had some privacy in the room tonight while I made a few phone calls. I laughed to myself because when Shae and I were on good terms, I would literally lay in this bitch having phone sex with her while praying to God that his ass wasn’t eavesdropping to what I was saying to my girl. I couldn’t have him stealing my game and telling what I say to my girl to his.

      Once the coast was clear and all the lights were pretty much out in all the cells, and I knew the officer who was going to walk the floors wouldn’t be making her rounds anytime soon, I pulled the phone out.

      First things first, I needed to call my mama because I knew that she was worried sick about a nigga. Back in the day, my mama and I were close as hell. As I got older and served more years behind these walls, our relationship had started to fade a little bit. I felt like she resented me in a lot of ways since she would preach to me all the time about not getting locked up because I was the only child she had.

      On the opposing side, I resented her ass too because she was my only blood relation, and I felt like she didn’t make it her duty to come and see about a nigga. Hell, I’d be lucky if she put twenty dollars on my books. To me, it wasn’t about the money, though. I couldn’t care less if she gave me a dollar. I just needed some type of fuckin’ moral support. When I got this sentence, I felt like she believed I died because that’s exactly how she would treat me sometimes; as if a nigga just didn’t exist to her. I dialed her number, and the phone rang two times before she answered.

      “Giovonni?” she questioned.

      It was a little after ten at night, and she sounded wide awake.

      “What’s up, Ma? What you got going on?” I asked her.

      I really was laid on my back, feet crossed, arm resting behind my head, just chilling. I was too fuckin’ comfortable as if I wouldn’t face some big ass consequences if I were to have gotten caught on this damn phone.

      “Nothing. You know I’m always up at this time of night. Where have you been? I called the prison, and they only told me that you got in a fight during visitation, so you were going to be in the hole. What happened? Why were you in there fighting?” she asked, all in my damn business.

      I didn’t even know if I wanted to tell her what happened or not. I just didn’t want to start any shit between her and Shae. Contrary to what my mama showed Shae, she actually liked her.

      “Some straight up bullshit is what happened. You know me, Ma, I’m always calling a few of my niggas just to find out what’s going on in the streets. Dino told me that Shae was all hugged up with Miami after the funeral, and it was just too much of a fuckin’ coincidence that right after he told me that, I couldn’t get a hold of Shae. I mean, her ass wasn’t answering phone calls or nothing. Eventually, when I did get her to answer the phone, I told her to come and see me, and she did.

      “When I saw her, I swear I saw red. All I could do was picture her hugged up with that nigga, and I snapped. She started screaming that I hate you bullshit, and Shae ain’t never said those three words to me, so I felt like she got Miami all in her fuckin’ head, and that’s why she was acting so fuckin’ stupid. I tried to kill her fuckin’ ass in that visitation room, so they threw me in the hole for it,” I let her know.

      I heard her release a sigh, and then the line went quiet for a few minutes.

      “If it helps to ease your mind a little bit, I saw Shae after the funeral, and there was nothing sexual about the hug that Miami—”

      “I don’t give a fuck if it was sexual or not. Fuck she hugging that nigga for? Yo, who side you on? Mine or hers? I came out your pussy, not her!” I snapped.

      I tried not to disrespect my ole girl, but she was pissing a nigga off. These days, when I talked to her, it was like I could never get her to agree on shit that I said. If I went right, her ass always felt the need to go left, and I didn’t like that shit.

      “And you wonder why I don’t break my fuckin’ neck to come and see you. You talk to me like I’m some bitch on the street or one of them silly bitches that you have brainwashed. Giovonni, I am your fuckin’ mother, and I don’t give a fuck how old you are, your ass will fuckin’ respect me. You’re sitting in that jail cell worrying about Miami and Jashae, when you need to be worrying about more important things, like the fact that you are serving a life sentence.

      “I’m your mother, and I love you dearly, but no woman deserves what you are asking Shae—no, scratch that—what you are demanding Shae to do. We’re talking about a woman who lost her mother when she gave birth to her, a woman who lost your dumb ass based on your own selfish decisions, and not to mention the same woman who just lost her son. She deserves her happiness. You need to go ahead and let her go. You had your chance, but you blew it. Goodnight, Giovonni. I will not be the reason why you get caught with this phone.” With that, she hung up.

      “Stupid ass bitch,” I mumbled.

      I didn’t give a fuck about none of that shit she was hollering. I waited for about ten minutes before I dialed Shae’s number. I called that silly motha fucka over fifty times, and eventually, she’d turned her cellphone off. In the past, no matter how angry Shae was with me, she made it her duty to answer that phone. I was so mad in this fuckin’ room that I started sweating. All I could think about was what the fuck she could possibly be doing that she couldn’t answer the phone. After I calmed myself down, I called Dino.

      “My nigga! I thought they took your shit,” was the first thing he said when he answered the phone.

      Dino and I went way back, and I trusted this nigga with my life.

      “Where you at?” I asked, skipping the greetings and getting right to the point.

      “Shit, on the block chilling,” he called out.

      “Circle over to Shae’s house and let me know if you see her car outside. I’m calling her stupid ass, and she’s not answering,” I let him know.

      “Say less. Ima hit you back in about fifteen minutes to let you know,” he said, and I just hung up.

      The whole time I waited, I called Shae’s phone back to back. I knew she had to have powered it off by now because her shit was going straight to voicemail. Just when I was getting ready to call her again, Dino called back.

      “She ain’t home, bruh. All the lights are off in the house too. Want me to sit outside this bitch until she makes it back? Just say the word,” he let me know, always down for whatever.

      “Naw, it’s cool. Yo, promise me something, man. If you see that nigga with my bitch, I want you to air that shit the fuck out. I don’t give a fuck if they’re walking out of church. I done let that motha fucka disrespect me for too fuckin’ long.”

      “No problem,” he said, and I hung up the phone.

      This didn’t have shit to do with insecurities. It was all about respect. That nigga didn’t want my bitch until he knew she was mine!
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      I hated that I felt like I was keeping secrets from Miami. This was the third night in a row that I’d slept at his house, and every night before I got in the bed with him, I had to turn my phone off so I wouldn’t risk Trip calling. I don’t know what bitch told him about the app that allowed you to create a phone number, but his stupid ass had been calling me nonstop.

      I’ll admit that yesterday when I got off work and was on my way to Miami’s house, I ended up answering his call, only because I wanted to hear what his dire emergency was. I was every bitch, hoe, and slut in the book. Trip called me everything but my name. For five minutes straight, I argued back with him, and we both said a lot of things out of anger. I didn’t like this side that Trip would bring out of me. He always said things to me that would hit way below the fuckin’ belt, and I could finally say that I was walking away because I was tired of the fuckin’ disrespect.

      Miami had a lot to do with me walking away. That man was perfect. Prior to him, Trip was the only guy that I’d ever dated, and boy could I see the difference. Because Trip was so hood, I thought that it was okay for him to disrespect me the way that he had done over the years. I noticed that I found myself making a lot of excuses for him and always saying something like, “That’s just how he is,” when in reality, that man was loving me so fuckin’ wrong and was so rude and disrespectful to me.

      Miami was just as hood as Trip, but he still managed to treat me like a fuckin’ queen. This was the same man who used to be in the ring boxing niggas to sleep yet would lay in the bed with me and massage my feet until I fell asleep. He watched Lifetime movies with me and wouldn’t complain about it.

      Since two weeks ago, when Miami and I had sex for the first time in Orlando, I’d been glued to him. I rarely slept home. These days, I felt like the only time I went home was to re-load on more clothes. I didn’t want to sound like I was moving too fast, but I think I loved him. He was there for me when I was going through such a dark time in my life. Hell, I was still going through a dark time, yet he was so patient with me.

      I’m not always the best person to be around. I can become moody and burst into tears out of nowhere, but like a real man, he deals with it! One of the things that I hated about Trip was that he constantly picked at me and referred to me as a cry baby or let me know that I had too much drama whenever I showed some type of emotion. I can’t even begin to count how many times over the years I had to tell Trip that he was so insensitive when it came to my feelings. I loved that when I was around Miami, I didn’t have to be afraid to show my emotions. I could be Jashae; the girl who I was around my friends and my family.

      Here it was, I had this perfect man, yet I wasn’t telling him about the phone calls that I was getting from Trip. Right now, the only reason my phone was even on was that I was reading over a document that one of my colleagues had just emailed to me a few minutes ago. It was something that I needed to look over before tomorrow at work. It’s like I started back work to work yesterday, and although I was welcomed back with a bunch of sympathy and open arms, I was still welcomed back with a shit load of work.

      Miami had gone downstairs to get the door for the Chinese food that he’d ordered for me, and Taniya was down the hall asleep in her bedroom. The whole time he was gone, I was declining phone calls from who I knew was Trip calling from different numbers.

      “Shorty, you don’t hear me talking to you?” Miami’s voice boomed.

      He was standing in front of me, holding my food. I didn’t even hear him when he came back in the room, let alone hear whatever the hell he had asked me. I jumped when I heard his voice, and I tried to slyly throw the phone on the bed, putting it behind me.

      “What’s got all your attention? I asked you like two questions, Choc. Fuck is you doing on that phone? You been on that bitch since you walked through the door,” he said.

      The whole time he talked, all I could do was hope to God that Trip wouldn’t call. It was just my fuckin’ luck that the phone started buzzing again, and it was a number that wasn’t saved to my phone, but I knew who it was. This moment reminded me of so many scenes that I had starred in back in the day with Trip. Only difference was, I was Trip right now, which was the person who was hiding something. Back then, I was Miami, the one confronting Trip about hiding something. I wasn’t a good liar at all. Either my actions would give it away, my heavy breathing, or my inability to look a person in their eyes when I knew that I wasn’t telling the truth.

      “Who calling you? Man, this shit is so out of fuckin’ character for me to be questioning you on who’s calling you, but you acting sneaky. Fuck is you doing, shorty?” he quizzed.

      I could tell that Miami was mad; it was all in his body language. It was the way his face held no smirk or smile. He was dead ass serious and looking down at me like I was one of his opponents in the ring, and he wanted to body slam my ass.

      “It’s Trip calling. I haven’t answered. He’s been calling for a few days. Every time he calls from a different number, I block it,” I said all in one breath before raising the phone and showing it to him so he could see that I wasn’t lying.

      “How long he been calling you?” he asked me.

      “A few days now,” I let him know.

      He just shook his head, and I could tell that he was mad.

      “I fuck with you, Choc. You know how heavy I fuck with you. You are the girl that I wanted since I was a little nigga, but at the same time, I’m not about to be no fuckin’ fool, shorty. This is not how I’m trying to start this relationship shit out with you. I want honesty from your ass. Little shit like you’re doing right now, being sneaky and hiding shit, is going to make me lose trust in you and everything that you do. It’s going to have me questioning your motives and your loyalty. That’s your baby daddy, I get that. I’m so fuckin’ secure and confident in myself and in this relationship that I won’t even tell you that you can’t talk to him. What I will tell you is that it’s after ten, so you don’t have shit to talk to that nigga about.

      “If he calls again, just go ahead and hand me the phone so I can run down the same thing to him that I just told you. Here, man,” he said and set the brown paper bag on the nightstand that had my food in it.

      I didn’t even get the chance to reply because the phone started buzzing again. I bit my bottom lip, questioning God on why He would allow this to happen. True to his word, Miami snatched my phone off the bed and answered it, making sure to put the phone on speaker.

      “Yo!” he barked into the phone.

      When he answered, his eyes were glued on me. I was pleading with my face for Miami not to make it a big deal. I didn’t expect the two of them to be the best of friends, but damn, I didn’t want them to be enemies either. I didn’t want the drama. This was why I never pursued Miami in the first place because I was trying to avoid all of this from happening.

      “You got some fuckin’ nerve answering this motha fuckin’ phone! Put my bitch on the line! I didn’t call to talk to you, pussy! Yo, I hope yo’ daddy got a good life insurance policy for your ass because, on my dead son, my niggas is killing you! You foul, nigga! How you going to fuck behind me, yo? What type of nigga are you? If the shoe was on the opposite foot, I would have never fucked behind you, especially not with somebody who you were in a whole fuckin’ relationship with and have a kid with!” Trip barked.

      I picked up on not only the anger in his voice but the hurt as well. More than anything, I wanted to crawl under a damn rock because I didn’t want to witness this conversation. I tried to be slick and get out of bed to leave the room, but Miami’s hand went to my chest and pushed me back down on the bed. I don’t know why, but I felt wrong. Was I wrong for messing with Miami? Did it make me a bad person to deal with a guy who used to be friends with Trip? I couldn’t leave now because I loved this nigga!

      “Ain’t no bitches over here, nigga! It’s a whole ass woman, sitting on my bed, but you can’t talk to her right now. Like I just told Shae before you called, I don’t give a damn if the two of you keep in contact. You serving a life sentence, so you need all the conversation from people that you can possibly take. What I’m not going to allow is you to ring her fuckin’ phone back to back like this, especially at this time of the fuckin’ night. Your cut off time is 5:00 p.m., nigga, and not a minute later! You keep threatening me, I’m going to make it where you never talk to her pretty ass again, motha fucka!

      “Talking about you got some niggas to kill me! What niggas you got? This my fuckin’ city, and I don’t move in silence when I walk these fuckin’ streets! Niggas know where I am at all times, so whoever the fuck you got for me, them motha fuckas better come out swinging and sporting some of the best ammunition they can find because I will be ready for them too. We ain’t brothers, yo! We ain’t boys, none of that. I fell out with you years ago. Therefore, I don’t owe you any type of fuckin’ loyalty.

      “You really sitting on this phone mad because Shae moved on. Look at what you asking her to do, nigga. You really expect this woman to ride this life sentence out with you? You don’t ask no woman to do no shit like that!” Miami snapped.

      He was so mad that his face was turning red, the muscles in his jaw were flexing, and I could see the veins in his arms.

      “Shae knew what the fuck this shit was ten years ago when they put me here. She was ready to ride this shit out then. You bring your ass back into the picture, and now, all of a sudden, she changed her fuckin’ mind—”

      “That’s a grown ass woman with a mind of her own. Shae made that decision on her own to stop fuckin’ with you. Listen, I’m not about to do this whole back and forth thing with you over the phone. You had your chance with her. It’s my turn, and I bet not another nigga will get a chance with her after me. I’m about to feed her, fuck her, then put her to bed. I’m turning her phone off too, so try again in the morning. I’m not a heartless ass nigga, so I’ll tell Shae to give me all the information tonight so I can put some money on your books. Consider it a thank you present. My way of thanking you for fuckin’ up!” Miami hung up the phone and threw it my way.

      “Turn that shit off, Jashae,” he ordered, and I did just that.

      He walked out of the room, and when he did, I pulled my knees up to my chest and stared at the television, which was on mute. I didn’t even have an appetite anymore. I wanted to call Mahogany because her ass always knew what to say to make me feel better, but these days, it was hard to get a hold of her ass since she was always stuck up under Jabari. I wanted this thing between Miami and me to work but look at how everything was unfolding, and we were only two weeks into this relationship.

      Trip was sending threats Miami’s way, and Miami wasn’t making the shit any better by egging him on. I didn’t want anything to happen to either of them. I knew Trip; I knew the dudes that he used to run with in that stupid ass gang. Those niggas had nothing to lose, especially not Dino’s stupid ass. I had just lost my son, and I wasn’t trying to now lose the man who was there to pick me up and help put me back together again after Vonte died.

      Miami was strong-willed and knew how to hold his own, but I was scared that he was going to leave me, thinking that I was bringing unnecessary drama into his life, which was once calm before I came into the picture. Miami had a daughter who he needed to be here for. My feelings were so damn conflicted.

      After about thirty minutes of sitting on the bed, I finally stood up. My house shoes were on the floor, right next to the foot of the bed. I quickly slipped them on and walked out of the room. Miami’s home was like my house put together three times. My house wasn’t even small, but compared to Miami’s home, mine looked like an apartment. Why one man who lived by himself except for his daughter needed so many bedrooms was beyond me. There were seven bedrooms, not to mention the built-in gym, the finished basement, the outside basketball court, pool, and huge backyard. Miami’s place reminded me of a hotel.

      I knew where he would be. If he wasn’t in the bedroom, he was in that damn basement watching old boxing clips. Toward the end of the month, he was supposed to start back training for a charity boxing event that would take place a couple of months from now in Vegas. With the shit that just happened tonight, I knew it could give him a lot of power and help him build up some anger when he fought.

      I was lowkey scared to face Miami, which is why I was taking my time to get to where he was. Although he and I didn’t get into it, I kind of felt like we’d just had our first argument.

      I eventually made it down the stairs to the basement, and I could hear the TV playing loudly. The surround sound that he had in his theater room pretty much shook the whole lower level to his house. The door was cracked open, so I walked right on in. He was sitting down in one of the big, movie theater style chairs with a cigar in his hands as he intensely looked up at the screen. I swear he gave me that same look last night when I was bouncing up and down on his dick and hollering out that I was about to cum.

      Listen, sex had changed dramatically from ten years ago. Back when I was having sex with Trip, I swear we just did missionary, from the back, and I would ride him occasionally. Sex with Miami was straight up shit from out of an erotic book or a romance movie. It was good. So good to the point that I couldn’t even fault Tahira for having his baby.

      Miami noticed when I walked into the room. He looked at me for a brief second, and then he reverted his attention back to the screen. As if I was invited in, I took a seat next to him in the empty chair and wrapped the throw blanket around my body. I wasn’t used to being the cause of a falling out, so I really didn’t know what to say. All I could really think of was…

      “Are you mad at me?”

      He took a pull from the cigar that he brought to his lips and kept his eyes focused on the screen. Almost five minutes had gone by before he answered me.

      “Mad at you for what?” he asked as if he didn’t know.

      “I don’t know. Maybe for not telling you that he was calling me,” I said.

      “Yo, let me ask you something, and be honest. You love that nigga, ain’t it?”

      I hated that he’d asked me that because I didn’t want to answer it. I wasn’t going to lie, and I was afraid that if I told the truth, it would pretty much be a wrap between us.

      “I mean, yeah. Toddrick, we shared a kid. I’ve been with him since I was a little girl. I don’t love him in that way, though. I haven’t loved Trip in a sexual, romantic way in years. My love for him is just love as a person. I love him for being the father of Vonte, you know? It’s not like the love that I have for you,” I said, kind of mumbling the last part because I honestly wasn’t supposed to say that out loud. I was just supposed to think it.

      “Thank you for your honesty. That shit means everything to a nigga. Sit on my lap and tell me the type of love that you have for me,” he said, making me smile.

      I kicked off my house shoes, and I slid over in his lap with the blanket wrapped around my body.

      “The night you came over to my house after you found out from Jabari that I almost died in the tub from taking too many of the pills, I knew at that moment that it was more than me just liking you. You cared too much about my well-being, and that sparked something in me. You made me feel so wanted. Like, you actually cared if I lived or died. I saw it all in your eyes. It was the way I broke down crying on you, and you had a way of calming me down. The way you carried me in your arms while you took me in my room made me feel safe.

      “I remember begging you not to go because I felt like you were the only person who could make me feel stronger. What’s not to love about you? If Vonte was still alive, you’re the man that I would have wanted him to grow up and be like. You’re perfect,” I let him know and kissed his lips before laying my head on his chest.

      “I swear I don’t know what Ima do with your ass,” he said and threw his head back.

      I leaned up and bit him on his neck. “Just love me,” I told him.

      “I been doing that shit, shorty. You just now opening up your eyes to actually see it,” he let me know, which gave me butterflies in my stomach.
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      “It’s positive,” I said as I walked back inside the room, where Jabari was.

      Over the past couple of weeks, I had just been off. Everything had been off from my mood to my energy level, my hormones, and even my damn appetite. I just wasn’t myself lately. The thing is, I wasn’t sick or anything, I just felt off. If anything was bothering me, it was experiencing those migraines that I hadn’t gotten since I was a teenager.

      Jabari noticed the change in me too, so he came to me a couple of hours ago and told me that I should take a pregnancy test. I swear when he said that, I spit my water out because pregnancy wasn’t what I felt was going on with me. I think my dumb ass fucked around and fell in love, and now I was lovesick, but these two pregnancy tests that I held in my hands with bold double lines on them had proved me wrong and Jabari right.

      This moment wasn’t one out of one of those romance novels where the woman was overjoyed upon finding out that she was pregnant. I mean, I felt nothing. I wouldn’t say that I was shocked because these days, Jabari and I didn’t even know what a condom was. We had sex like it was going out of style. I mean, we were worse than two horny teenagers. Just the other day, I let him convince me to leave work early, so I could meet him at his store for a quickie in his office. In the middle of us doing all this fuckin’, we still hadn’t said what we were doing. I didn’t know if we were dating, just fuck partners, or what.

      Lowkey, I was scared to ask. If Jabari didn’t feel for me what I felt for him, I just might kill his ass. I honestly didn’t know if he was fuckin’ other bitches, but if he was, they weren’t getting too much of his time because I took up a lot of his hours. Here I was, a woman who swore up and down that I would never get pregnant and birth any kids, yet I had this dumb ass look on my face as I sat at the foot of the bed, hoping that those tests were rigged or something.

      “You know what we gotta do. I don’t want no kids, and neither do you. Let’s not even linger on this topic for too long,” Jabari said, standing in front of me with the test in his hands.

      I mean, no, I didn’t really want to keep the baby, but at the same time, I didn’t know why I expected him to be like one of those men who was happy about a pregnancy. For a quick two seconds, I pictured him picking me up and spinning me around as he told me how happy he was that I was carrying his baby. I pictured him getting on the phone with his homeboys with pure excitement in his voice as he told them that he had a baby on the way.

      “You let me hit that shit the second time I met you! We don’t take bitches like you seriously. We don’t wife hoes like you!” For whatever reason, the words that Jabari had said to me a couple of months ago replayed in my head. Although he apologized for it within seconds and swore up and down that he didn’t mean it, him quickly telling me to get an abortion within just one minute of me telling him that I was pregnant had me feeling like that statement held a little truth to it. I wondered if I had waited two months instead of two encounters to have sex with him, would he still want me to get an abortion? Would he have thought a little bit more of me?

      I had no idea why I was in my feelings like this. I never got emotional when it came to a nigga. Jabari wasn’t just any nigga, though. It was so much more than just good sex with him. We both came from broken homes, so we were able to connect on a lot of things.

      “I’ll call in the morning to make it then,” I commented.

      I tried to stand up, but he reached out and gently pushing me back down on the bed.

      “Fuck you got an attitude for? You the one said that you didn’t want any children. I can’t even see you being nobody’s mama, shorty,” he said.

      I don’t even think he realized that some of the shit he said hurt. I could talk shit all day, but I never said anything to Jabari to fuck with his pride. His tongue was so fuckin’ powerful, and even my tough ass couldn’t handle it all the time. The last part caused my eyes to get a little watery, but I wouldn’t dare fold in front of him. I couldn’t give him that much satisfaction.

      “Just out of curiosity, why wouldn’t you be able to see me being somebody’s mama?” I quizzed.

      “I didn’t even mean it like that, yo. Like, right now at this moment, I don’t see it, but that’s not to take away shit from you or to make it seem like you have a flaw or you’re incompetent to do so. Every fuckin’ thing a nigga says to you these days, I feel like you get so easily offended. Had I said that to you a month ago, I felt like you would have laughed the shit off and said something slick back to me. Why you so damn sensitive these days?” he quizzed.

      “Maybe it’s the pregnancy. Don’t worry, I’ll make the appointment.” This time, I pushed him out of the way so that I could rush into the bathroom.

      Once inside, I closed and locked the door behind me then turned the sink water on and sank down on the floor, pulling my knees up to my chest, and I silently cried. I had no idea when the hell I became such a weak ass bitch, but I was her, and she was me.

      I hated myself for falling in too deep with Jabari’s ass. I couldn’t even get with a nigga who respected me enough to the point that he wasn’t hollering for me to get an abortion within two minutes of knowing that I was pregnant. I had to leave Jabari alone because I didn’t like what the hell I was doing to myself. I felt like I only mattered to him when we were having sex. I only got called beautiful, bae, or anything else sentimental when he was balls deep inside of me and on the verge of busting a nut.

      It took me about five minutes to get myself together in the bathroom and calm my ass down. Once I stood up from the floor, I went over to the sink and washed my face. Since my skin was so light, it was obvious that I had been crying. My whole face was red. I didn’t stop running the water on my face until I felt like I looked normal again.

      When I finally walked out of the bathroom, Jabari was sitting at the foot of the bed smoking a blunt. It was almost seven at night, and we were both still in our work clothes. I was supposed to stay the night after we went out to dinner, but now I didn’t want to do any of that. All I wanted to do was go home.

      I could feel his eyes on me as I went into his walk-in closet and grabbed my oversized Louis Vuitton duffle bag.

      “You leaving? Fuck is wrong with you? I thought you wanted me to take you to Ruth’s Chris tonight. What happened to that?” he asked, coming in the closet where I was and looking down at me as I packed.

      “I don’t want to go anymore. I’m going home,” I let him know.

      “You so fuckin’ moody and bipolar. You were just sending a nigga text messages all day about how you were going to suck the skin off my dick when we got home, but now all of a sudden, you leaving. What the fuck, yo—”

      “Because you don’t fuckin’ respect me, Jabari! Answer this for me. What am I to you?” I asked and threw the clothes down in the bag.

      When I asked that question, my voice cracked. My stupid ass was really sitting about to start crying. Wow!

      “Fuck you mean what are you to me? You’re my girl! I thought we established that shit already,” he said like he really had no fuckin’ clue why I was angry.

      “When? When the hell did we have this conversation, Bari?” I was so mad.

      “Last night! You don’t remember when we were fuckin’, and I asked you whose pussy was that, and you said mine? That’s when we established that. Bae, I swear you tripping. On some real shit, you sitting here packing and crying, and I’m trying to figure out what the fuck I did to you. Shorty, I been good to you, man. I ain’t been fuckin’ no other bitches, I come home to you every night, and if I don’t, you come here. I’m trying to do this whole relationship shit although this is new to me. Can a nigga get some type of fuckin’ credit? Fuck, man!” he angrily spat.

      I didn’t even say anything. I just continued to pack up my things. When I was done, I stood up. I tried to walk past him, and he knocked the bag out of my hands. It fell on the floor.

      “You ain’t going nowhere, man. You caught an attitude with me for no fuckin’ reason, and now all of a sudden, you trying to leave! You can’t go! I’m holding your ass hostage!” he said and placed his hands on either side of the wall, blocking me from walking out of the closet.

      I didn’t even respond. I just stood there with my arms folded, looking him deep in his eyes and trying to find any clues that he was playing with me, but I didn’t find any.

      “I don’t like that shit, yo. You really just sat there and packed up all of your shit like you was getting ready to leave a nigga,” he said. Jabari reached for the front of my shirt and gently pulled me into him. “I may not be that type of nigga who expresses my feelings for you 24/7, but Mahogany, I’m trying like a motha fucka. Any other bitch who I had dealings with, they probably think I’m dead because I been ghost for two months due to spending all my fuckin’ time with you. Work with me, man. I apologize, but I wasn’t raised around love. I ain’t never watched a nigga show love to my ole girl, so I’m going off the dome when it comes to what I’m doing with you. I swear I don’t mean no harm,” he let me know.

      “Because you wasn’t raised around love is that why you want me to get an abortion? You basically just want to continue the cycle, right?” I quizzed.

      He sucked his teeth and then pulled down on his long chin hair.

      “Mahogany, why you doing this shit? I feel like you purposely trying to find a reason to beef with me. I remember the first night I stayed the night at your house, and you cooked for me. I remember that conversation that we had verbatim. You let it be known right then and there that you weren’t ever going to push no kids out for me. I was cool with that because, honestly, I wasn’t ready for all of that either. I still don’t think I’m ready. I can hardly do right by you, so how the fuck I’m supposed to do right by a child?

      “I grew up having ill feelings toward my ole girl because she basically let me run free and do what the fuck I wanted. In the beginning, I loved the freedom, but the older I got, I started questioning a lot of the shit that she did. It made me feel like she didn’t love a nigga because of her inability to care about what the fuck I did. I ain’t got no type of love in my heart for my bitch ass daddy! In a way, I feel like my parents failed me. The way I feel about them, I don’t ever want my child to grow up and feel that way about me. I ain’t ready, yo. I’m sorry,” he let me know.

      “Typical man. I guess none of this mattered to you when we were taking that risk and having unprotected sex. I swear, all you niggas are the fuckin’ same. Scared to be a father to a child, but you not scared to slide in some pussy without a rubber. I’m definitely going to make that appointment in the morning. I wouldn’t want a fuck nigga to have any type of affiliation with my child anyway!” I screamed then bent down to pick up the duffle bag that he’d dropped on the floor.

      I went from feeling sad to just feeling downright angry. I hated Jabari, with his manipulative ass. Stupid ass knew I wasn’t on birth control or anything. I was even madder at myself for allowing it.

      “Watch your fuckin’ mouth, yo! I don’t give a fuck how mad you are, watch your damn mouth,” he spat. He was angry, but I didn’t fuckin’ care! I was angry too, plus I was hurt.

      “Watch my mouth or what? Nigga, you don’t fuckin’ scare me! And to think I thought your dog ass was different. I hate that I even let you smell my pussy! Move!”

      This time, I pushed past his ass and bumped him out of the way. I had my duffle bag over my shoulder as I walked over to the foot of the bed, slid my feet in my slippers, then picked up my purse and put it on my other shoulder.

      “Shorty, you don’t even believe that shit. Go ahead and get the fuck out. You talking too much big shit for me and if I black your eye, Ima be wrong” he said, walking out of the closet and stepping further into the bedroom.

      “You don’t have to tell me to get out! I’m already leaving, nigga. I’m going home to my real baby daddy!” I spat, and he damn near jumped across the room to get to where I was.

      I screamed and tried to move because all I saw was his big, cocky ass coming my way, and I instantly thought that he was going to hit me. I didn’t move fast enough because, in no time, he was on me, all in my personal space. I could tell from the look in his eyes that he wanted to slap the shit out of me, but for whatever reason, he didn’t. I knew he was angry because of the veins popping out in his arms and the hardcore look on his face.

      “Didn’t I tell your ass to shut the fuck up? You fuckin’ another nigga, Mahogany?” he asked.

      He had me backed into the wall with my arms above my head, looking like he was ready to kill me if I said yes. I didn’t answer him because I wanted to see him sweat. After this, I swear I was done with this crazy ass nigga. In the beginning, I was fine with the fact that this nigga had lost a few screws, but now, that shit was just too fuckin’ overbearing.

      “Play stupid all you want. You don’t even have to answer it for me. I know you not fuckin’ another nigga. I just fucked you yesterday, and you still gripped my dick like a fuckin’ glove. You got me now, shorty. I don’t know if it’s love or what, but I’m feeling something, so if you even think about fuckin’ around on me, you may as well start digging your grave and that nigga’s. Put them fuckin’ bags down. I done already told your simple ass that you’re not going nowhere. Matter of fact, I want you to move in. Yeah, that’s what we going to do. You wanted to know what we are, right? Move your shit in here with me, and that tells you everything you need to know about the status of this damn relationship. I’m going outside on the porch to smoke. You done stressed a nigga out.”

      He roughly brought my arms down and walked out of the bedroom. Jabari’s ass was so fuckin’ crazy that I didn’t even want to test him by trying to leave, so I took my shoes back off and took a seat at the foot of the bed.

      My phone was sitting on the bed, so I picked it up to call Shae. I was so fuckin’ happy that my friend finally got some dick. Swear I wanted to cry tears of joy when he called me and told me that she and Miami had finally had sex. The phone rang a couple of times before she finally answered. From the wind that I heard, I could tell she was inside the car.

      “Hey, sis. What’s going on?”

      I smiled upon hearing her voice because I felt like the old Jashae was making her way out these days. I didn’t think that she would ever be fully over what happened to Vonte, but I could sense that she was happier these days. That’s all I and everyone around her really wanted.

      “Where are you?” I questioned.

      “Girl, I’m just leaving the office. Since I started back Monday, this has been the time that I’ve been leaving. Is it too soon to request a damn vacation?” she asked, followed by a laugh.

      “It’s never too soon. I gotta tell you something,” I said, unable to hold this little revelation.

      “Oh Lord, what the hell happened? Every time you start a conversation off with you have to tell me something, it always ends badly. Pleaseeee, don’t tell me you killed Jabari,” she said, and I had to laugh.

      What kind of person did she think I was?

      “No, but I want to. It’s worse, I’m pregnant,” I said.

      The words felt so weird coming out of my mouth. I’d never even had a pregnancy scare before, so this was definitely awkward as hell for me.

      “Girllll, I knew you spending all those nights over there was going to catch up to you. I’m sooo happy. Congratulations. You gotta have a girl. I gotta go with you to the first doctor’s appointment. Did you call and make it yet? Omg, what did Jabari sa—”

      “Shae! We don’t plan to keep it,” I said, cutting her off.

      If I hadn’t, she would have still been asking question after question.

      “What? Why? Mahogany, why?” she asked, and I could hear the sadness in her voice.

      “Jabari said that he wasn’t ready, and—”

      “Girl, fuck what he’s ready for! That nigga knew what he was doing! The question is, are you ready?” she quizzed.

      “Shae, I don’t know! I’m so damn conflicted. On one end, I wouldn’t mind being a mother, but on the other end, I don’t know the first thing about being somebody’s mother. Then, I don’t want to keep it and just become a baby mama and have Jabari resenting me after he already made it clear that he wanted me to get an abortion. On top of that, I don’t think Jabari and I are the poster picture for parents. I’m getting high with him just about every other day, and the shit we say to each other isn’t some shit that a kid is supposed to take in. Shae, I barely even know this nigga,” I shared.

      “Sis, I’m sorry, but I hear a bunch of excuses. At the end of the day, it’s your body, so it’s your decision. Nobody is the poster picture for a parent. You learn to become one as the days go by. I was a baby when I had Vonte. I didn’t even know how to change a damn diaper, but sis, I learned. I know you want to have this baby. You’re good with kids. I don’t think you’re giving yourself enough credit. What I just lost, you have the chance to have that now. Motherhood is beautiful. It’s hard as hell, but beautiful, nonetheless. It’s not up to me to make this decision for you, but whatever you decide to do, just know that I got you,” she assured me.

      We stayed on the phone until she made it to Miami’s house, and then I finally let her go. I didn’t want to ruin her night with all my drama. I ended up falling back on the bed and resting my head on two of the pillows. I lay there for a good five minutes until I felt my eyes getting heavy. In no time, I was knocked out. I was free from all conversation and thoughts of this pregnancy until I woke up and had to face it again.
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      A week later, and here we were. Although it’s what I wanted to do, that didn’t mean I was okay with doing this shit. I didn’t want to face this shit. I knew Mahogany didn’t want to either. I didn’t speak on it, but I heard her this morning crying in the bathroom when she was getting ready. I honestly didn’t know if Mahogany wanted to get the abortion or not because I hadn’t asked her. I was going off what she told me months ago, and months ago, she said that she didn’t want any children.

      A fly inside this car wouldn’t be able to run back and tell shit because there was no talking. The radio played softly in the background, but I doubt either of us was paying it any attention. The whole drive to the clinic, I stole little glances at Mahogany here and there. Her face was emotionless. She wore some tights with a black hoodie. Her full, curly hair was pulled back into a big ass ponytail, and one of her legs was pulled up in the seat as her other one rested on the floor. I could feel her nerves all the way from where I was sitting. It’s like I didn’t even exist to her because since she woke up this morning, she hadn’t said shit to my ass.

      The next morning after we found out that she was pregnant, and I told her to move in, shorty did the complete opposite. I’d left out that morning to go to the gym, and when I got back, her as was gone, and all of her shit was gone too. Shorty was so motha fuckin’ petty that she even took all her soaps and shit out of the bathroom, her little house shoes that she kept in my room, and the snacks that she had in my pantry.

      I didn’t know how to chase behind no woman, so I didn’t. I hadn’t seen Mahogany since the day we found out about the pregnancy. We went to bed with each other that night, I left her in the bed sleeping the next morning, and when I got back, she was gone. I’ll tell you this. Since she left, I ain’t really been feeling the same. I didn’t have an appetite for shit, and after I went to work, I brought my ass straight home. I hadn’t been to the strip club in about three weeks.

      Almost ten minutes later, we pulled into the plaza where the clinic was. We were about thirty minutes early, so we didn’t get out right away. I parked the car right in front of the suite that we would go into. The windows were rolled down, so we could pretty much hear everything outside.

      A kid’s boutique was next door to the clinic, and we watched as a Hispanic looking mother come out of the store with her two children. She had two girls. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but the oldest daughter looked as if she was about eight, and the younger one was maybe four or five. The mother had the bag from the store on her shoulder while she held onto each of their hands. Nothing really out of the ordinary was going on with them, but for whatever reason, it held both of our attention because Mahogany was looking as well.

      “I can’t wait to wear my new dress to the birthday party tomorrow. Thank you, Mommy. I love you so much,” I heard the older daughter say as her mom helped her get in the car.

      Their car was literally parked so close to ours that we were able to hear their entire conversation.

      “I love you too, baby girl,” I heard the mom say.

      “Me too, Mommy? What about me?” the youngest daughter asked.

      “Of course, you too,” the mother went on to say.

      I don’t know why, but that shit warmed the fuck out of my heart. It was beautiful. The moment the three of them were inside the car, and they pulled off, Mahogany quickly got out, making sure to slam the door in the process. Stupid shit like that made me want to get out of the car, chase her stupid ass, and choke her out. Because I didn’t go around putting my hands on women, I sat in the car for a few minutes and counted to ten, forward and backward. It was a little technique that I’d learned years ago in high school when my teacher thought that I needed to take anger management.

      That shit kind of just stuck. It had kept me from going to jail a few times. I finally got out of the car, and when I walked inside, there was a handful of people in the waiting room. I scanned the room until my eyes fell on Mahogany. She was sitting in the back, filling out papers. Her head was down, so she didn’t even know that I was in there.

      I took a seat in the empty chair that was next to her. The nigga in me wanted to get on her ass for slamming my car door like that, but I figured it wasn’t the time to do that shit. Maybe in a few more days, I would say something about it.

      I let about five minutes go by before I finally said something to her.

      “You straight?” I asked.

      It wasn’t even surprising that she ignored my question. I noticed that her hands were shaking as she filled out the information. Then, a tear had fallen onto the paper. She used the sleeve of her sweater to wipe her face. Eventually, she dropped the pen and started crying.

      “I… I… don’t want to do this, Jabariii,” she cried.

      It pulled at my heartstrings to hear her cry like that. For about two minutes, I didn’t do shit. I just sat there. The more I sat here, not doing anything, the more her ass sobbed. Everybody in the fuckin’ room was looking at us.

      “You don’t gotta do it then! Come on,” I said and took the paperwork from her lap.

      I reached out to help her stand up. When I walked over to the receptionist desk, I threw the clipboard on the counter with the paperwork halfway filled out.

      “We changed our mind. Thank you,” I said, and just like that, we walked out of the clinic together.

      I helped her into the car, but I didn’t get in right away. I went over to the back of the car, pressed against it, and when I was sure, I mean very sure that no one was looking, I shed a tear. Mahogany changing her mind and deciding that she wanted to keep this baby was going to change the rest of my life. I wasn’t scared of shit, but being a daddy scared the fuck out of me. What if I failed him or her? What if I wasn’t good enough, man?

      Growing up, I used to always say shit like I wished that Miami’s ole boy was my dad because I loved the fact that his pops was actually there for him. I ain’t ever want my child to have thoughts like that. Mahogany thought that I was just being like every other nigga in the world and trying to get rid of my responsibilities by making her kill our seed, but that wasn’t the case at all. I swear I was scared.

      About five minutes later, I heard her open the car door. Her face was still red, but she was no longer crying. She walked over to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and buried her face in my chest. My hands were on her lower back, and I was holding onto her tight as hell.

      “I’m scared too, Jabari. I don’t want to kill our child, though. I’m sorry,” she let me know.

      “Don’t apologize for shit. I shouldn’t have even asked you to do some foul shit like that, to begin with. We going to take some parenting classes or something, shorty. I don’t even know where to fuckin’ begin, man,” I let her know.

      She lifted her head and looked at me with those pretty ass eyes. Shorty was beautiful. My daughter had to look just like her, down to the freckles on her face, that sandy brown, curly hair, and those beautiful eyes that got her just about anything she wanted from me. I looked at her, and all I could do was shake my head because like I told her when we found out that she was pregnant, her ass had me. I was deep into this shit with her.

      “So, you’re not mad?” she asked.

      “Nah, bae, I’m good. This just means that I gotta go harder now. Ima always go hard for the ones I love, including your skinny ass,” I joked.

      “Nigga, you what? Did you just say you loved me?” she asked and cocked her head to the side.

      “You trippin’. A nigga ain’t say all of that. It’s just an expression that I was using,” I casually said, not even able to look her in the eye when I said it.

      I would feel vulnerable like a motha fuck if I were to let those three words fly out of my mouth. Although I didn’t necessarily say it, I think we both knew what it was. Mahogany looked at me with a smile on her beautiful ass face.

      “Awww, Bari. I love you toooo,” she cooed and leaned up to kiss me.

      Only Mahogany could have me out here with her wrapped in my arms, kissing her, and not giving a fuck who was looking at us. I always thought it was lame as fuck to be in love. As a man, I felt like it took away from my dominance or it made me feel like when it came to swag, I just didn’t have it like that anymore. I was wrong, though. Cuffing one broad and keeping her was some shit that should be an aspiration.

      This love feeling was good, after all.
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      I felt terrible. Like, so fuckin’ terrible. It was by the grace of God that I hadn’t miscarried this baby. I cried pretty much every day. I cried for Vonte. I cried for hurting his mother. I cried because I was sure she knew the truth now. I wasn’t a bad person. I swear to God I wasn’t. Being in love and wanting Vonte to just take a few minutes away from his hectic ass schedule is what had me looking like the devil, but I swear, I wasn’t.

      My grades in school were horrible because I simply couldn’t function whenever I decided to go to school, which was maybe once a week. I had to reach out to Vonte’s mom regarding my baby. I owed her that much. I was actually scared to face her, though. What if she tried to harm my child and me? Maybe I had been watching too many Lifetime movies and overreacting, but still. She had every reason to hate me and to become physical with me.

      I was pretty much going through all of this on my own. I couldn’t talk to my mother about it because I didn’t want to tell her what I’d done. I damn sure couldn’t talk to Reggie because then I would have to expose myself and let him know that in the beginning, I was lying and saying that this was Vonte’s baby. Besides, Reggie wasn’t even talking to me. He and I weren’t on the best of terms. Ever since Toddrick embarrassed him that day after we’d left from my doctor’s appointment, he hadn’t really been talking to me. He demanded to know what Toddrick had talked to me about that day, but like a stubborn kid, I wouldn’t say. I guess after that, he called himself dumping me, but these days, I couldn’t care less about Reggie and his damn feelings.

      All I cared about was Vonte. I missed him so fuckin’ much. Any other time, I would have been worried sick about what Reggie was doing, especially since he hadn’t been calling or texting just to check up on me, but I swear I was so over it. I needed to get right with myself and come forward with the truth. Of course, I wasn’t stupid enough to tell Vonte’s mom that I was the one who took his gym bag, but I would be woman enough to apologize for lying to her and leading her to believe that I was carrying her grandchild.

      Today was the day that I was going to do that. My heart just couldn’t continue to suffer like this. Coming clean was the only way that I would be able to have a healthy pregnancy. Well, in my case, coming clean about part of what I had done.

      Here I was, a block away from Vonte’s home, and I was driving at the same pace that a turtle walked. I was scared, so of course, I was stalling. I think it was the love that I had in my heart for Vonte that made me want to fess up to his mother. If I didn’t care so much about Vonte, I honestly couldn’t have cared less about his mother’s feelings. Even in spirit, I wanted him to continue loving me, so if this was what I had to do, then so be it.

      I finally made it to the house, and his mother’s car parked in the driveway along with a royal blue Maserati Levante SUV. The music was blasting from the SUV, and I could see the lights on outside the car, which let me know that someone was inside. I assumed that the way I was parked in front of the house after creeping to get to it is what had the driver getting out of the car.

      I sucked my teeth when I saw who it was. What was he? Her fuckin’ bodyguard? I couldn’t even get mad because he was so damn fine. Vonte’s mom was so lucky. His attitude sucked, and he was so fuckin’ rude, but aside from all that, this man was beautiful. I watched him as he peered at my car from where he was standing, more than likely trying to see who I was.

      I was driving my mom’s car, and her tints were pretty dark. Helping him out a little, I rolled down the passenger window since he was standing closer to that side. When he saw that it was me, I noticed the scowl that I felt he permanently had on his face grew harder as he walked over to me.

      Even his walk was sexy. The way he had a little sag in the white jeans that he was wearing, and I could see his brown Louis Vuitton belt, and the way the white Louis Vuitton hoodie fit him had my young ass wishing that I was a little bit older, so I could have him.

      “Fuck is you doing here? You lost or something?” he asked, getting right to the point.

      The way he hated me; you would have thought that Vonte was his child. Over the years, Vonte had told me how close he and Miami were. He let it be known that prior to Miami moving back down here, their relationship had faded a little bit, and that was only because of the busy schedule that they both had. From what Vonte told me, though, Miami would tell text and call him just to check up on him and see if he needed anything. Vonte was so closed in when it came to his feelings, but I knew that he loved Miami. Actually witnessing Miami go hard for the ones he loved, I could see why Vonte loved him.

      “I wanted to talk to her. Is she inside?” I asked.

      He could tell how nervous I was from the way my voice shook as I talked. He put fear in my heart. His whole demeanor was enough for me to hightail it away from her home, but I needed to do this.

      “Yo, shorty, you did enough! Ain’t shit to talk to her about. Wanna know why I’m over here so early in the damn morning?” he asked, walking a little closer to the car. I didn’t answer him. If anything, I just stayed quiet and waited for him to let me know why. “There’s a family that’ll be here in a few minutes, and in about another month, they going to give birth to their first child. Shae said that she saw the mother in the grocery store a few days ago, and after finding out that the family was going through some financial issues, she decided to give everything in that nursery to them. The same nursery that she thought her grandchild would spend some of his days in.

      “When it’s two o’clock in the fuckin’ morning, and my girl is in the room, the bathroom, or the kitchen crying because her son is no longer here or because she will no longer have a piece of him, which was supposed to be your child, you won’t be nowhere to be found. It’ll be me trying to get her to calm down for hours at a time, so nah, you can’t see her. You played a role in her hurt. As her nigga, I won’t allow people who hurt my woman to be in proximity to her, so go on. It ain’t shit here for you!” he spat.

      For about thirty seconds, I didn’t move. I just sat in my car, trying to see if I should try him or not by getting out of the car and going to the front door. After all, I was pregnant, and who the hell was going to harm a pregnant chick?

      “I’m crazy, shorty. Crazy about what’s mine. You and this Corolla better raise the fuck up out of here,” he spat.

      The crazed look in his eyes had me putting the car back in drive and moving away from in front of her home. I felt my eyes become a little misty because I’d driven all the way down there basically for nothing. I was back on the main road, and all of a sudden, my phone started to ring. It was on the passenger seat, and I looked over, only to see that it was Reggie calling.

      I ignored his call because it’s been almost a fuckin’ month, and now, all of a sudden, his ass wanted to call and check up on me. As I approached a red light, my phone went off again, but it was letting me know that I had a text message. Curiosity had gotten the best of me, so I looked at the message that was sent to my phone. It was Reggie texting me in bold letters, telling me to call him, and in parenthesis, he said that it was important. It wasn’t important. That was just his narcissistic ways coming out and him thinking that he could say something like that to me, and I was supposed to be so stupid and actually call.

      I was in the middle of cursing his stupid ass out through a text message, when the car behind me had blown the horn, telling me to make the light. I never looked up; I just went. It was one of those things that could have been easily avoided had I been paying attention, but it was too late. As I made the left turn get on the other side of the street, the cars that were coming straight from the other way were already inches away from my car. I saw my life flash before my eyes before the crash even happened.

      I got a look at one specific driver, and that was a woman driving a ram truck and her eyes matched exactly what I felt, which was scared shit less. Although I couldn’t hear her scream, I felt it. My hand touched the bottom of my stomach as I held onto my baby, thinking that I was protecting him. I didn’t care if I didn’t make it. It was my baby that I cared about.

      On the other hand, by the way this car flipped, turned, and slid across the road, it would be by the grace of God if the paint on the cars even made it out.
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      “Nigga, I ain’t playing with you either! If you don’t see another car parked outside Shae’s house, then just go! I don’t need you scaring her ass like that. She already not picking up the phone for me, so I already know that if you go over there alone, she’s going to think I put you up to it, and I can’t have her hating me forever. I know how you are, Dino. I’ll kill behind my baby mama. If it’s not another car, move around then, nigga.” Trip was on the other end of the phone, giving out orders like his ass was still the king of this shit.

      I respected Trip, so I listened without any interruptions just to add onto his ego and let him believe that he was running some shit. Trip and I went way back. I’m talking days when he and I were so fuckin’ broke that we had to steal quarter juices. Just like him, I was an only child with a mama who treated me like she wished that she would have swallowed my ass instead. We were two bad ass niggas from Miami who really didn’t fear shit, and our main goal in life was to stack some fuckin’ paper so we could stop being broke all our fuckin’ lives.

      I knew that Trip was a real nigga in the first grade when I met him and he was beating a nigga’s face in at the playground with a piece of the brick wall that I was still not sure how he even managed to get a hold of it. Little nigga was bad just like me and didn’t give a fuck about shit. We broke into homes together, robbed nearby convenience stores, sold dope, and just about every other illegal thing that could have gotten our black asses killed or locked up years ago.

      In our teenage years, we even started a whole fuckin’ gang that we were still repping to this fuckin’ day. Truth be told, I just knew that I would be the one to get a life sentence before Trip. When Trip got with Shae, I’ll admit that he wasn’t as wild as he used to be. For example, instead of wanting to break into a nigga’s house five times out of the week, he’d opt to do it maybe twice. Shae and Vonte changed him. I noticed the way he would turn down certain deeds because he would be thinking about his little family and how his actions could possibly take him away from them. I didn’t have a bitch, neither did I have any children, so I still played Russian Roulette with my life.

      When I lost Trip to the system, I swear I lost a part of myself too. I was so close with this nigga that I felt like I was doing that sentence with him. I know a lot of niggas who could be sitting in that cell instead of Trip. Hell, even my ass could be doing that time instead of him. I can vouch for the nigga and say that the bad shit he was doing in the streets when he was free was just his way of providing for his family. That nigga was trying to put his baby mama through college, so he had to grind.

      “I hear you, nigga! I should go in there and scare her ass for the fuck of it. She talks too much shit, with her black ass,” I joked and took a pull from the blunt that I was smoking on.

      Trip had a gorgeous ass baby mama, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to raise my hand a few times and slap her in her fuckin’ mouth. Out of respect for her being my man’s baby mama, I didn’t touch her, but she talked too much shit for me. She’d always been that way too. As kids, she would always talk to me and the other niggas that Trip hung around crazy because she thought that we were no good for him when in reality, none of us were good for each other. Shit, Trip was the leader of the fuckin’ gang, but she was too blind to even see all of that.

      If I had to trade places with Trip on anything, it would be me having Shae. Since I knew I couldn’t have shorty, then I wanted a girl like her. She talked shit, but that crazy bitch loved the fuck out of her man. Ten years, and shorty was still holding him down. Mannn, I wanted some shit like that. Then again, I wasn’t even sure if she was holding him down like that because ever since I told him about her being hugged up with Miami, the streets had been talking. They say that’s his bitch now. He was a famous ass nigga, so they were gracing the blogs like they were the Jay & Bey of Miami.

      You couldn’t be from Miami and not know that Shae was forbidden fruit. The fact that the silly nigga knew that shit, yet he was still pursuing her was the reason he would have to pay with his life. I hoped it was tonight too. I hadn’t killed a nigga in months. I would love for him to be the one to take me out of retirement. Plus, I owed that nigga a bullet to the brain after the way he talked to me like I was a bum on the streets after Vonte’s funeral. I hoped I caught him knee deep in the pussy too. That was always the best way to kill a nigga.

      “Dino, I swear I ain’t playing with you, man. If she’s there alone, my son is not there to protect her. It ain’t her who I want dead. It’s that nigga! Shae always used to leave a spare key somewhere around the house. Check under the mat, mailboxes, even the flowerpot. If not, we hood niggas, so we know how to play with a lock. In and out. Make the shit dirty. Oh yeah, and one last thing…”

      “What’s that?” I asked.

      “If she begs you not to take that nigga’s life, take hers right after you take his because that means she loves that nigga!” he said.

      I could hear the coldness in his voice. If the shoe were on the other foot, I would have been the same way about my bitch. Jashae had to have some good pussy. I would never ask because I had watched the way he stomped a nigga out when we were like seventeen years old after he asked because she had him in the store buying her pads. Niggas weren’t doing shit like that for no bitch.

      One thing about Trip, he wouldn’t dare tell another soul what Jashae’s pussy was hitting on, but that shit had to have been good. He wanted too many niggas dead if they ever tried to fuck with her, so it had to be. I chopped it up with him on the phone for about another five minutes or so, and then we hung up.

      It was a little after ten at night when I pulled away from the projects that I grew up in, which were the same projects that I still lived in. I had money, but I wasn’t rich. I could move out of this motha fucka if I wanted to, but for what? I loved it there.

      I knew where Shae lived, so I made my way to her home. She moved out of the hood first chance she got, so it took me a little while to get to her house. Pulling up, the first thing I noticed was that it was just her Lexus parked in the driveway. I thought about Trip telling me to leave if I didn’t see another car parked in the driveway. What if that nigga was hiding his car in her garage?

      As soon as that thought entered my mind, it quickly left. Miami didn’t give me vibes that he was the type of nigga who had to hide his car. I didn’t care for the nigga, but I also knew that he wasn’t scary. Trip told me not to fuck with his girl, but I just wanted to make sure because you just never really knew. I didn’t park my car in her driveway, let alone on the sidewalk in front of her house. It was guest parking on the next block, so that’s where I parked it.

      I made sure I had my gun tucked in my side, and I walked the dark streets. On this side of town, I didn’t have to worry about a nigga running up behind me and trying to jack me. I could walk these streets with no type of protection and still feel protected. When I made it in front of Shae’s house, I checked every possible place where I felt like she would hide a key, but I couldn’t find any. I had to resort to my old ways and pick with the lock.

      It took me damn near ten minutes to finally get the doorknob to jiggle and to make my way inside her crib. There had to be a God because I prayed she didn’t have an alarm that would go off, and she didn’t. That’s when I looked up and saw that there was an alarm, but she just didn’t have it set. Shorty had mentally and physically moved out of the hood for good because she didn’t even think that she was supposed to set alarms around this bitch.

      I had my gun in my hand, and it was crazy because the first picture that I saw on the wall was of Vonte. It was his senior picture that he’d taken at the beginning of the school year. I remember because he’d given me one, and I had it at home. Only time I got to see Vonte was if I decided to go to a game because Shae did everything in her power to keep that nigga from around us. The picture of him on the wall was one of him where he wasn’t even smiling. Call me crazy, but I felt like the nigga was telling me to leave his mama alone, but I kept right on walking further into the house.

      This was my first time there, so I had to guess which room belonged to her. It smelled good as fuck in that house, though. Like cinnamon mixed with vanilla or some sweet shit like that.

      There was a bedroom downstairs with the door cracked but only by a little bit. The nightlight in the room gave away that it was a bedroom. I gently kicked the door open with my foot and praised God that it didn’t make that squeaky sound. From where I stood, I could see that Shae was in bed alone. Everything was telling me to just leave now and leave her the fuck alone, just like Trip had warned me to, but when would I ever get this close to shorty again? I wanted to take advantage of the situation, so I walked further into the room.

      She had to have been a freak because she slept naked. The sheets were resting right at the crack of her ass while she laid on her stomach in a peaceful ass sleep. A pretty bitch who didn’t even snore. I liked her better when her mouth was closed. It was so obvious that Miami wasn’t in this bitch, yet here I still was. I walked a little closer and I’m not even sure what was on the side of her bed, but I ended up tripping over it. My big ass almost fell, but I caught my balance. She stirred in her sleep.

      “Miami? Baby, is that you?” she called out.

      I ducked and hoped that she wouldn’t see me. I heard her moving around on the bed. She was Trip’s bitch, so I didn’t know if shorty had a gun ready to blast me, so instead of hiding like a bitch, I pulled my shit out. The lamp on the side of her bed came on, and my gun came into view.

      I stood there, mesmerized by the prettiest set of chocolate titties that I’d ever seen in my fuckin’ life. Yet, she sat there, looking down the barrel of the gun from a 6’6”, 295-pound nigga. I knew she had to have been scared shitless. If she had a gun and I didn’t have one, I would have been dead seconds ago because just like a nigga, I was letting the sight of some pussy blind me.

      “What the fuck! Why the fuck are you in here? I’m calling the police,” she yelled and tried to reach for her cellphone that was on the nightstand next to her, but I rushed her and slapped it out of her hand.

      I tackled her little ass, throwing her down on her back while I stayed on top of her. I could smell her fear. She was naked, exposing her entire body for me. Her shit was nice. Her body looked nothing like one that had birthed a child. She was perfect, man. She looked up at me with eyes that screamed her fear and anger. I could see why Trip would be ready to kill a whole fuckin’ village over her ass.

      “Where the fuck that nigga at?” I questioned.

      “You’re fuckin’ sick! Trip made you do this? You’re looking for a nigga who has absolutely nothing to do with you! If I never thought that you wanted to suck Trip’s dick, I definitely think so now—”

      Pow!

      I punched her right in her fuckin’ mouth. Swear I tried to knock out a few teeth when I did it. She screamed, and her hands immediately went for her mouth where I’d just punched her. She kicked, screamed, and cried, trying to fight her way off me, but I wasn’t letting up.

      “That’s what Trip should have done to your ass a long fuckin’ time ago! Miami got every fuckin’ thing to do with me. Trip can’t handle that nigga because he’s behind those fuckin’ walls, and me, being my brother’s keeper, I gotta handle the shit for him. Ima ask you again, where that nigga at?”

      She was still crying and holding her mouth, which was leaking like a flood. I had decked her ass good.

      “Bitch, you don’t hear me talking to you?” I asked, pulling her by her hair and making her sit up in the bed.

      This was what Trip meant earlier on the phone when he mentioned that he knew what type of nigga I was. It was no secret that I was the type of nigga to stomp a bitch out. I mean, I didn’t go around looking for bitches to put my hands on, but if one ever tried me, I made it my duty to knock their asses out and put them right back into their fuckin’ place.

      “Get the fuck off me! Get off meeee!” she screamed and kicked her legs.

      She fucked around and kicked me in my balls. On instinct, I swung the gun and started pistol whipping her ass with it. Never mind the pain that I was in because I was beating this bitch’s ass. I fucked her up all around this bedroom, and she fought back. Everything in my head was telling me to shoot this bitch, but I knew that Trip would have me killed. That is, if he didn’t have me killed for putting my hands on her.

      “Police! Put your hands in the air!” I heard from behind me.

      Like a nigga who got caught with his dick out, I shoved her ass into the wall, dropped the gun, and stood up. Like that bitch was fuckin’ royalty, the cops rushed to her aid, whereas the other cops in the room came over and slammed my black ass down. I swear them crackas were kneeing me in my back and everything as they placed the handcuffs on me.

      All the while, I heard Shae off in the distance crying like I shot her stupid ass. When they stood me up, I was able to look at her, and there was so much blood on her face that she looked unrecognizable. Walking out of the bedroom, my eyes landed on another picture of Vonte. This time, it was a picture of him when he was maybe four or five years old. Just like the one from downstairs, he was mugging on this picture. It’s like he was showing me that he saw what I’d done.

      All I could do was shake my head. I should have listened to those voices in my head that were telling me to leave her ass alone because now this shit just might cost me my life. Word traveled so fuckin’ fast around Miami that I knew Trip would find out about this shit. On top of that, Shae was going to tell that nigga on me.

      Trip was the type of nigga that you should fear, not just because I knew him personally, and I knew what he would do to a person who fucked with people he loved. It was just the mere fact that this nigga was doing a life sentence, and he had nothing to lose.
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      I went to New York today on business. Like a thief in the night, I was in and out. With this fight coming up, I had been in and out doing a lot of press, and truth be told, if the shit wasn’t for a good cause, I would have been tapped out on this shit. It was hard enough that I already had to fight for the first time since my mom’s passing, then I had to deal with all this other shit.

      I wanted Shae to go with me, but she explained that she had too much work at the job to take off, and I understood that shit. Shae had just got back to work a couple of weeks ago after missing months when Vonte died. Besides her beauty, her bomb ass personality, and everything else that she possessed, I swear I liked the way she got up and took her ass to work in the morning. I could take care of shorty for ten lifetimes, but she didn’t want me to.

      I told her to transfer all the bills to me, so I could pay her mortgage and whatever else she had, but she wouldn’t let me. I loved that fuckin’ woman, man. I was on a private jet right now, maybe about thirty minutes away from landing, and all I could think about was picking up my daughter and going to see my girl.

      Taniya damn near cried, begging me to let her spend the night with Shae, but my dad wanted her. He hadn’t gotten to see her as much because if I wasn’t working, I was up under my shorty, and Taniya would be right with us. I loved the fact that Taniya liked Shae. It was one thing for me to like Jashae, but I swear it was a whole other thing for my daughter to like her.

      My daughter had been staying with me full time for two months, and Tahira was flying down next weekend to see her. I wanted to let Tahira meet Shae at that time. There were no ifs, ands, or buts that I was going to marry Shae, so I felt that it was only right that I allowed Tahira to see the woman who I had around our child.

      I sat on the private jet by myself except for the two flight attendants who were on board along with the pilot. I held a glass of Hennessey in my hands. My phone started buzzing in my lap, and I looked down, just to see that it was Jabari calling. This nigga was going to stress me the fuck out. It was a domino effect with this pregnancy. Mahogany was stressing him out, then he came calling me, stressing me the fuck out.

      I was proud that his ass was going to be a daddy, but I wouldn’t lie and say that he wasn’t working my fuckin’ nerves! Half the time he called; he was calling to vent. Right now, he was dealing with a woman and her pregnancy hormones. He had a little way to go, so there really wasn’t shit that I could do but keep him motivated. Although I wasn’t there to witness Tahira’s pregnancy, I was there after the fact, and I mean it when I say that those after pregnancy hormones and mood changes are just as bad.

      I wanted to ignore the nigga, but for him to be calling me at two in the morning, the shit had to have been serious. I hoped his ass didn’t fuck around and kill Mahogany over there.

      “Yo,” I answered the phone and set the cup down.

      “Where you at, bruh?” he asked.

      I could hear the seriousness in his voice. Only time I ever heard this nigga be serious was when my ole girl died and when he called me and told me that Mahogany was pregnant. Jabari was a jokey ass nigga, always feeling the need to play around and shit, so hearing him like this caused me to sit up in the chair. When the flight attendant walked and inquired if I needed anything, I put my finger up for her to give me a minute.

      “You know where I’m at. I’m on the jet, on my way home. What’s good, nigga?” I aggressively asked him. I knew it was a problem. I could feel that shit.

      My heart started beating like a motha fucka, and I could feel sweat beads starting to form on my forehead because I knew he was getting ready to tell me some bullshit.

      “It’s Shae, she—”

      “She what? What the fuck happened?” I asked, cutting him off.

      It was the way he started the sentence off that I didn’t like. I knew it would be bad. Even though I had just talked to her before I boarded the flight and she told me she was going to sleep, I was smart enough to know that was well over two hours ago, and anything could happen in that amount of time.

      “I don’t know all the details yet, but a nigga somehow got into the house, and he did her dirty, man. He left her face gruesome. I just got to the hospital with Mahogany, and I couldn’t even stand to see shorty looking like that, so I had to walk out and—”

      “Put her on the phone,” I said.

      By this time, I was pacing the aisle of the jet. Angry wasn’t even the right word to describe how I felt. A nigga was so fuckin’ mad that I could cry. I leave town for not even twenty-four hours, and my girl gets violated. Fucked up part about all of this is that Shae didn’t have beef with nobody, so whatever nigga had touched her was obviously looking for me.

      I had literally just talked to shorty. She was on the phone telling me how she couldn’t wait for me to get back home. I had just made love to her ass early this morning before I left. I loved God deeply, but dammit, I was questioning his motives right now. Why was Shae all of a sudden his target? Shit was happening back to back to her, but for what? What was the purpose of all this shit? I would have thought that whatever negative shit could possibly happen in her life would be put on hold, especially after losing Vonte, but nah, fucked up shit was still happening.

      “The cops and shit in the room with her. It’s a gang of people in there, including the doctor and all those fuckin’ nurses and detectives, so—”

      “Bari, I sound like I give a fuck about all that shit right now, nigga? For my fuckin’ sanity, put my shorty on the phone, so I can hear her voice, yo!” I barked.

      I heard him release a sigh, and then I heard some shuffling on his side of the line. I swear it felt like ten minutes had gone by before I heard…

      “Hello?”

      I could hear that she was still shaken up. Her voice was raspy, and she sounded weak.

      “Choc, I’m sorry. I swear to God, I’m sorry. I should have never left you there by yourself,” was the only thing that I could think of to say.

      Although there was more, I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that someone had the fuckin’ balls to touch her. That wasn’t Trip’s shorty no more, she was mine, and I had made that clear too.

      “Miami, where are you? I need you.”

      Hearing her say that shit, I swear my heart broke. She needed me when this shit happened, and I was in a whole other fuckin’ city. As a man, when it was your job to be your shorty’s rock, and some shit happened like this, you couldn’t help but feel worthless. I felt like I had failed her.

      “This plane should be landing in less than twenty minutes. Who did this shit to you? Do you know?” I asked her.

      “It was Dino. The officers checked the front door, and they told me that he was able to get in by picking the lock. I’m so dumb. I should have put the alarm on, and none of this would have happened. This is all my fault,” she said and then burst out crying.

      Her tears tugged at my heart.

      “Fuck you mean this is your fault, Shae? Ain’t none of this shit your fault, yo. We don’t even have to say the shit, but we both know who put the battery in his fuckin’ back to do the shit. I tried to be nice to that nigga over the phone because had I lost you, I know I would have been feeling fucked up too, so I was trying to take his feelings into consideration. At the same time, I’m not about to let that nigga think that I’m some fuckin’ easy target and he can pull shit like this. I want him to call you because I want him to add me on his visitation list. I need to put a birdie in his ear. Fuck, man!” I yelled and swung my arm, but didn’t hit shit.

      I can’t explain to you what I was feeling. I had Shae’s heart, so I was naturally hurt by this shit along with her.

      

      At the hospital

      I ran toward the elevator doors and hoping on like I was seconds away from Shae having my baby, and I didn’t want to miss the arrival of our child. If I could have flown the fuckin’ plane myself, I would have done that because that’s just how badly I wanted to get to this hospital, especially since I’d already missed out on so much.

      The security at the hospital front desk quickly checked me in, and before he could fully let me know which room Shae was in, I took off. When the elevator doors opened, about three detectives were walking my way. I gave them a head nod, and I kept on walking. Jabari was the first face that I saw. Just like he’d told me over the phone, he was standing outside with a weary ass look on his face.

      When I was close enough to him, nothing needed to be said. We gave each other a pound, and I walked inside. Everybody was inside Shae’s room; her grandmother, her ole boy, and Mahogany. For the longest, I purposely tried to look everywhere but in her direction, because I was actually scared to see her face. I didn’t want to see that nigga’s handiwork. It was only so much stalling that I would be able to do because this room wasn’t that big. The room was quiet as hell. Only sound was from the machine inside the room. I walked over to Shae, and her eyes were closed. She was in a deep sleep.

      Looking down at her, I wouldn’t even lie and say that my eyes didn’t become misty. Her upper lip was busted, and I could see the dried blood. I wasn’t even sure what happened on the right side of her forehead, but there was a big bandage covering the wound. Her entire face was swollen, and black and blue bruises took up just about every spot on her face. I looked down at her hands, which had scratches, and that alone showed me that she was in there fighting for her life.

      “She has rib damage, and when her eyes open, you’ll notice that they both are swollen. They gave her pain medication, which is what put her to sleep. Miami, I like you. I really like you, but at the same time, I love my granddaughter to death. This has been my baby since she came on this Earth. I know why they did this to her. I may be old, but I’m no fool. I want to see Shae happy. I actually like her with you, but I will not lose my baby to this shit, you hear me?” she asked, and her voice cracked when she said it. Even a tear fell from her eyes that she didn’t even bother to wipe. “You better finish it before it’s too late. I just lost my great grandbaby. I won’t lose Shae too,” and with that, Shae’s grandmother walked away.

      She had every reason to be mad. Hell, she could even be mad at me if she wanted to. Out of respect for Shae, I didn’t say shit. Shae’s father gave me a head nod, and then he walked out of the room. Mahogany placed her hand on my shoulder for a few seconds and then left when Jabari called her. Now, it just left Shae and me in the cold hospital room.

      I took a seat on the side of the bed that they had her lying in, and I picked up her hand then kissed the back of it. Her body didn’t even stir, so I was sure that whatever they’d given to her had to have been strong. She was knocked out. I sat there for maybe two hours, just trying to picture the details of how her night could have possibly gone. I thought about how scared she had to have been. I knew Dino, and I knew how big that silly looking, ugly ass nigga was. No woman would want to wake up and see that type of nigga looking down at them.

      I hadn’t asked the question yet because, truthfully, I was scared to know the answer. I mean, no one had said anything, but still, that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen. I knew he’d touched her, but I wanted to know if he had touched her, touched her, if you know what I mean. When Shae and I finally decided that we wanted to give this relationship thing a try, I already knew what time it was. I knew there would be people who didn’t want us together, but never in a million years did I think that some shit like this would happen.

      When she woke up, I would let her know upfront how much her life was getting ready to change. First things first, she was selling that fuckin’ house and moving in with me. Now that I knew how fuckin’ grimy niggas could be, I wanted my shorty at my home laying her head down with me for the rest of her life. I was putting security on her ass too. I wouldn’t be able to live with myself if something else happened to Shae, all because of her involvement with me.

      Thirdly, I needed to talk to Trip over the phone and have that nigga add me to his visitation list because I had to look that man in his eyes and let him know that I would not play behind my girl. All that shot calling that he liked to do behind those walls was going to get those niggas killed. On everything I love, I wanted him to send a nigga to my doorstep. The way I was feeling right now, I could kill me a few niggas!
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      A week had passed since the attack. Crazy how that was able to put me back into the dark place that I thought I’d escaped. Dino coming into my home and putting his hands on me was just a reminder that my son was no longer here because Vonte used to be my biggest protector. Vonte would be the one to walk the halls of our home at night just to make sure that everything was in place. Although my baby was just a kid, I always felt so protected with him at home with me. He was also the one who would make sure that the alarm was set at night because there were times that I would become so distracted that I would forget to set it. That’s what happened that night.

      I was on the phone with Mahogany running my mouth, and I forgot to put the alarm on in the house. I couldn’t get that night out of my mind. It’s crazy because months ago when I lost Vonte, I was ready to die. God had put me in a situation where I’d come close to death, and it took that happening to me for me to realize that I wasn’t ready to leave this earth yet. That’s why the power of the tongue was so important and why we had to watch what came out of our mouths. Dino had to have been three times my body weight, but I fought like hell. I just remember him being on top of me, punching me and slapping me anywhere that his blows would land. Every time that I was able to get a lick in, he would get so angry and damn near try to kill my ass.

      Luckily, I stayed in an area with good neighbors and security. My next door neighbor called the police after she saw someone coming inside my house who she’d never seen before. Mind you, when she gave her statement, she didn’t even tell the police that she saw Dino picking with the lock. She was just so nosey, and she’d never seen Dino before, which is why she called. I owed that lady my life because had the police never barged inside, I know for a fact that Dino would have killed me in that room.

      Although it’s been a week since it happened, the pain in my body still felt like it happened yesterday. The swelling in my face hadn’t gone down much, but it didn’t look as bad as it did the night I was brought into the hospital. The swelling around my eyes was still there, and my lip was still healing. The pain in my ribs was something that I couldn’t even explain. It was so bad that I was walking with a limp. That came from Dino kicking me in my ribs after I’d kneed him in his dick again.

      I hated Trip after this. In the past, there was really nothing that he could do to get me to hate him, but after this, I swear I wished nothing good on him. For him to send Dino’s ass to my house showed me that he could give two fucks about me or my wellbeing. On top of that, I was angry at myself. I felt stupid, betrayed, and numb to all this bullshit. This was a man who I held down for over ten years. I deprived myself of time, conversation, and sex from other men, all for a nigga who was so undeserving of any of that.

      For ten years, almost every fuckin’ Saturday, I was back and forth to see him in Orlando, just so I could show his ass that I cared. I don’t care how mad Trip was with me, I will never be able to wrap my head around the fact that he could be so hateful. As much as I wanted to change my phone number, Miami told me to hold off on it because he wanted Trip to call again, so he could talk to him. So far, I hadn’t heard from him, and I was happy about that. On the other hand, I wanted him to call, just to let him know that he’d lost me for good. I wanted him to know that he was going to rot in that fuckin’ prison, and he would never in his fuckin’ life have to worry about me answering another phone call, putting another dime on his books, making that ride to see him, none of that!

      I had a good heart, so in the past, if Trip would fuck up, I would always forgive him because I didn’t want him to have to do that time alone. I knew that his mama didn’t make it her business to go and check up on him like I did. Because I didn’t want to just leave him high and dry, I would still forgive him, even though a lot of the shit he’s done over the years weren’t things that I needed to forgive him for. That and the fact that we had Vonte then, and I didn’t want my son to see his parents beefing with each other.

      Vonte was no longer here, and I had to tell myself that I didn’t owe Trip shit! Not even my fuckin’ loyalty. He wasn’t even loyal to me because had he been, Dino would have never found his way to my damn house. Trip had to tell Dino my address. It showed when I would send him letters in the past or when he would send me letters. Dino wouldn’t know where to find me without the help of Trip.

      I was angry at the world. I felt like no one could relate to what I was going through. No one could feel the type of pain that I was feeling. I was grateful for everybody that I had in my life who was trying to be there for me, but nothing that they could say or do would take away what happened to me. It’s been a whole fuckin’ week since the day that I came home from the hospital, and I won’t even use the bathroom without Miami standing outside the door, making sure no one is there to harm me. Just last night, I had Miami walk the halls of his house twice, just to make sure that we were fine.

      I loved Miami so much, but I was scared of what came with being with him. At the same time, I didn’t want to end something that was pretty much just getting started. Here it was, twelve in the afternoon, and Miami all but dragged me with him to the gym so I could sit in the stands and watch him as he boxed. We were going to Vegas in a few weeks for the fight that he had coming up. Although physically, I was there, mentally, I was somewhere else. I couldn’t even tell you how good of a job Miami was doing or if he needed improvement because I wasn’t paying attention.

      “Ima be here for about another hour. You want me to call Manny to take you to the house, or you going to wait?” Miami came over to the bleachers where I was sitting and asked.

      Hearing his voice snapped me out of the daze that I was in. The mention of Manny had me rolling my eyes. Manny was the security that he had hired. I get it, it was just a precaution, but on the other hand, it showed me the lengths that we had to take just for the two of us to be together. I shouldn’t have to have fuckin’ security to be with someone I loved. It wasn’t Miami that I was mad at, but lately, I felt like he was the one that I was taking my frustrations out on.

      I looked at him through the oversized Gucci frames that I had on, and I took a while to answer him. All he wore was a pair of gym shorts, and there was so much sweat on his body that it looked like someone had thrown a whole bunch of baby oil on him. I got a chance to look at the tattoos that filled his body, which started from his neck and stopped just above the trail of hair that went down to his pubic area. Miami was every woman’s fantasy, and I think he knew that too.

      “You said that almost two hours ago. I don’t get why you couldn’t just drop me off at my grandma’s house or even my daddy’s. I don’t want to be around no damn Manny. I don’t even know him! You gave me the option to have him take me home when you knew that I would decline it. I don’t want to be around him, and I don’t want to be in the house by myself,” I snapped, rolling my eyes hard as hell at him.

      “You don’t know him, but I do! I looked that nigga in his eyes and told him that I would kill him if something were to happen to you while you’re in his presence. Fix your attitude, shorty. You directing that shit at the wrong nigga. I haven’t been doing shit but trying to help put you back together after this fucked up shit that happened to you. If you want to release some tension, get in the ring with me. I been dealing with your fucked up ass attitude for the past week now, shorty, and because I know that you have a lot to be mad at, I let you have it, but at the same time, check that shit before I check it for you,” he said while using the face towel to wipe his face. His sweat was getting all in his eyes.

      I didn’t even bother responding to him. I just looked away.

      “One more hour and we can go. We can do whatever the fuck you want to do with your spoiled ass!” he said, then leaned in and kissed my lips. Two seconds later, he walked away.

      My eyes stayed on his muscular, glistening back until my phone buzzed twice with a notification from Mahogany. She was sending me a link from Channel 7 news. The heading for the article was, Teenager and her Unborn Child Die In A Severe Car Crash. I shook my head because that just left another mother to experience having to bury their child. I clicked on the link, and I began to read. Literally, on the third sentence, the name Taylor Owens came into view, and my hand went over my mouth. At the bottom was her senior picture, and I was in shock. Before I could even grasp all of this, my phone rang. It was Mahogany.

      “Did you read it?” she asked.

      “Yes. Oh, my God. That’s crazy,” I called out.

      “She had been on life support for over a week. Her parents took her off last night, and she died early this morning. She was dead ass wrong for what she did, but that girl was only eighteen. Just turned eighteen the same day as Vonte. I feel like if I wasn’t pregnant, I would have said something like this was her karma, but babbyyy, these hormones have turned me into a sentimental, crybaby ass angel. Jabari is sick of me. Last night, he asked if the doctor could induce me right now. Mind you, I’m only ten weeks,” Mahogany said, and that got me to laugh.

      I had noticed the change in her since the words, “I’m pregnant,” left her damn mouth. I was happy for my best friend, though. It made me proud when she decided that she would keep the baby.

      “As mad as I was when I found out that she wasn’t carrying my grandbaby, I wouldn’t have wished this on her, you know? God has a way of working, though. What if that was my grandbaby and then something like this happened? Whew, I don’t even want to think about that,” I said, not even wanting to dwell on the conversation that much more.

      From what it sounded like, I would have given that nursery set along with the clothes and everything that I’d purchased away regardless.

      “I get it. We don’t have to talk about it. Where are you? Your background is loud,” she said.

      There was loud, rap music playing through the speakers in the gym.

      “Here at boxing practice with Miami, ready to go home,” I said, and this time, she laughed.

      “How’s that going?”

      “Girl, you didn’t just hear me say that I’m ready to go home? I’ve been so mean to Miami all week, and he finally checked me about it. It’s almost one. We’ve been here since like nine this morning,” I told her, and I could hear her chuckling on the other end of the phone.

      “That’s what your ass get, and—”

      “Fuck is you on the phone with? Every time I walk in the room, you running your damn mouth on the phone,” Jabari’s deep voice boomed in the background.

      I laughed because the two of them were a hot ass mess. Any other time, I would have ended the phone call, but I could use a good laugh right now, so I stayed on the line.

      “Jabari, are you fuckin’ serious right now? Don’t try to embarrass me when you see me on the phone because I never fuck with you when you’re running your mouth to those ugly ass niggas,” Mahogany snapped at him.

      “How the fuck you know if my niggas ugly? You be looking at them?” I heard him ask. I laughed because he was just as sick as Mahogany made him out to be.

      “Seriously, Jabari? Get out because you’re trying to start something. What? You trying to fight with me so you can leave and fuck another bitch? You know what? Shae, Ima call you back,” I heard, and there was a bunch of shuffling on the phone until the line finally ended.

      Shaking my head, I hung up the phone, and because I had nothing else to do, I logged onto my Instagram page. I wasn’t social media crazy. In fact, now that I was back working and in a relationship, I really didn’t have the time to be on it like I used to. I had a handful of follower requests that I wasn’t even sure how long they’d been sitting there for. I was so personal when it came to my life that I only allowed people to follow me who I actually knew. I declined a lot of the female requests because they were either trying to follow me and be nosey because of my dealings with Miami or my prior dealings with Trip. I knew how this social media shit went.

      A woman whose Instagram name was Krystal305 had sent me a friend request. Her page wasn’t private, so I was able to look at her pictures. Instantly, I knew who she was. We’d gone to high school together. We weren’t friends or anything like that, but I definitely remembered her. She used to be so skinny, but now she was thick as hell. She had a nice body on her. She was always pretty, so it wasn’t even shocking to see the nice pictures that she had on her page. Looking at the third picture, I swear it felt like my heart had stopped beating.

      “Wowwwww,” was all I could say out loud.

      This woman was just as much in a relationship with Trip as much as I used to be in. Pictures of him and her took up the majority of her profile. They took pictures together like they were at a photo shoot at a club. I mean, they looked like the perfect hood couple. At the prison, we were allowed to take pictures, and I have a drawer filled with pictures of myself, Trip, and Vonte. There was a little girl that she was posting on her page as well who looked to be no older than six. She didn’t post the little girl’s father, and the little girl wasn’t in the prison pictures with Krystal and Trip, so I really didn’t know who she belonged to.

      Of course, like any other woman would do, I zoomed in on the pictures of the little girl, just to see if she looked anything like Trip or Vonte, but it was so hard to determine because she was Krystal’s twin. Krystal was like an open book, posting everything. She had screenshots of messages between her and Trip, and this man was telling her a bunch of jailhouse lies, letting her know that he wanted to marry her and whatever other bullshit he felt the need to say.

      I was proposed to by Trip on more than one occasion while he’s been incarcerated, and I’m just so glad that my dumb ass didn’t say yes. I almost did, but something in the back of my mind always told me that I deserved better than that. She even went as far as posting the video calls that they had, and on this specific video, he was expressing his love for her. She posted the letters he would send, the drawings, even pictures of himself. Out of curiosity, something told me to check my DM’s. Sure enough, I had a message from her from over two weeks ago.

      “Hey Jashae, it’s Krystal. I’m not even sure if you remember me, but we attended the same middle school. I’ve been putting this message on hold for the past five years, but I finally got the courage to send it. I can just bet that you’re going through a lot, especially after losing your son. Whenever you get some free time, can you give me a phone call?”

      After the message, she left her number. Remember me saying that her daughter didn’t look any older than six years old? Now, she’s saying that she’s been wanting to contact me for the past five years. That was all I needed to know. That little girl who I was just looking at, definitely belonged to Trip. All this shit made the perfect amount of fuckin’ sense now. There were times when I was supposed to see Trip, and he would change his mind at the last minute. When I said little things like, “You must have another bitch coming to see you,” he would swear on everybody’s grave that he loved that he wasn’t fuckin’ around.

      The smirks and the stares that I got from the correctional officers who worked at the prison when I went to see Trip all made sense now. They knew that Trip was playing the fuck out of me. Damn, I felt so stupid! This was the same nigga who made threats to kill any nigga that he heard I talked to, yet he had a whole other bitch while he and I were together. I can’t believe that I held a corny ass nigga like him down.

      I didn’t respond to the DM. However, I did go back on her page and finish looking at the pictures. Yes, I was over Trip, but that didn’t take away the fact that I was hurt. That was ten years of my life that I felt like I had just wasted.

      “How that shit make you feel?” Miami’s deep voice boomed from behind me.

      I jumped because I hadn’t even seen him when he came over. He snatched the phone from my hand, scrolled for a few seconds, and then he threw the phone in my lap. I don’t know why, but I was scared. My eyes even squinted a little bit because I thought that he was going to hit me. I should know better than to believe that Miami would raise a finger toward me.

      “We can go now. I’m done,” he called out.

      He had the towel wrapped around his neck, a backpack was on him, and this time, he wore a sleeveless shirt with a different pair of gym shorts. I assumed that he must have taken a shower in the back. I had to say something. It would be crazy for me not to.

      “I’m just now seeing this. It’s not like I check my page every day. I haven’t been on Instagram in weeks,” I told him, trying to cover my ass.

      “You ain’t gotta explain shit to me, shorty. What you want to eat?” he asked, trying to change the subject.

      I stood up, holding in the groan that I wanted to release when the pain in my ribs shot through me.

      “I do have to explain shit to you because I know that you’re mad about it. You want to know how I feel about this, and Miami, to tell you the truth, I’m hurt! I’m fuckin’ angry too. Do you realize the sacrifices that I have made when it came to this man? A nigga couldn’t even walk up to me and get my phone number because that’s just how loyal I was to him. Now, I just found out that I was the only one loyal in this damn relationship. I look like a fuckin’ clown. That woman just wrote to me and damn near told me that she and Trip share a daughter. Trip and I are done, and I’ve moved on, but”

      “Have you, shorty?” he asked.

      “Have I what?” I questioned, cocking my head to the side.

      “Have you moved on? It don’t sound like it to me. Shae, I dig the fuck out of you, hell I even love you, yo, but my life is still going to go the fuck on if you decide that you not ready for this shit. Physically, you’re here, but mentally, you’re still with that nigga. I need you physically, mentally, emotionally, all that shit. If you not ready, let a nigga know, so you don’t waste no more of my fuckin’ time, and I don’t waste any of yours,” he said.

      I sucked my teeth while stepping down from the bleacher.

      “Forget it! I wouldn’t expect you to understand,” I said while walking ahead of him.

      He sped up and jumped in front of me.

      “I’m not supposed to understand. Fuck you care about that nigga and that bitch for if you moved on? You think I give a fuck about the bodies that my baby mama got before me, during me, or after me? That’s her fuckin’ business. I don’t deal with her on that level. You are my dealing, so I only care about what the fuck you got going on!” he snapped.

      “I don’t expect you to understand because your baby mama just happens to be a chick that you hooked up with, raw dogged her, and then she popped up pregnant. I share history with my baby daddy, Miami! You act like I’m sitting here crying over the nigga. I said I was hurt, not going to fuckin’ die about it. Fuck it, never mind,” I said, looking up at him with a pissed off look on my face.

      “Yeah, I think it’s best that you stop talking. Talking about you ain’t crying over the nigga, but shorty, you might as well be! Before I said something to your ass, I had been standing behind you for about a good two minutes, and you were so wrapped up in that shit that you didn’t even see me when I approached. Listen, this is corny, and I’m not about to do the whole back and forth thing with you when you supposed to be my shorty. Fuck I look like? Talking about you hurt! Fuck is you hurt for? This is the same nigga who had that pussy run in your house and put his fuckin’ hands on you! Same nigga that’s responsible for that fuck nigga having you limping around this bitch with these big ass frames on your face. You trippin’ yo! I don’t want to hear shit about I can’t understand when it’s not a motha fuckin’ thing for me to understand!” he barked.

      “But—”

      “Yo, I’m done talking about the shit!” he said.

      “You can go. I’ll have my daddy come and pick me up. I don’t want to be around you,” I said and pulled my phone out of my purse to call my dad.

      No matter how grown I was, I stayed running to my dad for any small inconvenience in my life. I was so used to Miami spoiling me and treating me like a queen that when he wasn’t, I felt like my whole life was turning upside down.

      When he laughed and pulled down on his beard, I knew that I was pissing him off. We never argued. We’d have small disagreements, but nothing like this. Nothing where I was so mad that I didn’t want to even ride back home with his ass.

      “You don’t have that option no more, shorty. Any option of not being around me went out the window the same day you opened your legs for me, and you came on my dick! Let’s go. I’m hungry, and I’m fuckin’ tired. I don’t find interest in beefing with my shorty. That type of shit don’t excite me,” he called out.

      I didn’t even bother to say anything back to his ass. I just let him lead the way, and I followed. He claimed that this conversation was over and that he didn’t want to talk about it anymore, but I wanted to revisit it.
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      It was five in the morning, and my ass was in the bedroom packing. I always waited until the last minute to do shit like this. We were set to leave for Vegas in a few hours for the fight, and I was just now putting shit in my luggage. I was trying to be as quiet as possible because I wasn’t trying to wake up my girl. Listen to me, talking about my girl. That was new. That’s what she was to me, though.

      I posted a picture of Mahogany on my page a few weeks ago, and if you know me, you know that that was a major step for me because I ain’t never in my life did no shit like that. By doing that, I was putting myself in a position to lose all of my hoes, but I swear I didn’t care. Within five minutes of the picture uploading, my phone was blowing up. I had all my old bitches pissed. To them, Mahogany just popped up out of the blue, but to me, shorty has been here for months.

      To show my girl that I was serious, I ended up changing my number and all of that. I may smile at a bitch here and there or look at a fat ass, but that was it. I was on the road to being a faithful ass man. Plus, shorty was carrying my baby, so I wasn’t about to do her dirty while she was pregnant. I couldn’t see me doing her dirty in the long run though, because I actually loved shorty. All these hoes wanted to pretend that they wanted to be my main, but the truth is, I was too much for them. Mahogany could put up with a nigga and all my fucked-up ways, so I knew she was the one because that showed me that she was strong.

      Right now, she was on my side of the bed knocked out, lying on her side with the pillow between her legs that she’d put there late last night/early this morning. I put a hurting on that pussy since I knew that I would be gone for the next three nights. Hell no, I wasn’t taking Mahogany with me to Vegas. Not because I wanted to go up there and fuck around, but because I liked to gamble, and motha fuckas smoke weed, cigars, cigarettes, and all that other shit in the casinos that she didn’t need to be around while she was pregnant. I told her maybe three times that I wasn’t letting her go, and I think she thought I was bullshitting when I said it because she never got mad. Here I was, a grown ass man, trying to sneak out of this shit, so my girl wouldn’t wake up and start tripping.

      “Shit!” I yelled after I tripped and almost fell over my own damn shoes that I had lying in the middle of the bedroom.

      I tried to be slick and run inside the closet and hide so that she wouldn’t wake up. Mahogany was a light ass sleeper, so I couldn’t even say that I was shocked when I heard her moving around in the bed. After all that fuckin’ I did to her last night, I just knew that she would sleep through this.

      “Bari? Bae? Jabari?” she called.

      I ignored her the first few times she called my name.

      “Baby, where are you?” her sleepy voice called out.

      I walked out of the closet, holding two pairs of my Gucci swimming trunks in my hands.

      “Why you up? Go back to sleep,” I said, acting nonchalant as I put the trunks inside the suitcase.

      Her pretty, sandy brown, curly hair was all over her head, but the shit was sexy. Mahogany turned on the lamp, so I could see the sad look on her face mixed with a small pout. She was naked, but it was cold in the room, so some of the sheet was on her body. She was dead ass tired but was going to deprive herself of sleep just to see what I was doing. She watched me as I packed, putting outfits inside the suitcase that I had on the bed.

      “Bari, where you going?” she quizzed. She pulled out a pair of the swimming trunks that I’d packed and held it in her hands.

      “Vegas. Shorty, I told you that damn near three times. Why you taking my shit out the suitcase, bae? I’m already running late as it is. Go back to sleep for me, please,” I said as nicely as I could because I didn’t want to beef with her hours before it was time for me to go.

      “You’re really not going to take me? Jabari, I thought you were playing,” she said.

      I knew she thought that all along, which is why I was trying to sneak out of this bitch.

      “Bae, you pregnant, man! Motha fuckas going to be smoking and shit. You don’t need to be around all of that,” I said.

      She sucked her teeth, and then she felt around the bed as if she was looking for something. She found the tank top that I had on last night, and she pulled it over her head before she stood up. Although Mahogany had just turned thirteen weeks pregnant yesterday, you couldn’t tell because her stomach was still somewhat flat. Like right now, she had a very small bump that you had to be really close up on her to see. I knew she was pregnant because of her fuckin’ hormones; her skin had a different type of glow to it, her appetite had picked up a little bit, and the greatest one of all was that pussy. Swear I couldn’t stay out of that shit. I used to think niggas were cappin’ when they swore on that pregnant pussy.

      “Then I won’t be around it. I can just—”

      “You can just what? Sit in the hotel room and wait for me to get back? That’s what’s going to happen if you go because I ain’t about to have you roaming the streets by yourself in a whole other city that you not even from. They smoke and shit at the fight too, and that’s the main reason why we’re going. You can’t go, shorty. I’ll take you wherever you want to go when we get back,” I let her know.

      I was trying to say any and everything to her for her to come to grips with the fact that she wasn’t going. She stood up from the bed, and I assumed that she was going in the bathroom, but she went inside the closet. Mahogany had mainly been staying with me since she found out she was pregnant. She barely went home, which was fine with me because I didn’t want her to go. When she came back out, she was holding a suitcase in her hands.

      I sucked my teeth and shook my head as I walked over to her. The bag had clothes in it, and her pregnant ass had the nerve to be carrying that heavy shit, so I snatched it from her hands. I accepted the fact that Mahogany and I had a baby on the way, so with that said, when I had free time, I did a lot of reading. I wanted to pay attention to the things that she should and shouldn’t do. Like, holding a big ass piece of luggage with clothes in it was definitely some shit that her ass shouldn’t be doing.

      “See, I was trying not to argue with your ass, but you trippin’. What part of you not going, don’t you understand? I ain’t saying you can’t go because I want to be an asshole, I’m saying it because I care too much about your wellbeing for you to be out there around that type of shit—”

      “And because you want to fuck on other hoes while you’re out there!” she yelled, and her voice cracked.

      I knew she was about to start that hormonal bullshit.

      “Aww, man. Here the fuck we go again,” I said right before I laughed.

      She really thought that she could cry and bitch her way out of everything. What happened to that tough bitch I met in the club the first time? The one who talked all that shit and made me pull my dick out in front of her. Sometimes I missed her, and that was a strong sometimes because not all the time did I miss it. I had to refrain from slapping the shit out of her ass on one too many occasions.

      “It’s not funny!” she cried and pushed me. “How you just going to leave me, nigga? On top of that, you were going to try and sneak out while I was sleeping. I don’t want to go three days without you. I want to go,” she said, looking up at me with those big ass, beautiful, sleepy eyes. She wrapped her arms around my waist and peered up at me for my final answer, but I still shook my head no. If she kept on, she was going to make me give in, and I was trying to avoid that.

      I was trying to go to Vegas, bet on this fight with Miami although it was for charity, spend some big ass money on gambling, and double everything that I dished out. With Mahogany there, I swear I wouldn’t be able to do all of that. I would feel bad knowing that she was in the hotel room waiting on me.

      She let me go, and then she got back in the bed, pulling the covers over her body. I avoided eye contact with her the whole time because she was watching me pack as if she was waiting for me to look at her, so she could make sure I saw the sad look in her eyes. Thank God, my phone rang. I looked at the screen, and I saw that it was Miami calling.

      “What’s good?” I answered the phone.

      “Ain’t shit. I was just calling to make sure you were ready. The jet is leaving with or without your ass. You changed your mind on letting Mahogany go?” he asked.

      “Fuck, no! I’m stuck now, trying to get out of here in peace. She ain’t making it easy either,” I said, looking dead at her because I wanted her to know that I was talking about her crazy ass.

      “Mannnn, let that girl go! You trippin’. I’m bringing Taniya, so Mahogany can watch her. That works out both ways because she can watch her for the fight. I didn’t want to expose her to that yet,” Miami said, and I let out a grunt.

      “Trust me, nigga, at night, you gon’ to wish you had your shorty there with you. You going to thank me in the long run. See you in an hour, nigga,” he said and hung up the phone.

      “Go take a shower. I’ll finish packing your clothes in this bag,” I said, referring to her bag that was sitting on the bed.

      With a smile on her face, she climbed over to me and jumped in my arms. Her arms went around my neck, and I held her up with one arm around her waist while I accepted all the kisses that she placed on my lips.

      “I knew you would change your mind. Nigga, I planned to wrap my body around your leg as you walked out the door. I wasn’t about to let you leave me. I need you. We need you,” she said and put my free hand on her stomach. That shit turned me on, man.

      My dick bucked at the sound of her saying that shit. I ain’t never have a woman tell me that she needed me and to say it with so much passion too. Holding her up, I pushed the clothes out of the way and laid her down on the bed. She looked up at me with nothing but love in her eyes.

      “We’re going to be late,” she moaned as I removed my shirt that she was wearing over her head.

      “Five minutes, bae,” I groaned, knowing that I was a five-minute ass lie.

      I pulled my pajama bottoms down, and my dick popped out like a jack in the box. I placed both of my hands on either side of Mahogany’s body, and she reached down with her small hands and jacked my dick for me. I loved when she put him inside of her for me. She bit hard as hell on her bottom lip as nothing but hard dick knocked at her walls. Her pussy was paradise to me. It was wet, slippery, and tight as fuck. Mahogany was bound to get pregnant because her pussy was just that good. I never thought that it would happen so fast, but it did.

      “Jabarriiiii… I love you… I love youuuu,” she moaned while looking me in my eyes.

      I was deep in her pussy, so of course, she was going to tell me she loved me. I’m not saying that she didn’t love me, but the good dick that I was blessing her with just made her love for me come out even more.

      “I know you do. I love you too, bae,” I said and kissed her lips, tasting her moans.

      This was the first time that I’d said those three words to her, and I swear I meant it. I may go back and forth with her just about every hour of the fuckin’ day, but I loved this girl, man. Hearing me tell her for the first time that I loved her must have done something to her because her pussy got wetter. I could feel her knees begin to shake, and when those juices hit my dick, I knew then that her ass was cumming.

      The thing about Mahogany’s pussy is that once I got inside of it, it was going to take a lot to get me out. I flipped her over, taking into consideration that she was pregnant, so I did it gently. I had her down on her hands and knees with the deepest arch in her back that I believe she’d ever given me, and I slid my dick back inside, giving her deep, slow strokes, trying to make her speak in tongues like she did for me last night.

      Mahogany’s pussy was literally sounding off around the whole room. It was a mixture of someone smacking gum and stirring a bowl of macaroni and cheese. She fucked me back, meeting me stroke for stroke. Her ass had been getting fatter since she’d been fuckin’ me. I had noticed that beautiful ass change in her a while ago.

      “Fuckkk babyyyy… I’m going to cummm… shit baeeeee,” she cried and came right on my dick.

      I held onto her waist tighter and started drilling her faster. In no time, I came as well. I panted wildly, lowering her body into the bed as I turned her on her side, so I could spoon her.

      “And you had the nerve to act like you were going to leave me, nigga. Could you have really gone three nights without fuckin’ me?” she asked, turning her body around in my arms and looking down at me.

      I panted, trying to catch my damn breath before I answered her.

      “No, but the phone sex would have been lit,” I joked, getting her to laugh.

      

      On the jet

      I’m not even sure what the beef was between Jashae and Miami, but that shit was so fuckin’ thick that you could cut it with a knife. I knew something was wrong with them the moment I walked on the plane. Miami was sitting in the back while Shae sat up front with Taniya. It was odd to see the two of them beefing because since they’d been together, the two of them stayed glued to each other like a fuckin’ teenage couple who swore that they were in love.

      I spoke to Shae when we go on, gave Taniya, who was actually my cousin and my goddaughter a hug, then I made my way to the back where Miami was. I gave him a pound and took a seat in front of him. Where I sat, it faced him. He had a tray in front of him, which housed a bottle of water and some fruit that he had yet to even touch.

      “You beefing with your shorty, ain’t it?” I asked him.

      The plane was in the air, and everybody was chilling and doing their own thing, so now was a good time for us to talk. Mahogany was up front with Shae, more than likely finding out what was up between her and Miami.

      “I ain’t beefing with her. I guess she calls herself beefing with me, though. Maybe I’m wrong in this situation. You my man, so I expect you to give it to me raw and uncensored. Let me know how you would feel if you were in my shoes. A few weeks ago, I brought Shae with me to the gym while I boxed. Mind you, shorty hasn’t really been herself since that nigga ran up in her crib. Her fuckin’ mood changes just as much as she changes her fuckin’ draws, but because I love her and I know that she’s been through some shit, I fall back and let her vent.

      “In my opinion, she has every reason to be upset, you know? I felt like I was letting shorty talk to me crazy, so I checked that shit at the gym. Damn near an hour later, I walk up behind her, and by her posture alone, I was able to tell that something had her attention. She on fuckin’ Instagram, looking at a bitch page that I guess has some type of dealings with Trip. We don’t know for sure, but Shae thinks that the woman and Trip share a daughter. She won’t admit it, but I feel like ever since she found out about that shit, she’s been in her fuckin’ feelings.

      “If you so called over that nigga, then why the fuck you care about what he got going on? If you so in love and you moved on, fuck is you even letting some shit like that knock you off your square? I guess she mad at me because she doesn’t feel like I’m putting her feelings into consideration and that I’m not allowing myself to step into her shoes for a second. Maybe because prior to Shae, I ain’t ever been in love with another woman, so I can’t relate.

      “I’m just waiting for the nigga to call her. I need him to add me to his visitation list ASAP. You know me, nigga, if I’m wrong about something, I’m man enough to put my pride to the side and admit to my wrongdoings. In this situation right now, though, I don’t feel like I’m wrong. That’s my girl, and I won’t apologize to her for her ass being in her feelings over the next nigga. If that’s what she’s waiting on, then she’s going to keep fuckin’ waiting on it,” Miami went on to say.

      “Bruh, now that I’m in a whole ass relationship, one thing that I can say about these women is that when they love, they love hard. They emotional as a motha fucka too. After all that shit that Trip put Shae through, I really feel like she’s over him. In this case, I don’t even think it’s about her feelings for him, though. It’s mainly the fact that after she sat down and did a self-evaluation, she now realizes how that nigga had her out here looking like a fool.

      “Let’s say that you and Tahira were in a relationship. We going to say that y’all dated for almost five years, and now y’all decided to call it quits. After calling it quits, that’s when all types of niggas started hitting you up, giving you straight facts that they was fuckin’ on your shorty at the same time that you were. Mind you, this is not just any bitch; this happens to be a bitch that you were deeply in love with and all of that. You mean to tell me that you wouldn’t feel some type of way? You going to feel like you got played and like your time was wasted.

      “Shae wasted her time with that nigga. You know the type of miles she put on her car going back and forth to see his bitch ass? We talking driving to and from Orlando, that’s like four hundred miles in total. You know the type of strong-willed woman you gotta be to go that long without fuckin’ somebody else? The type of self-control you gotta have for that shit? To actually even accept the fact that you were willing to hold this nigga down, knowing damn well that he would never see the light of day again. Let shorty have her moment. If anything, she’s just reflecting on the fact that he made her look like a fool. You a good dude, Miami. I see firsthand how you treat Shae like a queen. She ain’t dumb enough to leave you and run back to a nigga who can’t do shit for her. Focus on this fight. I got my money on you,” I said, finally getting his ass to laugh a little bit.

      “This a fuckin’ charity event, nigga. Fuck is you betting on this shit for?” he asked.

      “Why wouldn’t I? I saw an opportunity to make some extra money, and I ran with it,” I let him know.

      “You crazy, yo. This relationship with Mahogany is changing you. For the better, though. Never in a million years did I think that I would be sitting here asking you for relationship advice,” he said.

      “Shit, me either. A year ago, if you were to even tell me some shit like that, I would think that somebody had laced your weed. On some real shit, the OGs always used to say that a man is only going to change for that one woman. For me, that one woman is Mahogany. I’m a grown ass man and having kids never even crossed my mind. I never pictured myself being somebody’s daddy. When Mahogany and I found out that she was pregnant, before the piss could dry off the stick, I was hollering out for her to get an abortion. I’m glad that God talked some sense into both of our asses and had us walking up out of that clinic before she could go to the back and end a life that she and I made out of love.

      “I ain’t perfect with this relationship shit, though. I know every day I’m making that woman question herself if this is really what she even wants, but when it comes down to it, I know I love shorty. I know I gotta get my shit together and do right by her because I won’t meet another bitch today that could do half of what Mahogany can do, and I’m not even talking sex. I’m referring to everything in general,” I vented.

      Maybe I was still high off her pussy, which had me running off at the mouth, but everything that I said was true. For ten minutes, we sat and talked about relationship shit until we finally changed the subject.

      “So, you ready for tomorrow night? You think you still got it?” I asked, referring to the fight.

      “I know I still got it. All this pent-up anger and shit that I got, I’m liable to knock this nigga out in the first round. Shit just going to feel weird, yo. My ole girl is not here and shit. My pops is flying in tomorrow morning, so that’ll help somewhat to fill the void, but it’ll honestly do very little,” he said.

      “I feel you, man. All this practicing and shit that you doing, does it have you feeling like you want to get back out there and fight?” I quizzed.

      There was a time when Miami ate, slept, and breathed boxing. When we were younger, and I would come down for the summer, that was all his ass wanted to do. My high school summers, I stopped coming down to visit him because the majority of his days would be spent in boxing practice, and I wasn’t into boxing like that, so I started just staying my ass back home in Atlanta. I was happy for my cousin, though, and I made sure to tell him that every chance I got.

      “It’s bittersweet. A lot of early mornings and late-night practices. Physically, I work out all the time, but boxing is mental too, so I’m still trying to gain that pack. I’m just doing this shit for the cause, though. I made a promise to myself when my ole girl died that I was through with this shit. That was my biggest supporter right there, yo. I won’t fight the same without her,” he let me know.

      I nodded because I understood him.
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      For the past few weeks at the prison, they’d been doing random ass sweeps. They said it was because in just the last two months, there had been four deaths that were all caused by some type of shank that an inmate had. To stop that shit from happening, they would search our cells at the oddest time of day. Because of that, I had Raynell holding down my cell phone. If they found that shit in my cell, it was back to solitary confinement for me. I just came out of that bitch a month ago, and I wasn’t trying to do anything to get thrown back in there.

      Without having the phone, I wasn’t able to blow up Jashae’s phone like I wanted to. I couldn’t even use the fuckin’ prison phone because I didn’t have any money on my books. Shae was the one who always put money on my books. My ole girl would do it here and there. Even my other little shorty, Krystal, would shoot a nigga a couple of dollars, but that was literally every blue moon.

      I didn’t talk about Krystal much because there really wasn’t much to talk about. She was just my fun girl. The girl who entertained me while I did this sentence. She was the one who would do shit for me that Shae was too afraid to do, like sneak behind the vending machines in the visitation with me to let me buss a nut or send me sexy pictures of her in the mail.

      I knew Krystal from back home. Prior to dealing with me now, I ain’t never touched that girl when I was free. Not that she wasn’t attractive or no shit like that, but I just never pursued her. I was about four years into my prison sentence when I got my first letter from her. I still had it too. It was under what was supposed to have been my mattress, along with the other letters that I had from her. She was just reaching out, telling me how she felt bad about what happened, and how she was going to keep me in her prayers and whatever other bullshit she was talking about. In translation, that hoe just wanted to fuck me.

      I entertained her ass, though, because four years into my sentence, that’s when this shit was really hard on Shae. Vonte was almost a teenager, Shae had just graduated college and was trying to find a career, all the while still trying to accept the fact that I was gone and not coming back home to her. Our fourth year in, shit was rocky because this transition for us both was still fairly new. Hell, I needed somebody, and that’s the only reason I wrote Krystal back. She just instantly became that person for me to sell a bunch of lies to and get her to do what I wanted her to do.

      In the beginning, I was going to have her smuggle the phone in for me, but when I asked her, she was too scared to do it. Thank God for Raynell, right? It’s been years that I’ve been dealing with both Shae and Krystal, and although it was fucked up that I was messing around on my shorty, I swear I just liked the attention that Krystal gave me.

      Shae had her own shit going on back home, and at times, she had a way of making me feel like I wasn’t a priority for her anymore, so I needed Krystal to fill that void. Krystal just may be the one to ride this shit out with a nigga because deep down in my heart, I felt like I’d lost Shae for good.

      I was never able to hear back from Dino because without any money on the books, I couldn’t call, so I didn’t know what went down that night. Out of all the times that the prison could have decided to do a sweep, they would do the shit when I had some important shit going down back home. All I really wanted to know was if Dino was able to get the job done or not. Was that pussy ass nigga Miami still breathing, or what? Aside from that, today was visitation day, and Krystal was coming down to see me.

      I could use the visitation since nobody had been this way to see me in over a month. Right now, I was just sitting down at the foot of my bed, waiting for Raynell to unlock the cell, so I could go down. It took about twenty more minutes for me to hear keys jingling in the hallway. I stood up because I knew that it was her. For whatever reason, I ended up smiling when I saw her. Maybe because the prison had been on lockdown, so I really hadn’t seen her in about two weeks.

      “Let me find out you missed me,” she said, using her key and pulling the gate back.

      The first thing I noticed about her was that she’d straightened her hair. I didn’t even know that her hair was that damn long because she was natural. Her shit was pulled back in a ponytail, and it looked like a weave. Funny how her hair being styled like that had me thinking about Shae. To me, Shae was her finest when her hair was pulled back because I got the chance to really appreciate the beauty in her face.

      “I wouldn’t say all of that. It was just different without you around. Where my phone at?” I asked.

      “It’s safe. We all just came out of a meeting. Yesterday should have been the last sweep until next month. I’ll have it back in here by the time you get back from your visit. Krystal this time, huh? Boy, you are a mess. I’m glad I found my fuckin’ sense,” she said.

      The last part had me giving her the side eye.

      “Fuck is that supposed to mean?” I questioned.

      “It means exactly what I said. I’m glad I woke up and smelled the coffee. You got your baby mama coming down here to see you, your sideline, and whoever else you have on your visitation list. You’re just like a dog ass nigga out in the streets. Only difference is that you’re locked up. Whatever dealings you and I had with each other went out the window the day I had to have an abortion. You’re fine, Trip, I think you know that, but my freedom and my wellbeing are more important.

      “Although I’m a correctional officer, I don’t find pleasure in knowing that you, along with these other black men, are in here serving life sentences. I don’t like the fact that this is your future, so I will continue to look out and bring you the phone, but that’s it. The fuckin’ that you and I used do, it’s a wrap,” she said.

      I laughed right in her face as I pulled down on my beard.

      “You don’t even believe that bullshit, yo! You not going to find another nigga to do your body the way that I do! You even told me that shit. You just in your feelings right now, love, because you see I got another bitch coming to see me. You’ll get your chance with me when I get back,” I cockily shot back.

      “I’ll let my actions speak for me,” she called out.

      Raynell walked out, and I walked behind her. The two of us didn’t say anything to each other as we walked. I wouldn’t even front and act like what she just said didn’t bother me. Hell, I looked forward to those meetups that she and I had. Plus, I didn’t like that it felt like she was moving on. If she was moving on, eventually she was going to stop looking out for me with the phone, and I couldn’t have that.

      Damn near five minutes later, we finally walked into the visitation room. Funny how when I saw Krystal, my face didn’t light up the way it did when I saw Shae. Krystal, on the other hand, smiled big as fuck when she saw me walking in her direction. Unlike Shae, Krystal was tall, maybe 5’8”, and back then, she used to be skinny as hell. These days, her ass was shaped like the bitches from back in the day who used to be in the Uncle Luke videos with that fat ass and small waist.

      She had a light skin tone, always had some sort of weave that was down to her ass, and shorty was ghetto as hell. I’m talking she would sit in front of me, talking so fuckin’ loud that everybody in this bitch could hear her. I loved a hood bitch, but damn, she took that shit to a whole different level. With Krystal, I didn’t even take the risk of hugging her when I saw her. I only crossed the no touching rule when it came to Shae.

      “What’s wrong with you?” was the first thing she asked.

      Did I make it that obvious that I wished it was Shae sitting on the other side of the table instead of her?

      “Shit. You know this shit comes with its good days and bad days. Sometimes, I’m happy around this motha fucka, other days, not so much. What’s up? I like this brown hair on you,” I said.

      Usually, her hair was a jet black, but today it was a light brown. She smiled at my compliment as she pushed a few strands of hair behind her ear.

      “I been thinking, bae. You know how you proposed to me almost three months ago, right?” she asked.

      She had a goofy ass smile on her face, so I could already tell where this conversation was going. Of course, I proposed that day. I needed some fuckin’ money on my books and some naked pictures of her for my cell. I was willing to say anything to get that. I hoped she didn’t think that I actually meant that shit.

      “Where you getting at with this shorty?” I asked, my face the total opposite of hers.

      “I think we should go ahead and get married. What do you think?” she asked me.

      I used my hand to wipe my face, and I released a sigh. I wanted to be as gentle with her as possible because I didn’t want to say the wrong shit and fuck around and lose her too.

      “I think that I ain’t ready for all that right now, man. I’m still not even over the death of my son, and you asking me what I think about the two of us getting married. Shorty, I’m depressed in this bitch. I ain’t seen my ole girl in months, and the same thing goes for my baby mama. I feel like the walls inside this bitch are caving in on me. It’s hard for me to be here for myself, so I know that as a husband, I can’t be there for you. Why you want to marry me, shorty? You do know that I’m not getting out of this shit, right?” I asked.

      I just had to know what was her infatuation with me. My own baby mama who had been holding me down longer than she had didn’t even want to marry me, and I had history with Shae prior to this. Yet, Krystal was willing to make that move with no questions asked.

      “What do you mean, why I want to marry you? What type of question is that, nigga? Didn’t you ask me to? I been with you for over seven years. Shouldn’t I want to marry you?” she yelled.

      Damn near everyone in the visitation room could hear her stupid ass.

      “Ay, lower your fuckin’ tone! I was just asking your simple ass a question. Swear you be doing too fuckin’ much sometimes!” I barked.

      I didn’t need a part two of me dragging a bitch through this fuckin’ room.

      “You love me, Trip? I mean, love me the same way that you love your baby mama?” she asked.

      Krystal was always comparing herself to Jashae, and I hated that shit. Because I didn’t want to look this bitch in her eyes and lie, I decided to tell the truth.

      “No disrespect, but you can’t compare to Shae. That’s too much history for me to love you the same way that I love her. I got love for you, yeah, but I don’t love you in that type of way, you know?” I asked.

      “No, nigga, I don’t fuckin’ know! You are a selfish ass, inconsiderate ass, using ass bastard. Newsflash, nigga, Jashae and I do compare,” she snapped and threw a little ass 4x6 picture on the table.

      It was a school picture of a little girl, and she was missing two teeth in the front. She was a pretty ass little girl, looking like the younger version of her mama.

      “Fuck am I supposed to do with this information?” I asked and slid the picture back her way.

      “Nigga, you know exactly what you’re supposed to do with this information. March third, two thousand fourteen, I gave birth. Don’t you try to play me. I can swab your mouth right now if you want to do a DNA test. What’s up?” her loud, ghetto ass snapped.

      “Yo, you ain’t shit, hoe. Why you all of a sudden telling me about her? Because I don’t want to marry your slut ass? Spiteful ass bitch, yo! I should have never stuck my dick in your loose pussy ass,” I shot back.

      I was so fuckin’ mad that I swear I saw red.

      “Why would I have told you that I was pregnant? You hear the way you’re talking to me right now? You would have done this same thing had I told you five years ago that I was pregnant and going to keep my baby. You really ain’t shit, nigga. I see why Shae left you and fuckin’ on Miami now,” she said.

      I guess she thought that was going to make me mad, but I knew that already, so all I did was laugh in her face.

      “You can go now. I’m dismissing you now, bitch. I don’t care what you say, that ain’t my child. The only child I have is buried six feet under. You worrying about Shae too much, hoe. Let me find out you pursued me so you can see what her pussy taste like. Damn, you talk about her more than I do. Get your bald-headed ass on, with that fucked up ass wig,” I said.

      “Just a minute ago, the color was cute. It’s cool, I’ll continue this conversation with baby mama number one. I already hit her up on Instagram, and I’m just waiting for her to reply. I want to introduce her to her son’s sister. I’ll leave, but not because you asked me to. I’m leaving because I don’t have anything else to say to your stupid ass,” she yelled and stood up from her chair.

      “Yeah, get your ass up out of here, loose pussy ass bitch! I would have never fucked your slut ass if I wasn’t locked up. I only fucked because you were willing to give it up, and my girl was too scared to do it. I don’t love you, hoe! You’re just a fun girl. That little girl that you just showed me, you better off telling her that I’m dead because that’s what you are to me. I’m taking your spiteful ass off my visitation list. I’m liable to kill your ass if I see you again.

      “The fuck do you gain from all of this? The moment you found out you was pregnant with my seed, you should have taken your ass to the nearest clinic. I’m not in a predicament to be no fuckin’ father, yo! Fuck it! Just get the fuck out of my face.”

      I pushed myself up from the chair and told the guard that I was ready to go back to my cell. I was so angry that I was letting all types of shit fly out of my mouth. Most of it, I’m sure wasn’t even making any sense.

      Five years later, and she tells me some bullshit like this! I already knew that she was going to have a field day telling this information to Shae. Only thing I did wrong in this situation was fuckin’ with Krystal behind Shae’s back. I didn’t know shit about having no fuckin’ daughter. I talked to Krystal plenty of times on the phone, and I have never heard a little girl in the background.

      Shorty didn’t show any signs that she was somebody’s mama. When we talked on the phone at night, her ass was always somewhere getting ready to go to a club, some sort of hookah lounge, or wherever else she likes to hang out at night. When the fuck did she even have time to be a parent?

      That little girl was scarred like a motha fucka. On one hand, she had a father who was never getting out of this bitch, then, on the other hand, she had a mother who was physically there, but her ass wasn’t shit. I took that back what I said to Krystal. If that was my daughter like she claimed, then I would have my ole girl bring her down here because I wanted to meet her. The way people in my life were just dropping, if I had a daughter, then I wanted to at least be able to have my moment with her.
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      We were going to the ninth round. I had talked all that shit, thinking that this match would be a blowout, but this Chinese motha fucka knew how to throw hands. Physically, he and I had the same build, but I was faster, stronger, and smarter in this shit. I kept knocking this motha fucka out, and he kept getting his ass back up. His fighting name was Bang, and he was a rookie in this business, but I’d give him his credit and say that he fought like he’d been doing this shit his whole life.

      Although all proceeds for this fight were going toward funding for local recreation centers in Vegas, people had these seats filled as if this was a real fight that people paid thousands to sit in on. Not trying to sound cocky or no shit like that, but I knew the reason these seats were filled the way they were was due to me being in the ring after so long.

      My body was somewhat aching due to some of the blows that I’d received, but I was still bouncing around the ring, full of energy and ready to end this punk. I could feel the sweat on my face burning my eyes. The sweat that was getting on the little cuts in my face was burning as well, but I was so amped up that I didn’t feel any of that shit.

      I wanted my round with Trip, although I would probably never get it because if I got to fighting with that pussy in visitation, I knew that they would lock my ass up. I didn’t want to put myself in a situation where I was away from my girl and my child. I thought about so much shit in the ring, from finding out that he put his hands on Shae in visitation to him talking to me crazy on the phone, all the way down to him sending another nigga to her home and having him lay hands on Shae. All that shit went into consideration, and because of that, Bang got his ass knocked clean the fuck out.

      “1… 2… 3… 4… 5… 6… 7…” the referee counted as he stood over Bang and I bounced around, waiting for his ass to get up, although deep down inside I was praying that his ass stayed the fuck down.

      My body just felt like it would give out on me at any minute, and I couldn’t lose to a fuckin’ rookie.

      “8… 9… 10!” and when he didn’t get up, the crowd went crazy.

      Not even going to lie, hearing the crowd yell my name, the referee throwing my arm up in the air and making it known that I was the winner, and that belt going around my waist, it had me for a second feeling like I wouldn’t mind going back in for one more season. Then, out of all the people in the room, my eyes landed on my shorty, and I could see that she was finally at peace now that this fight was over.

      My daughter cried when I left her earlier with Mahogany at the mansion that I’d rented while we were out here. She was too young to fully understand that her daddy used to be a boxer. I mean, I’d shown her pictures and shit, but all she saw was the fact that her daddy was about to go and fight somebody. I mean, she hysterically cried, thinking that somebody was going to ‘beat me up,’ which were her words.

      I knew that my girl and my daughter didn’t want me to do it, but I was mainly done because I’d outgrown this shit. It was time to let the younger ones take over. That’s why I had the rec centers in Miami to offer these lil’ niggas the best coaches, so they could get the proper training to one day follow in my footsteps.

      

      Back at the mansion

      “I think you need stitches. Baby, look at your eye,” Jashae said.

      We were in the master bathroom, and I was sitting on top of the counter as she stood between my legs, using a cotton ball with some peroxide to dab away at the cut. The thing about boxing, you never really feel the bruises until after the fight when all the adrenaline has left your body. Right now, I felt everything from the top of my head to the bottom of my feet.

      Funny how I only felt half of this shit when I was in the ring because, at the time, I was so amped up that I wasn’t even worrying about pain. Now that I had come down from that high, I swear it felt like my body had been run over by a tow truck.

      “I don’t need no stitches, shorty. I need some weed, a shot of Hennessy, a bath, and some pussy, in that exact order,” I said, looking up at her.

      She was still in that sexy ass, lime green dress that she wore to the fight. The shit exposed her entire back and the dip in the back stopped just before it reached her ass crack. Although she called herself beefing with me, she still listened to me and rocked her curly hair like I’d asked her to. The little bit of makeup that she’d applied to her face was still on, and because she was in the bathroom with me, nursing my wounds, she’d come out of the heels that she wore with the dress. Her face was in a small pout as she set down the cotton ball that she was just using on me and switched it with a newer one.

      “You’re just like Vonte. I remember his first basketball game when he was like nine years old. My baby got elbowed in his eye, and I could have died. Under his eye was gushing blood, and he wasn’t even the one crying; I was. I made a big deal out of it, telling him that I thought he would need to have surgery. His manly self kept telling me to chill because I was embarrassing him. What is it about a man not being able to admit that he’s hurt? Do you think we’ll judge you or laugh at you?” she asked with a perplexed look on her face.

      “That’s just that dominance shit kicking in. I was the same way with my mama. Back when I was boxing, she would come to the back, examine my bruises, and just like you, make a big deal out of it. After being a boxing mom for so long, you would think that she would have gotten used to the shit, but she would still stand over me crying when she saw the bruises and shit.

      “My first professional fight, both my eyes were swollen shut, I had rib damage, and for almost two weeks, it was hard for me to walk. Men probably won’t admit it, but we like shit like this. We like the feeling of knowing that we got somebody in our corner ready to clean up all our wounds and love the fuck out of us at the end of the day. Vonte was lucky to have you. Men like me pay attention to shit like that. You’re nurturing as fuck, and I’m attracted to that. It lets me know that you’ll be good when it comes to my daughter and the kids that we’re going to have,” I said, casually throwing that last part in there.

      She didn’t respond to what I’d said; she just finished cleaning the wounds. I honestly didn’t even know if Shae wanted more children, especially not after what happened to Vonte. I ain’t ask either. We weren’t always taking the proper precautions to avoid her getting pregnant, though.

      “Run the bath water, Choc. I want to take a bath together,” I let her know.

      She finished wiping the blood away from my face and finally placed a small bandage right above my eyebrow before she walked away. The tub inside this bathroom was big enough to fit at least five people. While she got the water ready, I headed out to the bedroom to get my Backwoods, my stash of weed, and take that shot that I was talking about.

      Taniya was in her bedroom down the hall knocked out, so I didn’t have to worry about her coming in and cockblocking. True to his word, Jabari was somewhere on the strip at a casino gambling while Mahogany was a few doors down in her room sleeping. My ole boy liked to take chances with his money as well and gamble, so he joined Jabari.

      I made a lot of money, but I would never be too comfortable to want to gamble with it. I’ll play a little something here and there at a slot machine, but that was the most that I would do.

      Just as I was taking the shot, a phone started ringing in the bedroom. I knew it was Shae’s from the ringtone. It was damn near two in the fuckin’ morning, and I knew that it wasn’t her daddy or her grandmother calling her. I felt like it was Trip calling, so I walked over to where she had her phone resting on the bed. Whoever was calling, they were video calling her. After licking the Backwoods good, so I could have a perfectly rolled blunt, I answered the call with the phone in my hand and the blunt between my lips.

      It definitely was this silly ass nigga calling. When he saw that it was me on the phone, one would have thought that he saw a fuckin’ ghost. He shot up quick as hell from the bed, looking like if he could kill me through the phone, he more than likely would. It was dark as fuck in his room, but the light coming from my screen made it a little bit easier to see him. He was so pressed about Shae that this nigga was really calling her from a phone that he wasn’t even supposed to have.

      “I thought I gave you a cut off time, nigga. It’s 1o:30 at night here in Vegas, which means that it’s 1:30 in the morning back home. Fuck you doing call her this late?” I asked.

      The blunt was between my lips now, and I was using the lighter that I’d left on the bed to light it.

      “Nigga, you trippin’. You act like I’m calling some random bitch! I’m calling to speak to my fuckin’ baby mama. Somebody I been rocking with since you were living in that little ass two bedroom apartment with your folks. Quit playing with me, Miami, like I’m some square ass nigga,” he barked.

      “Baby? Miami, what are you doing?” Shae called out.

      I took a pull from the blunt and walked inside the bathroom where Shae was. She was in the tub already, soaking in the bubbles that she had filled the tub with, and her head was laid back. I’m not sure if she knew that I was on a video call with Trip, but she didn’t say anything. I flipped the screen on her for about two seconds and then put it back on me and took a seat at the edge of the tub. When Shae saw what I was doing, she released a sigh, but she didn’t say anything.

      “That’s who you calling to speak to? She looks interested in speaking to you, nigga? I’m just having a hard time understanding why the fuck you calling. Answer me this. You sent that bitch ass nigga to her spot a few weeks ago?” I asked, and then he chuckled on the phone.

      “Yeah, I did that shit for him to kill your ass. It’s obvious his ass didn’t follow through, so I’m going to hit him up again. I ain’t stopping until I get the phone call that they killed your bitch ass. What’s so crazy, Miami, is that you pulled this shit when I got locked up. You knew that if I were still in the streets, I would have killed you for even looking at my girl, and—”

      “Pussy, I been looking at your girl since the moment you introduced me to her, and you ain’t kill me yet! I nicknamed your girl Choc right in front of you and called her that shit right in front of you on plenty occasions. You ain’t hard the way you think you are, homie. Listen, I done already said enough. Add me on your visitation list. I want to talk to you man to man,” I let him know.

      “Fuck you, nigga! We ain’t got shit to talk about!” he barked.

      “Motha fucka, we got everything to talk about!” I barked back, just as loud and stood up from the edge of the tub. “You sent that bitch ass nigga to my girl’s spot, and he put hands on her like she was a grown ass man! Fuck you mean we ain’t got nothing to talk about, yo? You called that shot, so I want to talk. Telling you over the phone that I ain’t going to play when it comes to Shae is one thing, but looking you in your eyes in person, so you can fuckin’ feel me is another.

      “What? You don’t think I got people locked up in there with you too? Shae ain’t even have to tell me about you dragging her in visitation because one of my homies called me and let me know. Trip, if I wanted a motha fucka to shank you tonight, I could make that happen, but out of respect for Vonte and Shae, I let your bitch ass live. Don’t think because a nigga got millions now that I done turned pussy. It’s whatever you want to do!” I let him know.

      “Fuck you mean Dino put his hands on Shae? What the fuck are you even talking about?” he asked, playing dumb.

      “Oh, so now you stupid, right? Listen, add me on your list because I’m sick and tired of playing fuckin’ games with your ass, aight? Next time you call, I just want to hear you telling me that you added me and that I can come. Other than that, we don’t have a fuckin’ thing to talk about. You definitely don’t have shit to be talking to Shae about either. Enjoy your night, nigga.”

      I tossed the phone on the bathroom cabinet, and this time, I took a long ass pull from my blunt. I could feel Shae’s eyes on me, and I knew that she was dying to say something.

      “What?” I demanded.

      “Miami, I just feel like you’re making it worse. Trip already had Dino run up in my house after you provoked him, so now what? Every time you piss him off, you put him in a situation to do something reckless. I’m not trying to defend Trip. If anything, I just want to protect you and me. I want to protect what we are trying to build. Not even fifteen minutes ago, you put something in the air about us having children. How the hell can I even make a decision like that when I feel like we are living dangerously. I’m changing my phone number as soon as we get back home,” she snapped and then stood up from the tub, soap suds all over her naked body.

      She snatched up her towel from the rack and wrapped it around her body. I didn’t even say shit. I just watched her stomp out of the bathroom and slam the bathroom door, leaving me in this bitch on my own. There I was, thinking that I was getting ready to receive the best ride of my fuckin’ life in this tub, but I done pissed her off, and now I was getting ready to go to bed without any pussy.

      Any other time, I would have probably just powered off her phone and left the shit alone, but I’d been dying to speak to this nigga for months. Since the whole thing happened with Dino, I hadn’t spoken to Trip, so this was just shit that I had been holding in for some time.

      I finished off the blunt then went over to the shower and turned it on. I didn’t step inside until the mirrors started fogging up from the steam. I loved my showers extra hot. That bitch had to feel similar to hell for me to get in. Once I knew it was, I stepped inside and let the water beat down on every part of my body. I thought about a lot of shit while I was in there.

      I thought about the new enemies that I’d made because of my choice to pursue Shae. I thought about how this shit was going to end. I was smart enough to know that somebody was going to die in this shit. Trip had them niggas so fuckin’ trained and brainwashed that they thought killing me was going to make them respected or feared in the streets. I, on the other hand, I had a whole fuckin’ family that I needed to live for and protect, so the fight that was in me wasn’t the same as those niggas. They were willing to go to war for street cred, while I was willing to go to war to protect anything and anyone around me.

      After almost twenty minutes, I was finally done with my shower. With the towel wrapped around my waist, I walked over to the sink to brush my teeth, use the oils that I put in my hair at night for my waves and my beard, and then I put on my do-rag.

      All of the lights were off in the bathroom. I ended up having to use the flashlight from my phone to have some type of light in there. Shae was sleeping or pretended to be sleeping while I dropped the towel and stepped into my pajama bottoms. I went over to the bedroom door, made sure that it was locked, then climbed in the bed with Shae and pulled her to me.

      “Don’t sleep with your back to me, shorty,” I said after turning her and making her face me.

      The flashlight was still on, so I was able to see her face. It didn’t take me long to see that she was crying. I kissed her head and used my fingers to wipe away her tears.

      “Why you crying, Choc?” I asked, even though I had a pretty good idea why.

      “Because… I don’t want to lose you, Miami. I just lost my son. Every time you speak to Trip on the phone, it’s like you make it worse. Miami, I was with him for years. He didn’t discuss with me the stuff that he did, but I would often hear him out in the living room talking to his friends, and I know what type of people they are. I remember Trip telling Dino that he shot somebody once for stealing twenty dollars from him.

      “I want to be selfish and say that I should have never given you a chance, but it’s too late because I’m already head over heels in love with you. What Dino did to me is done. Let’s just keep it in the past. I’m changing my phone number, pretty soon my house will be up for sale, and I’m going to move in with you. We can’t get our happily ever after if every time Trip calls, you’re egging his dumb ass on. I want to just let it go. Can we please do that?” she asked, looking deep into my eyes with her pretty, light brown ones.

      “It’s rare that I’ll tell you no, shorty, but I ain’t agreeing to let this go. I gotta go down there and talk to him. How else that nigga going to know to stop fuckin’ playing with me? Shae, you just started back walking normal last week. Your face just went back to looking like it used to look. You mean to tell me that I’m supposed to just let that big ass nigga come into your house, put his hands on you, and not do shit about it? Mannnn, if I do that, then that’s giving them niggas all the motivation in the world to fuck with you again.

      “At the end of the day, this is not about pride, my dominance, none of that. This is simply about respect. Them niggas disrespected me by coming at you, so I gotta handle it. Simple,” I pointed out, and she nodded.

      I guess she figured that this was one of those battles that she wasn’t going to win with me, which is why she chose to stop talking about it. I turned her body over and got on top of her. She was naked. The sheets that were somewhat lying on her were the only thing that kept her from being fully exposed. I pushed the sheets away from her, and for almost two minutes, I didn’t say shit. I just took her in with my eyes.

      Nothing needed to be said because she knew what I wanted. Her arms went around my neck, and she pulled me in for a kiss. I hadn’t sexed Shae in almost two weeks. Any other time, I wouldn’t even let her go a whole two days without giving me no play, but because this fight was coming up and everything, I let her get a pass. She would sleep in the same bed with me at night, but she would always claim to be catching up on some work. Shae would purposely get in the bed with me late as hell, knowing that she had the perfect excuse to say that she was tired if I were to ask her to give me some.

      We kissed and grinded on each other like we were teenagers. My dick was so hard that I thought it would break. In the middle of the kiss, I was able to pull my pajama bottoms down, and in seconds, my dick was poking at her entrance, and I slid him right into her wet ass pussy.

      “Hmmmm,” she moaned, breaking the kiss. One thing about Shae, she fucked back. I could have her on her back, her side, her stomach; no matter the position, she was going to meet a nigga halfway. She moved her body to the same beat as me, making her pretty titties bounce in the process. Sliding in her raw wasn’t necessarily something new, but she would make a nigga promise to pull out.

      I wasn’t pulling out of shit tonight. I wanted a chocolate daughter or a chocolate, handsome son. I wanted to marry this woman. I wanted her pussy to continue to grip my dick for the rest of her life. I wanted to grow old together, all that shit.

      “Todrriccckkk… Todricckkkk…” she moaned my name and wrapped her legs around my waist.

      “Tell me this my pussy, Choc.” I groaned in her ear and then I bit it.

      Granted, I knew this was my shit, but something about the way she would confirm that shit when I was balls deep inside of her. Sometimes, a nigga just needed that reassurance.

      “It’s your pussyyy… hmmmm… babyyyy, just like that.” She moaned.

      I grabbed her legs and tossed them back over her head, giving me the perfect access to her pussy. I knew I was fuckin’ her silly because I could see the veins in my arms poking out like they were about to break. Her mouth was wide open, but she wasn’t saying shit. The fact that I was in this bitch sweating and the inside of this house was cold as fuck also let me know that I was putting in work. Because she wasn’t hollering and telling me to pull out, I knew that the dick I was giving was so good that she had convinced herself that it was alright if I didn’t pull out tonight.

      “Shitttt, Miamiii… I’m cummingggg. Fuckkkkkkk,” she moaned, finally stopping herself from moving her hips so she could properly enjoy everything that came with busting her first nut.

      Something about the way her juices wet up my dick had me feeling like I was king of the world. For years, I dreamt of her doing that shit, and now that she was finally doing it, it gave a nigga stamina like never before. I dropped her legs, which felt like noodles, and my hands went around her waist so I could flip us over. My hands went behind my head, and I gazed up at her, ready to see what she was about to do with all that dick that I was leaving her in control of.

      Her small, perky titties sat up nicely, and they jiggled in the process of her lowering her pussy on my dick. Her long nails went for my chest, and they scratched away at my tattoos as she got her ride on.

      “I ain’t pulling out, Shae. Don’t hop off this dick either, shorty. Shittt that pussy so tight… fuckkk, man! Do that shit, man,” I groaned.

      My hands left from behind my head and went to her waist so I could pace her. I loved that she wasn’t fuckin’ me too fast or too slowly. Shorty was in heaven as her eyes rolled and she bit her bottom lip. I was so comfortable around Shae that I wasn’t even scared to moan in that pussy. If that shit was good, which it was, I was going to make sure that she knew.

      When her moans got louder, and she picked up the pace with her riding, I knew she was getting ready to cum, and so was I. I matched her strokes, drilling in her shit like this would be the last fuck that I would ever get in my life. My arms wrapped around her waist tight as hell, and in seconds, I was dropping off inside of her what I hoped to be my son. Her body crashed into mine, and she bit the shit out of my lip before she tried to roll over, but I held her in place, burying my sweaty face into the crook of her neck.

      “Give me two seconds, and then I wanna fuck on the balcony. We got to take advantage of that view,” I let her know.

      “I’m about to go and pee this nut out of me. I just stood my ass there and said that I wasn’t going to have no kids with you, especially with this shit going on, and now look,” she fussed, trying to get off me, but I wouldn’t let her.

      “I just pumped two weeks’ worth of built-up nut inside of you. You not pissing that out. You mean to tell me you don’t want to have no kids with me?” I asked, grabbing a handful of her ass and slapping it.

      “I do. Just not right now,” she said.

      “Whatever, shorty. You trippin’. I ain’t fuckin’ you no more then,” I told her, and she laughed while finally escaping the hold that I had her in and laying her head on my chest.

      “What happened to fuckin’ me on the balcony and looking at the Las Vegas view?” she asked, followed by a laugh.

      “The shit funny to your ass now, but let’s see who gon’ be laughing in a few weeks when your period doesn’t come. The thirteenth, right? That’s when it’s supposed to start, ain’t it? We’ll see if you still laughing then. I may smoke a little weed here and there, but I’m healthy, shorty. My soldiers work. Watch out,” I said and pushed her off me then went into the bathroom.

      I wasn’t even mad at Shae. Usually, whenever I asked God for something, he tends to give it to me. I’d been asking God to allow Shae to bless me with a baby one of these days, so I knew that blessing was right around the corner.
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      I went to the graveyard this afternoon to visit my baby. I had a long, two-hour talk with him. I want to say that I felt just about every emotion out there that I could feel. I went from feeling sad to happy, angry, depressed, miserable, happy, and sad again, all in one sitting. Coming to visit my boy was nothing new for me. The thing is, it didn’t get better.

      I believed in God, and I believed that Vonte’s body was the only thing left in that casket and that his spirit had gone to heaven. But, as his mother, I couldn’t help but still wonder if he was okay, you know? Was he scared? When Vonte was alive, especially as a little boy, it had always been my job to worry about him. I remember when I dropped him off at daycare for the first time. The whole day at work, I wondered if my baby was okay. I wondered if he was being treated fairly. I wondered if the other kids were being nice to him.

      To ease those feelings, I remember driving to the daycare on my lunch break and checking on him through the window. My baby was just fine. He was playing with the other kids and nowhere near stressing like I was. I hoped that was the case now. I could only hope that he was in Heaven having a good time and getting the chance to be around my mother, who I never got the chance to meet. I hoped he was at peace because I still wasn’t at peace.

      After leaving the graveyard, I ended up getting back in the car with Manny, who drove me around the corner to the church. I hated the idea of having security, but I knew that Miami wasn’t going to change his mind, so I guess I had to accept it. He claimed that this was only temporary, and I hoped so because I didn’t too much care for another man, who wasn’t my man, having to drive me around.

      I went to the church because I needed to go up front to the altar, get down on my hands and knees, and pray. I could feel the dark cloud that was over me, so I wanted to ask God to protect me and my loved ones. Trip hadn’t called since our Vegas trip, which was a week ago, and I didn’t know how to feel about that. I didn’t know what shots he was calling in that cell.

      I feared for Miami daily. I prayed for him more than I prayed for myself. Every day when I woke up, it’s like I was begging God, with tears in my eyes, to watch out for my man. I didn’t want to lose him. Miami wasn’t treating this issue as serious as I was. Although Dino was locked up, I knew that there were other people that Trip could call to do his dirty work.

      By the time I finished praying, my face was drenched from the tears that I’d cried. I used the back of my hands to wipe my face, and I stood up. When I did that, I spotted a young lady standing in the aisle, holding a small trash can. There were white, latex gloves on her hands, and when she saw me, she gave me a small smile. Instantly, I just assumed that she had to have been a friend of Vonte’s or somehow knew him because she had the school sweater on that he’d attended.

      “I didn’t hear you praying. I actually just came in about a second ago. I don’t want you to think that I was eavesdropping,” she shyly and timidly said.

      She was a very pretty girl. Dark skinned, with the prettiest set of white teeth that I’d ever seen. Tall, with a slim build and thick, brown hair that she had hanging down with a headband on.

      “It’s fine,” I let her know.

      I was about to walk around her, but she cleared her throat to say something next.

      “I attended the funeral for Vonte. I sat all the way in the back, though. I took a physics class with Vonte. Man, he was so smart. Most of the other basketball players would just horse around in class and copy from other people because they felt like because they were so good on the court that they didn’t have to take school seriously. Vonte and I weren’t necessarily close, but we were paired together a few times for group work and stuff like that,” she said, and then she took a pause.

      I could tell that she was so shy, as she kept switching the small trash can from hand to hand, and at times, looking everywhere but at me. There was about a two-second pause, and then she started right back up.

      “Umm, I know you heard it a hundred times or more, but I’m really sorry about what happened to him. I couldn’t say it at the funeral because… you know? I’m sure you wanted your space. This is my father’s church, so I’m here often. Sorry if I’m talking too much. I’ll let you go,” she nervously said.

      She was so pretty, yet so timid and scared. It was like she almost wanted to tell me something but was too afraid to do so.

      “Thank you, and you’re fine. You’re not talking too much. What’s your name? Maybe Vonte talked about you to me before,” I said.

      “Olivia. Olivia Clarke,” she said and extended her hand out for me to shake.

      “Okay, Olivia. I’m not sure. Your name could have come up once or twice before. Vonte always came home to me with a million and one stories about different people, so it was kind of hard to keep up with him and his stories,” I said.

      She let out a nervous laugh and nodded as if she agreed.

      “I’m here at the church just about every day, and my dad always makes me come in the sanctuary to pick up any trash that may be in the pews or on the floor. Usually, when someone is in here praying, I’ll just wait outside until they are done, so they can have their moment. Maybe a month after Vonte passed, I was outside in the foyer sweeping when I heard loud cries coming from inside here. I’m a teenager, so I can be a little nosey sometimes. I wanted to know who was inside here crying like that, so I peeked in. It was Taylor. It was what she cried about that bothered my soul. She wasn’t a good person, so when I found out about her passing almost a month ago, I couldn’t feel bad for her. I felt like she deserved what happened to her,” she voiced.

      I could look into her eyes and see the anger that she had for Taylor. Immediately, I started thinking that maybe this little chick was crazy and had a secret crush on Vonte. Maybe I had watched too many Lifetime movies and was reading this all wrong. I would have remembered the name Olivia. Vonte never talked to me about anyone named Olivia. I only told her that I couldn’t remember because I didn’t want to hurt her feelings.

      “When you get older, you’ll learn about forgiveness. That comes with age and wisdom,” I said, and she looked at me like I was crazy.

      “What? If she never did what she did, Vonte would still be here today,” she shrieked like she was shocked that I said what I said.

      I had no idea what she was talking about, so I looked at her like she was crazy this time.

      “What do you mean? My son died because of a severe asthma attack,” I corrected her.

      “An asthma attack that could have been avoided. I was at the game that day. I never attend games, but my school was in the championship, so of course, I went. In the middle of the attack, everyone was looking for Vonte’s bag, and it was nowhere to be found. A month after his death, Taylor sat at the altar, down on her hands and knees, begging God to forgive her. She kept saying, ‘I should have never taken the bag. I should have never taken the bag,’” Taylor played her part.

      “That car accident happening to her was no coincidence. It was Karma. It was Vonte giving her what was owed. Do you still believe that forgiveness comes with age and wisdom?” she asked me.

      I didn’t respond. I was numb. My body was numb. Even to this day, I still questioned Vonte’s bag. I never even got to see it again. The head coach told me that the janitors had searched that whole school, and it didn’t pop up anywhere. I all but tore down my entire house, trying to see if it was there, but it never showed up.

      I had to take a seat because it felt like I was going to pass out. I remember the night at the hospital after Vonte had the asthma attack. I remember Taylor and her cries. It was almost as if she was in competition with me. She cried louder than me, longer than me, and one would have thought that her pain was deeper than mine, and I had birthed Vonte! She knew she was responsible for taking his bag, and she felt guilty, which is why she was crying.

      I felt tears rushing down my face as I thought of Vonte’s birthday. I remember inviting her to go with us to the grave, and she came up with a lame ass excuse about not being able to see him that way. That girl couldn’t see him that way because she knew that she was responsible for what happened. Olivia tried to say something else to me, but I shot up from the pew and went over to Manny, letting him know that I was ready to go.

      “Take me to this address,” was the first thing that I said when we got back in the car.

      This message was from months ago when Vonte was still alive, and I tracked down his location by using his phone number. It was Taylor’s mother’s house. I’m not sure if Manny didn’t question the address because he saw the look on my face and could tell that I meant business or because he knew that with or without him, I was going to take my ass to that address, so he opted to take me instead. The whole time we drove, my leg bounced up and down. It’s like I knew that this trip wasn’t going to end well, but I had yet to tell Manny to turn around.

      As he drove, it felt like the damn car was spinning. You have to know that for months I haven’t been at peace, which is one of the reasons why my son’s passing hasn’t gotten any easier on me. Vonte took his inhaler with him like I made sure to always have a bad purse on me to match any outfit that I wore. He knew he needed it, even though his asthma had been improving. There was nothing that would get him so off track that it would cause him to forget his inhaler at home. Nothing!

      Almost ten minutes later, we finally pulled up to the house. I barely waited for the car to come to a stop before I opened the back door and hopped out.

      “Ms. Johnson, can you hold up a second? Mr. King will kill me if something happens to you,” Manny said, coming up behind me, but it was too late.

      I was already banging on the front door. I knew that someone was home because the same car that Taylor had driven to my house was parked in the driveway. I banged like whoever was on the other side of the door owed me some money. In a few seconds, the front door swung open, and a woman who looked very similar to Taylor stood on the other side. She looked pissed that I was banging on her door like this, but I couldn’t care less. I wasn’t sure if I’d just woken her up or anything, but her eyes were red, and a confused look was on her face as if she didn’t even know what time of the day it was.

      “Are you fuckin’ crazy banging on my door like this?” she asked.

      When she saw that it was me standing on the other side of the door, she eased her aggression down a little bit. She tied her robe tighter around her body and released a sigh.

      “Oh, it’s you,” she said, her voice and her face calming down some when she saw that it was me standing on the other side of the door.

      I’m not really sure how she knew that it was me because we’d never met in person, but all I could think is that maybe she came to the funeral or knew me because the majority of people knew that I was Vonte’s mom.

      “I want to take a look in Taylor’s room,” I said.

      You would have thought that I was a police officer, and I had a warrant to search the house the way I was casually asking to see her daughter’s room.

      “For what? You do know that my baby is dead—”

      “And so the fuck is mine! I could give two fucks about your baby. I only care about mine! I’m looking for something that I’m quite sure is hidden in her room, so either you let me in, or I let myself in,” I said.

      She tried to close the door, but I kicked it open with my foot and walked into the room. I had no idea which room belonged to Taylor because I had never been there before, but I went looking. The whole time, Manny was trying to get to me stop while Taylor’s mom threatened to call the police. I jogged up the stairs, and finally, I walked into a room that I knew belonged to Taylor because her pictures were on the wall. Her bed was perfectly made, and her room was spotless. That is until I flipped that room upside down, trying to find that damn bag.

      “What are you accusing my daughter of? I just called the police. They will be here any second now,” my mom came into the room and said.

      “It’s no secret that my son died because of an asthma attack. It’s also no secret that his bag with his inhalers went missing that day. Bitch, your daughter took that bag, and I’m going to find it,” I yelled at her as I went over to the closet and moved everything out of the way until I found what I was looking for.

      It wasn’t in there. My last resort was to look under her bed. After this was all said and done, if I were to get locked up, I’m not really sure if I would regret barging into her home and doing this. Right now, I was moving off adrenaline, so I couldn’t stop myself from doing this even if I wanted to. I was doing this for me and my sanity. I was giving myself the answers to a question that I’ve been asking myself since the day of the championship game when I ran down the bleachers onto the court, asking anyone in close proximity if they knew where Vonte’s bag was.

      “You’re crazy! My daughter would never do such a thing. She loved Vonte—”

      “Bitch, fuck you! She loved the idea of what my son was going to be able to give her when he made it pro. Stupid bitch lied to me and my son, saying that she was pregnant with his child. I can’t put shit past that girl. Anybody who will go through those types of spiteful lengths is hateful and will do any fuckin’ thing, like depriving my son of his inhaler, knowing that his life depended on it,” I yelled at her.

      At the same time, I pulled a trunk from under Taylor’s bed. It wasn’t that heavy, but I needed a key to open it. With all the strength that I could muster up, I picked it up and launched the plastic trunk onto the laminated floor. All the contents went spilling out along with the fuckin’ bag. My baby’s bag! With tears in my eyes, I unzipped the bag, and both of his inhalers flew to the ground along with a practice jersey, his wallet, and some cologne.

      At the same time, the officers rushed to the back. The bag still had his smell on it, so as I sat to the ground, as if I was possessed, I cried, rocking my body back and forth in the process. He could have still been here. For these moments, it seemed as if the world had stopped, and my hearing had left. Out of blurry eyes, I could see her pointing to me and showing me to the officers, but I couldn’t really make out what she was saying to them.

      Two officers came over to me, but they didn’t manhandle me. I was stood up from the floor, and it didn’t take long for cuffs to be slapped on my wrist. I finally had the answers to this puzzle, but this shit still didn’t make it any better. If anything, it made the situation even worse for me.
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      “When the fuck they letting her out, man?” I barked as I walked over to an officer who was sitting at the front desk. I’d been at the jail for almost three hours, waiting for them to release Shae. Out of all the people I would expect to bond out of jail, never in a million years did I think that it would be Jashae. Swear when she called me collect, telling me to come and pick her up, it took me at least five minutes to take her seriously. I didn’t believe her until her ass started crying on the phone.

      She called me right when I was in the middle of a meeting. A bunch of locals in Miami and I had something big that we were trying to do for our city, which was the only reason Manny had been driving Shae around for me all day. When I finally accepted the fact that she wasn’t bullshitting me and that she was really in jail, I assumed that out of all the shit she could have done, she probably had gotten into a fight, but nahhh, badass wanted to barge in people’s shit and fuck around with their belongings.

      I didn’t even know the full details of the story because she was crying and so angry on the phone, that I couldn’t make out what she was saying. It took no time for me to stop what I was doing, do what I had to do to get the money out for her bond, and now I was in here, pacing the floor and waiting for her to walk out of those double doors.

      “Five minutes, sir,” the officer said, not even bothering to look up from the desktop that was in front of him.

      His black ass couldn’t care less that I’d been out here all this fuckin’ time waiting for Shae to come out.

      “You said that shit an hour ago. What the fuck do y’all got to do to make this process move a little bit faster? Hire more people? Y’all trippin’, man,” I snapped.

      Lord knows I wanted to reach across that table and jack his ass up then tell him to go to the back and get her for me, but I had to be realistic. I was going to fuck around and be put in a jail cell too.

      “Calm down, sir. She’s coming,” he nonchalantly said.

      Because I knew that if I stayed in front of him and kept talking, I was going to do all the shit that the voices in my head were telling me to do, so I walked away. I didn’t sit my ass down, though. The whole time, my phone was blowing up with Mahogany calling, Shae’s grandmother, and her ole boy. They were all wanting to know if she had gotten released yet, but she hadn’t, so I didn’t answer the phone for any of them.

      Almost ten minutes had gone by, and I was about to ask the cop again what the fuck was going on, but the doors had finally opened. Two women walked out first, and then I saw Shae. She didn’t look shit like she looked when she left this morning. Her hair was straight when I last saw her. How the fuck that shit was now curly and pulled back in a bun was beyond me. She was still in the same clothes from earlier, but the top was wrinkled. Her eyes were red along with her nose.

      She walked with her arms crossed as if she was hugging herself, and I could see the plastic bag that she was holding onto, which housed her belongings. From what I could see, her cell phone and wallet were inside. I watched her as she scanned the room for me with her eyes, and then they finally landed on me. Instantly, she dropped her head in shame.

      I walked over and pulled her into me. Her head crashed onto my chest, letting out every emotion that she felt.

      “He could… have still… been hereee. She killed him. She killed my baby, Miamii,” she cried into my chest.

      I didn’t know what the fuck she was talking about, but I didn’t ask any questions. I let her have her moment. For almost five minutes, I stayed wrapped up with her, and when her cries finally stopped, I gently pulled away. I examined her face just to make sure that physically she was alright, and when I didn’t see anything out of the ordinary, we walked out together. My car was the first car in the row, and once we neared it, I popped the locks and helped her get inside.

      The moment my ass hit the seat, and I was backing out, my phone started buzzing in my lap. It was Shae’s grandmother calling me.

      “Here, this for you,” I said and passed her the phone.

      When she saw the name on the screen, she released a sigh, brought her hand up to scratch her hair, and laid the phone in her lap.

      “I don’t feel like talking to her,” she announced.

      “Shorty, right now, it ain’t what you feel like doing. She’s been calling me since I called her to let her know what was going on. Talk to her and let her know that you’re alright. You going to worry her to death,” I said.

      I could tell that she didn’t want to, but she ended up answering the phone and putting it to her ear. At the same time, I hopped on the main road, ready to jump on the turnpike after a couple of lights, so I could take us home.

      “Hey, Ma,” Shae said.

      Instantly, all I heard was a bunch of yelling from her grandma. I couldn’t make out shit that she was saying, but I did know that Shae was getting her ass cursed out. I liked the fact that no matter how grown Shae was, she still had enough respect not to go toe to toe with her folks. At the end of the day, she may not be the one who birthed her, but she was damn sure the one who raised her. That and the fact that she was also her elder.

      “Yes, ma’am… noo… okay. Yeah, I love you too,” she dryly said, and then handed me back the phone.

      She laid her head back on the headrest with her arm covering her eyes.

      “You ready to tell me why you went barging into that lady’s shit? I had been calling Manny and trying to get his side of the story, but his ass was too fuckin’ scary to even answer the phone and face me. Fuck is up with you, Shae? You don’t know what that lady had in her house. She could have had guns, knives, anything in that house to kill your ass with. Shorty, they charging your ass with home invasion and destruction of property. Make this shit make sense,” I said.

      I was staring at her every few seconds because she was trippin’.

      “I don’t want to talk about it. I just want to go home,” she had the nerve to say.

      “You don’t got a fuckin’ choice! Yo, you realize that it’s almost midnight, and I just bonded your ass out of jail, right? Respect me enough to tell me what the fuck happened, given the fact that I could have chosen to let your ass it there until morning!” I spat.

      “Then my daddy would have come, nigga!” she yelled.

      “But you didn’t fuckin’ call your daddy, you called me! You want something to eat before I jump on this fuckin’ turnpike?” I asked, and she shook her head no.

      I’ll laugh about this shit later. I was right in the middle of laying her ass out, yet I was checking to see if she was hungry.

      “Don’t do no shit like that, yo. Don’t wave no other nigga in my face, even if it is your daddy. You felt comfortable enough to call me, so that’s what you did. I ain’t asking you to do shit but tell a nigga what happened. What made you do what you did?” I asked, this time in a calmer approach.

      She sighed and removed her arm from covering her face, but she still didn’t face me. She was looking out of the window.

      “I went to the church by the cemetery because I just wanted to pray. I was almost out the door when one of Vonte’s classmates stopped me. Her name is Olivia. We talked, she told me how she knew Vonte, and then the conversation switched to her talking about Taylor and the car crash. She told me that a month after Vonte died, she heard Taylor come into the church, praying and screaming about how she was sorry for taking Vonte’s bag. Crazy because I didn’t know shit about that girl, but I took her word. That girl could have been lying to me, but I still took my ass down to Taylor’s mother’s house. She didn’t want to let me in, so instantly, I felt like she was trying to protect her daughter.

      “Miami, I was too fuckin’ angry and riled up to just turn around, so I barged inside. The moment I stepped foot in that door, I knew I was going to jail, but I didn’t care. My main focus was on finding that bag. I searched everywhere for it. So, now I’m getting even angrier because I’m starting to feel like maybe Olivia was just lying to me and was saying that shit to get a reaction out of me. That’s until I saw the trunk that was under her bed. I was able to drop it to the floor, and the handle broke, so everything went flying out, along with Vonte’s bag. And this,” she said, and her voice cracked.

      She went into the clear bag that she had and pulled out the two inhalers. I hadn’t even realized that she had that all this time.

      “It all comes down to this. I can’t hold, kiss, and love on my baby anymore, all because of the simple fact that he didn’t have this. I lost my fuckin’ son because of her sick ass child, yet they lock me up! They should have locked that bitch up!” she cried and shoved the dashboard.

      I ain’t ever in my life seen Shae this pissed. I let her have it, though, because I knew that she needed it. “I was ready to be a fuckin’ grandmother to a baby that wasn’t even my son’s. That bitch came into Vonte’s hospital room that night, and she cried over my baby, knowing good and damn well that she put her there. Miami, she better be lucky that she died in that car accident or else I would have killed her and that baby with my bare fuckin’ hands. I swear to God I would have,” she cried and broke down.

      At the same time, I pulled the car into the driveway. When I say she broke down, I mean she broke down. Shit fucked me up too, and I ended up wiping a tear that had fallen from my eyes too. It felt like we were back at square one with this. I shut the car off and then came around and helped her out. Like she was incapable of walking, I held her in my arms, carried her up the driveway, and I used my free hand to unlock the door, letting the both of us inside.

      I shut off the alarm seconds into us walking inside, and I didn’t make any other stops; I just carried her up the stairs and into the master bathroom. I stood her on her feet, only so I could start the bath water for her. I was pretty sure she felt dirty after sitting up in jail all night. I put in her favorite bubble bath, as the water filled up, I went over and helped her out of her clothes.

      Once all her clothes were removed, and the water had filled up, I lifted her again and set her down in the water. She drew her knees to her chest as she stared off into space. For about five minutes, we didn’t say shit to each other. The only sound in the room was me grabbing her sponge, putting her body wash on it, and washing her body for her.

      “You think I’m crazy? Be honest with me,” she finally asked.

      She was looking at me with eyes that pleaded for me to say that she wasn’t.

      “I don’t think you’re crazy for missing your son, shorty. Personally, I think any mother who loves her kid would wild the fuck out and often times have to question their sanity. On the other hand, there are times when I feel like you’re missing a few screws, yo,” I joked, getting her to laugh.

      “You love me, though,” she reminded me.

      “Sure do. You, my daughter, and my son,” I said with my hand on her stomach.

      “Please! That’s happy weight. You make me happy,” she said with a small smile on her face.

      “I ain’t saying you got a gut, shorty. You know exactly what I’m saying,” I let her know.

      She rolled her eyes and ignored me.
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      Over the years, I done had some strange ass visits, but nothing topped this one. I wouldn’t even call it strange; just different, you know? More like shocking, since I feel like that’s more fitting for the situation. I was nervous because I knew who was out there waiting for me. I was dreading this day, but at the same time, I was kind of looking forward to it too. I barely slept last night because all I could think about was how this morning’s visit was going to unfold.

      I was walked out by one of the correctional officers, which wasn’t Raynell because this was her off weekend. I spotted my ole girl in the back, and Maya was sitting next to her. I took my time walking over to them both because I was nervous. I ain’t never in my life have to face no shit like this because Vonte was always the only child that I knew. It was only so much slow walking that I could do before I finally reached the table.

      I kissed my mama on her forehead and waved at Maya, who gave a small wave back. First thing that I noticed about her was that she was really tiny. Granted, Krystal was small when she was younger, but damn, the little girl looked kind of malnourished. She was adorable, though. The picture that her bitch ass mama had shown me didn’t do any justice because she was a doll in person. I then took notice of the old ass braids in her hair. Crazy how her hair looked this way, but the last time Krystal was here, she’d literally looked as if she’d just left the hair salon.

      I couldn’t tell how her clothes fit her because she was sitting, but I knew that the shirt that she had on hadn’t been washed because there were stains on it. It was only ten in the morning, and those stains were old. I was almost embarrassed that this was my supposed child, and she was out here looking like this.

      My eyes left Maya, and they landed on my mama, who looked pissed off about something. Not only did she look pissed, but she looked sleep deprived as well. There were dark circles under her eyes, and I didn’t know if her eyes were red because she was tired or if she’d been previously crying. She gave me a look that screamed that she didn’t want to be here.

      “The results came back for the test. She’s indeed yours,” my mama let me know.

      It wasn’t shit to have a DNA test done. I didn’t speak to Krystal not one time about any of this. The day she left here, I let my ole girl know what was going on. Although she didn’t want to get involved, she jumped right on it. The judge was able to order the paternity test, and today, my ole girl hit me with the results. Now that I knew she was mine, I didn’t even know how to feel. I wasn’t happy, sad, angry, or any of that.

      I wasn’t shocked that Maya belonged to me because although she looked more like Krystal, I could see bits of me in her, like her nose, her eyes, even her ears. She looked a little bit like Vonte when he was her age, just the girl version. I could sense hostility and annoyance coming from my ole girl, so I spoke up on that shit.

      “What’s your problem, man? I haven’t seen you in months. I would think that you would be happy to see me,” I said, and she sucked her teeth.

      “Giovonni, ask me where this little girl’s mother has been since we all had to meet up for the paternity test. She came up with some bullshit ass excuse about needing to go and pay her light bill and how she doesn’t like to take Maya because it’s always crowded down there. That was damn near three weeks ago, Trip. I done called just about every fuckin’ hospital, jail, and her ass is nowhere to be found. I don’t even know where the bitch lives, so it’s not like I can go to an address. I’m calling her phone, but it’s going straight to voicemail. Maya is badly speech delayed, so she really isn’t much help.”

      The whole time my ole girl spoke, Maya’s head was down, resting on her arms. It was as if she didn’t even know where the fuck she was. That was another thing that I had picked up on from the moment I saw her. Something was definitely off; I just couldn’t put my finger on it yet. I shot out the address to my ole girl since I knew where Krystal stayed. Well, that’s the address where all her letters came from.

      “If she’s not there, I’m dropping her ass off somewhere. I didn’t sign up for this shit, Giovonni. I’m not even being mean, but it’s one thing to be a grandmother, and it’s a whole ’nother thing to take on the responsibly and be a full-time mom. I’ve been bringing Maya with me to work at the cafeteria because I don’t have money to pay for a babysitter. Her ass cries all night, and I’m changing the sheets of the bed every day because she’s still pissing in the bed. This was you and Krystal’s doing, not mine! I’m making ends meet, living paycheck to paycheck. She is another bill. Another bill that I cannot afford right now,” she vented.

      I would say that I hated she was saying all of this shit in front of Maya, but I swear that little girl wasn’t even paying us any attention. Physically, she was there, but her mind was on a whole other planet. I kept wondering what the hell that was all about.

      “Fuck is you saying? That’s my child, Ma. I can’t take care of her while I’m here, so this is where you gotta step in. Fuck are you going to do? Put her out on the fuckin’ streets? She’s five, yo. She ain’t ask to be here!” I yelled.

      “And I didn’t ask to be in this ghetto ass situation. You should have thought about your predicament before you went fuckin’ on bitches, knowing that you are in no condition to be anybody’s father. I won’t drop her off in the fuckin’ streets, but I’ll take her somewhere,” she snapped.

      If she wasn’t my mama, I would have slapped the shit out of her. She had some fucked-up ways about her, but I never thought that she would be so fuckin’ mean and heartless to the point that she would pretty much say fuck her own grandchild. When I was free, and Vonte was younger, she didn’t mind watching him on days that Shae was either working or in school, and I would be somewhere running the streets. What the fuck was so different now? It probably had to be that back then, I would front her a little money to keep Vonte. Now that I was locked up and didn’t have shit to give her, I guess her outlook on being a grandparent changed.

      “Ask Shae for me, Ma, and—”

      “Tuh!” she hissed, throwing her hands up in the air and rolling her eyes at me like I was crazy for even letting something like that come out of my mouth.

      “Please! Are you serious? What are you doing in here, sniffing coke?” her stupid ass asked me.

      “Man, say what you want. I know that lady better than anybody else. She won’t do it for me, but she’ll damn sure do it off the strength of this being Vonte’s sister. Shae is not going to just say fuck a child like that, no matter how much she hates me. If you’re able to reach out to Shae, do that for me. I won’t ask you to do shit else for me, Ma. After this, you don’t even have to come back down here and see me, but just don’t drop her off to anybody. Do that for me,” I all but begged her.

      It meant so much to me to have Maya somewhere safe because I already put her in a situation where she was another black child whose father was either incarcerated or dead. I figured that having her somewhere safe, where she could lay her head at night was the least that I could do. I knew Shae’s heart, and I couldn’t see her saying fuck Maya, who like I said, was Vonte’s little sister.

      “Yeah, whatever you say! Maya, meet your daddy,” she nastily spat and stood up from the table.

      Maya didn’t respond. She was in her own little world. My ole girl all but snatched her up, and the two of them walked out the doors together, never once even telling me bye. My eyes stayed trained on Maya the entire time. She walked on her tippy toes, trying to keep up with my mama. What was keeping her from catching up was those big ass jeans that she had on along with those little ass shoes. I could kill Krystal right now for even having our daughter looking crazy like that. What the fuck was the purpose of her having a daughter if her dumb ass wasn’t going to take care of her?

      That hoe wanted to be put on the same level as Shae so badly that she was willing to birth a baby that she didn’t even want. My visit was up, so I stood up, and I was led back to my cell. Immediately as I got inside, it was as if a light bulb had gone off in my head. I remember Shae sent a letter to me a couple of years ago, and it had her job address on it. I tore this little ass cell up, looking for it.

      I had over ten years’ worth of letters from Shae that I had to go through, but I eventually found it. I usually didn’t pull my phone out during the day because it was too much of a risk, but because this was important to me, I ended up pulling the phone out. I took a picture of Shae’s work address and sent it to my mama. I let her know that she could drop Maya off there. I knew that I had a lot of nerve asking Shae to do some shit like this for me, but it was the only option that I had.

      She probably hated my black ass, especially after the shit that Miami said took place between her and Dino, but I didn’t tell that nigga to put his hands on her. I told that nigga right on the phone to leave the fuckin’ house if Shae was there alone. I would kill that nigga for putting hands on my baby mama. The plan was to put a bullet between her eyes only if Miami was there and she was pleading for him not to kill her. I know I probably should have never told him to take his ass down there anyway, especially given the fact that I knew he was missing a few screws.

      “Rook time,” the inmates called out.

      I quickly buried the phone back in the mattress and set the letters down too. Me, including every other nigga in this prison, actually looked forward to when new niggas came in. It was comical because half the time, these niggas would be shaking like a bitch walking in here and holding onto the shit that they would need to put in their cell. I remember my first time walking in over ten years ago. I wasn’t scared because I’d been to jail a few times, so I thought it would have been similar.

      I tried to act all big and bad, knowing that I was fucked up inside because the day before, that’s when the judge sentenced a nigga to life. A gang of niggas walked through in a single file line, and one nigga, in particular, stood out to me. I was just talking about this fuckin’ devil, and here his ass was, just in disguise. His eyes landed on me for one second, and then he quickly turned away. The fact that he couldn’t even look me in my eyes spoke volumes.

      This was a nigga who I would easily take the shit off my back for and pass it to him if he needed it, and he violated my girl the first chance he got. That killing rate that had us on lockdown about a month ago had just gotten higher because I was definitely killing this pussy the first time I got him alone! On my kids, I was killing him!
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      “Okay, hang on. I’m going to tell you what it is, rigghhttt now… It’s a… girl! That’s definitely a girl,” my doctor said as he sat in front of a screen moving buttons around and trying to figure out the gender.

      Immediately, I started crying because that’s exactly what I had been praying for. I couldn’t have a miniature Jabari; I was bound to kill myself if that was the case. Jabari was standing on the other side of me, and he had a look on his face as if he didn’t believe it. He, on the other hand, was begging God to give us a boy because just like me, he kept saying that he didn’t know what he would do with a miniature me.

      Jashae was standing on the other side of me with her phone in her hand, recording the whole thing, although the doctor had told her not to. She started jumping up and down and screaming when she found out that she was going to be the godmother to a little girl.

      “Nah, Doc, check that shit again. Check it again, man,” Jabari’ ass said, being so damn in denial.

      I couldn’t even say anything because I was too busy crying tears of joy that I couldn’t curse him out the way that I wanted to.

      “Young man, I have been doing this since before you were born. I’m telling you, it’s a little girl. Congratulations, you’re going to be a father to a little princess. I wish you the best of luck,” the doctor joked and placed his hand on Jabari’s shoulder with a smile on his face.

      For almost ten minutes more, the doctor probed around, just basically checking the baby’s size and things like that. I wanted to go to the mall right after this and buy everything. This was the same baby that a couple of months ago, I planned to get rid of. God, I was so lucky that I didn’t get rid of this blessing. Prior to being with Jabari, I never wanted children. I mean, never. Don’t get me wrong, I had no problem when it came to kids, I just always doubted that I wouldn’t be able to properly raise them and love them.

      My mama was a piece of work growing up. At ten years old, I was sitting around the table with her and her homegirls, listening to ‘grown people’s’ talk. There were no rules, no discipline, and because of that, I just didn’t feel like I was worthy of being a parent. Like Jabari said, I wouldn’t mind taking a few parenting classes because Lord knows I needed it.

      “She’s going to be so prettyyy. I can’t wait to hold her and kiss on her,” Jashae squealed and took a seat on the empty chair.

      It had been about two weeks since Jashae had spent those few hours in jail, and truth be told, I didn’t know if she was back to her normal self. When I got that call from Miami telling me what had happened, I was shocked. It’s so crazy because Jashae never liked Taylor from the beginning. I had listened to a lot of her rants, especially when Vonte and Taylor got together, and turns out, she was right about her from the start. I could only hope that God blessed me with that same mother’s intuition when it came to my baby.

      I still couldn’t believe that Shae had found Vonte’s bag in Taylor’s room. That was some sick ass shit, and to think that I actually cried when I saw on the news that she’d died in that car accident. Fucked up part about all of this is we’ll never really know why she took his bag. All I can say is the bitch was crazy.

      My relationship with God wasn’t as strong as it should have been, but these days, I found myself talking to Him more than usual. I was constantly praying for myself and my child but also praying for Shae. I prayed that she would catch a break on all the fucked up things that continued to happen to her. For her to be such a good person, I swear bad shit was constantly coming her way.

      “You not happy, baby?” I finally asked Jabari after the doctor had left the room.

      My stomach was wiped off from the ultrasound, and I stood up, pulled my shirt down, and buttoned my pants back up. I was holding the ultrasound pictures in my hands, which I couldn’t wait to get copies of while Jabari pulled me into him.

      “I’m happy, bae. I’m just fuckin’ around. I’ll take whatever you give me, but fuckkkkk, I wanted a son.” He groaned followed a laugh and a kiss on my lips.

      I was happy, so happy that my cheeks were hurting from smiling so damn much.

      “There’s always a next time,” I lied, knowing good and damn well that I didn’t even want to think about having another child.

      I was only at my fifteenth week, with a while to go, and I was already complaining. I didn’t necessarily get any morning sickness, which was a good thing, but I was getting migraines just about every other day, the simplest foods give me heartburn, and don’t even get me started on my damn emotions.

      Jabari smirked at what I said, not even giving it a comment, and then we all walked out of the room together.

      “When you going to give my man a son? Bruh said he already got his name picked out and everything,” Jabari said to Shae after we were all back out in the parking lot.

      “That’s because bruh is delusional. Like I told Miami, he has other things to be worried about than getting me pregnant,” Shae said while texting away on her phone.

      She was still in her work clothes because, after this, she was heading back to the office. Shae was such a good friend because she left the office just to come over with us to the doctor and find out the gender with us. Shae could talk all the shit she wanted, but a man as fine as Miami, if he told you that he wanted a son, best believe you were going to do that. I knew Shae well enough to know that that son Miami was dreaming about was getting worked on every night.

      “Yeah, aight, tell me anything. Where your security at? You know Miami doesn’t let you run the streets by yourself,” Jabari joked.

      Shae put her cell phone in her purse after she gave Jabari the finger, and he laughed.

      “He fired him after he let me get arrested on his watch,” she said.

      We stood in the parking lot for a few minutes until she jumped in her car and headed back to work. I got in the car with Jabari, with hopes of us going somewhere to get something to eat because I was starving.

      “Let me swing by my store right quick, and then we can go get something to eat,” he said and shot out of the parking lot.

      I nodded, although that’s not what I cared to do. I knew that whenever he went to his store to check up on business, it was never something that would take just a few minutes.

      “Why you don’t call your mama and tell her the good news?” he asked, catching me off guard with his question.

      “Ummm, I didn’t see you pull your phone out and tell your mama either,” I smartly retorted.

      “Trust me, shorty, Ima tell her. I don’t really talk to her like that every day because she got her own shit going on back home in Atlanta, but this is big. She’s about to be a grandmother to my daughter, so Ima hit her up, and you should do the same with yours,” he said.

      “I’ll pass. My mom and I aren’t as close as we used to be, and I guess that was both of our faults, especially since the phone works both ways. We really haven’t been the same since years ago when I left for college. I still love her, you know. We’re just not close,” I spoke.

      I was ready for this conversation to end from the moment he even spoke on my mom. She was a sensitive topic for me. I had a lot of resentment toward her, especially since she lied to me about a lot of shit over the years. The main one being the lie she kept going for years, leaving me to believe that my daddy was in the army when he really wasn’t.

      “And add on the fact that you’re mad at her about something,” he said and sat up in the seat, switching lanes now that he was jumping on the turnpike.

      “Okay, Dr. Phil. Fuck is you trying to diagnose me with? As much pillow talking as we do, why are you bringing this shit up now? You act like I’m going around saying that I hate my mama. I just simply don’t deal with her like that. I’m around you every day. I don’t see you calling your mama, so why are you hounding me about calling mine?” I asked, getting annoyed with him.

      “Shorty, it was just a fuckin’ question, yo. Obviously, I hit a nerve, so Ima just leave you the fuck alone. If I don’t call my ole girl, it’s for a reason. She wasn’t always the best mother to my ass growing up, so—”

      “And mine was? Nigga, I was twelve, and she was still telling me that my daddy was in the army! Fuck outta here with that man! I didn’t find out until I was thirteen that her ass didn’t even have a clue who my real father was. Don’t speak on some shit that you don’t know about. Trust me, I don’t deal with her for a reason. Don’t try to tell me to fix my problems when you have yet to fix yours. You moved down to Miami for a reason, Jabari. You not even from here, you’re from Atlanta. Yeah, you left to open a business down here, but we both know that you left to get away from your mama too!” I snapped.

      Maybe I was keeping it too real with him because I could tell by the way that he was flexing his jaw that I’d hit a nerve. He didn’t say shit else to me, though. Instead, he just turned the music up in the car, basically preventing me from saying anything else to his ass. Not even a whole hour had passed since he and I found out that we had a daughter on the way, and we were already beefing. I really wanted to see if he and I could go a whole day without being at each other’s throats.

      Almost twenty minutes later, he pulled his car into his sneaker store and parked right in his reserved parking spot. He shut the car off and opened his door. I had yet to come out of my seat belt because I didn’t even want to get out anymore.

      “Get out of the car, Mahogany. I’m not about to leave you out here in this hot ass car, no matter how much I want to,” he snapped and then got out.

      I finally took the seat belt off, reached in the backseat for my purse, and I got out too. He was already at the front door and holding it open for me. When I walked through it, he slapped me hard as hell on my ass.

      “All that fuckin’ attitude!” he called out.

      I didn’t even bother to respond because we were at his place of business. I loved the inside of his shoe store, Kickz. It kind of had an old school, New York basketball court kind of feel to it from the graffiti that was on the wall down to the actual court that he did have inside. All the chairs in the room to try on shoes were made out of a basketball material. Every Jordan that was ever made along with every sneaker from Yeezy’s, Nike’s, and whatever else that people were wearing these days were in the store.

      I wasn’t a sneaker type of girl. I loved my heels and my sandals. Days when I had to run errands and things of that nature, I would throw on a pair of Yeezy’s or some Nike’s, but that’s as far as it went. Because it was the middle of the day, there weren’t many customers inside, but believe me, after five, I’ve seen this place so crowded that it would literally be standing room only.

      “Barriiiii,” one of his female cashier’s said and walked over to him with a big ass smile on her face.

      I read her name tag, and it said, Britain. I’d never seen her before, but that didn’t mean anything because I’d only come to the shop a few times. The first thing that I picked up on was the fact that she was wayyyy too happy about seeing Jabari. I mean, this bitch was showing all thirty-two of her damn teeth. I wouldn’t knock her and say that she was ugly because she was actually very pretty. She was light skinned like me, but that’s the only thing we had in common because physically, her body was thick as hell, her hair was cut into a nice, feathered bob, and she had pretty, light brown eyes.

      She wore the uniform like the rest of the women who worked there, which was a white tank top with the letters Kickz on it in blue, some short blue jean shorts like the ones they wore in hooters and a pair of Jordans were on her feet. She walked over and tried to hug Jabari, but he curved her.

      “Oh no, don’t stop now because I’m here. Why is this bitch comfortable enough to walk up on you and hug you? She obviously does the shit any other day. Go on,” I said, really wanting to slap the shit out of Jabari.

      “Whoooaaa, it’s not even like that. I have a boyfriend of my own. No need for the name calling,” she said.

      When she spoke a full sentence this time, I was able to remember her voice. I laughed in her face while shaking my head. I would never let another bitch see me shake, so I would address the shit with Jabari and not her. If I responded to her, I would look like one of those ghetto bitches who fights while pregnant, and I didn’t want to do that.

      I walked away and headed in the back where I knew Jabari’s office was. I let myself in and flicked on the light, pacing the floor while waiting for him to come inside. I was mumbling all type of shit under my breath the whole time that I waited for him to come.

      After almost five minutes, he came in, holding two bottles of water.

      “We need to switch out your prenatal pills. It’s obvious that something in that shit is making you act all crazy. What the fuck is your problem, Mahogany?” he asked, taking a seat at his desk while I stood over him. He had the nerve to blow out a breath of frustration as if I was annoying him.

      “You fucked that bitch?” I asked, disregarding everything that he’d just said to me.

      He released another sigh and then pulled down on the hairs from his beard.

      “Because she called me Bari, I fucked her, right?” he questioned.

      “No, nigga, because you butt dialed me a few months ago, and I heard your conversation. Remember her asking you if you were seeing somebody, and you told her no? If you trying to fuck, there’s a bathroom around the corner. Remember saying that, right? I hung up the phone because I had enough of the conversation, so I’m asking you now, did you fuck her?” I asked, pressing my arms on the edge of the desk and getting in his face.

      “Ohhhh, that’s why you blocked my number and went missing? You were mad because of that? Not even trying to sound inconsiderate toward your feelings, but even if I did fuck her at the time, Mahogany, we weren’t together, and you know that. Wasn’t like I fucked around on you if I did hit it, but to answer your question, I didn’t touch that bitch. Me telling her that it’s a bathroom in the back was just spitting game. She works for me. Never mix business with pleasure. That’s like the golden rule,” he said.

      I stood there for a few seconds, looking him in his eyes and trying to find any signs of him lying, but there weren’t any.

      “You want me to fire her? Say the word, and I’ll do it,” he said, placing his hands on my lower back and pulling me into his lap.

      “No, because you’ll give her the satisfaction of making me look insecure. I hate that you used to be such a hoe,” I groaned with a serious expression on my face.

      “I wouldn’t say I was a hoe. I think friendly is a better choice of word. Don’t judge me on my past, though, bae. Look at a nigga for what he’s doing right now and for what I’ll one day be doing. I hate to say this shit, but I done fucked around with a lot of bitches. This how you gon’ act every time you come in contact with an old flame? Them bitches don’t mean a damn thing to me. You’re all that matters to me, yo. You and our daughter, that’s it. Keep that in mind the next time you let a bitch try to knock you off your square,” he voiced.

      Jabari moved me with his words. I never really had a nigga have me the way that Jabari had me. Listening to him remind me that I was all that mattered to him had me wrapping my arms around his neck and giving him a few kisses on his beautiful lips. When I tried to pull away from him, he cuffed my chin, giving me that lazy look.

      “Shorty, when I tell you that you’re crazy, I don’t be playing. A nigga be dead ass serious. You loony as fuck,” he said, making me laugh.

      “So! I’m loony about your big dick ass,” I called out and kissed his lips one more time.

      With a smirk on his face, all he could do was shake his head.
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      “What you got a taste for? I’m trying to book the reservations now,” Miami said on the phone.

      I was in my office with the headset on, talking to him while I worked on an Excel document that I prayed to God I would able to finish by the time I was ready to clock out. If not, I would have to take it home with me. The reservations that Miami was referring to were for me to finally meet his baby mama, Tahira. It was supposed to have already happened, but it seemed like every day, something was happening which prevented the meetup.

      She’d made it in town yesterday morning, and Taniya had been with her since then. Over the past few months, I’d become so fond of Taniya. I actually wasn’t ready for her to go back home when her mom eventually leaves Washington. Being around her just reminded me of the innocence of a child. I loved children when they were that age because they were so sweet. Vonte was the sweetest when he was Taniya’s age. That little boy stayed glued to my hip, and I loved every second of it.

      With Taniya, it was different because she was a girl. Therefore, she wanted to do everything that I was doing, like wear make-up, well in her case play in it, putting on lip gloss, wearing cute outfits, and she’d even gone with me a couple of times to the nail salon.

      “Ummm, what does Tahira like? We’re meeting so that she can meet me,” I chimed in, halfway paying attention to the conversation because I was too busy working on this damn report.

      “It’s what you and my son want, shorty. You want seafood?” he asked.

      I laughed in the middle of typing away on the computer as I listened to what he said.

      “You’re delusional, like real damn delusional. Yes, I want seafood,” I let him know.

      “Nahhh, you’re fuckin’ delusional. I can just feel that you’re pregnant. I swear I feel it. Plus, your auntie flow didn’t pop her ass up today, so I know we in there,” he said, and I rolled my eyes.

      “The day isn’t over yet. Anyway, make the reservation at Flemming’s. Jabari took Mahogany there the other night, and she went on and on about the surf and turf that she had. I’m going to try to be out of here by five, so you can make the reservations for eight. That way, I have time to come home, take a shower, and everything. I don’t know why the hell I’m so nervous. Not nervous to meet your baby mama, of course, but just nervous that we won’t click. Granted, I’m not trying to be her best friend, but for the sake of Taniya, I want to be able to like her. Was she bringing her boyfriend as well?” I asked.

      “She’s supposed to. Ultimately, as long as my daughter likes you, that’s really all that matters to me. At the same time, I don’t want to be that nigga whose girl and baby mama don’t get along. Tahira moved on, and so have I, so y’all really have no reason not to get along. We’re going to be straight, alright?” he asked.

      “Okay, baby. I’ll call you when I leave here. I love you,” I cooed into the phone.

      “Alright, Choc, I love you too. Be safe,” he said, and then we hung up the phone.

      For the remainder of the workday, I placed my cell phone on do not disturb because I didn’t want to get too wrapped up in another phone call and start slacking on my work. With the speed that I was going right now, I could have it completed and still be able to get out at my usual time.

      For the next two and a half hours, I sat in front of my desktop with soft music playing in the distance. At exactly 4:57, I submitted the report to my boss. Like my ass was on fire, I shot up from the chair that I was sitting in and gathered all my belongings, so I could get out of there. I speed walked all the way over to the room for me to sign out, and it was by the grace of God that my boss didn’t stop me and try to get me to stay because she was known for doing that.

      Getting on the elevator, I saw a few other people who worked on the same floor as I did, and we all got off at the same floor, which was the main floor in the garage parking lot. My purse was on my shoulder. I had my blazer draped over my arm, and my keys were in my hand. As I got closer to my car, I noticed a small figure pressed against my Lexus.

      I assumed that maybe that wasn’t my car, but the closer I got, and I saw the pink license plate, I was able to tell from the tag number that the car belonged to me. I knew then that my mind wasn’t playing tricks on me. I sighed because I did not want to tell this little girl to move away from my car. I would just go ahead and say it nicely. I mean, she was really leaned against my car like she was waiting for me.

      Now that I was just inches away from her, I saw a duffle bag by her foot, and she had a small backpack on. The clothes that she wore looked as if they belonged to somebody older and bigger than her. Her hair resembled mine when I was younger, and my grandmother would take my braids out right before she washed my hair. Whoever had taken out her braids had done a half ass job because they hadn’t even fully taken them all out yet.

      I approached her from the back, and she must have felt me because she turned around to face me. When my eyes landed on hers, I noticed the dried-up tears that were on her face along with the fresh ones. She looked scared for her life. I bent down in front of her. My face was calm as if I was talking to my baby. I didn’t want to scare her more than she probably already was.

      “Where’s your mommy, pretty girl? Who are you out here with?” I asked.

      She shrugged while using the bottom of her shirt to wipe her dirty face. She looked so familiar, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it. I’d seen this little girl before. I stared at her long and hard, trying to figure out where I had seen her, and that’s when it clicked. This was Krystal’s daughter. This was the same little girl that she was posting on her page. I hated trifling ass, social media parents. You really would have thought that she was the MVP of mothers by the way she portrayed herself online.

      “Are you Krystal’s baby girl?” I asked.

      It took her a while, but she eventually nodded her head up and down that she was. I didn’t even see how I wasn’t able to notice it upon first glance because she looked exactly like her mother.

      “Who brought you out here? Did somebody leave you out here?”

      I was trying to understand what the fuck was going on. Why the hell would Krystal’s daughter be left with her bags outside my damn job? I was trying to make this shit make sense, but I couldn’t. This was crazy to me. The little girl was so shaken up that I really couldn’t get answers from her. She was looking at me as if I was a ghost.

      “Mmm… myyy… da… daddyy’ss mmm. Mammaa,” she stuttered badly.

      My heart broke when she spoke. I just wanted to reach my arms out and hug her, but I didn’t want to scare her with it. She was scared enough. I think any little girl her age would be scared shitless if they were just dropped off somewhere without even a clue of where they were.

      “Cccc. Cannnn. Yyy… youuu… hee… helppp… meee?” she cried.

      My eyes watered up too because she was a fuckin’ baby, and someone had just dropped her off in this garage like her life meant nothing! Anything could have happened to her! Jackasses speed through this garage every day, and she could have been standing in the wrong place. Her little body could have been run over.

      So many questions that I needed answered, like how long had she even been out there? Was this Trip’s daughter? Was that the daddy she was referring to? If so, then it meant that Trip’s mother left her at my job. I just didn’t see the part where I fit in with all of this.

      With nothing but pure confusion on my face, I stared up at her with emptiness in my eyes, thinking that this little girl being dropped off right in front of my car at my place of business was just the start of some deep shit. This wasn’t going to end well. I could feel it in my soul.
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