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    Amena 
 
    Walking out of the movie theater, Trey threw his arm over my shoulder and pressed his lips against my forehead. I looked up at him with a smile pulling at the corner of my lips. He was so sweet, so attentive and kid free. Everything felt so perfect with him. I can’t believe I actually thought about writing him off just because I loved Wesley. The way I was feeling for Trey had me second guessing if how I felt for Wesley was even real.  
 
    “Thank you for taking me out. It’s been forever.” 
 
    Trey pecked my lips once more. “I find that hard to believe. You said you had two boyfriends before, right?” 
 
    “Yes, one we didn’t go out and the other it was always family functions. Neither one of them knew how to treat me now that I think about it.” It had me frowning my face from feeling like I was a best kept secret on both ends.  
 
    “It’ a good thing I’m the last man you will ever be with.” 
 
    “You think so?” I questioned him with a raised eyebrow.  
 
    “Of course,” he laughed licking his lips. “Speaking of which, I don’t want our night to end. I had something romantic in mind and it requires your full cooperation.” 
 
    “Romantic?” 
 
    “Yes,” he responded. “Are you with it? I hope you are because I ain’t taking no for an answer. I waited so long for this.” 
 
    My stomach twisted thinking about the sex with him. Trey wasn’t Wesley, but he wasn’t nothing short of amazing. He was good enough to replace Wes.  
 
    “I’m with it,” I replied.  
 
    “Great, you just made it so much easier.” 
 
    When we made it to his car in the parking lot, he pulled open the passenger door, but stopped me from getting inside.  
 
    “Before we leave, I need you to put this over your eyes.” 
 
    Trey pulled out a bandana and when I gave him a puzzled look he smiled and explained.  
 
    “It’s a surprise, so I need you to wear this.” 
 
    “Alright, it better be good,” I told him stepping to the side allowing him to place the bandana over my eyes. Once he secured it, he helped me into the passenger seat and buckled my seatbelt. I heard the door shut, and then the other door pen soon after before he started the car.  
 
    I listened to Music Soul Child play on the radio as we drove to his surprise. I was nervous as fuck especially since I never experienced anything romantic, but Trey did everything to make sure I was comfortable and assured me I was going to have the time of my life.  
 
    It felt like an hour passed before the car finally stopped and he shut it off. 
 
    “We’re here,” he announced. “Don’t take your blindfold off though. I will take it off once we’re in.” 
 
    “Okay,” I responded with a smile. 
 
    He got out of the car and came to open my door. Once I felt him on me, I got out of the car carefully and held onto him as he guided me to the surprise. It felt like grass beneath my sneaker as I followed him.  
 
    “We’re in,” he told me closing a door. “Don’t take off the blind fold. Here sit right here.” 
 
    Using my hands as I guide, I sat down on what I assumed was a chair. When I was seated, he took my hands and placed them behind my back and then secured each of my legs to the chair. 
 
    “What kind of kinky stuff you’re into?” I asked.  
 
    He didn’t respond. “Trey.” 
 
    My heart felt like it dropped to the pit of my stomach sensing something was off.  
 
    I heard his feet against the floor, but he didn’t say anything. The bandana was untied from my eyes and I saw that we were in an empty house. My eyes stretched wide as he came into view with a gun in his hand pointed my way. 
 
    “Trey…” I stammered. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “Call your brother and let him know I want a million dollars in three hours.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    The look he had on his face didn’t resemble anything he felt earlier. My body shook as I stared at the barrel of the gun he had trained on me.  
 
    “Bitch! You heard me. Give me your brothers number.” 
 
    He pulled the hammer back on the gun and I felt my entire life flash before my eyes.  
 
    I rattled off the number quickly and he put the phone on speaker. In my head I was hoping Mar answered, but the phone went to voicemail. The look on Trey’s face grew more intense.  
 
    “This might not turn out too good for you. If I don’t get my money, I’ll just settle for your life instead.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Officer Cloak 
 
    “Put your fucking hands in the air!” I yelled sternly with my gun trained on her.  
 
    The woman Trevor told me was Sharita face tightened instantly as she slowly raised her hands with her phone in her hand. Moving her head from side to side, she looked at all the pedestrians that were peering at us with their phones recording every second. I was supposed to be doing this in an inconspicuous area, but I didn’t know how else Trevor wanted me to get this shit done. 
 
    “Nobody can save you,” I hissed stepping closer to her and snatching her phone out of her hand. After pushing it in my back pocket, I place my gun back in the holster, and then grabbed my cuffs. Taking one wrist, I spun her around to secure her arms behind her back. 
 
    “Why am I being arrested?” she sneered. 
 
    “Where’s the gun?” I whispered harshly in her ear. 
 
    I patted her sides and then snatched open the purse she had draped across her body. 
 
    “I don’t have no damn gun. You didn’t even read me my fucking rights!” 
 
    Squeezing the cuffs tighter around her wrist she winced, and I smirked from her pain. 
 
    “You have the right to shut ya ass the fuck up before I take you into an alley and put a bullet right through your fucking head. You think your little boyfriend will miss you then?” 
 
    I could feel the anger radiating from her body. Nudging her forward, she walked right to my car. I opened the door and got her in the back slamming it shut and got in the driver's seat.  
 
    Pulling out of the lot, I took my phone off the passenger seat and sent Trevor a text giving him a heads up that I had Sharita in custody. He responded, ‘ok’ and I sighed running my hands down my face. I swear this man had me doing all this insane shit. I just hoped everything in the end played out exactly how he expected it to because if not I’d be the one suffering the most. 
 
    Taking my eyes briefly off the road, I glanced at Sharita through my rearview mirror and she shot me an icy glare that sent a chill running through my veins. Swallowing my fear I curled my lip. 
 
    “You’re so tough right now, but let’s see you keep that same energy when I book your ass!” I spat.  
 
    Sharita didn’t respond. The expression in her eyes got more intense and had me gripping the steering wheel shaking me up a bit. I don’t know what was in the water these days, but these women were harder than many men I came across.  
 
    The entire drive to my station her phone was vibrating in my pocket. Taking it out, I noticed there were missed calls I recognized from the people I’ve been keeping tabs on. A few were from Kenton who I knew was a part of Amare’s organization. That just made this thing a little sweeter. If we couldn’t get to Amare from his sister or girlfriend we could get to him through her. I was sure he had to be fucking her since he was calling.  
 
    Once I got to the back alley way of my station, I put my car in park, got out and sent her phone smashing to the ground. It should’ve been one of the first things I’ve done, but it was over now. Snatching her door open, I pulled her out roughly from the back seat and damn near dragged her to the back door.  
 
    Unlocking it, I peeked my head inside to make sure the coast was clear and pulled her inside. The first empty room I found, I went inside and pushed her into the chair.  
 
    I stood in front of her with my hands across my chest and my eyebrow raised. She was one tough cookie, but one thing I do know is that with her record she ain’t want to go back to jail. 
 
    “Sharita Meyers, the girlfriend of the infamous Kenton Smith.” 
 
    “What does he gotta do with this? Matter fact, why the fuck am I here?!” she snapped. 
 
    I rushed up to her and balled her shirt up in my hands. “You can kill the I’ma ride or die bitch routine for me, sweetie. When I haul your pretty brown ass to jail you think he's going to be doing the same shit? You think he's going to be riding for you like you’re riding for him?” 
 
    She continued to glare at me unfazed by anything I was saying.  
 
    Releasing her, I grabbed the chair that was on the other side of the table and took a seat.  
 
    “Where’s the gun, Sharita? The one you pointed at Trevor. You’re a felon. Do you know how many years you can get if convicted?” 
 
    Sharita gazed fiercely at me, sizing me up before she broke out into a sick laugh. “Is this what it's about?” 
 
    “So you’re admitting you have a gun?” 
 
    “Not at all. I do know my ex Trevor snuck up on me yesterday and now I’m here.” She tilted her head to the side as she tongued her cheek. “I can walk out of this police station right now.” 
 
    Shit! 
 
    “You try that shit if you want to. One phone call and I will have a judge signing a warrant to ransack your apartment to find that gun. You’ll be back in jail before you know it.” 
 
    She didn’t like the sound of that, because the smile she had on her face dropped. 
 
    “We can do this the easy way or the hard way. You’re a very pretty woman and I know jail isn’t no place for you. If you help me, I can help you.” 
 
    Sharita didn’t respond. 
 
    “Tell me everything you know about that boyfriend of yours and I can make all of this go away. You won’t have to ever see me again.” 
 
    “I don’t know shit about him.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” 
 
    A half smile surfaced on her lips. “What the hell do you think I know?” 
 
    “Trust me,” I replied. “You know something.” 
 
    “I know his dick is big,” she replied, making me jump out of my chair and grip her cheeks making her face pucker like a fish. 
 
    “You think this is a game, you little slut! I promise you; you will be in jail for the gun and a laundry list of other crimes when I’m done with you. Let’s see how loyal you are to your boyfriend after that.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mar 
 
    Stepping inside the salon, I silenced the second call I got from a blocked number. Corryn was losing her mind after a few clients informed her that Sharita was taken into police custody. Just as I declined the blocked call another came in from Chelsea this time. Times like this is where having someone like her and her husband in my pocket came in handy. I had her figuring out where Sharita was so my lawyer, Hardy could get her out. I had no fucking clue what she had going on, but he was a fucking beast and knew his shit. I paid good money to have him whenever I needed him. 
 
    Sliding the answer icon, I put the phone to my ear watching as Corryn rushed over to me with worry embedded in her eyes. She locked eyes with me before she stared at the phone in my hand as if she could hear who was on the other end. 
 
    “Yeah, what Rampey say?” 
 
    “He’s working hard on it. He had his assistant call every District in the city and no one have paperwork on Sharita Meyers? Who is she anyway?” 
 
    “How the hell someone get arrested and there’s no paperwork?” I snapped. 
 
    “Look, Amare, I don’t know. It must be some underhanded shit that’s going on.” 
 
    “If that’s the case, tell your goddamn husband to stop playing phone tag and get his ass up in every district so I can know where to get her.” 
 
    “Who’s the gi—" 
 
    Click! 
 
    I ended the call and stuffed my phone in my pocket. My hands went to Corryn’s face, and I brought her in closer pressing my lips against her forehead causing a faint smile to line her lips. Shit, that was all I needed so I could feel better. 
 
    “I know you’re worried about Rita, but I got her. I don’t need you stressing. It’s not good for you or the baby.” I tilted my head down so I could peer into her eyes and actually kissed her lips this time.  
 
    “You’re right. I’m just so worried because you know… Sharita don’t want to go back to prison. You think Pitt and Trina said something to the police about her gun?” Her eyes bugged. “What if they took her because they think she killed them? Oh my God…” 
 
    “Calm down, Corryn. You’re making assumptions that may not even be true. I will get it squared away.” 
 
    “Was that someone that can help you? What did they say?” 
 
    I shook my head. “They have no leads just yet.” 
 
    Corryn groaned. The door to her salon chimed and we turned around and noticed it was Kenton bursting through the door with his phone in hand.  
 
    “I got a ping on her cell phone. It’s not reading any more, but I’m sure this the last place she’s been, and there’s a strong chance she’s still there.” 
 
    He approached us passing up his phone, I did a quick search on my cell phone and saw it was the 16th Police district in West Philadelphia, not too far from the Salon. 
 
    “16th district,” I announced handing him back his phone.  
 
    “Bet, I’m going–” 
 
    I place my hand on Kenton’s shoulder to stop him. “Bro, we can’t just walk up in a police station demanding to see someone that ain’t even on papers.” 
 
    “Huh?” he snapped. 
 
    I looked around and noticed no one was paying us any mind, but I still didn’t want to have this conversation out in the open. Nodding my head towards Corryn’s office, I walked that way and they followed behind me.  
 
    “I had the commissioner look into Sharita’s arrest and there isn’t any paperwork proving she was booked. Even though there may be a chance that she’s in there for some shady shit, we gotta play it smart. Walking up in their guns blazing not gonna change shit.” 
 
    Kenton’s nose flared as he released a deep breath. “So what you suppose we do?” 
 
    “I can get Hardy to go get her. I called him up already to let him know I needed him ASAP.” 
 
    “How long will it be?” 
 
    Lifting my shoulders, to tell him I don’t know my phone buzzed in my hand again.  
 
    “This blocked number keeps calling me.” 
 
    Corryn’s eyes automatically snapped together and I chuckled seeing the unnecessary jealousy in her face. I answered to dead her concern placing the phone on speaker. 
 
    “Who’s this.” 
 
    “Amare… I’ve been calling you…” my face twisted into a disgruntled expression hearing a males voice on the other end. “For a second I didn’t think you cared about your sister.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
    “Mar! Please! Just give him what he wants!”  
 
    Hearing Amena’s voice had my blood curling. My eyes darted between Kenton and Corryn who looked like they were now on pins and needles. 
 
    “You hear her? I know you love her, and you have something that I want. I’m going to send you the address. I want one million dollars in two hours now. I’ve been too patient. I’m sending you the address and don’t try no funny shit. If you come with anyone else, she’s fucking dead.” 
 
    As soon as he hung up a text message came through with an address. When I focused on Corryn tears were in her eyes and she was visibly shaking. 
 
    “This can’t be happening,” she mumbled. 
 
    “Who the fuck could have Amena?” Kenton asked me.  
 
    “Call Wes and tell him I need him with me ASAP.” 
 
    “She… she was seeing this guy…” Corryn spoke up stammering. “She went on a date with him today.” 
 
    I must’ve given her a deadly look because she opened her mouth to say something, but closed it like a fish gasping for air  
 
    “What’s his name?” 
 
    Shaking her head she responded. “I don’t think she ever told me his name. But she mentioned he was at the club one day and Kenton and Wesley beat him up.” 
 
    My jaw clenched. “Tell all your clients there's an emergency and you have to shut down for the day. Too much is going on and I need you with someone safe. Go back to my place with Kenton.” 
 
    “Bruh, my girl is sitting in someone’s District!” 
 
    “And someone holding my sister for ransom!” I snarled stepping into his space. We were now face to face staring at each other menacingly.  
 
    “Babe, this isn’t what we need right now. Y’all are friends and we all have people that we love that are in danger,” Corryn tried to reason with me, but I didn’t move. It was selfish as fuck for him to think that Sharita sitting with cuffs on her wrist was more crucial than my sister being dead.  
 
    When Corryn saw I wasn’t backing down she faced Kenton. “Sharita will be back with us as soon as the lawyer gets to the District. Let’s just go now. We don’t need anything else happening.” 
 
    Kenton was like my brother, but he knew right now wasn’t the time to go against anything I said. He took a step back.  
 
    “Hardy is going to handle Rita’s situation. I need you to make sure Corryn is good while I handle the shit with Amena.” 
 
    Moving his head up and down to show he understood what I was saying, Kenton pivoted on his heels and stormed out of the room. I turned to face CoCo dragging my hands down my face. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she murmured. 
 
    “It’s cool. Just make sure you listen to me from here on out.” I kissed her lips. “Shut down and go back to my place with Kenton. You have fifteen minutes. If I get a call that the shop isn’t closed I will send men down here to make sure it is. You hear me?” 
 
    She nodded her head wildly. I pulled the gun from my waist and pressed it into her hand. 
 
    She looked from the burner to my face in shock. “I can’t take this, Amare. I… I … don’t know how to shoot it.” 
 
    “Anything feels out of place, shoot. Don’t ask fucking questions, just shoot.” 
 
    Curling her hand around the gun, I kissed her again and left out with my phone in hand to get in-contact with Wes. 
 
    All this shit happening at once had my head spinning, but I had to stay focused and level headed because now my sisters life was on the line.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Rita 
 
    “So what’s it gonna be? Ms. Meyers? Your life or your boyfriends. The choice is yours?” 
 
    I maintained a blank expression as the frail white officer sat on the other side of the table with her hands clasped together. She was sure one ugly ass bitch. 
 
    “How the hell do you expect me to cooperate when I’m uncomfortable as hell? I can’t function because I’m in pain with my hands behind my back. I’ve been sitting in this damn hard ass chair for almost an hour with you asking me the same goddamn question.” 
 
    Pressing her thin lips in a tight line, she shot up from the chair she was in and came around the table. I heard keys jingling in her hand, the cuffs click and then finally my aching wrist were free. I brought them up to my chest in front of me rubbing the soreness away.  
 
    “Can you think now?” she spat sarcastically. 
 
    “Of course.” I smiled just to be a bitch. 
 
    “How you cooperate is based on if you can keep that dazzling smile on your face, Ms. Meyers. Tell me everything you know about Amare Davis?” 
 
    My smile dropped. “Who?” 
 
    “Don’t play games with me. I know you know who Amare Davis is. You’re his partners girlfriend.” 
 
    Holding my hands up, I shrugged. “That name doesn’t ring a bell. Just because I’m fucking Kenton doesn’t mean I’m aware of who he hangs around.” 
 
    “Who he hangs around?” she asked back laughing. “They’re not doing no damn hanging. More so fucking dealing illegal product all over the city.” 
 
    “You obviously know more than me, so it’s a waste of time for me to be here.” 
 
    “What kind of woman are you! You lay with one of the ruthless men in the city that’s poisoning other human beings with this filth and you don’t even bat a fucking eye as you stand his ground.” 
 
    “Again, I don’t know what you’re talking about. Don’t discredit my worth because you’re not doing the job you get paid to do,” I stated keeping my eyes on her. 
 
    She wanted Kenton and Amare bad for whatever reason, but she wasn’t going to get to him through me. I really didn’t know shit, but even if I did my response would be the same thing. 
 
    The officer started clapping. “Bravo, you’re playing the role of a ride or die bitch well. In fact, knowing everything you’ve been through I thought you would have stepped down from that role being as though it landed you in jail for a few years.” 
 
    My lip curled from her statement and she finally smiled. “I know who you are and what you use to do. You think you turned your life around because instead of holding a gun and robbing niggas you’re spreading your legs. Well riddle me this, does Kenton know what you did in the past and who you’ve done it with? You think he’ll ever trust a thief like you?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tell me what I want to know. I don’t got all day. Remember I have agents ready to get that gun you pulled out on Trevor.” 
 
    Again, I stayed silent and she smiled as if my stance changed in the situation. I was far from a dumb ass bitch.  
 
    “What I know is that you’re desperate as fuck for me to tell you some shit, I don’t know. I don’t know anything about what Kenton does. No matter how many times you ask me the same question over and over again, nothing I say will change. As far as that gun you keep talking about, do what you gotta do. Just like you’re wasting your time now, you will be wasting your time looking for a damn gun a criminal tried to snitch on me about.” 
 
    The best part of being raised by the streets is that I had the ability of reading people. I was kicking my own fucking ass for even stepping foot in this building knowing this officer was doing everything ass backwards. 
 
    “Keep it real with me, who you work for?” I leaned up with a smug smirk on my face. “I’m sure it’s not only for the people that issued you that badge.”  
 
    “This ain’t about me!” 
 
    “I bet. Come open up this door so I can leave.” 
 
    “Sit your ass down before I put those cuffs back on your wrist!” she snarled so angrily that she had spit flying out of her mouth and almost fell out of her seat to stop me. 
 
    Before she got a chance to get to me, the door opened stopping her in her tracks. A man in a suit walked in along with another officer. 
 
    “Ms. Sharita Meyers, I presume. I’m Frazier Hardy. I’ve been retained to represent you, and we’ll be leaving now since you’re not being charged with anything.” He glanced at me before facing the officer that had me in custody.  
 
    The officer gritted her teeth and waved her hand as if she was dismissing me. Hardy chuckled and stepped aside so I could leave out before him. 
 
    “You’ll be hearing from me soon,” he said as he left out of the room. 
 
    Hardy didn’t say anything else to me after that. From the way he was dressed I knew he meant business. He was clad in an expensive suit and had a certain arrogance in his demeanor whereas my public defenders were dressed in suits that they were swimming in and barely remembered my name because they had hundreds of other cases to review and represent. 
 
    Leading the way to the front of the district he passed me a cell phone. I looked down at it and back at him before taking it in my hand. Putting it to my ear I spoke. “Hello.” 
 
    “Are you cool?” Kenton’s voice finally had me beaming. I was lowkey stressed out at first but the longer I stayed in that room I knew this was some bullshit.  
 
    “Yes, I am. Thank you.” 
 
    “A small thing to a giant, but we have more pressing issues to face,” he responded which caused my stomach to turn.  
 
    “What now?” 
 
    Kenton sighed. “I have a car outside waiting for you. It’s going to bring you to Mar’s place. I’m here with Corryn.” 
 
    “Ken, what the hell is going on?!” 
 
    “I’ll see you once you get here,” he said with finality and then ended the call.  
 
    Defeated and heart racing, I handed the lawyer back his phone and left out of the District to the black Navigator sitting outside. I assumed it was for me because the driver called out my name. I got inside the back seat and sunk into the butter soft seats rubbing my hands through my messy hair. This way one hell of a day and it wasn’t even half way through. 
 
    I would’ve loved to have enjoyed the ride back to Mar’s place, but a million questions were running through my head. When we arrived the driver helped me out. Corryn was snatching open the door as soon as she saw me. We ran into each other and embraced each other like Celie and Nettie off The Color Purple when Albert was trying to separate them. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” I asked as we went inside the house. 
 
    “First, are you ok?” she asked back and I moved my head up and down. 
 
    “Yes. I didn’t get a chance to see you, but my ex walked up on me yesterday when I closed the shop. I had my gun on me and I pulled it out on him. He knows I went to jail so I’m guessing he told the cops on me.” 
 
    “What kind of shit is that.” 
 
    “Some manipulative shit. That officer is working with him. I’m pretty sure of it.” 
 
    “Did you get the officer's name?” 
 
    Kenton’s deep baritone voice could be heard as he approached us.  
 
    My face had to have shimmered with delight as I took him in. He took slow deliberate strides until he was in my space grasping me in his thick strong arms.  
 
    “No, I didn’t,” I responded. “I don’t recall her having one on actually.” 
 
    “That’s the least of our issues. You were aware of Amena and this new nigga she was dealing with?”  
 
    I looked from him and then back at CoCo wondering if it was cool for me to admit that she moved on. The look on both of their faces led me to believe something wasn’t right.  
 
    “Whoever the guy is, kidnapped Amena, and is now holding her for ransom. Amare and Wes are now preparing to get her back.” 
 
    My mouth dropped along with my heart after receiving that information.  
 
    “Oh my fucking God!” I exclaimed. “It’s one thing after the other.” 
 
    “We’re going to get her back,” Kenton tried to assure me, but a nagging sensation had me believe otherwise. 
 
    “I hope so…” I muttered wishing I could believe myself. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Amena 
 
    “What do you mean a goddamn lawyer came and got her? Did the lawyer say who retained him… you can’t do shit right! What the hell do I pay you for?!” 
 
    As Trey yelled on the phone, I managed to slip my rose diamond ring off my finger and sawed it at the zip ties that were on my wrist. It was almost two thousand dollars down the drain, but no diamond ring was worth saving over my life. I had plenty more of them in my house that were worth double. 
 
    “He should be here soon with the money. What the hell do you get? You couldn’t hold up to your end of the bargain and keep Rita for me. You’re not getting shit!” 
 
    Rita? 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed hearing Sharita’s name. I didn’t know any Sharita’s since I’ve met the one I knew. I was almost certain he was talking about the same girl. 
 
    Snapping out of my thoughts I continued rub the petal part of my ring against the zip tie. My heart was banging against my chest feeling the tie was splitting, but I couldn't get free quick enough. 
 
    “Where’s this brother of yours?” His shoes pounded against the rickety hardwood floors of the house we were in. It wasn’t a rundown house, but it was apparent no one lived in it for years. Ceasing my movements, I looked up at him trying my best not to look upset. I swear if I got out of this before Amare arrived he really was going to have to kill me because I wasn’t going out without a fight.  
 
    “He’ll be here with your money.” 
 
    “For your sake he better.” Trey moved to the window and pulled the blind down to peek out. “I’m sure the way they went hard for you they’ll be here soon.” He turned back to me with raised eyebrows as if I really was going to have a full blown conversation about my ransom. 
 
    “I can’t believe you.” 
 
    “Shit, I can’t believe myself. I asked for one million when I’m sure your brother is good for two. He should be good for it, right? He did take Pitt out of business.” 
 
    My eyes narrowed. “You don’t feel bad? You literally played on my weakness and made me fall for you to only use me to get to my brother?” 
 
    As I spoke guilt started to sink in thinking about all the times my brother went hard about me staying away random men. All this time I thought he was only trying to keep me away from falling in love when in reality he was protecting me from this scenario right here. I was already promising myself that once I was out of this situation I was staying to myself.  
 
    “No because I was feeling you. Shit, I still am. Your pussy is so good, and I feel like you’re used to being a kept bitch, so after I get this mill we can skip town.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dare,” I snarled, and he shrugged. 
 
    “Your loss. Guess I’ll settle for Sharita and Vett.” 
 
    I bit my tongue wanting to mention something about Sharita, but I didn’t want him to know I was listening. He turned to look out the window. His phone ringing, had him move from the window.  
 
    “What are we going to do Trevor…” 
 
    My eyebrows snapped together when I heard the caller calling him Trevor. The house was so quiet, I heard the caller loud and clear.  
 
    He swiftly moved out of the room and I continued to saw at the zip tie around my wrist. I don’t know what the hell was going on, but I knew I had to get out of this shit alive.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mar 
 
    “Here,” Wes said  tossing the black duffel bag on the scale. I eyed him before focusing on the weight. It was a little off, but I was sure it was only because of the bag it was in. Unzipping the bag, I picked up the stack of money and flipped through it making sure everything was legit… well as legit as fake money went. 
 
    I wasn’t the one to do bad business, but the fake twenty dollar bills Wes obtained for me were worth it. I paid a pretty penny to receive some fake shit, but in the long run it was going to get the job done. No dollar amount was too much for my sister’s life.  
 
    For a nigga like me that knew money I could not only glance at the bill, but also feel that it was fake. None of the bills weighed more than a gram, but a greedy person that never had real bread would have a field day with this shit.  
 
    Slipping a bill out of the stack, I thumbed it and then placed it on a smaller scale. As expected it weighed less than a regular one. The shit looked legit as shit though. 
 
    “Good looking.” 
 
    “A’ight we out,” he said, and I looked at him like he was crazy.  
 
    Carefully putting the bill back inside of the stack, I place the stack back in after and then zipped up the bag.  
 
    “You can’t go.” 
 
    “And why the fuck not!” 
 
    “You a’ight?” I snapped. “You came here tight as shit for no reason. Take that shit out on Kesha. Not me.” 
 
    “This shit don’t have nothing to do with Kesha. How you gonna tell me I can’t go get Amena when her life is in danger. I love that girl.” 
 
    “We all do, but I’m not about to jeopardize her life because you want to ride shotgun. I’ma give the nigga this shit, get my sister and body him myself.” 
 
     I went to go head to the door but stopped in my tracks when I heard his statement. “This shit ya fault. Had you not kept her so sheltered she could’ve been with me. All this shit could’ve been avoided.” 
 
    The bag fell from my hand and I slowly turned my head over my shoulder. 
 
    “What the fuck you say?” I said in a low menacing voice.  
 
     When I was back facing Wes, he had his face contorted in an identical expression. I don’t know what it was with my fucking friends but they both were definitely tripping. Kenton I kinda understood, but was my right fucking hand trying to come at my neck over my muhfucking sister? 
 
    “You trying to keep Amena from pursuing a relationship with anyone pushed her into the arms of an enemy.” 
 
    I walked up closer to him rubbing my face. “So you’re saying had she been with you, none of this would’ve happened?” 
 
    He went to open his mouth to say ‘yes’ or ‘maybe’... whatever he was about to say didn’t get a chance to escape his lips because I sent my fist flying to the side of his jaw.  
 
    Wham! 
 
    Wes ate that shit and looked at me before he sent a punch my way. He wasn’t a bitch, so we went at it for a few seconds throwing body and face shots until we both were holding each other by the neck.  
 
    Remembering that I had to get my damn sister, I let him go and then he did as well. Licking the blood from my lip, I walked away, snatched up the bag of money and left out of the trap house to go get my sister. 
 
    When I got to the small ass ‘95 Honda Civic, I pulled open the door, tossed the bag beside me and started the car pulling off quickly. My phone rung and I saw that I only had forty minutes to get where I needed to go, so I answered thinking it was that nigga, but it was actually Kenton.  
 
    “You knew Wes was fucking my sister!” I snapped answering the phone.  
 
    “Whoa! What the fuck! I know you worried about Meen, but where the fuck you get that from?!” 
 
    The shock in his voice led me to believe he had no clue. Shit, I didn’t even know if they fucked or not but how he was talking and the look in his eyes said it all. I didn’t know if I was pissed that he was messing with my sister or he was able to keep that shit from me. I was good at finding out shit and reading people and they really had one up on me.  
 
    “Nothing, man. What do you want?” 
 
    Kenton paused before he answered. “I was giving you a heads up that Sharita was back. Turn ya location on just in case you need back up.” 
 
    I simply hung up on him. I was tripping, but if I ain’t know better he probably had a thing for Amena as well. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Amena 
 
    My body flooded with delight feeling the zip tie break loose. I was thinking it was a lost cause but having my hands free came at an advantage. Trey left out of the house and was still arguing on the phone with whoever he was with.  
 
    I hurriedly glanced around for something to use so I could escape. Standing up from the chair I tiptoed in all the rooms with my heart racing looking for anything. It wasn’t until I got to what looked like a den, where there was wood that must’ve been used for the fireplace. It looked old and crawling with bugs but at this rate it was life or death and I’d have to suck it up.  
 
    Lifting one log of wood, I made my way back to the front of the house and blew out a deep breath. Trey’s back was facing me, so I pushed open the door hoping it didn’t squeak. He was too busy yelling that he barely noticed it. Once I got close enough, I pulled back the wood like a bat and swung with all my might clocking him upside his head. He hit the ground with a loud thud, phone flying in the air. He groaned, and I dug in his pocket and grabbed the keys to his car.  
 
    I bolted to the car, got inside and drove like a bat out of hell. The road we drove to get to the house was nothing but dirt until I got to a main road which took about a good fifteen minutes. As soon as I turned on the road, I noticed this beat up Honda. Looking harder, I beeped my horn when I noticed it was Amare. He stopped when he realized it was me.  
 
    I barely threw the car in park before I jumped out and rushed to him. Snatching open the door, I climbed inside and wrapped my arms so tight around him. The adrenaline running through my body was dying down and the tears finally escaped my eyes.  
 
    “I’m so sorry, Mar. I really am,” I sobbed. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, and his stone faced expression confused me.  
 
    “How you get away? Are you hurt?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I broke loose from my zip tie and then I found something to hit him in the head.” 
 
    “Is he dead?”  
 
    “I think. I don’t know,” I stammered.  
 
    Amare stared at me blankly for a few seconds, before putting the car back in drive and went back the direction he came. My first thought was that he was going to make sure he killed Trey, but he didn’t. 
 
    Instead of questioning him, I sighed heavily and leaned back in my seat. This was the scariest moment in my life, but it was definitely a lesson learned. 
 
    *** 
 
    I can’t remember how long I was asleep, but I woke up out of my slumber when I heard the car door slamming so hard the toy car rocked back and forth. 
 
    Blinking my eyes repeatedly, I noticed we were back at my place. I unbuckled my seatbelt and followed Amare to my front door. Stepping inside my home, I closed my eyes and thanked God I made it back alive. 
 
    “So explain this shit to me. You thought it was a good idea to go fuck with a nigga you met at a club? What the hell were you thinking?!” 
 
    “I wasn’t!” I shot back on the verge of crying again. The look in Amare’s eyes were dark and the veins in his head were popping out like he was a mad man.  
 
    “Obviously. Then you had Corryn keeping it a secret. You know the moment I knew you were even talking to that nigga, I would’ve deaded his ass.” 
 
    “That’s the problem!” I yelled. “You always try to keep me locked the fuck away. I’m not a little girl, Amare! This is why this shit happened! The first time a guy shows any interest in me I fell for the shit.” 
 
    He laughed sadistically. “Fuck all that. I know you was fucking Wes. How long? We ain’t never keep secrets from each other and you managed to keep two. Were you even with Jake? Was he a cover up so you can sneak around with my best fucking friend?” 
 
    Amare questioning me about Wes hit me like a ton of bricks. I didn’t know what to say.  
 
    “Amare, I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “You’ve been saying that shit since you got back in the car. You lied so much that I can’t believe that's true.” 
 
    Storming off, Amare went to the bar in my house twisted off the top of the E&J and turned it up. I couldn’t even be mad because I knew how he was feeling. 
 
    I went to the kitchen and pulled a bottle of water out of my fridge, twisted the top off and took most of it down. I hated that Amare was upset with me, but all this had to come to a head eventually. It just sucked that my life being on the line was what it took. 
 
    Sucking up my fear of him spazzing on me, I went to the living room where he sat on the couch with his legs apart, the bottle resting on the floor between them, and his head facing down as he ran his hands through his hair.  
 
    “Mar… I know we’re not in the best space right now, but I think it’s best we get this all out in the open.” 
 
    He only lifted his head and peered at me with that blank expression. 
 
    I sat down next to him and took a deep breath. Nothing came out, so I actually grabbed the bottle and took a swig of it myself. I screwed my face up from the liquid burning my throat so bad that it felt raw. 
 
    “I’m not going to apologize about messing with Wesley because it was something that I wanted to do,” I stated, and he curled his lip up as he jerked his head back.  
 
    “That’s a fucked up way to start off any conversation.” 
 
    “It is, but I’m being real. I can admit I was yelling about how grown I am, but I actually wasn’t living up to it because I was so focused on what you would think or feel.” I blew out another deep breath of air and took another swig. “Wesley and I were dealing with each other for almost a year. No, growing up he didn’t do no weird shit to me. Back then it was only a brother and sister relationship. We only started messing around because I initiated everything to be honest.” 
 
    “You think it makes it any better? That man had a whole girl. Not only that all the bitches he had? You really was willing to settle for that nigga.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes hearing him refer to Kesha as his girl. “Are you going to let me finish or you’re going to continue to talk over me?” 
 
    Snatching the bottle from my hand he turned it up and I continued. “I really love Wesley and I thought he loved me, but now that this baby is about to come he’s been acting different and it had me in my feelings. One day, the guy from the club was in the area where my office was, and we hit it off. I was a little uneasy with dealing with him, but it was hard to turn down his charm when I was lonely.” 
 
    “How the hell you were lonely when you had Jake.” 
 
    I eyed my brother with an incredulous look. “If you were me, you wouldn’t even want Jake.” This time he laughed. the liquor probably had to be mellowing him out because it was never this easy to get my brother to calm down after snapping.  
 
    “Chill with that,” he responded cutting his eye at me and I laughed. 
 
    “I’m just saying. He’s such a sissy. If you want me with someone it should be a man. Not a little punk ass that stomps his foot because he’s mad. I need a guy like you that’s strong, mentally and physically. That knows how to make something out of nothing…” 
 
    “Like my best friend.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    He cut his eye at me again and I shrugged. “I’m just saying. I always wanted someone like you, Amare. You really took care of me when we had nothing. You could’ve said fuck me and lived your life, but you stepped up to the plate and made me into the woman that I am now. I can admit that recently I haven’t made the best decisions but I’m twenty-one, with a degree, my own business and no babies. Shit, I didn’t even lose my virginity until I was eighteen, and even that’s saying a lot.” 
 
    He shook his head sighing. “You doing too much, Amena.” 
 
    “What? How can I not open up and share these moments with you when I basically walked in on you pounding girls at the age of fourteen. Older girls at that. Don’t think I didn’t know.” 
 
    “You’re nosey as hell, yo.” 
 
    Mar passed me the bottle and I drunk some more from it. “That’s what little sisters are for,” I laughed.  
 
    We both got quiet and he spoke up. “I get it that I shouldn’t have been so uptight with you. My intentions were only to protect you.” 
 
    “I know,” I admitted. “We lost dad, then mom. Everyone around me was in love, I just wanted that for myself.” 
 
    I waited for Mar to tell me the usual that I had my entire life for that shit, but instead he looped his arm around my neck and brought me into him and then kissed my temple. 
 
    “You’ll get it. I rather you not be so desperate and settle for anything.” 
 
    “Yeah… I know. Now, I do,” I added. “Were you really about to give up a million dollars for me? I know we got money but with most of it tied up in the business, how did you get it?” I inquired. 
 
    “Your secret lover found a connect after I informed him you was gone.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Amare was no longer upset but I knew he wasn’t going to stop with the sarcastic remarks. 
 
    “Anyway… the guy he told me his name was Trey, but I heard him on the phone with someone and they called him Trevor. I also heard him mention a Sharita.” 
 
    “There’s so many Sharita’s in the world. He could be referring to anyone.” 
 
    I made a face. “How many Sharita’s you came across?” 
 
    He didn’t respond because he knew our Sharita was the only one. “Exactly,” I retorted. 
 
    “She was arrested earlier, but when I get up with her I will ask her about him. This shit may be connected.” 
 
    “Probably. What if he isn’t dead tho, Mar?” 
 
    “He don’t have long to live. We’ll figure this shit out some other day though. It’s been a long day; I’m drunk as fuck and I need a nap. Go get me a blanket and a pillow.” 
 
    “Wait, you ain’t going home?” 
 
    “Not tonight. I need to personally keep an eye on ya fast ass. If Wes think he gonna be sneaking up in here he got another thing coming. I’ma black that other eye.” 
 
    My mouth dropped. “Is that why ya lip busted? Were y’all really fighting?” 
 
    “Yeah, we good though. Just go get the shit,” he snapped playfully leaning back on the couch as I rose to my feet. 
 
    I traveled to my linen closet and returned with the pillow and blanket. Amare’s crazy ass was snoring with his gun rested on his chest. I smiled and placed a kiss on his forehead like he’d done me so many times growing up. He got on my nerves, but I now accepted his irking behavior came from a good place. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CoCo 
 
    The bed pressed down, from someone maneuvering next to me on the mattress. I popped up right away and grabbed the gun without thinking, but it was snatched out of my hand before my finger curled around the trigger. 
 
    The light on the dresser was turned on revealing it was only Amare with a sexy ass grin on his face.  
 
    “I’m glad you at least listen to me,” he stated placing the gun on the console. 
 
    I blew out a deep breath with my hand on my chest. 
 
    “Why would you do that to me?!” I pouted. With everything that was going on I was scared for my life. Even with us having Amena back I couldn’t rest easy.  
 
    “My bad,” he laughed hovering over my body and placed a passionate filled kiss before he traveled from my lips, to my neck, both of my breasts, and lifted my cami top to trail down to my stomach. 
 
    “I thought you were staying with Amena? You smell like liquor.” 
 
    I tilted my head down to watch him place kisses on my stomach. It relaxed me instantly. I was only a few weeks pregnant and Amare was in love with the idea of being a father while I was still trying to wrap my head around not only being a fiancée but a damn mother. That was too many hats thrown on my head at once, but ready or not I was going to be playing those roles. 
 
    “I was, but there was no way I could be apart from you and my baby. We sat on her couch having a heart to heart as we passed a bottle of some cheap shit back and forth.” 
 
    I ignored the liquor part. “You mean your little big head bean?” I asked jokingly. “This thing inside of me is barely a baby.” 
 
    “She get it from you.” 
 
    I raised an eyebrow. “She?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s a girl. It gotta be a girl. I know the man upstairs must not think raising Amena was enough, so it’d be just my luck I get another daughter to raise, which I am cool with. I need a do over anyway.” 
 
    Amare gently laid his head on my stomach and my hands found the soft coils of his head. “You did a great job at raising her. People don’t normally want a girl for baby number one but with a father like you, who can go wrong?” 
 
    “Shit, don’t pipe me up like that. You see how I fucked up being so strict.” 
 
    “Even though you were a little extreme, I can see why you were that way.” 
 
    He got quiet. 
 
    “How is she? Is she shaken up?” 
 
    “She’s chilling. I got somebody posted up at her spot just in case ol’ boy comes around.” 
 
    “I doubt it. He knows y’all are probably looking for him. Plus I told her not to let him know where she lives. I’m sure he found out on his own, but I know Amena wasn’t crazy enough to let him know.” 
 
    “What you think about her and Wesley?” 
 
    “Do you really want my opinion?” 
 
    Amare moved from my stomach to his side of the bed where he laid on his back. I figured he wasn’t in the mood to be affectionate now that we were on this topic, but he pulled me onto his chest and ran his hand on my back.  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “I think they do care for each other, but the situation is too complicated now that Kesha is pregnant. I don’t want Amena to get hurt, but you gotta let her make her own decisions on her own. That’s the only way she’s going to learn.” 
 
    “She clearly made her own decision to fuck with that guy and look where it got her?” he shot back sarcastically causing me to shake my head.  
 
    “You have a point, but with Wes it’s different. When it comes to matters of the heart, no one can make her feel any different about him. She says she's over him, but I doubt it and she will let go and heal on her own time. There’s a chance she might not ever, but that have to be her decision, not yours.” 
 
    This time Amare didn’t say anything, only because he was stubborn as fuck and really wanted his little sister to live her life based on his terms, but the truth in the matter is that he needed to allow her the space to figure out who she wanted to be and what she wanted to do. 
 
    *** 
 
    After the day we had yesterday, we all had a lot of decompressing to do. Needing to make up the time lost to my clients, I offered every one that had appointments yesterday a free service and every other client had 50% off for the day. All hands had to be on deck once word got around that we were discounting our prices for the day, so even Amena was in the salon helping.  
 
    Every chair was taken, and a few people were waiting to be serviced. I was by my wall of polish helping a little girl pick out a color she wanted me to paint her toenails. She was so adorable and the more I talked to her the more I thought about giving birth to a beautiful baby girl. 
 
    “I think this will be a pretty color,” I said taking the light purple off the shelf.  
 
    “Hey, Corryn, I was wondering if you had a second.”  
 
    My attention was now off the pretty four year old and on Ms. Margaret who was staring at my hand that was on my stomach. It wasn’t surprising that she came here unannounced. She was notorious for walk ins even if she had an appointment a few days later. I moved my hand away and passed my little special client her polish. 
 
    “I will be with you in about five minutes, Princess.” 
 
    The little girl smiled big and went to go sit next to her grandmother who brought her here to treat her to a girls day. Ms. Margaret and I watched her take her seat before she faced me again.  
 
    “I know that grandmother must be happy to have her grandchild.” 
 
    Here we go with the weird shit. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure she is. Is there anything I can help you with Ms. Margaret? We’re no longer accepting walk-ins. As you see, it’s kind of busy.” 
 
    She looked around and exhaled a deep breath. “This might be the wrong time to tell you this, but I see you’re with child and I think it’s best that we get this out in the open now rather than later. I’ve been married to your father for over twenty years. He had his little fun with your mother who thought he was going to leave me for her. Once she found out she was pregnant, she tried to use you as leverage, but that didn’t work. In return she kept him away from you. I think this baby is a chance for you and your father to start a relationship you were held back from.” 
 
    Even though Ms. Margaret was speaking so fast, I was able to pick up on what she said and was totally caught off guard.  
 
    “Are you serious?” I asked her in shock only because everything she stated went against what my mother informed me. I had a feeling she wasn’t telling me the whole truth, but this wasn’t some news I was going to take lightly. My father choosing not to be in my life rather than walking out of my life were two different things.  
 
    “Baby, yes I am. Your father doesn’t know that I’ve been here. I’ve done my research and I really want our family to be complete. Even though he never saw you, he always talks about you.” 
 
    “Wow,” was all I could say. It was definitely a lot to take in at one time. As much as I wanted to know who my father was, I really wanted to run it past my mom to get her side of the story.  
 
    Ms. Margaret must’ve took my silence as anger, so she quickly changed her approach.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to upset you, but I’m having a surprise dinner for your father in two weeks and would love for you to be there. He will be so happy along with your brother and sister.” 
 
    Even though she was trying to wrap up her conversation she went on and on about the children they had together. I on the other hand didn’t know what to say. I was just shocked that my father actually did want to be in my life.  
 
    When she finally caught her breath, the most I could do was exchange numbers with her. I had nothing against her and her excitement, however, I wanted to speak to my mom before I did anything.  
 
    *** 
 
    I have never been so happy to walk the last customer out and turn the open sign to “closed”. We were so busy we barely had time to sit around and talk, so around nine pm once the last customer left we sat around with our feet submerged in some warm water. It was the relief we needed with the kind of day we had. Sharita and Amena were sharing a bottle of wine, while I had a bottle of water since I was the pregnant chick.  
 
    Giving out discounts could be overwhelming, but my customers were pleased and that was what mattered to me the most. Overall I was in a great mood but couldn’t settle my mind on the thought of having my father in my life and an open invitation to join him and his family for dinner.  
 
    “Everything ok, mama’s?” Sharita asked snapping me out of my thoughts. “Amena and I have been talking all this time and you haven’t said a word. You were actually staring into space.” 
 
    I had to think of something quick. My girls and I were close, but this news was something I wasn’t ready to divulge. 
 
    “I was looking at those vans out front. How long do you think we’re going to have people sitting outside of the salon?” I asked nodding my head towards the window of the shop. Amare assured me we had nothing to worry about, but I didn’t think it would be this extreme. They were sitting out there since we opened.  
 
    “Forever, once you get Mar started there’s no stopping him,” Amena stated with an eye roll lifting her glass and finishing off her wine.  
 
    Despite the fact of us being busy and the bomb that was dropped on me, I had my eye on her all day to see if the entire ordeal left an emotional or mental scars. Surprisingly, everything was back to normal. I think I was the only one shaken up and it had to have been the hormones. 
 
    “How are you feeling after everything?” Rita questioned her and she smiled. It didn’t look forced which confirmed my thoughts.  
 
    “I’m cool. I’m past the scared stage. Just disappointed in myself because I was so wrapped up in getting over Wesley that I basically fell for anything. All this time Mar was just concerned for my safety and I looked at it as if he was treating me like a child. I feel foolish as fuck.” 
 
    “You live and you learn,” I said offering her a warm smile. I hated for her to beat herself up over a mistake. Yes, it was one that almost cost her life, but that was now behind us. 
 
    She sighed. “Yes… but let me tell you something that’s funny, I believe I heard him mention your name, Rita. And someone on the phone called him, Trevor. I knew him as Trey.” 
 
    Rita’s eyes got wide. “I know a Trevor and now that I think of it, he used to tell people he didn’t know that his name was Trey. If we’re speaking about the same person, he’s my ex and I believe he was the reason why that police arrested me yesterday.” 
 
    Amena went through her phone and passed it off to Rita, who agreed immediately that the man was her ex. “Damn, so he must be after all of us.” 
 
    Rita passed her back her phone. “Is our problem gone?” 
 
    Amena stared at us blankly before she shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not sure. I was so focused on getting away, killing him wasn’t on my mind.” 
 
    The thought made us all uneasy, but Sharita got us out of that bad place in our mind over the what ifs by changing the topic. We continued to chat and relax before finally driving back to my place.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wes 
 
    “So, what’s the move we're gonna make? That nigga is out there and if he’s bold enough he’ll strike again,” I asked with my eyes bouncing back and forth between Ken and Mar. We were discussing what the plan was going to be now that we had someone coming for us and everyone we loved. I knew it wasn’t like Mar to not finish some shit that has already begun, but when it came to his little sister he was a different person. I imagined once he got her, he was only worried about her only, not going to kill the nigga. He had a few guys ride up to finish what she started, and we learned that the body was gone, so it only meant he was still alive and possibly plotting against us. 
 
    “Mena told me that he mentioned Rita’s name. We need to figure out if this shit is all connected,” Mar added taking a toke of the blunt he had hanging from his mouth.  
 
    “More than likely it is. I got people giving me information on the police officer that arrested her,” Ken responded. “He may be able to hide, but she can’t. If we don’t get any leads on him, I can handle the cop and get it out of her.” 
 
    “If Amena is saying the guy mentioned Rita being arrested, and Rita think her ex had something to do with her being arrested does that mean the nigga Trey, is really Trevor,” I summed up. 
 
    Mar passed the blunt to Ken and sunk into his seat, resting his head against the back of the chair. “There’s a strong chance that this all ties in together. Shit, if it does it works out in our favor because we can get everyone involved in the issue.” 
 
    “I’m on it,” Ken stated after blowing the smoke into the air. He was pissed his girl was arrested, so imagine how we felt about Amena being kidnapped. I felt guilty as fuck knowing I allowed her to put herself out there because I was pussy footing on us becoming official. 
 
    Mar and I beef was squashed. We grew up throwing hands to get shit off our chest, but we never allowed the ill feelings to linger. This situation however couldn’t just be brushed off with a few punches. Hearing that I could possibly lose Amena had me in a different mindset now. I always wanted her, but I think I allowed the idea of being a father meant appeasing Kesha. 
 
    I cared about Kesha and liked the fact that we were getting along, but even with her and my baby coming soon I felt like a part of me was missing. That part was Amena. 
 
    “We need to talk about the shit between Amena and I.” 
 
    “Oh shit…” Ken mumbled passing Mar back the blunt.  
 
    Mar shot me a blank stare as he accepted the blunt, pulled on it and blew the smoke out of his mouth. 
 
    “Ain’t shit to talk about. Amena gonna do what she wants, and you’re a grown ass man.” 
 
    I couldn’t even be mad at the tussle I got into with Mar over his sister. It was expected, but I had to get it off my chest that she was more than a quick fuck to me.  
 
    “I understand that, but I think now that it’s out in the open, you should know how I really feel about her.” 
 
    “Bruh… for the past year you ain’t give a fuck how I felt, so what’s changed now? Because she was in danger and I found out because your emotions were running high? Well, she’s safe and like I said, she’s going to do what she wants.” 
 
    “I rather ask for forgiveness than ask for permission. We both are grown. I ain’t see myself asking you to be with another adult.” 
 
    “I respect it… now that I don’t have a choice. You got your situation with Kesha I only ask that you figure out what you want. If it ain’t my sister then just leave her alone. If I find out you breaking her heart because you want to play house and then play boyfriend to her, then I will fucking shoot you. I won’t kill you, but I’ma put a bullet in your ass just for hurting her.” 
 
    I burst out laughing and moved my head from side to side. “That’s some shit to say.” 
 
    “I’m dead ass too. That black eye don’t have shit on a bullet.” He held out the blunt and I accepted it. “She’s my sister and all I got. Anyone come for her, I’m coming from them. No friendship or relationship gonna get in the way of that.” 
 
    “I understand that, but a bullet though?” 
 
    “It is what it is. I don’t play about mine.” 
 
    “How ya lip feeling?” I asked to be a smart ass. We had hands, so we both walked away fucked up from our scuffle. 
 
    He laughed as well. “Fuck you, pussy. You lucky that’s all you walked away with.” 
 
    “I’m lucky,” I asked back with my hands to my chest and a smirk on my face. “I took it easy on you, just because you my homie.” 
 
    I took a toke of the blunt and gave it back to him. He accepted and took a pull as well. 
 
    “How’s Kesha and the baby?” 
 
    “Wow, you’re actually asking about her?” 
 
    “I don’t care for her, but you’re my nigga, and she’s carrying my nephew. I care about that aspect. I have a heart.” 
 
    “Shittttttt, ok,” Ken instigating ass finally said. We both shot him a look and he started cracking the fuck up. 
 
    “She a’ight. She wants us to be a family with a baby, but it’s not what I wanted. I can admit, knowing she’s carrying my seed got me soft on her, but I can’t see myself being with her ever again. Not like that, at least.” 
 
    “I know the feeling.” Mar ashed the blunt and leaned back in his seat pulling on his beard. “CoCo isn’t that far and I’m excited like she’s going to give birth any day now. I never thought of myself as a family man until now. How everything's coming together, what I’m about to do with her only makes sense.” 
 
    Our conversation was interrupted from the alarm of the front door beeping letting us know the front door was being opened. Knowing it was the girls, we both stood and headed up out of the basement to the first floor.  
 
    Ken gave us both a pound and then left out with Sharita. Amena's eyes locked with mine before she glanced at her brother with a look of uncertainty. After he kissed Corryn, he embraced Amena pressing one on her forehead and then guided Corryn to the kitchen to give us some space.  
 
    Breaking our stare with an eye roll, Amena tried to walk past me but I took her wrist in my hand. 
 
    “Amena, wait.” 
 
    She snatched away now with sadness in her eyes that were drowning them in tears. 
 
    “Don’t!” 
 
    “We need to talk.” 
 
    “That’s all that we have been doing is talking. You’re not tired? Where’s the action? You know how patient I’ve been for you and it came to this?! Me almost getting my life taken away?!” 
 
    The tears that were spilling from her eyes had me swallowing my heart that felt like it was lodged in my throat.  
 
    “It shouldn’t have to come this far, but we’re here now and I want to make things right this time. All the way right,” I added knowing that I probably have said the same shit not too long ago. “There was never a choice. It was always you. I was just stuck in my own head thinking being cool with her meant being a father to my child.” 
 
    “Please, Wesley… save me the shit. You do have to be cool with her. Y’all shouldn’t be beefing if y’all want to raise a happy child. I’m over it.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.” 
 
    I closed in the space between us and grabbed her hands. It was weird as fuck going through this motions with her in the middle of her brothers place but it was now or never.  
 
    Even though she said she was done, the look on her face led me to believe we were far from remotely over. Since I was already close to her, I took the chance on kissing her lips and she allowed me.  
 
    Silence fell between us. I pressed my forehead against hers as I cradled her face in my hands. I was finally at peace. This was a kind of peace I didn’t get with Kesha. Sex couldn’t fulfil the emptiness I had. Only Amena. 
 
    “You’ve been doing all this talking for months. I’m no longer listening to you or waiting. If you really want me, you’ll figure it out,” she said breaking away from me and ascending the stairs in her brother’s house.  
 
    I could respect she wasn’t going to make this shit easy. She had all this time and I took advantage of it, but I was playing for keeps this time. I was going to do whatever it took to make her mine again. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ken 
 
    When the lock clicked, I twisted the handle and pushed the door open that creaked as I pushed it back. The heavy metal music that was blasting, muffled the sound the door made. I was surprised no one called the police on her for disturbing the peace.  
 
    With my gun in my hand, I trekked lightly further into the house. Officer Eileen Cloak was face first in a pile of coke holding one side of her nose and using the other to vacuum up the line. As I walked past her to the Bose system she had playing the music, I gripped up her gun off the table.  
 
    When I got to her system, I lowered the volume and she jumped up reaching for the gun that wasn’t there.  
 
    “It’s not there,” I said tucking her gun in my back. She wearily turned my way with a zoned out look on her face. 
 
    “Who are you and what the fuck do you want.” 
 
    “You know who I am. Didn’t you arrest my girl and take her down for questioning?” 
 
    The coke she just inhaled must’ve had a few seconds of an effect on her, so once she finally was able to focus on me she looked like she seen a ghost. 
 
    “What do you want?” she asked again holding her hands up in the air.  
 
    I laughed. “I just told you why I’m here. Sit the fuck down and if you make any sudden movements I won’t hesitate to blow your brains out.” 
 
    Walking back over to her as she sat down she cast an angry glare my way that didn’t move me at all. “You’re not going to kill me. I’m a Police Officer. Do you know how much time you will get for even pulling the trigger?” 
 
    “I don’t give a fuck about anything you’re saying. Me and you both know that shit you pulled the other day wasn’t because you were honoring your badge. So tell me who paid you to do that shit?” 
 
    This time, she had the nerve to chortle as if she was in control of the situation. “You’re not going to kill me?” 
 
    “I know I’m not,” I replied just to throw her for a loop. “But you are going to die. I need my answers though before that happens.” 
 
    Now the smug grin was wiped off her face and I watched on as her eyes darted back and forth probably trying to see if there was something that could save her from her own demise.  
 
    “Don’t kill me. I’ll tell you whatever you need to know.” 
 
    Damn, that was quick. 
 
    “Talk,” I said crossing my arms over my chest.  
 
    “I was working for Trevor, he got with Yvette to take over Pitt’s operation, but soon learned from Yvette that y’all crew had better business and product, so he started to use Mar sister to get to him.” 
 
    “What the fuck Rita have to do with it?” 
 
    She shook her head back and forth. “I… I … I don’t know,” she stammered.  
 
    I unfolded my arm and cocked the hammer back to my gun since she needed a little motivation.  
 
    She sucked in a sharp breath and closed her eyes. “Ok! You know Trevor is her ex. He saw her one night and told me to grab her and threaten her. He figured she was useful since she was messing with you.” 
 
    I nodded my head. “Where can I find him? I know you know where he’s at.” 
 
    She opened her mouth to probably lie, but the hammer of my gun clicking had her shaking. “He said he was leaving town,” she spewed out. 
 
    “Alone?” 
 
    “Probably so. Yvette is useless to him. Her connect won’t work with him, so he’s fleeing because he knows he’s wanted, and he has no army.” 
 
    I believed her. She made this shit less messy than what I planned on it being.  
 
    “He paid you to do all this shit?” 
 
    Nodding her head wildly she responded,“Yes, in cash and coke, but I’m telling you I’m done with him. He can’t buy me to do any of that shit again. My job is on the line and I need it more than anything. I owe a shit load of people!” she burst out crying out of nowhere.  
 
    She probably thought that shit moved me one way or the other, but it didn’t. She was involved with fucking with people that I loved, so my heart wasn’t in this situation. The only thing on my mind was revenge and deading this issue. 
 
    “After I’m done with you I promise this will all be behind you.” I took out my stack of money and a baggie of our coke. “Who would’ve known the two things you love the most be the reason you die?” 
 
    Emptying the contents on top of the crumbs of coke she done sniffed up I pushed it back in my pocket before separating a good amount from the pile with the bill. 
 
    “You like to get high right? Go ahead.” 
 
    Cloak eyed me and then at the small pile before rolling the bill up in her hand and leaned over it. I watched as she held one nostril and inhaled up a good amount of the pile like it was nothing. Unlike the first time, she clasped her eyes tight and groaned pinching the bridge of her nose.  
 
    Her greedy ass tried to inhale the whole thing up her nose. If she was getting any of Pitts stepped on product, I was sure she’ll be able to, but our shit was too pure to take at one time.  
 
    “Again.” 
 
    Lifting her hazy eyes to me, she took the bill and this time pointed it in the pile without separating anything. She inhaled deeply but then dropped the bill smacking her hands against her face.  
 
    “You’re trying to kill me!” 
 
    “You wanted to get high and try to take down my people. Now the shit you love the most is going to kill you. Take that shit back again.” 
 
    Cloak just stared at me. Blood began to trickle down her nose and the effects of coke were viable by the way her eyeballs looked like they were poking out of her head and sweat coated her skin. This time I pointed my gun at her.  
 
    “Again!” 
 
    With a shaky hand, she held the rolled bill in her fingers and looked at the pile of coke. I wasn’t leaving until I knew she was dead with my own eyes. 
 
    She inhaled the coke a few more times before her body began to shake violently and blood leaked from both nostrils. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head and she fell face first on the table. Pushing my two fingers on her neck to check her pulse, I didn’t feel one. She was gone. 
 
    Placing her gun back down on the table, I went back through the back door I came from taking off the gloves I had on my hands after I shut the locked door. 
 
    In life you have choices, but you also have consequences that follow right behind each and every one you made.  
 
    Fucking with the people who I loved just cost her life.  
 
    *** 
 
    Before getting back home, I stopped at a trap and got rid of the clothes I had on and switched into something clean. Although I was very careful when I broke into Cloak’s house, I wanted to be sure nothing traced back to me.  
 
    Once I got home, I changed back into my ball shorts and wife beater in the guest bedroom downstairs and then made my way up to the second floor. The first stop I made was my kids room.  
 
    Kent and Kenia had their own room, but they insisted on being with each other. Kenia was tangled up in her purple butterfly sheets while Kent was in his Toys Story sleeping bag.  
 
    This was the longest they’ve been with me and we all were cool with the change. Their mother was on some shit and was actually loving the time away from her children. She was on some hot girl summer shit living her life to the fullest. I was cool with it because I got what I wanted, which was my children. I was sure once her money slowed up she’ll be on my line again, but I ain’t have shit to give her especially since she no longer parented our kids. 
 
    I gave them both kisses on their forehead and tucked Kenia’s wild ass back under her covers before I left out cracking the door.  
 
    In my bedroom, Sharita laid asleep in the middle of my bed hugging a pillow. The sight of her, brought a smile to my face. Who would’ve known the very person I always had in my life was what I needed?  
 
    Slipping into my bed, I pulled back the covers and snuggled my body against hers kissing her shoulder.  
 
    “Where you go?” she mumbled. 
 
    “Bathroom. Go back to sleep,” I told her.  
 
    Seconds passed before I heard Sharita’s light snores. My eyelids began to get heavy, so it wasn’t long before I was falling asleep with her.  
 
    She was the first woman that I opened up to and I wasn’t regretting that at all. Connecting with her had me rethinking my whole outlook on love. My children made me look at life from a different perspective but now this woman was making another drastic change. It was damn sure a great feeling. 
 
    Before her and my children, I only had the streets, my boys and the many bitches that were only around me for one of two things. The streets would always be a part of me, and Ken and Wes were family, but the bitches weren’t needed. 
 
    A few nuts a day couldn’t replace this feeling I had in the home I made.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Rita 
 
    “Do we really have to go?” Kent whined with the cutest pout on his face.  
 
    Every morning when it was time for them to get ready to go to summer camp they always tried to find a reason to stay home when I was there not realizing when they left I wasn’t going to be there for long either because I work five days out of the week. Being around their father all the time and use to seeing their mother home they didn’t realize adults actually had jobs.  
 
    Kenton didn’t have to punch in anywhere, however their mother simply got money and support just for being their baby sitter. Now that the kids have been with Ken for a while I was certain the gravy train run came to an end. I didn’t really question Kenton about what he did financially for their mother, but I was pretty sure he wasn’t giving anything since he had the kids. He wasn’t that nice.  
 
    “Yes, y’all have a few more days of camp and then we will have a week of us being home with each other before school starts.” 
 
    “That's not enough time with you,” Kenia frowned.  
 
    The way they were eager to be around me had me feeling special. I didn’t think I was that fun to be around, yet, they had me feeling pretty dope. 
 
    “The weekend will be here in no time and we will find a bunch of fun stuff to do,” I tried to reason with them. 
 
    “But you’re going to be at work, so that means we gotta wait all our lives.” Kenia responded with an eye roll. 
 
    “Watch ya self,” Kenton warned Kenia startling all of us. I followed him as he walked in side of the kitchen almost feeling bad for Kenia because he didn’t play when it came to her acting grown. He loved her dearly and spoiled her rotten, but he got on her when she began to act like a brat.  
 
    I had my eyes fixed on him as he strolled inside. When I got up he was knocked out and I had every intention of taking the kids to camp, but he was fully dressed looking like he was ready to start his day. 
 
    Even though her back was facing him, he knew his daughter well. As sweet as Kenia could be she was notorious for moving those eyes in her head. It was something Kenton said she picked up from their mother. Disciplining wasn’t my department, so I wasn’t sure what to say to her once she got in her bag. 
 
    Knowing she was caught; Kenia had a pout on her face and was looking at me to have her back.  
 
    “I didn’t even do nothing.” 
 
    “Those eyes gonna get you in trouble,” Ken said kissing the top of her head and then moving to Kent. When he came to me, he kissed my cheek and lifted a piece of bacon off the plate I was actually making for him. 
 
    I made a quick breakfast of eggs, waffles and bacon, so I can get them to their camp. The one in Philly ended a few weeks ago and we found one in the area that was close and had extended hours. It worked out for the days Ken couldn’t make it and I got them after I was done work.  
 
    “All we want to do is stay home with Ms. Rita. You can’t hog her,” she mumbled the last part and cut her eyes upwards towards her father to see if he heard her, which he did.  
 
    “Hurry up and eat,” he told her in a serious tone, and she dug back into her plate. She had absolutely no lip. 
 
    After eating our breakfast the kids got their stuff together and left with their father. When I got up this morning, I brushed my teeth and went to tend to the kids, so when they left I finished fully handling my hygiene.  
 
    Stepping out of the shower, I wrapped a towel around me and headed inside the room. I walked in just in time to see my phone was ringing on the bed. I picked up when I glanced at the screen and saw it was Ken.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked me when I said ‘hello’. 
 
    “Just got out the shower.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” I smiled knowing that he had that sexy smirk on his face. I heard it all in his voice. “Send me some pics.” 
 
    With my phone pressed between my ear and shoulder blade, I took my whipped cocoa butter and sat on the bed to smooth it onto my body. “I think I might do that.” 
 
    “Shit, I would ask you to stay naked until I get there, but we ain’t never going to get where I want us to go.” 
 
    “Huh? Where are we going.” 
 
    “Chill… just make sure you’re dressed and waiting for me. I got some shit to handle, but I should be back in about three hours.” 
 
    The corner of my lips quirked into a smile. It was attractive as fuck that he was taking the initiative to plan something for us to do. We’ve been around each other a lot but with my work schedule and the kids we truly haven’t had time to spend with each other. 
 
    “Ok, I think I can get a nap in before you come.” 
 
    “I don’t care what you do, send my pics and set your alarm so you don’t have me waiting.” Now I was rolling my eyes. He could be so sweet and then turn back to sour.  
 
    “Keep talking like that, I won’t send you shit.” 
 
    He laughed. “A’ight. I’ll be good to get my pictures.” 
 
    “Bye,” I laughed ending the call.  
 
    I set the alarm for a half hour before he was expecting to be home to give myself time to get dressed and then finished smoothing the body butter onto my skin. After I sent his pictures I was going to take a nap, but I knew it was going to be difficult to rest knowing he had a surprise for us.  
 
    *** 
 
    “What?” An amused expression lifted up the side of Kenton’s mouth as I studied him. 
 
    Not only was I impressed and appreciative, I was turned on by the thoughtfulness of his actions. It was kind of unbelievable. We went from just fucking and smoking to me being in his bed damn near every night, taking care of his kids and actually being a couple. This took the cake. I never thought of Kenton being romantic which was fine. He had his own way of showing that he cared and was into me, but I see he was learning and growing, and I was thankful.  
 
    I wasn’t sure what he had in mind or what he wanted to do, I settled for an olive fitted sundress, gold sandals and spiced it up with gold hoop earrings, a diamond necklace and some gold bracelets. 
 
    My first surprise was a bouquet of roses he brought into the room and then we went to go see this movie I mentioned I wanted to see last week. I was amazed that he even remembered and that had me geeked up on top of the flowers I received.  
 
    It was an early movie, so the theater was damn near empty. I showed him my gratitude by giving him some head mid movie. After the movie we walked around Christiana Mall. I thought King of Prussia was huge. It had nothing on that Mall.  
 
    We were only supposed to walk around since I’ve never been there, but Kenton ended up stopping in stores and picking out what he thought I needed. He spent a few thousand dollars in a couple of hours. In my head I was thinking about everything I could’ve done with that money.  
 
    I wasn’t broke, but I definitely lived on the frugal side knowing that there were possible rainy days ahead of me. I have been without for too long for it to happen again. 
 
    After our stroll and shopping, we were now seated at The Cheesecake Factory enjoying a late lunch with some dessert. We scarfed down our food in no time and were now working on our cheesecake. Ken had a regular slice while I was willing to try something new and ordered the white chocolate caramel macadamia nut cheesecake. He talked so much shit about it being nasty, but he couldn’t keep his fork out of my plate.  
 
    “I’m trying to figure out what’s the catch. We never did this,” I said pointing my fork between the both of us. 
 
    He lifted his fork and swiftly swiped a bit of my cake off of my plate making me frown my face up.  
 
    “I thought it was nasty?! If you want more I’m sure you can order their entire inventory.” 
 
    “It’s good, but it’s not that good. I only like it because it’s yours.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks burning from his comment. I didn’t mean to think nasty but having his fine ass and knowing all the things he did to my body it was hard not to have my mind in the gutter.  
 
    “Don’t change the subject Ken,” I said trying not to smile so hard. 
 
    “What? It ain’t no catch. We’ve been doing a lot of things I never done with anyone. Shouldn’t that tell you something?” 
 
    “It does.” 
 
    “Right, so what’s the issue?” he asked back and I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “It ain’t no issue. I just hope this ain’t no show or way to impress me. If you gonna be this way you better be this way forever.” 
 
    “Impress you? I already got the pussy. The hell I gotta go out of my way to act like anything? I’m doing this because I want to,” he responded. “I never been on no dates and shit and you said you haven’t either. Since we’re going to be together forever, I might as well start scratching some first time shit off our list.” 
 
    Ken went back to eating his plain ass cheesecake while I stared at him beaming so hard my cheeks ached.  
 
    “Stop that shit before I change my mind,” he told me.  
 
    “I can’t help it. You make me so happy, Kenton. Who would’ve known we would be where we are now?” 
 
    I thought he was going to say something smart, but he agreed as well. “I’m glad you’re happy. It means I’m doing something right. I have never been the one to kiss a bitch, so flowers, holding hands, dates and shit is a big step for me.” 
 
    “I know, and I appreciate it. As long as I got all of you, you got all of me. The hoe card has officially been revoked.” 
 
    “Did I have a chance to keep it?” his stupid ass asked, and I frowned. 
 
    “Get hurt if you want to.” 
 
    Kenton burst out laughing. “I’m only fucking around with you. It’s only been you getting this dick. For a long time, I’ve only had the streets ad my kids, so to know how it feels to have someone that thinks about me other than what I can do for them, I realized there was nothing on this earth worth losing it. I got the family I never had.” 
 
    “Who would’ve know little ol’ me could bring out the best in you,” I cheesed, and he shook his head.  
 
    “Don’t take advantage of this.” 
 
    “Trust me I won’t. I love what we have going on.” 
 
    “Which means you love me.” His usual smirk appeared on his face and that familiar scarlet heat warmed my cheeks as I felt butterflies tickling my stomach. 
 
    I’ve never been in love, but everything I felt for Kenton had to be it. From the way I felt, my thoughts of him that swarm mind on a daily and missing him terribly when we were apart. It had to be love. I was just afraid to admit it.  
 
    “Maybe,” I responded eating the last bit of cheesecake I saw him eyeing. He done demolished his and thought he was gonna tear mine up as well. 
 
    “You know you do, just admit it,” he moved his empty plate and placed his arms on the table to lean in closer to me. That wasn’t something I was going to share. Not right now at least. 
 
    It was just my luck the waitress came with the check and placed it on the table. He reached out for it, but he grabbed it pulling it closer to him. 
 
     “Do you have anything else planned?” I questioned changing the subject.  
 
    “Why so you can continue to spend my money?” he shot back. Even though I knew he was playing I grilled him. 
 
    “I have my own money. It might not be as much as what you have but it’s been having me living comfortably.” 
 
    Kenton stood to his feet and dug his hand into his pocket, pulled out some money and flipped through it peeling off a few bills and placed it inside the folder. “I don’t mind spending my bread on you. As long as you keep doing that shit you did for me in the movie theater you can have it all.” 
 
    The waitress that was walking past our table caught on to the tail end of his comment and did a double take peering back at me while my eyes popped wide towards Kenton. He just winked his eye at me chuckling like it was the funniest shit he ever saw.  
 
    “Ain’t no shame in my game.” 
 
    “Let’s go before I end up hurting you and her in here,” I told him. Kenton came over to me and pressed a kiss on my forehead and took my hand in his. 
 
    He was a pain in the ass, but I wouldn’t have had it any other way.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mar 
 
    Glancing at my watch, I saw I had one hour before I had to go get CoCo from the salon. She was complaining of not feeling well and decided she wanted to take a half day. I would’ve went to go get her, but her being her, she just didn’t want to walk out of there without making sure she had everything in order.  
 
    Killing my engine, I walked up to the door and knocked. I was taking my chances on coming here alone, but I was pretty sure Yvette had nothing to lose at this point.  
 
    I knew she was just a woman that wanted to regain the empire her father once had, but that ship done sailed.  
 
    “You have some balls to show up at my doorstep,” she sneered with a grimace on her face as she snatched open the door. 
 
    I glanced down at her hand and smirked at the pistol she had her hand gripped around. 
 
    “Yours gotta be bigger than mine coming to the door with that.” I nodded toward the pistol she had in hand. “I came in peace, but if you have other intentions we can do it that way too.” 
 
    Yvette glared at me for a moment before taking a step back and pulling open her door. I stepped right in side enough for her to close the door behind me.  
 
    “So am I really supposed to believe you came here to talk? How do I know you’re not here to kill me, just like how you killed Cloak?” 
 
    My eyebrows furrowed. “I didn’t kill Cloak.” 
 
    “Of course you didn’t. Someone did. She’s done so much coke in her life a pile of it doesn’t just take her out.” 
 
    I chuckled pulling on my beard. It was amusing how she swore she knew the game. Truth of the matter is that this wasn’t her lane. Even with her being born into it.  
 
    “You think you know a lot huh?” 
 
    “I know enough.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear that. So you must know where Trevor or Trey is. Either you or him or both of y’all wanted to come at me. You were upset Black would no longer supply you, so the next move was to potentially take what I had?” 
 
    The look on her face said it all. Her confidence was also replaced with fear. I wasn’t here to hurt her. This was the first and only pass I was giving out.  
 
    “Where’s Trevor?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she responded moving her head from side to side. “I really don’t.” 
 
    “So you didn’t know he Kidnapped my sister a few days ago and held her for ransom?” 
 
    Her eyes got wide. “No. Honestly that wasn’t the plan. Trevor wanted to find one of your traps and rob it. He mentioned he was using your sister to get that, but I knew it was more than just him using her. They were fucking. I’m pretty sure of it.” 
 
    Hearing her spew out their plan to attack my organization had me gritting my teeth ready to put a bullet through her head. Even if her intentions wasn’t in hurting my sister, she was still fucking with everything I built from the ground up.  
 
    “Where is he?” 
 
    “I wish I knew. I haven’t heard from him in a few days and when I called him it was going straight to voicemail.” The look I gave her had her stuttering. “Trust me, if I could find him I would. He left me with nothing! We had a joint bank account and every penny is gone.” 
 
    Yvette broke into a high pitched howl as tears fell from her eyes. “I don’t know why I keep putting into these men knowing in the end I’m going to get fucked over! First Pitt and now him! I have nothing, Amare. Nothing at all.” 
 
    Not too sure if I could believe her antics, I watched as she cried her eyes out. I knew how it felt to not have a dime and have to figure out ya next move, however this wasn’t on me to make her feel better, especially since she was in cahoots with this nigga to go after everything that I worked hard for.  
 
    “I might be able to get ahold of him, but we have a small window of opportunity before he gets rid of the phone you contacted him with. What’s the number?” 
 
    Drying her eyes with the back of her hand, Yvette recited his number and I sent it to the tech guy that Black hooked me up with hoping he would be able to track him.  
 
    After telling her I would be in touch with her, I left out of her place to go get Corryn. The entire ride to CoCo’s shop, I was debating if I made the right choice by letting her live after everything that occurred. For her sake she better not have slighted me because just like I was able to find Trevor I would be able to find her if she fled after giving me incorrect information. 
 
    By time I double parked at the shop, CoCo was coming out. I went around my car, and opened the car for her to get in, stealing a kiss as she got herself comfortable. Closing the door behind her, I walked back to the other side.  
 
    “You alright?” I asked as soon as I got inside, shut my door and threw my car in drive.  
 
    I eyed her as she rubbed her stomach and leaned her head against the door. To me she looked like she was just tired, but I never carried a baby before, so I had no clue how she was feeling.  
 
    “It’s like ever since I found out I was pregnant; I’ve been having crazy morning sickness that goes on into the afternoon. I have a few moments of where I feel better, but then it comes right back.” 
 
    “What does morning sickness consist of?” 
 
    “Vomiting, nausea, lightheadedness.” 
 
    “Sounds like the flu,” I responded. 
 
    “Doubt it’s the flu. It’s just a case of carrying another human being inside of your body. I thought this was a beautiful process?” she whined which had me laughing.  
 
    “It is. I heard it gets easier every time you get pregnant.” 
 
    Her head whipped around so fast I thought it was about to pop off. I was really cracking the fuck up now. “I can’t imagine having another one after this.” 
 
    “You got to. My baby gonna be lonely as fuck.” 
 
    “He or she will have us.” 
 
    “That’s not the same. You know how it felt to be an only child. Meet me halfway with five and I will be happy.” 
 
    “Five kids?! Oh no, I’m barely getting through with this first one.” 
 
    Entwining my hand in hers, I brought it to my lips and kissed the back of it.  
 
    “I’ma make you a happy wife, you’ll make me a happy husband by giving me a couple of kids.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes. “Please, there’s other ways I can make you happy.” 
 
    “You right about that.” 
 
    “Freaky ass,” she smirked at me with her almond shaped eyes narrowed. “That’s the reason why I’m suffering now. Let’s get through this baby and our wedding and then we can talk about more children.” 
 
    “I’ll take that,” I agreed. “What’s on a mind though. You look sick, but I can sense there’s more.” 
 
    “Because there is,” she sighed. “I don’t think I told you about Ms. Margaret… the lady that come and get her nails done almost every week.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve heard about her.” 
 
    “You know every time she comes she’s talking about family stuff and asking me about my mother. One day she told me I looked like someone she knew. Well… a few days ago she realized I was rubbing my stomach and asked if I was pregnant. I told her yeah… and she was happy. Really happy and explained how my father will be happy to know he will be a grandfather soon.” 
 
    I made a face at the statement only because Corryn told me she didn’t know anything about her father. When I glanced at her she nodded her head. “Yes, I know… same shit I was thinking. Then she began to show me pictures, tons of them. So of them went way back. I know she isn’t lying because there is one she got of my father and mother. They were at some restaurant eating.” 
 
    “That’s creepy.” “Tell me about it. I always thought Ms. Margaret was weird, but I see why she was acting the way she did. She had a reason. She always wanted to approach me about my father but didn’t know how. I guess me being pregnant was the perfect opportunity.” 
 
    “How does it make you feel.” 
 
    Corryn lifted her shoulders and dropped them pursing her lips. “I honestly don’t know right now. My mom always made me believe he was nowhere to be found and he ran off, so once upon a time there were ill feelings. As I grew up and learned that my mom had a few screws loose and felt like she wasn’t telling me the whole story I’ve began to question the story altogether.” 
 
    “Yeah, ya mom do got some issues,” I half joked which made Corryn laugh only because she knew it was true. I met the woman once and knew something was wrong with her. It was cool though; we were all battling demons from our past. “What if he not ya dad though? What if he was some guy ya mom use to kick it with back in the day?” 
 
    “You have a point, but there’s only one way to find out. Ms. Margaret wants me to come meet their family. If this man is my father I have an older brother and sister that are older and younger than me. My sister Chloe happened to be my age just a few months apart. I guess we’re all named close to our father, Corey.” 
 
    “That’s some shit. If there’s a sibling your age and him and that woman had a child that was older than you that must mean—" 
 
    “He was messing around on Ms. Margaret with my mom,” she cut me off. “I swear it makes sense. I don’t even want to confront my mom about it because I can see why she hid the truth. The shit is embarrassing. While I don’t want to embarrass her with the information, I also don’t want to hurt her by embracing their family.” 
 
    I thought about it for a moment before answering. If the man and his lady were able to get to Corryn and been going so hard to be in her life it showed they didn’t want to be apart from her and that it was her mother keeping them away. I know it had her conflicted. Either way I was here to support her. 
 
    “You have time to think about it. I know you love your mom and don’t want to hurt her, but if the man wanted to be in your life and still does, I don’t see no issue with that. No matter what choice you make, I’m here to support you.” 
 
    She finally had a bright smile on her face. “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    Just as I pulled up to my place, my phone rung. I parked my car up and slipped it out of my pocket. Staring at the screen I saw it was a Miami area code. I answered knowing it could only be one person.  
 
    “Who’s this?” I answered just in case it wasn’t who I thought it would be. 
 
    “I figured, I’ll call you personally, so you won’t hurt one of my men over a phone call,” Black replied laughing hard. 
 
    “Yeah man, I don’t do that walking up on me shit. What’s up though.” 
 
    I unlocked my car, got out and rounded it to let Corryn out.  
 
    “I got deets on main man.” 
 
    “That was quick as fuck.” 
 
    “Yeah, he was able to get a plane ticket to California.” 
 
    “Damn.” 
 
    “I’ll handle it for you. I have some of my best people down there. I can save you a trip.” 
 
    Glancing at Corryn who was in her own world rubbing her stomach reminded me that this was a score I personally had to settle.  
 
    “Nah, I gotta handle this myself. Good looking out though.” 
 
    “No worries, I can get you there and back home before the day is over with. Everything you need will be available once you arrive.” 
 
    “Bet. Give me an hour.” 
 
    “That’s more than enough time. I’ll send you the information in a few.” 
 
    Ending the call, I checked the time and slipped my phone in my pocket. Working with Black, was more beneficial than I imagined.  
 
    Walking up behind Corryn, I wrapped my arms around her and kissed the back of her neck.  
 
    “I have a business trip to make. You might be asleep by the time I get back, but you will be safe. I’ll have people here watching you.” 
 
    Spinning around in my arms, Corryn snaked her arms around her neck and stood on her tiptoes so our lips could meet. She was so short, I had to dip my head down to give her a kiss. 
 
    “I still got that gat you gave me,” she said with a goofy smile that had me chuckling from her choice of words.  
 
    “You packing like that?” I asked palming her ass that was filling out nicely due to the weight gain. Now she was rolling them eyes again. 
 
    “You always gotta be fresh.” 
 
    “I can’t help that I love my woman and everything about her. I can’t wait to come back home and wake you up.” 
 
    I kissed her lips and she pulled back after giving me a peck. A serious look was on her face. “We need to be certain you come back first.” 
 
    “Of course,” I told her. 
 
    Corryn didn’t say much, but I knew the shit I got into worried her at times. For the most part shit was smooth sailing. This is the most bullshit I had to deal with for all the years I’ve been in the street. I was going to make sure this was the last occurrence too because I not only had myself and Amena to look after now, Corryn and our unborn was not possible casualties  
 
    Once I changed and packed an outfit to change into again after I left California, I got another message from another Miami number letting me know my ride was waiting for me just as Black explained. That man was legit as fuck.  
 
    When we hit the air strip, I was a little amazed at how Black had this kind of shit at his disposal. I was feeling like Barack Obama as I was greeted and seated on the private Jet with liquor, weed, and food at my disposal. This was the definition of luxury. I had a few hours to clear my mind and enjoy the trip there. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Trevor 
 
    “Let’s grab a hotel room,” I told the cutie that went by the name as Roxy. Amongst the hordes of people exiting the plane in the busy Los Angeles International Airport it was impossible not to spot that thick as body in the biker shorts that left little to the imagination. The way her ass sat up in the thin gray cotton material it looked like it was painted on. When I finally got her attention and saw that camel toe speaking to me, I almost passed the fuck out. I’ve been to a lot of places and seen a ton of cute faces, but Los Angeles seem like it was the home of bad bitches. It was just my luck I didn’t have to go searching. Pretty ass Roxy fell right into my lap.  
 
    Since bagging her in the airport, we’ve been on the go. She had a nice as Benz rental where we both put our bags in the trunk and been out and about. She was looking for an acting gig in the city traveling back and forth from Texas to Los Angeles, so she knew all the hot spots. 
 
    By now the sun was setting and I was high and pissy drunk eager to feel her walls around my dick. She done teased me with some head as I pushed her wheel on the Boulevard. I needed a release and fast. 
 
    “We can just go back to my place. Ain’t no need to waste time booking a room, when I got one ready and available for us,” Roxy purred.  
 
    I thought about the suitcase full of cash I had in the trunk. With all the dirty shit I’ve done in the past, shawty could’ve been lining me up, but I thought about how since I’ve been off the plane I haven’t spent one dime and she was draining my dick with them vice grips she called lips.  
 
    When she placed my hand in between her legs, the warmth of her soft pussy erased my train of thought and I agreed to go back to her hotel room. Parking Valet, I followed her inside of the opulent hotel and the second we got on the elevator, I had her pinned in the corner stuffing my hands down her shorts.  
 
    “Someone is in a rush,” she giggled as I pressed my finger against her clit, and she hissed. “I swear you better fuck the shit out of me.” 
 
    “You ain’t saying nothing but a word,” I responded roughly pecking her lips.  
 
    As the elevator chimed to let us know we arrived on the floor. Roxy led the way to the room giving me a nice little show as she added more twist to her step so her ass can move in them shorts. Licking my lips I adjusted myself knowing I was a few minutes away from hitting that.  
 
    Once in the room, Roxy became the aggressor pinning me against the door and shoving her tongue in my mouth. I like women that went after what they wanted. Plenty of them I had to get juiced or high, but Roxy was far from timid which I liked. My dick was swelled to the point the moment the tip of my dick even touched her pussy I was bound to nut. 
 
    Breaking the kiss, she dropped down to a squatting position and unsnapped the button on my pants. The second she had my member in her hand she slurped me up into her mouth. I was clawing at the door like a bitch the way she slithered her tongue on my dick. Just like in the car, she had my cum shooting towards the back of her throat and she swallowed that shit like a champ.  
 
    I went to pull her up and put her on the bed, but she smacked my hand away with a sexy ass smirk on her face.  
 
    “Not yet. We’ve been ripping and running around all day; I need to freshen up.” 
 
    “Really?” I asked with raised eyebrows. I’ve been feeling on her all day and hadn’t smelled anything funny. A nigga just wanted some pussy, even if it was coated in a little sweat.  
 
    “Yes, really. I don’t know what kind of women you fucked with before, but I’m not one of them.” 
 
    “A’ight,” I huffed, trying not to make it obvious how sexually frustrated I’ve become since I’ve met her. “Make it quick.” 
 
    Sitting on the bed, I pulled out my phone and noticed I had an incoming call from Yvette which reminded me I should’ve been got rid of this phone since boarding the plane. I wanted to feel bad that I up and left her like that, but I was sure she’ll find another way to survive; that’s if Amare didn’t catch up to her and put a bullet in her head. Once Amena got away and I learned that Cloak was dead it was a sign for me to go ghost. There wasn’t that much cash left in the account, but this was enough to start over. Everywhere had dealers that were scared to get their hands dirty so I knew finding a gig wouldn’t be hard. For now, I was ready to enjoy the much needed time off. We were literally going in circles trying to get to Amare. Cloak was right all along.  
 
    Turning it off for the time being, I placed it on the table next to the bed. Lifting my head up, I heard the door creek open but saw the bathroom was still shut. I snapped my head towards the door that led out to the hallway and almost shitted on myself seeing Amare come through the door. I went to reach for my gun but yelled out loudly when I felt painful heat scorching through my hand. I began to shake uncontrollably from the pain and saw blood rushing from my hand.  
 
    “Muhfucka!” I screeched squeezing my wrist to stop the bleeding. 
 
    Amare came in and closed the door shut behind him.  
 
    “Somebody help! Help me! This nigga gonna kill me!” I yelled to the top of my lungs and he laughed. 
 
    “You can scream as loud as you want, no one can hear you. this floor is completely empty along with the floor above and below it.” 
 
    Wham! 
 
    My head snapped to the left of me when he punched me so hard my vision got blurry. I felt Mare hands go to my waist and yanked my gun from my waistband. At that moment I knew I was done for.  
 
    “Shoot me a text once you’re done,” I heard Roxy say. With the little strength I had I lifted my head and shot the bitch a venomous look.  
 
    “You stupid bitch,” I spat, and she just laughed leaving out of the hotel room. 
 
    “Getting to you was easier than I imagined,” Amare spoke up grabbing my attention. “You got a weakness for women.” 
 
    “Nah, getting to you was easier than I imagined, that sister of yours is desperate as fuck. I’m sure all I had to do was bend her over again on her desk and I–” 
 
    His fist connected with my face again. I was going to die. There was no way out of this, so the most I could do was talk shit.  
 
    When I was able to shake the impact of his hit again, I was staring down the barrel of a gun. I swallowed the lump in my throat ready to meet my maker. 
 
    I heard a quick whisper of the gun before there was pain and realized he shot me in my abdomen. Both my hands went to my stomach where it felt like a burning fire was scorching in it.  
 
    As I struggled to stay up, I watched Amare grab my duffel bag and unzipped it revealing the money I paid TSA a good penny for me to let through. Zipping it back up, he walked out of the room and I allowed my body to relax through the pain. I never thought my demise would unfold this way. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CoCo 
 
    I was anticipating Amare coming back home; I barely fell into a deep sleep. If I did fall asleep I dreamt about him walking through the door which made me jump out of my slumber only to be let down and full of worry that he wasn’t home yet.  
 
    All this time I’ve been with Mar, I never feared for his return until now. Not that I didn’t think he wouldn’t be able to handle himself, but everything was hitting so close to home. Just as I turned over, and adjusted the pillows beneath my head, I heard the front door chime. My stomach got tight with anxiety until I heard the buttons on the alarm getting pushed and then his heavy footsteps coming up the stairs. A smile didn’t grace my face until I was staring into the eyes of my love.  
 
    I was beyond addicted to Amare. I’d think I’d get tired of him by now, but the truth of the matter is that I couldn’t get enough of him. He had a roughness about him that left everyone intimated in intrigued at the same time. Standing a little over six feet of chocolate that had to have been chiseled by God himself. I loved his Mocha colored skin, his full lips, bedroom eyes that were covered in long thick lashes that any woman would die to naturally have. He was every bit of perfect, and all mine. I thought about how lucky I was to get a side of him no one witnessed. Amare was so gentle and loving. If I told a stranger everything my man was made of in and out they’d be surprise.  
 
    “Were you up waiting for me?” His eyes beamed as he stepped through the door and closed it behind him. 
 
    “Kinda sorta. I’ve been falling asleep to only dream that you came back home and woke up alone in the room.”  
 
    I turned on my back to watch him get undressed. I took noticed he was in something totally different but didn’t question it. The less I know the better. He was here now with me, and I was good with that.  
 
    After he rids himself of his sneakers, shorts, tee and was down to his boxers, he walked over to the bed and got inside. I didn’t wait to lay my body on top of his allowing the comfort to wash over me from the security his arms gave me.  
 
    “I’m glad you’re back,” I murmured listening to the faint beating on his heart. It became my favorite melody. I’ve gotten so accustomed to the hum of it every night against my ear that I only got the best sleep with the beat vibrating my eardrums and the warmth of his skin.  
 
    With my eyes closed, I already felt sleep taking over me. Amare kissed my forehead and ran his hands up and down my back. 
 
    “I told you I don’t want you worrying about things like that. I told you I was going to be back.” 
 
    “Uhumm…” I mumbled finally able to get the rest I needed. 
 
    *** 
 
    The next morning, Amare was up and out the house before me. I was knocked out cold. I didn’t remember him leaving. That was one thing about him, no matter how late he went to bed he was up and early before the sun rose. I knew his morning routine consisted of going to the gym and shooting baskets. It was therapeutic to him and the little bit of alone time he got to process whatever it was that was on his mind.  
 
    After texting him ‘good morning’. I peeled myself up out of the bed and handled my hygiene. Today was my day off and I decided to spend time with my mother. Not only because once again, it was long overdue but because with the news from Ms. Margaret I had to get everything off my chest. 
 
    My first thought was to get cute in some denim destroyed jeans, but my lower stomach was so hard and bloated from the pregnancy I could barely button it unless I sucked my stomach in deeply. I knew Amare would’ve been pissed and I didn’t feel like suffering just to be cute in this heat, so I settled for comfort picking out a pair of biker shorts and a tank top. The weather was estimated to hit almost 100 degrees. At the moment is was around 80, so my whole mindset was beating the heat or at least not being out in it for too long. I only wanted to go and have breakfast with my mother. She barely liked to leave out of the house, and the heat wave would’ve been a reason for her to stay indoors like a hermit, so I had to put some pep in my step before she changed her mind.  
 
    Just as I was about to head to the garage to use one of his cars to take me and my mother around the city a call came through from Ms. Margaret. It was going on nine in the morning. Even though I was up I knew it wasn’t considerate to be calling someone this early in the morning.  
 
    She was an overwhelming customer. I should’ve known she’d still be this way when it came to life outside of the nail salon. I get it she was excited, and this was all that she may have wanted, but I was still processing everything and wanted to run it past my mother before I decided on what I was going to do next.  
 
    Instead of answering, I chose to ignore her phone call and proceeded to the garage. I settled on Mar’s Charger and left to go to my mother's house. I was surprised she was dressed and waiting for me.  
 
    I took her to the Green Eggs Cafe that was in BreweryTown. There would normally be a line of people waiting for a table, but it was just my luck that there was a table available when we walked up. I guess no one wanted to stand around in the heat.  
 
    My mother of course started complaining as soon as we stepped through the door. I guess a breakfast date she assumed we were going to hit hip an IHOP or Denny’s. Green Eggs Cafe was a brunch style restaurant that served plenty of vegetarian and vegan options. The food was delicious and always looked to good not to eat it how everything was put together on your plate.  
 
    “Why the hell did you bring me here, Corryn,” she fussed looking at the menu. It wasn’t a traditional pick your combo menu of pancakes and sides. The food was out of the ordinary and everything was ordered separately no combos or two for twenties. 
 
    I rolled my eyes behind the menu. “I’ll order for you since I can tell you plan on being difficult.” 
 
    “Difficult? What’s difficult is this menu. What the hell is red velvet pancakes? Does it look like I want cake for breakfast?” she continued to complain.  
 
    I glanced around the restaurant and saw her loud behind had people looking at us.  
 
    “I’ll order mom. I know what you want and yes, they do have it. You have to expand your palate mom. There’s other foods you can enjoy for breakfast.” 
 
    She scoffed closing the menu. “Whatever. As long as I get my pancakes and coffee. It better be good too.” 
 
    When the waiter came to our table, I placed our orders which had my mother frowning her face up even more. I swear sometimes she could be such a grouch.  
 
    “Cookie dough stuffed French toast. I know you’re not about to feed my babies that crap. Had I known you were about to be eating bullshit we could’ve stayed at my house and I’d cook.” 
 
    Again, I rolled my eyes this time not caring that she saw that I did. This was exactly what I meant when I said I had to deal with her in doses. “Mom, it’s one baby and I’m pretty sure having one meal won’t harm the baby.” She sucked her teeth and I sighed rubbing my temples. “Can we enjoy our time out? It’s been a while since I’ve seen you and I just want to eat and enjoy your company.” I was damn near begging for her to be on her best behavior.  
 
    Pursing her lips, she rolled her eyes. The waiter came back with her coffee and my almond milk Chai Latte. 
 
    “What makes you so sure that there isn’t two babies in there?” she asked stirring some sweetener into her coffee. 
 
    I see she wasn’t going to let the two baby shit go.  
 
    “Because during the ultrasound appointment there was one baby and one heartbeat. Stop wishing two children on me. I already have a lot going on.” 
 
    “Like what? Tell me what’s more important than you bringing your children into this world.” 
 
    “That’s not the case. I’m very excited about becoming a mother. You just keep saying two babies. Now that scares me.” 
 
    “Why? You got me?” 
 
    Now she finally had me smiling. This woman was nuts, but I knew she would love her grandchildren with all her heart and soul. I’m sure she was only hoping for two babies because she needed something to occupy her time since she was always in the house.  
 
    “Of course I do. Don’t worry, I will have to get back to work and you will be my designated babysitter.” 
 
    “Go back to work for what? You should be home raising your baby.” 
 
    “It’s 2019 mom, not the 1960’s. Women work now. I will love to stay home all day with the baby, but I do have a business to tend to as well. Amare and I have actually started talking about expanding.” 
 
    I waited for my mom to say something snippy, but she didn’t. Instead she lifted her cup up and finally drunk some of the damn coffee.  
 
    “That’s good. I’m glad you found a man that want to see you grow and start a family unlike your fucking father.” 
 
    Her words were dripping with some much hate, it almost had me second guessing whether it was the right decision to bring up the topic I wanted to discuss.  
 
    “Speaking of my father. Do you know a woman named Margaret?” 
 
    My mother’s expression dropped for a few seconds before it contorted into a glare. She didn’t have to say she did or didn’t because her reaction said it all. 
 
    “Don’t you ever say that bitch name around me!” 
 
    “I want the truth. The whole entire truth, Mom. You said my father left but he’s been in wanting to be around me. Did you know that the woman was his wife?” 
 
    She just stared at me blankly. I couldn’t tell if she was still angry or guilty that she slept with a married man and lied to me all these years. I get it, the shit was embarrassing. We either were on the receiving end of heartbreak or a part of someone’s heart break. I completely understood no one was perfect and quite frankly, that part of her life wasn’t my business. I just wanted to know if this man was my father and if she was ok with me meeting him. My mother was all I had at one point of time. I knew how emotional she could be, and I didn’t want her to think I was betraying her.  
 
    I reached out for her hand. “It’s alright. I’m not upset and honestly, I don’t care what happened between all y’all it ain’t my business. I just would like for you to be okay with the idea of me getting to know my father. Amare’s mom isn’t in his life, she hasn’t been for a long time, his father is dead… I just want to give our baby the chance to know everyone he or she’s connected to—" 
 
    She cut me off by snatching her hand away and pushing her chair back with so much force our drinks shook spilling some of its contents on the table. “Take me the hell home.” 
 
    My mouth dropped. “Mom… we haven’t—" 
 
    “I said take me the hell home!” she said louder this time causing everyone to stare at us. When I just sat and looked at her stunned by her outburst she stormed out of the cafe. The waiter came to our table with our food and I gave him a sorry look.  
 
    Going inside of my purse, I took three twenties out of my wallet to cover our tab and a tip. 
 
    “I’m so sorry for that,” I quickly said before I rushed out of the restaurant to get my mother. When I got outside, she was nowhere to be found. I didn’t have it in me to run around and look for her either. It was embarrassing as fuck that she decided to act like an adolescent. Taking out my phone, I dialed her number and placed the phone to my ear. It rung a few times then went to voicemail signaling that she declined my call.  
 
    Smacking my lips, I put my phone away instead of playing this cat and mouse game with my mother. For all these years I tiptoed around her feelings and accepted her ways summing it up to her being hurt, but now I fully understood it was just her way of burying her demons.  
 
    All I wanted to do was to let her know that I was going to build a relationship with my father. From her actions she didn’t care to hear me out, so there wasn’t any reason for me to chase her down just to hear me out either.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wes 
 
    “Damn, was she a sucka like that?” I asked pulling open the duffel bag Mar tossed on the table.  
 
    At the end of each month after, Amena did her thing making sure our numbers were straight on the business end. What we had to send back to Florida was separated from our profits, organized and packaged to be sent back in one of our vans. The process was tedious, but it was what had to be done to stay under the radar.  
 
    Early this morning he informed us that the nigga, Trevor or Trey was now just a memory from our past. He thought he could travel across the country and get away for even coming at us but was sadly mistaken. Now I was curious to know what was going to become of Yvette. Even if she wasn’t a part of the plan she was guilty by association. 
 
    “Yup, he took all her money. She was pretty fucked up about it too.” 
 
    I stopped putting together the money and eyed Amare only because I wanted to know now that Trevor was gone, what he was going to do with her. 
 
    “So what’s up with Yvette. You’re allowing her to walk?” 
 
    He nodded his head. “Yeah only because she’s a woman. More than likely she was acting out of emotion and hopes of having a man to lead her. Now that both her options are gone, I’m sure she just wants her money and to leave. That’s the only option I’m giving her.” 
 
    “You trust that she will do that.” 
 
    “It’s only one way to find out.” 
 
    We finished getting the money together. I wanted to ask Amare if he spoke to his sister, but it would’ve been a rhetorical ass question and I really didn’t want to get him in the midst of anything we had going on. Truthfully, I was desperate. Since leaving his crib she hasn't responded to any of my text messages or phone calls. It was the same song and dance. I was afraid that she might’ve just been done with me.  
 
    While Amena was ducking me, Kesha was on my line. I fell back from her completely. Since she was due any day now, I sent her messages daily asking her how she was feeling and if she needed anything. Other than that, I didn’t say much, and I kept my distance. 
 
    I knew shit should’ve been that way between Kesha and I especially since I said I didn’t want to be with her, but I knew I was in a selfish stage. I had two women that wanted and pretty much would do anything to keep me in their life. Now that I felt it in my soul that Amena was really done, I wasn’t willing to accept that.  
 
    “How’s the wedding plans coming along?” Ken asked once we were cleaned up and rolling a blunt. 
 
    “We haven’t spoken about it. I’m trying to do it ASAP, but Corryn would rather wait especially now that she thinks she found her father… or he found her. Come to find out his wife been a client at her salon for the longest.” 
 
    “How she feel about that?” Ken asked.  
 
    “She cool with it. Excited even. Now that she’s pregnant she’s big on having one big happy family. To the point that she wants to get my mother involved in my life. We ran into her at one of her doctor appointments and that crack head caused a scene.” 
 
    I studied Mar’s face and knew he was pissed despite the fact that he spoke in an even tone. He hated his mother and we knew that wasn’t going to change.  
 
    “Ain’t nothing wrong with forgiving… in Corryn’s case,” Ken added. “She’ll probably want her father to walk her down the aisle so I can see why she’s not in a rush. Just make sure the date ain’t when I marry Rita.” 
 
    Mar and I both snapped our heads in his direction, and he laughed it off, but we knew he was serious only because we knew Kenton wouldn’t part his lips to say some shit like that. 
 
    “Chill out… I’m not marrying, Rita… not yet, but since we’ve been kicking it I’ve been thinking more about my future and I know for a fact I want her in it.” 
 
    I held my hand up to Kenton’s head just to see if his ass was sick and he threw a jab in my chest.  
 
    “Chill.” 
 
    “Nigga, I’m just making sure you good. Fuck she cloned you?” I laughed. 
 
    “Nah, I’m being real right now and you want to fuck around.” Ken really had his face balled up mad because the man I’ve known was changing. I was making sure he was being one hunnid before I wasted valuable advice on his ass.  
 
    “You see what you started?” I asked Mar pointing at Kenton. 
 
    “Don’t blame that shit on me. Believe it or not this relationship shit was in all of us. It just takes a certain woman to bring out that side. Corryn is that woman for me. Kenton is realizing Rita is that woman for him and you?” Mar asked with raised eyebrows.  
 
    “It’s Amena. I feel it. I was just too selfish to come to grips with it.” 
 
    We all fell quiet after my admittance. Amare was slowly but surely accepting the fact I loved his sister, but I knew he wasn’t thrilled about it. 
 
    “See now, doesn’t it feel good to be honest?” Kenton asked now being the one to be throwing out the jokes. I cut my eyes at him and he chuckled; placed the blunt between his lips and sparking it before he pulled on it.  
 
    “It ain’t no other way to be,” Mar added sitting back in his seat. “I say if you really feeling Rita, make that shit official. There isn’t a lot of things that’s real out here, so when you got a solid woman on ya team you gotta keep her.” 
 
    Kenton agreed and I had to as well. The relationship talk motivated me even more to make shit right with Amena. After blowing it down and shooting the breeze with my niggas, I went to check in on Kesha. I was keeping my distance, but she deserved a face to face conversation rather than the cold shoulder.  
 
    Pulling up to her place, I noticed Kesha going inside of her house and slamming the door in this man’s face. Wondering what the fuck was going on, I parked my car and got out. The man turned my way once he sensed my presence. He looked pissed at first, but he relaxed his expression when he saw mine.  
 
    Regardless if I didn’t want to be with Kesha, I wasn’t going to have no nigga harassing her.  
 
    “You lost or something?” 
 
    “You know Kesha?” he asked me pointing towards her front door.  
 
    “What does it matter? I’m trying to figure out who you are and why the fuck you on her property?” I clenched my fist and the guy took a few steps back as I closed in the space between us holding his hands up in the air.  
 
    “I didn’t want no problems. She’s been ducking me, and I found out it’s because she’s been hiding my child from me.” 
 
    My face dropped and my fist unclenched. “Child?” I broke out into a mirthless laugh shaking my head from side to side. “The baby she’s carrying?” 
 
    This time the guy was chuckling and pinched the bridge of his nose. I took the time to size him up and he looked like he was a drummer boy in someone’s church with the skinny leg jeans and shoes on his feet.  
 
    “Let me get this straight, did Kesha have you believing she’s pregnant by you? If so, I'm telling you right now I will stay in Philadelphia until I get the paternity of the child. I have a feeling that the baby is mine which is why she’s in hiding from me.” 
 
    He continued rambling, but I stopped listening when he said the baby is his. Noticing that I wasn’t paying him any mind, he stormed off and got inside of his car peeling off. I then made my way to Kesha’s door and pounded on it.  
 
    She came to the door, snatching it open with anger on her face, but that quickly morphed into a shocked expression. 
 
    “Wes… Wesley… when did you get here?” she stammered with her eyes bouncing around her yard.  
 
    “You looking for ya baby daddy? He gone, after telling me an earful of shit.” 
 
    “Wesley, let me explain,” she whined. 
 
    Walking into her house, I stopped a few feet from the door and faced her with my arms across my chest. Her vibe told me she was stalling to come up with a lie the way she moved back and forth and fidgeted with her fingers.  
 
    I waited for her to say something for what felt like an eternity until I spoke up. “I’m not going to sit up here and wait for you to come up with a fucking lie, Kesha. Tell me the truth so we can move on with our lives.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Wesley!” she shouted not making any sense. 
 
    “You don’t know what?” 
 
    Tears clouded her eyes as she shook her head from side to side finally gazing into my face. “If… if… If I tell you the truth it may jeopardize me having the family I wanted.” 
 
    I pinched the bridge of my nose trying to keep myself from snapping on her pathetic ass. “Just tell me if there’s a possibility the baby might belong to someone else. That’s all I fucking want to know.” 
 
    A panicked expression flittered across her face. “I really think the baby is yours.” 
 
    “THINK!” I growled aggressively closing in on her so that she backed up against the door with a thud. 
 
    All this time I was able to remain calm, but hearing her admit that she wasn’t sure if the baby she was carrying was mine took me out of that peaceful mind state I was telling myself to stay in.  
 
    “This gotta be a fucking joke,” I said more to myself shaking my head. I pivoted on my heels and walked away from her dragging my hands down my face.  
 
    “Wesley, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know how to tell you. But I feel like you’re the father.” 
 
    “Bitch, feel?!” I snapped again. “It ain’t about what the fuck you feel. It’s whether that baby carry my DNA or not. You foul as fuck for that. Had me feeling like I was a deadbeat because of a baby you hid from me and I didn’t accept right away. You can have him any day now and I find out all this love and excitement I had for the baby was a waste of time and goddamn energy.” 
 
    “We can still be a family. I know we can. I don’t want him. It was a mistake. I got tired of not feeling wanted by you. I slipped up.” 
 
    I nodded my head. Not because I understood, but I just wanted to get the fuck away from her ass because I didn’t know what the hell I would do to her if I stayed any longer listening to her lame ass excuse for how she got pregnant and wanted to pin a fucking baby on me. 
 
    “When you have him, test the other dude first. Once you get his results, we’ll figure out what we’ll do.” 
 
    I moved towards the door to leave, but Kesha stood by it with her arm extended out.  
 
    “Kesha move,” I huffed. 
 
    “No, I don’t want you to leave. Not until we talk. You gotta forgive me. All those women you use to deal with, and you’re upset that I slept with one man?!” She went from sad to rage as if she had any right to be remotely upset right now.  
 
    She looked me in my eyes with an unwavering glare and I looked straight back into hers. I knew Kesha for so long I was surprised by her actions. She played victim and then played tough guy once her first attempt to get me to give a fuck failed.  
 
    “It ain’t about you fucking someone else. If you wanted to go fuck a hundred niggas I wouldn’t have given a fuck. I’m pissed that you had me mentally and emotionally ready to be a father and now that I almost experienced that, I gotta force myself to get rid of every emotion I felt just in case this baby might not be mine.” I clenched my jaw so tight to refrain from saying everything I really wanted to say. The only reason why I ain’t say fuck her is because there might’ve been a chance that the baby was mine. “Get the fuck out my way.” 
 
    With a defeated look painted on her face, she moved away from the door and I snatched it open with so much force and stepped out.  
 
    First it was the ring shit and now this?! There was no coming back from this foul play. If she was ready and willing to put a baby on me, who knows what else she could do.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Amena 
 
    As Jheno Aiko melodic voice crooned from my surround sound speakers, I gazed into the mirror as I fidgeted with the knot that secured the scarf that was on my head. Once I loosened it and pulled it from on top of my head. My once wild and curly hair was now freshly washed, trimmed and flat ironed boned straight. It was rare for me to wear my hair like this since I preferred a more natural style. Wash and Go’s gave me so much life, but the way I’ve been feeling lately I needed a change.  
 
    Listening to Jheno sing about all the men she ran across and how they impacted her life had me thinking about the last three that made a drastic change in a short amount of time in mine. Jake was a headache. I should’ve been walked away when I knew all along I didn’t feel anything for him.  
 
    Trey was the biggest mistake in my short twenty-one years of living. I was moving out of desperation to get over Wesley and it almost cost me my life and possibly everyone connected to me.  
 
    I used to hate how Amare use to smother me and chase everyone away. In my mind he was selfish and overprotective, but I see he was truly looking out for all of us. Everything he said that could possibly happen, did. I was grateful I was still alive.  
 
    Part of me was ashamed that I actually allowed a man to quickly come into my life and try to tear my whole world apart just because I didn’t want to be lonely. The only reason why I wasn’t fully beating myself up is that I learned in every mistake there was a message. If I focused on what happened rather than what I learned history would potentially repeat itself.  
 
    Right now it was all about self-love and care. I wanted to love myself truly and deeply, so that I could one day attract the right man for me.  
 
    I loved Wesley, but our situation wasn’t right at all and I no longer thought that it was a relationship I wanted. 
 
    Taking my wide tooth comb, I combed my hair down and smoothed down my baby hairs before applying gloss. I was ready for a day of spending time with myself.  
 
    I left out of my house and headed to Plymouth Meeting mall. I was going to shop a little, catch a movie then go out to eat at PF Changs. It wasn’t the fanciest restaurant, but I have never been there and wanted to experience some places myself.  
 
    The entire time I was out enjoying time to myself, I kept my phone on do not disturb and in the car, so I can really take advantage of the moment. It was a weekday, so nothing was packed creating the perfect atmosphere for me. 
 
    After catching a movie and shopping, I was enjoying a few California rolls and a glass of wine as I glanced over the menu. I was pretty full from the snack I had in the movies, so I was making up my mind on what I wanted to order to take home for dinner. There was no way I was going to cook and ordering out was out of the question.  
 
    “Are you here alone?” 
 
    A deep baritone voice snatched my attention from the menu I was looking over. When our eyes locked my heart skipped a beat staring into his dark hooded eyes. He had the most beautiful chocolate skin as if he was dipped in the world's finest chocolate. Handsome was an understatement. But his good looks wasn’t powerful enough to take me out of my mindset.  
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    “Mind if I join you?” he asked with his pearly whites on full display. Again, my heart leapt in my chest like a bucking horse.  
 
    No, Amena! 
 
    “Actually, I do.” 
 
    His feelings look hurt from the way the corner of his lips dropped a little. Another smile soon followed up though. 
 
    “I can respect that. Enjoy your food, beautiful.” 
 
    Listening to my inner voice, I returned a faint smile and focused back on the menu not bothering to watch him leave.  
 
    I eventually decided on Changs Spicy Chicken and steamed white rice. My packaged order came out in about fifteen minutes along with the folder that should’ve had my check to pay for my food, but it was only a paper with a number and the name Miles written over it. The stranger had me smiling again.  
 
    “This isn’t the check,” I told the waitress. 
 
    “The guy that left his number paid for your food. He asked me to give you this when you asked for the check. He left me a good tip; might I add. He seems like a great guy you should get to know.” The waitress smiled and winked her eye at me which had me chortling.  
 
    “Did he pay you to say that?” 
 
    “No! Not at all, but if a guy goes out his way to get to know you, it’s worth a shot.” 
 
    I laughed because she really had no idea how things like this was nothing but a man shooting his shot. If a guy was trying to get your attention they had to impress you. Paying my forty-five-dollar bill wasn’t the way. Not that I was materialistic, but I knew all too well that little things like this didn’t mean they were genuine. He could’ve done this a million times before me.  
 
    I placed a few bills in the folder over top of his number. “Maybe,” I responded, giving a one shoulder shrug and pushing back my chair. “Too bad I won’t find out.” 
 
    Taking my bags, I left out of the restaurant to go back home and lie down. I was pretty beat from all the walking around I did. I knew by the time I woke up the spicy chicken was going to hit the spot.  
 
    Arriving at my house, I pulled up to my gate noticing Wesley’s truck right away. Normally, I would’ve been delighted to see him, but right now when I was getting my mind right, he was nothing but a distraction.  
 
    When he walked up to my car, I rolled down the window remembering how Jake was once in his shoes.  
 
    “Hey, is everything ok?” I asked when I noticed the distressed look on his face.  
 
    “I don’t know. I need to talk to you. You mind if I come in so we can talk?” 
 
    I thought about it for a second and then nodded my head. He took a step back and allowed me to drive up to key in the code. He followed in right behind me. Once I pulled into my spot, I turned off my engine and got out to retrieve my bags from the trunk. Wesley approached me and took the bags from me, leaving me with my dinner. 
 
    His intoxicating cologne had me in a trance. I was busy telling myself to stay focused as I made my way to my front door behind him. 
 
    “Want me to bring these upstairs?” 
 
    I placed my keys on the console and then walked to the kitchen shaking my head. “No, it’s fine. What’s been on your mind?” 
 
    Opening the fridge, I placed my food on the top shelf and pulled out two bottles of water. When I closed the fridge, Wesley was at the counter leaned up against it with his arms folded over his broad chest. I extended the water to him. 
 
    “You look beautiful,” he quipped reaching out for my hair, but I dodged his hand. 
 
    “Thank you.  
 
    Rejection was written all over his face, but I didn’t feel bad. “Earlier I went to go talk to Kesha about us being co-parents.” 
 
    I pursed my lips together to stop myself from asking what the hell that had to do with me. At this point I didn’t give a fuck what he did with her.  
 
    “When I pulled up, I saw her arguing with some man. When I got out of the car she was back in the house and he told me that he believed she was pregnant by him,” he added with a somber expression. I no longer cared for him and that girls situation, but I still had a heart and I knew how he felt about her possibly having his child. 
 
    “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    A sigh escaped his lips before he twisted the cap off the bottle and brought it to his mouth. “Shit, I am too. I’m glad I found out sooner than later. I had no intentions of getting the baby tested because I didn't take that girl to be that conniving.” 
 
    “Wes… this is the same woman that purchased a ring and told her parents you were marrying her. Don’t sit here and play a fool, especially not to me. I am a woman. I know how we can operate and most of all, you know her. There’s no way you can be surprised by this.” 
 
    Wesley stared at me blankly before nodding his head. “You’re right. I’m just upset and confused. I invested all this time and feelings into this baby that may not be mine. Got my friends and family involved… shit… things wouldn’t have gone this fucked up between us had it not been for this surprise pregnancy.” 
 
    I held my hand out  slightly taken aback from his statement. “The baby has nothing to do about the strain we had. It was you and it was me. The both of us. You had two women that wanted you and that got to your head. It’s my fault as well because I allowed you to make me an option when I should’ve made the decision easier for you by subtracting myself from the equation. As far as the baby, he’s a blessing whether he come from you or the other man. He is not the reason why we are in this predicament.” 
 
    “I’m not trying to blame the baby. All I’m saying is I was dead set on being with you, but when I learned of her pregnancy Kesha and I got closer.” 
 
    “Closer how? As parents or lovers?” I asked now crossing my hands under my breast and tilted my head to the side. I felt my eyebrows edging together as we spoke. So much for being unbothered. I had feelings for the jackass. No matter how pissed I was, I still did. I was just smart enough now not to act upon it. My happiness no longer equated to feeling loved and wanted by another human. “You and her were fucking weren’t y’all?” I asked.  
 
    “No... not at first.” 
 
    My heart shattered. I drew my bottom lip into my mouth sinking my teeth into it to distract my body from the thought of wanting to cry. Luckily, for Wesley my arms were folded because I also wanted to bash his face in.  
 
    Forcing a smirk to grace my face, I shook my head. “Is that everything you had to get off your chest?” 
 
    “Fuck you mean? I’m trying to make things right with us.” 
 
    “We’re good, Wes. Trust me, we’re good. I’m sorry you found that news out about the baby and as invested you were in him; I pray that he belongs to you. Other than that, there’s no us. I want to focus on me. Take the time to focus on your potential kid.” 
 
    The last part came off harsh, but I genuinely meant it in a positive way. We didn’t work out for a reason and I accepted it. He needed to as well. I wasn’t about to jump into a relationship with him because he thought he was finally ready. 
 
    We held each other's gaze for a moment before he finally looked away. Wesley didn’t respond as usual and headed towards my door. I waited until I heard the door open and close shut before I ambled over to it turning the locks.  
 
    I felt nothing. Had it been the old me, those words may have not escaped my lips, but I loved the woman that I was becoming more than anyone else. It was time for my happiness to be put first even if I had to bask in it alone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mar 
 
    “I didn’t expect you to be back so soon. You must’ve changed your mind on killing me.”  
 
    I chuckled. “I actually came back here to bring you back something that belonged to you.” 
 
    Extending the bag of cash out to her, she looked from my hand to my face before taking it from me. Once she unzipped it the frown she had on her face turned into a smile.  
 
    “I’m not surprised you found him. What I am shocked about is you being so nice to me. Why?” 
 
    “I’m being generous and I’m also not in the business of taking shit that doesn’t belong to me. Especially when I know you need it.” 
 
    She angled her face upward towards me with a slight smile. “I appreciate it.” 
 
    “No problem. It’s safe to say you're gonna hang up that Queen pin title. Find yaself a hobby, open up a business. There’s so much you can do to flip that money. Moving weight isn’t safe for a woman.” 
 
    “Why?! You wouldn't want any competition?” she shot back propping her hand on her hip. I couldn’t do anything but laugh.  
 
    “You were never competition. You or ya man,” I added. “You do realize that if you wanted to stay in the game you’ll be eating because of me.” 
 
    She didn’t like that one bit, yet I was telling the truth. Eighty percent of the coke that circulated in Philly was supplied by me. The other twenty percent was some trash hating ass niggas went and copped from another connect, but I was pretty sure they weren’t making shit off it which is why that same twenty percent was either begging for me to supply or setting up other dealers to steal their work. That part of the game wasn't my issue though. All I did was sell the weight what happened to it after the transaction was out of my control. Corner boy days were long behind me. 
 
    I mainly made that comment because I knew once these savages got wind of her getting her hand on my work, they would rob her ass blind.  
 
    “I appreciate the advice. You won’t have to worry about me though. I’m packing my things up and heading to Florida. Get me a nice little house and live like the common folk.” 
 
    “Ain’t nothing wrong with that.” She nodded her head. I could see it in her eyes that she hated that decision, but it was for her safety and peace of mind she did that. 
 
    “No problem. You take care of yourself,” I told her stepping off her porch.  
 
    Getting into my car, I decided to pop in on Amena. I knew I was trying to give her space to allow her to do her own thing, but I couldn’t help checking in on her. No matter how old she was, she was still my baby sister and I was going to be on her ass until the day I die.  
 
    During my ride to her crib, my music stopped playing because of the incoming call. Corryn’s name showed up on the screen of my radio, so I connected the call.  
 
    “Yo babe.” 
 
    “Hey, are you busy?” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked automatically hearing the irritation in her voice. To a stranger, they wouldn’t have known or thought she wasn’t in a good mood. I knew her in and out, so I was able to pick up on the little things.  
 
    I knew she was going to have breakfast with her mother, and she was dreading the idea. I had hopes it turned out better than what she thought, but I see that was a lost cause.  
 
    “My mother. You won’t believe me, but she done up and ran away like a damn child after I asked her a question. She yelled at me about not saying Ms. Margaret’s name and then left out of the Cafe. We didn’t get a chance to eat or anything.” 
 
    “Damn, you want me to put people out there to go look for her?” 
 
    This wasn’t surprising. Her mom had a few screws loose and I could imagine that she didn't want to admit to her faults. She slept with a married man and was more than likely ashamed. The thing is, she wasn’t the first or the last. We all made fucked up decisions or was involuntarily put in fucked up situations, but that didn’t necessarily make you a bad person. 
 
    “She ain’t lost. Her ass is just stubborn and I’m not about to kiss her ass or chase her down. What’s done is done. I don’t care about how she chose to live her life back then. All I want to do is to know my family and give our baby a chance to know she has grandparents.” 
 
    I bit my tongue at her last statement. I knew she wanted to include my crack head ass mom, but I didn’t want to entertain her idea, especially knowing my response would hurt her feelings. I was all for her getting to know her father, but my egg donor wasn’t a topic I was bending on.  
 
    “You good though? I know you’re pissed.” 
 
    “I am, but it is what it is. I’m going to call up Ms. Margaret and let her know I will be there whether my mom likes it or not.” She got quiet and continued. “That’s on her. I love my mom but if she really kept my father away from me that was fucked up. Our life probably didn’t have to be as hard as it was. He could’ve helped out. Ms. Margaret doesn’t seem like the bitter type even though her husband stepped out on her. She can’t possibly be since she did all that to just find me.” 
 
    “True,” I responded. “But you don’t know how things played out back then. They could’ve been beefing and rumbling over ya pop, so that may be the reason why ya mom is upset about it.” 
 
    CoCo got quiet more than likely thinking about the point I just made. I wasn’t a female, but I raised one so I kind of had a good idea how they operated.  
 
    “You’re right. It would’ve been nice to talk to her about it, but it is what it is. I’m going to the dinner.” 
 
    “We’re going to go to the dinner,” I corrected. Again, she got quiet only because I knew she had a big ass smile on her face. 
 
    Corryn wasn’t used to the way I treated her, and I wasn’t offended not one bit. She spent so many years with a lame, that her expectations and desires were low. One thing for certain, I wasn’t like these new niggas. I was old school. I protected and provided, and I don’t care how much weight I had on my shoulders I would carry her through every trial and tribulation in her life along with the joyful moments. I was rocking with her through thick and thin. That big ass ring should’ve been a reminder.  
 
    “What did I do to deserve you?” she asked.  
 
    “You ain’t do shit and don’t gotta do anything to get this treatment. You’re a queen and will always be treated as such.” 
 
    “I swear, I’ma suck the shit out of ya dick when you get home,” she said and had me laughing. The blood started to rush to my member thinking about the work she could put in too. 
 
    “I’ma hold you to that.” 
 
    “I'll be waiting at the door on my knees,” she joked. “How long will it be before you return?” 
 
    “I was going to pull up on Mena, but shittttt, I might get up with her some other time since you handing out sloppy toppies.” 
 
    CoCo snickered. “I can’t stand you. My mouth ain’t going nowhere. Go check up on my sis. I need a nap anyway. That woman done pissed me off.” 
 
    “Bet, I need you in the best mood when you got my dick in ya mouth anyway. I don’t need you taking ya anger out on my shit.” 
 
    She continued to laugh only because she saw this video on Instagram with this woman eating some kind of animal private part. The shit had me cringing, but Corryn found it hilarious as fuck.  
 
    “Bye. See you when you get home.” 
 
    We ended the call and I was just pulling up to Amena’s house. The security knew who I was, so they let me in without me having to punch in her code. I pulled up next to her car and cut my car off. I let myself in with her spare key and saw her sitting Indian style on her sofa with her laptop on her lap.  
 
    I glanced around as if I was expecting someone to be here. Again, I shouldn’t have been acting this way, but I couldn’t help it. 
 
    “You came to curse me out about something?” she asked peeling her eyes from her laptop. 
 
    “Why it gotta be all of that?” I moved towards her and sat next to her peeking at the screen. “You’re marrying someone?” 
 
    She cut her eyes at me. “No dumb dumb, I’m looking up venues for you and CoCo. She said she doesn’t want to get married right away but it doesn’t hurt to get a jump on things.” 
 
    “Oh,” was all I said because I was completely out of that planning shit. I wanted to sign the paperwork and get it over with, but Corryn wanted the wedding of her dreams, so I was going to financially deliver it.  
 
    We fell quiet and I watched Amena do her thing. She eventually stopped what she was doing and peered at me.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing? I can’t come chill with my sister?” 
 
    “Yeah but you’re awfully quiet and it’s weird as fuck. If you have something on your mind just say it.” 
 
    “You spoke to Wes?” 
 
    Amena huffed and shut her laptop before turning to face me. “He actually was here not too long ago. He was pretty bummed because he found out the baby might not be his.” 
 
    “Damn, he ain’t say shit to me. Not yet, at least.” 
 
    “I know. I don’t even have it in my heart to be happy that he’s sad. Playing with both of our feelings and look what happened.” 
 
    “Would you be happy if the baby isn’t his?” 
 
    “Nah. I’m not that selfish or malicious. The baby made him happy. Honestly, if he wasn’t acting confused I would’ve been with him and been open to being a stepmom and all, but I think Wesley and I are done. I told him that earlier.” 
 
    “How you break my homie heart like that? He can’t face two let downs back to back in one day.” 
 
    Amena narrowed her eyes at me. “You blacked his eye over me. I’m sure that pain was worse. Besides, I’m tired of getting my feelings hurt to avoid others hurting. Wesley made his own bed and now he gotta lie in it.” 
 
    “If all it took was for your hardheaded ass is to get kidnapped to smarten up I would’ve been paid some niggas to get the job done,” I playfully told her, and she mugged my head rolling her eyes.  
 
    “I can’t stand you.” 
 
    “That’s what big brothers are for.” 
 
    Amena reached over and gave me a hug which caught me off guard, but I wrapped my arms around her and gave her a gentle squeeze.. “Thank you, Mar. I know I don’t listen, but if it wasn’t for you I don’t think things will be as great as it is for me. Mommy let us down, and all I have is you and now, Corryn.” 
 
    “You don’t gotta thank me. What we lack shouldn’t matter because the focus should be on what we do have in our lives. Everyone get side tracked from being thankful because they worry about what they think they’re missing. Even if ya mom would’ve been in ya life, you’ll still have me going hard for you.” 
 
    Amena smiled and reached over for me again, this time kissing my cheek before pulling away. I playfully wiped it off. “Chill with that mushy shit.” 
 
    “Fine,” she huffed.  
 
    “I’m proud of you though. I don’t ever want you to think any less of yourself even with the mistakes you make. It’s better to go through it now than later.” 
 
    “I know. I know.” 
 
    I was hard on my little sister, but it was for good reason. I didn’t want her to end up old and mentally weak feeling like she needed a man. I was impressed with the way she was handling herself now and it’s only been a few days. It just made me confident that she was heading in the right direction mentally. That was all that I wanted.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kesha 
 
    “And what did you say?” 
 
    Pressing my fingertips against my temples, I closed my eyes and rubbed in a circular motion to rid myself of the headache I felt coming on. My mom has been in my place questioning me about the same shit, I thoroughly explained. The shit was black and white, and she was acting like it was difficult to understand. My plan of hiding the fact that Wesley may not be my son’s father came to light.  
 
    It’s been days and he hasn't called me. Every time my phone rang, I hoped like hell that it was him, but it only turned out to be Irving. Come to find out he was now living in Philadelphia and told he wasn’t going to give up on his son. I was stressed the fuck out because his confidence had me second guessing myself.  
 
    I really didn’t know who the father was, but shit, the more Irving told me it was his baby I got a nagging feeling the test results was going to reveal that he was. 
 
    “Mom, I told you what happened a million times already. The more I repeat what happened will not change the circumstance. Wesley knows he might not be the father and basically told me he won’t be involved until he get the test results.” 
 
    With her arms folded firmly under her breast, my mom skewered me with an unflinching look. 
 
    “Don’t talk to me like that as if I’m responsible for your plan backfiring,” she shot at me with her voice laced with irritation. “You’re making this too easy for him to give up. Regardless if he knows for a fact that he’s the father or not, he’s still a possibility, so he has to be here.” 
 
    “No, he doesn’t.” 
 
    “Yes, the hell you do! Gosh, I swear sometimes I wonder if I raised you the right way.” 
 
    My eyes snapped in my mother's direction. She was really getting the hell on my nerves.  
 
    “He’s not like daddy,” I snarled allowing my anger to get the best of me. 
 
    My mother was still unbothered. “Clearly, you’re nothing like me either. You oughta be ashamed of yourself.” 
 
    “No, I’m ashamed of you!” 
 
    Her mouth dropped this time. “You’re going to regret that shit. When I’m not here to coach you on how to be a better woman, don’t you dare say you miss me.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and lifted the remote to turn on the TV. “Trust me, I won’t,” I sneered. “You can go now.” 
 
    Tuned into the TV, I ignored my mother making her exit. The only reason I knew she left was because she slammed my damn door on her way out.  
 
    Lifting my phone beside me, I checked the time and saw that she was here bitching about what happened for thirty damn minutes. Not once did she ask me how I was feeling knowing damn well any day now I could give birth to her grandchild. I guess securing a bag with a man was more important.  
 
    Curling up on my sectional, I fought the urge to call Wesley and got relaxed. I wanted him in my life, but I had too much pride to beg, especially since I had no clue if he was even the father. 
 
    I was more tired than I thought because ten minutes laying down, my body relaxed, and I drifted off into a deep sleep. 
 
    *** 
 
    I had no idea how long I’ve been sleep, but the constant vibration of my phone jolted me awake. Wiping the slobber from my mouth, I waited for the phone to stop ringing in hopes that the caller wouldn’t call back, but a few seconds later my phone was vibrating again. 
 
    “Fuck!” I said out loud grabbing the phone. Checking the screen I saw it was my father. I slid the green icon and put the phone to my ear telling myself that the reason why he was blowing my phone up better have been good.  
 
    “Yes,” I answered trying my best not to sound so annoyed. 
 
    “Kesha… I need you to get down to Hahnemann as soon as possible.” 
 
    If I wasn’t fully awake before, I surely was now. “Daddy, what’s wrong?!” 
 
    “After leaving your house your mother was in an accident.” 
 
    I jumped off of the couch and raced up the stairs as fast as I could to get what I needed in order to leave out of the house.  
 
    “Is she ok?” I asked in a panicked voice.  
 
    “We’re waiting to find out. Just hurry. We’re at Jefferson Hospital.” 
 
    I ended the call, quickly ordering an Uber and slipped my Vans on my feet not bothering to put a bra on. After snatching a cardigan out of my closet. I raced to the Uber that was parked outside of my house soon after I ordered it. It was just my luck they came quickly.  
 
    There was no way, I would be able to drive myself to the hospital. My hands were shaking, and it felt like it was hard for me to breathe. I was getting so annoyed with my Uber driver because he kept talking to me. I knew he was only being polite to more than likely get a five star rating, but I wasn’t in the mood or mind set to have a conversation.  
 
    Traffic was a mess and it only hiked my anxiety up to the highest degree. My whole body got tight that I was squirming in the back seat of the Uber.  
 
    The way traffic was inching, I really wanted to jump out of the car and run to the hospital, but I knew with my very pregnant stomach and my body reacting to the situation it was best I stayed put. I kept texting my father to see if there was an update and he would keep responding telling me not yet.  
 
    It bothered me that we didn’t hear about what occurred, but like they said, no news was good news, right? 
 
    After what felt like an eternity, we arrived at the hospital. I jumped out by passing security to check in and get a visitors pass. I went up to the floor my father told me they were on and saw that my entire family was there for my mother. She didn’t like them because she swore she was better than them but look who was here in her time of need.  
 
    “Daddy!” I called out to him. I was wet, out of breathing and was struggling to see clearly. “Where is she? Did the doctors come out yet?” 
 
    My father approached me with sad eyes. The closer he got to me, I stumbled into his arms and he caught me by my shoulders. Now concern for me covered his face.  
 
    “Are you ok?”  
 
    “Yes, I am. I just want to know if mom is ok. I’ve been rushing trying to get here. I just need some water.” 
 
    Just as I said that my aunt Betty, my mother's sister approached me with a bottle. I twisted the cap and took as much as I could back. The water was satisfying, but it only lasted a few seconds. 
 
    “The White family!” I heard a doctor call out my father’s last name. We all rushed over to the doctor anxious to hear what he had to say. It had to have been a good sign that I didn’t have to wait long to hear about my mom.  
 
    Holding my father’s hand, I swayed back and forth to comfort myself from the light headedness I was feeling. 
 
    As the doctor spoke it sound like I was under water. The walls of the hallway was closing in on me and my heart was beating viciously. The last thing I heard was that we did all that we could before I passed out.  
 
    *** 
 
    Taking in a deep breath, I slowly opened my eyes and stared at the crisp white ceiling. It wasn’t until I heard murmurs outside of the room I was in that I realized I had no idea where I was at. Then it hit me that I was in the hospital waiting to hear about my mother’s condition from the car accident. 
 
    Unaware of the condition I was in, I tried to sit up but slammed right back down onto the stiff hospital bed from the shooting pain that rocked my body. I groaned holding my stomach and that’s when fear drowned my body. My once round stomach was flat.  
 
    Not knowing what to do, I reached over for the nurse call button. The door to my room opened up and my father emerged. 
 
    “Daddy? Where’s my mom? What…” I licked my lips and tried to fight back the tears that threatened to fall from my eyes. “What happened to the baby?” 
 
    Finally a smile appeared on his stone face partially settling my nerves. “The baby is fine. The nurses took him to take his vitals and perform his hearing test. Downstairs you passed out and the babies vitals weren’t looking good, so I gave them consent to perform a c-section.” 
 
    “You did what?!” 
 
    “They had to give you a c-section, Kesha. If not the baby probably wouldn’t have survived.” 
 
    I covered my face with my hands moving it from side to side. Why wasn’t shit going my way? Even though I planned on getting a c-section with my son I had everything in motion with a doctor to go into surgery right after to get a lipo and a tummy tuck in one day. Now that I had a rushed c-section who knows the outcome of the scar would be or how long I would have to wait before I got the adjustments I needed to continue to make money. 
 
    “I can’t believe you did this.” 
 
    “Did what? Save your son's life? That better be exactly what you mean,” my father said with his eyebrows etched together.  
 
    “They’re doctors! They could’ve done something.” 
 
    “I can’t believe I came here to check and make sure you’re ok and you’re yelling at me about a decision I made to save your life right after your mothers was taken–” 
 
    My expression dropped and the anger my father felt was gone. It was now replaced with sadness. “She can’t be.” 
 
    “She’s gone, Kesha. The internal bleeding she suffered from was too severe to stop. I’m sorry you had to find out this way.  
 
    A crippling feeling crept up my body and squeezed my heart as I sat in bed not wanting to believe what my father said. I just saw her yesterday. She didn’t leave on the best terms, but my mother was just with me.  
 
    One lone tear fell from my eye as I thought about the last thing I said to her. My mother got on my nerves at times, but we only got one and I hated I was stepping into motherhood alone. If I didn’t have anyone, I knew I would’ve had her, yet she was gone.  
 
    A knock at the door prompted me to turn my head and wipe away the tear. A smiling nurse came in wheeling the clear hospital bassinet.  
 
    “He passed his hearing test,” she gushed. “We know you were tired, so we didn’t want to bother you. Once you’re settled we will go over the paperwork for little man’s birth certificate. Do we have a name?” 
 
    I looked from my father, to the bassinet and back at the jolly nurse and shook my head. A junior was out of the question. 
 
    “That’s ok, you have three days to rest and come up with a name. I know this was all a surprise. Ring the bell if you need anything.” 
 
    This time I nodded my head and watched her leave out of the room. The news about my mother's death didn’t seem to cut deep as it did me and I understood why knowing the kind of relationship him and my mother had. I knew deep down he was relieved more than anything.  
 
    In the bed, I watched as he cradled my son in his arms and spoke to him as if he understood. They said babies were a blessings, however with all the losses I’ve taken this had to be a curse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CoCo 
 
    One week later…  
 
    “Are you going to get ready?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.” 
 
    Lifting my head from the choices of outfits I picked out for my father's dinner, I met Mar’s gaze. I expected him to be irritated that I was purposefully moving like a snail, but the corner of his lip was hitched up in a smirk. One reason why I loved him so much is because he was mostly laid back. He never tripped off of anything either only because he had the confidence of changing whatever problems that crossed his path and he also picked up the way I operated.  
 
    I was nervous about going. Almost nervous to the point I didn’t want to. 
 
    Mar stared at me blankly and then lifted his arm to check the time on his watch. He was already dressed while I sat on the bed still in my bra and panties rubbing on my stomach.  
 
    My mother haven’t bothered to answer the phone for me since our outing. Mar suggested I go over there and talk to her in a couple of days after the incident, but I knew my mother. There was no talking to that woman. It had to be her way or no way and honestly at twenty five years old that wasn’t an option. I was a grown woman, about to be someone’s wife and mother, I was not going to live my life on her terms.  
 
    “Doesn't look like you’re getting ready to me. You’re stalling.” 
 
    “No I’m not,” I shot back with my eyebrows snapped together. 
 
    Mar walked over to the bed and took a seat. “You need to cut that shit out. You know I know you’re nervous. I don’t know for what. I’ma be with you.” 
 
    “That’s another thing. If things don’t go smoothly I know how you’re going to react.” 
 
    “That ain’t for you to worry about. You gonna be fine and no one ain’t gonna make either of us uncomfortable. I hope that ain’t what you’re thinking.” 
 
    I blew out a deep breath raking my hands through my hair. “Nah… it’s just… I am nervous. I am about to meet the man that contributed in making me but was never in my life.” 
 
    “That’s understandable. The nigga a stranger, but like I said, I’m going to be with you, so you don’t have shit to worry about.” 
 
    Even though there was a threatening undertone, I couldn’t help but smile. “That’s what I’m worried about. I don’t need you beating my father up.” 
 
    “Then he better come correct. He’s your pop, but I’m your husband. What I say goes and I ain’t about to have no one checking me or having you in ya feelings… besides ya moms. That’s female shit and I don’t get into that.”  
 
    “You’re my husband?” I asked beaming.  
 
    “You fucking right. I’m ready to sign that paper now, but you and Amena want to be extra as fuck.” Mar leaned over and pecked my lips before going inside of his pants pocket and pulling out his ringing phone. “Now hurry up and get dressed before I find something and put it on you myself.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes watching him stand to his feet and answered the phone and swaggered out of our bedroom. He was so addicting and protecting. The kind of security and love he brought into my life turned me on. There was nothing like having a man that was all for you.  
 
    Taking a look back at my outfits, I settled for a solid color dress and a kimono to throw over it. After running the flat iron quickly through my hair. I applied gloss and put on my hoop earrings. The last thing I grabbed was my purse and phone before I went downstairs almost running into Amare. 
 
    “I thought I had to make good on my word.” 
 
    His arms went around my waist pulling me into him. He kissed my forehead after seeing I had gloss on my lips. He hated it with a passion because it felt sticky. 
 
    We left out of the house and Mar and got inside of his fancy BMW. He typed in the address I told him into his GPS system and then we were on our way. The entire drive, I peered at his side profile in awe basking in the intoxicating scent of his cologne. I loved every inch of him, but if I had to choose one thing that stood out the most was the jet black mass of hair he had on his head. It was always tapered precisely and had the perfect, lustrous coils. I appreciated how he kept himself together. Most men didn’t give a fuck, but Amare was neat as hell.  
 
    Seeing the sly ass smirk on his face caused me to smile as well knowing that I was busted. He didn’t say anything. He had to be use to me staring by now. I couldn’t believe how much my life has changed in a short amount of time. I wished my mother could’ve been just as happy and excited as I was, but I was sure in due time she’ll get over her feelings.  
 
    *** 
 
    “You don’t know how happy I am that you are here!” Ms. Margaret said as soon as we stepped inside of the home their family in the Collingdale.The beautiful two story home was a far cry from the house I resided in with my mother in the hood. It had me feeling salty seeing the big difference in the way they lived. I had to check myself and remember that the differences in our lives wasn’t intentional, at least I hope it wasn’t. 
 
    She stood in the doorway and embraced Amare and I. 
 
    “I can relax now that you guys are here. I was so afraid thinking you wouldn’t show.” 
 
    “No, we’re here.” 
 
    Ms. Margaret was aware that I was with Amare due to his presence in the shop from bringing me lunch and stopping by to check up on me. No one really knew the extent of our relationship though unless they knew I was pregnant or noticed the ring. Those two things were clear indications we were serious, but I had to introduce them.  
 
    “I haven’t gotten the chance to properly introduce you two, but Ms. Margaret this is my Fiancé, Amare. Amare, this is Ms. Margaret… my father’s wife.” 
 
    Ms. Margaret was in such good spirits that she hugged Amare again rocking side to side. When she released him,  she told us to follow her and we walked to what I assumed was the dining room where I heard talking and laughter.  
 
    Feeling Amare taking my sweaty hand into his, calmed my nerves a little as we got close. I looked up at him and he winked his eye pulling a smile out of me.  
 
    When we got to the dining room, I glanced at who I assumed were my brother and sister and then my father. He looked at me, then at Ms. Margaret and then back at me. From his reaction I wasn’t sure if he was too fond of this surprise until he pushed his chair back from the table with a smile on his face looking like he almost wanted to cry.  
 
    When he approached us and reached out to me, I let Amare’s hand go and embraced him. It was nothing like I imagined, but I was happy to finally meet him and hopefully have him in my life for good.  
 
    “I can’t believe it,” he mumbled stepping back with his hands planted on my shoulders to get a good look at me. We both had tears glossing our eyes. Mine actually fell the second I blinked, and I laughed and fanned my eyes so I wouldn’t mess up my makeup.  
 
    Facing my father was like looking in the mirror besides him being a male. He had the height and bulk but everything about us were so identical down to our skin complexion and nose.  
 
    “Don’t hog her, Corey, introduce her to the family,” Ms. Margaret called out to him breaking us out of our trance.” 
 
    “Let me start!” I gushed turning towards Amare. I stepped out of my father's embrace and took hold of my man’s hand. “Dad, this is my Fiancé, Amare. You can call him Mar.” 
 
    The hard stare my father gave Mar, had my stomach twisting. It was not the first impression I thought he would have, especially since he was never in my life. At face value, Mar looked like the kind of guy you keep away from your daughter. Hell… he was a heartbreaker in one part of his life, but this here was the love of my life and he hasn't bought anything but peace, love and happiness in my once chaotic world.  
 
    My father eventually extended his hand and Amare shook it. I picked up on his entire vibe that he wasn’t feeling my father's initial reaction and was playing it cool for right now. After their introduction, I was then introduced to my siblings who welcomed me with open arms as well. My little sister clung to me like I was her long lost best friend. I appreciated how easy it was to join them because the entire situation itself could’ve been awkward.  
 
    Despite that awkward moment between my father and Amare, dinner went without a hitch. Amare and my older brother got along well actually. There was so much excitement and not enough time to enjoy each other's company that we were already planning another get together.  
 
    “How about we go to the living room and enjoy some of my famous peach cobbler and some pictures. I have a ton of stories to catch Corryn up on.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” my sister groaned and rolled her eyes to the top of her head. “Dad… can you get mom.” 
 
    He released a deep guttural chuckle. “My hands are tied,” he admitted. Ms. Margaret must’ve always got her way, just like how it was at the shop. 
 
    “That’s my cue,” CJ stated. 
 
    “No! You can’t just up and leave after dinner,” I told my brother as if I had some kind of authority. He was dark skin just like my father with the same exact features the three of us possessed. Junior stood about 5 '11 with an athletic build. He was dressed down in some pants and button up shirt. He looked more like a computer tech guy to me, but he was into retail and was a part of Macy's line design department. He was just living the life traveling across the country and meeting new women. Who would’ve thought thugs were the only ones breaking hearts?  
 
    I help up pleading hand his way and he looked towards Mar. “If I gotta stay for this I need some fresh air. Mar come outside with me. I gotta show you something.” 
 
    Amare agreed and I was confused until my sister leaned over and whispered, “CJ is about to smoke.” I was now cutting my eyes at both of them. My brother laughed and gave me a one armed hug, while Amare pecked my cheek. 
 
    I shook my head watching them disappear through the back door and then Ms. Margaret pulled my sister out of the kitchen and towards the family room leaving my father and I together. I wasn’t sure if it was in the plan, but I was down for a conversation with him. 
 
    “So…” my father said leaning against the counter crossing his arms and his feet at the ankles. “Where do we start? Are you upset with me? Did you hate me?” 
 
    My eyebrows snapped together from his statements. “Not at all. I’ve thought about meeting you all my life. I would’ve never guessed you were closer than what I imagined.” 
 
    “How’s your mother?” 
 
    The thought of her had me rolling my eyes. I didn’t care to remember how she hasn't spoken to me since I revealed that I was coming to see my father. “Good, I guess,” I responded lifting my shoulder up sharply. “She’s not too happy that I’m here, but she will get over it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry-” 
 
    I held my hand up. “You don’t even have to apologize. Mrs. Margaret told me everything I needed to know, and I honestly don’t care about what caused you not to be in my life. As long as you didn’t choose to say fuck me, I’m happy, and I accept you fully as my father.” 
 
    That brought a smile to my father's face. “I can’t believe I missed out on so much. I may have been a lot of things, but a dead beat was never one of them.” 
 
    “I can tell. We can live for right now and you can show your parenting skills becoming a grandparent,” I admitted rubbing on my stomach. “I’m two months to be exact and cannot wait to get out of this first trimester.” 
 
    “Wow, congratulations. It seems like I missed out on all the important moments in your life.” 
 
    He had a sadness in his eyes that was tugging at my heart. I wish I would’ve gotten the chance to know my father growing up, but we were here right now presently, and I hated being caught up in the what ifs when I had a promising future to look forward to.  
 
    “There’s still the birth of the baby, and my wedding. You can walk me down the aisle—" 
 
    “That’s if ya momma even allow me to be there. She hates me.” I made a face because that was such a strong word to use but given the circumstances of her keeping him away from me. It had to have been hate. “I was never up front and honest with her about Margaret and the day she found out she said she didn’t want to be with me. I’ve heard through the grapevine that she was pregnant and the one time I did end up approaching her about it we got into a terrible fight. Your mother was always a hothead. I wasn’t the type to put my hands on women, so I let her have her way. The next couple of days, I was served with a restraining order. After that I gave up. I figured there were no women in history that didn’t want their child’s father out of their lives; especially not a good one.” He sighed running his hands down his head. “Boy was I wrong. It weighed so heavy on my mind I ended up confessing to Margaret about my infidelity even if that means it ended our marriage. I didn’t like a man taking care of two children when I knew deep down I had three. Margaret being Margaret she found a way to find you and kept updating me on your growth. Looking back now, I wished I took the chance on being in your life regardless of what your mother did to keep me out of it.” 
 
    My father sucked in a sharp breath and bit his bottom lip probably holding back the tears he wanted to shed. Instead of responding, I walked up to him and embraced him leaning my head on his chest. I understood completely where he was coming from and honestly nothing in the past mattered. As long as my father did want to be in my life, it made me more comfortable in having him apart of it now. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mar 
 
    Dinner was cool  and I was relieved that CoCo was finally able to relax. Ms. Margaret and her pop were loving, and her siblings were very accepting of her. I remember Corryn saying they probably needed to get a DNA test, but none was needed. Watching her sit with her paternal family talking and laughing as they looked at the pictures, I picked up on the strong similarities. Chloe and Corryn were damn near twins from the shape of their eyes, their smiles and big ass head. 
 
    I played the sidelines allowing them to do their thing. Her brother and I were watching a game on TV after we blew it down in the backyard before he left. He was a designer for the Macy’s men line in New York and had to go back to work, so I was now chilling on the sidelines by myself enjoying the smile on my beautiful girl’s face.  
 
    Her father got up and left out of the living room and returned extending a shot glass in front of me of me. I looked up at him and back at the glass, reminding myself to relax. I didn’t do the up close and personal shit. Knowing he ain’t mean no harm, I took the glass from him. 
 
    “I figured I keep you some company. We got a little side tracked from the excitement of having my daughter around finally.  
 
    “It’s all good. We’re here for y’all to connect with each other. I’m just a spectator.” 
 
    Her father, Mr. Knight, took a seat down in the arm chair that was on the other side of the console where I was sitting. He placed his shot glass on the table and poured himself some Bourbon before holding it up to me. I was more of a vodka type of guy, but I accepted his offer and nodded my head signaling for him to fill me up. Once he placed the bottle down, we both lifted our shots and turned them up.  
 
    I swallowed the liquor and placed my shot cup back down focusing on CoCo again as she giggled and swept a piece of her hair behind her ear. Probably feeling my gaze on her, she looked my way and smirked and then at her father.  
 
    “You love her.” He told me.  
 
    I wasn't sure if it was a question or a statement, so I answered, “I do. More than anything. She’s about to have my baby and soon after she will be my wife. If I had it my way right now she would’ve had my last name.” 
 
    Her father nodded his head with a slight smirk and then glanced at his daughter. 
 
    “I can’t even be mad at you. I wish I was there every step of the way with you asking me for her hand in marriage, but I see she’s in good hands. You can’t keep your eyes off her,” he chuckled, and I laughed along. Even with him joking I knew he was serious. “Although you’ve known her longer than I have, I ask that you take care of my daughter. Despite the fact that she’s been kept from me for so long I expect her to be treated as nothing less than a queen. You hurt her, and I’m coming for you.” 
 
    Not too keen of threats, I took the bottle of liquor, poured some in my glass and took the shot. He only meant well. Shit, if I had a daughter, and she had a nigga that bowed down at her feet I’d be sure to make sure I hem his ass up and let him know fucking her over was something he definitely didn’t want to do. 
 
    “I respect that. I get that even though you missed out on some much of her life, it wasn’t by choice and given by your actions I can tell you truly do care about Corryn.” I placed the glass down and glanced at her. She now had a concerned look on her face now that me and her father were in an intense conversation. She was more than likely wondering what the hell we were talking about, but it was all good. “I love, Corryn, more than anything in this world. Shit, she’s bringing my first born into this world she deserves my last name.” 
 
    “How old are you?” 
 
    “Twenty five. We’re the same age.” 
 
    Her father leaned back in the chair and rubbed his hand over his goatee. “Same age I decided to be with my wife. We got married when she had my son and as you see with my daughters being months apart I didn’t have it all together even when I got older. I loved Margaret, but my twenties and thirties I was selfish. I wanted her and every other woman that was eager to have me in their life. I’m saying this to ask you if you’re truly ready for this step or you’re marrying her because she’s pregnant? I made the mistake of breaking a woman so bad knowing I wasn’t ready for commitment. By the grace of God and forgiveness we’re still together, but I’d hate for my children...my daughters to pay for my sins.” 
 
    “Corryn suffered from your sins with the lack of your presence and dealing with a mother with a broken and bitter heart. What we have going on isn’t your Karma falling back on her. I put that on my life. We found out she was pregnant after I proposed. I always had eyes for Corryn, but I was in a space where I knew I couldn’t be the man she deserved. Fate always has a way of bringing people back in your life that you let go whether it’s good or bad and the first time I laid eyes on her after years of not seeing her, I knew the opportunity I couldn’t miss. She’s beautiful, intelligent, hardworking and compassionate. Besides my sister, she’s the one thing that makes me better. I never thought I’d be capable of loving anyone, especially not after the shit I have been through, but she came into my world and got me looking at life in another perspective.” I laughed hearing myself speak about it out loud. This was some shit I never shared with Wes or Ken. They both were on the path of recognizing love while I was knee deep. “Sometimes I feel unworthy of her love, but I’m damn sure embracing it and never letting it go. So me hurting her, will never be a concern for you. I’m a man before anything. I will now have a wife and child. I’ll do anything to protect my family even if that person is you.” 
 
    I held an unwavering stare his way making sure he knew I meant exactly what I said. I’d hate to make good on my word, but he felt it was cool to make threats. I made promises. My family was something I didn’t fuck around with whether it be Kenton or Wesley, Amena or my future wife and child. I put my life on the line for them, especially Corryn's. 
 
    He finally smiled after a few seconds of staring at each other. “Damn, I apologize. I see you’re genuine and passionate about my daughter. I trust that she's in the right hands. From the way you sound, I should be asking if I have a right to be apart in her life.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Nah, you good ol’ G. You her pops, so you’re always apart as long as your intentions are always good with her. I know she misses you. She’s happy. That’s all I want her to be.” 
 
    I think that was all her father need to hear before he relaxed and started telling me stories about himself back in the day and even caught me up to speed about her mother. Something he didn’t have to do but I appreciated the transparency. It was exactly what I figured it was with her mom falling for the wrong guy. Everyone had their fucked up choices I just hoped for Corryn’s happiness she’d get over this visit because there was no way she had to choose between loving her mother and father when they both were here to do it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kesha 
 
    Soon after my mother’s death my father and I quickly decided on getting her cremated. My father could care less, and I could tell he was somewhat relieved to have her miserable ass out of his life. I was in the same boat as well to an extent. I had too much going on in my personal life I didn’t have it in me to mourn for the loss of my mother. Shit, I done became one without her and possibly no baby father, so I had to figure out what the hell I was going to do.  
 
    However, her side of the family was in an uproar because of the decision. They all wanted to be listed in the obituary and had an opinion on how things should be to lay my mother to rest when no one was putting a dime towards the cremation or ceremony. It wasn’t like they were close to us anyway; they were only around when money was involved since we were well off because of my father. 
 
    My father ain’t give two fucks though. He was now in charge of his life now that she was gone and was living exactly how he wanted to. I couldn’t even blame him because my mother wasn’t easy to deal with. 
 
    We had a quick memorial and repass after the service with light refreshments and drinks. I stayed mostly to myself while everyone was excited about my son. I had no idea what to name him, so I settled for Wesley Parker Jr. Irving was livid about the choice, but I was hopeful that the stars were aligning in my favor.  
 
    After the repass was over I took the baby and headed home. Pulling up, I spotted Irving’s car and rolled my eyes to the top of my head. He was aware that the test result from the paternity test was expected to be delivered yesterday and he’s been blowing my phone up ever since. It was sitting on my coffee table unopened. I feared getting news I wasn’t ready for, so I was stalling as long as possible.  
 
    It wasn’t like Irving would've been a bad father. He was ready to step up to the plate and be everything the baby needed if he was the father. However, in his mind he had the idea of a family and that was something I didn’t want with him. To be perfectly honest, I barely wanted a family. I wanted Wesley and the only way to secure myself in his life was having a baby. Of course I had to be so desperate and in my feelings that I landed myself in this predicament. 
 
    Putting my car in park, I took the key out of the ignition and got out making my way to the back so I could get the car seat out. 
 
    Junior was a peaceful baby that didn’t require much. It could be since he was born I wasn’t exactly hands-on, so he was accustomed to being swaddled and a bottle propped up for him when he was hungry. I was glad he wasn’t a handful because I didn’t have it in me to care for a baby alone. 
 
    “How long are you going to ignore my phone call?” Irving asked approaching me.  
 
    I unsnapped the car seat from the base and carefully got it out of the car. “I’m not ignoring you. I've been busy.” 
 
    “Busy with what?” 
 
    “Being a mother,” I snapped even though it was the furthest from the truth. 
 
    Irving shook his head and slid the diaper bag from off of my shoulders and took the car seat from out of my hand. He could tell I was struggling, and I appreciated the help. The heaviest thing I carried was my purses and now I was toting around a bunch of baby essentials. 
 
    “You look like you’re drowning doing this alone. You won’t have to be so flustered if you actually allowed me to be a father.” 
 
    “Who knows if you’re even the father,” I threw over my shoulder as I made my way to the front door.  
 
    Irving said something, but I tuned him out unlocking the locks and stepping inside. I waited by the door and watched him place the car seat in the living room and the diaper bag on the couch. 
 
    “Alright, you can go now.” 
 
    Irving chuckled placing his hands on his hips. “You know why I’m here. I certainly didn’t come to walk you into your house. Why are you stalling? Let’s get these results over and done with? I get it that you don’t want to be with me, but if I’m his father I won’t allow anything to stop me from being there for him. 
 
    I stood at the door for a moment with a grimace on my face. Rolling my eyes again, I shut the door, locked it and headed towards the living room.  
 
    Picking up the envelope that held the dreaded information, I tore it open, pulled out the paper and scanned my eyes over the words. My heart was pounding in my chest before it dropped to my feet like I went down the drop of a rollercoaster.  
 
    I landed my eyes on Irving’s curious gaze. I was stuck and didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “I’m his father.” 
 
    “Actually, you’re not,” I shot back. The shock began to wear off and was replaced with glee. Finally something positive was finally happening in my life.  
 
    “You’re lying.” Irving stormed over to me and snatched the paper out of my hand. I allowed him to read it and crossed my arms under my breast when I noticed the shift in his demeanor. Not too long ago he was sure of himself, but now all the color had drained from his face and his eyes were bouncing back between me and the letter.  
 
    “Now can you leave me and my son alone?” I asked cocking my head to the side.  
 
    Pissed, Irving flicked the paper onto the coffee table and stormed past me. I didn’t appreciate his bitchy attitude but if doing that meant I wouldn’t have to ever see him again; I was fine with it.  
 
    Irving left my house slamming my door behind him and startling Junior. I sucked my teeth and got him out of his car seat and cradled him in my arms as I went to the kitchen to make him a bottle.  
 
    I didn’t know how I went this long without hiring a nanny. There was no way I could heal and try to get my body back in shape caring for a newborn. After I put Wesley up to speed on the paternity of our child, finding a nanny was something I was going to do. 
 
    “Oh, please be quiet,” I sighed bouncing Junior’s whiny ass in the crook of my arm. I could kick Irving’s ass for waking him up. I had no clue how mothers with more than one child it did because I already had my mind made up to not go this route again. I tried to pour the water in the bottle, scoop out the formula and screw the top back on with my other free hand. Hiring a nanny was definitely my next move.  
 
    Once I was able to get Junior settled in his Mamaroo with his bottle propped up with some blankets I got the letter and took a picture of it before I sent it to Wesley. We haven’t spoken since he found out Irving was possibly the father. I wasn’t about to call his ass either, but now that I knew Irving was no longer a factor, I was all for the shits. I just wanted my man now and I was confident I could definitely have him back. 
 
    Peeking over at Junior who was looking drunk as he sucked on the bottle, my phone chimed in my hand.  
 
    Wesley: 
 
    Just because that nigga ain’t the father doesn’t mean I am.  
 
    This definitely wasn’t the response I intended to get from him. I totally underestimated him thinking whatever I presented his way he was going to accept it. Granted, just because Irving was the only one tested another man could possibly be the father. However, I was built like that to sleep around. Irving and I was close since we had many gigs together. Many nights in New York was spent with him and it took more than a couple compliments for him to even get between my legs. It was just that one time and that one time threw a monkey wrench in my plans.  
 
    I began to peck my manicured nails on my screen issuing out threats so he could get the test done. Before I was able to press send, he sent a message saying he was going to come over tomorrow with a DNA test for the baby. It slowed down the burn that was inside of me and I sunk my teeth into my bottom lip thinking about now that he was so much closer to me what I could do to win my man over. Wesley Junior was in fact his child. All I needed was for him to be my man again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wesley 
 
    “Yes, Wesley.” 
 
    Relief washed over me hearing Amena’s sweet sultry voice in my phone. She’s been dodging me like a bullet and I really didn’t like the fact that she was making me work this goddamn hard to get to her. We all made mistakes right? All I needed was one shot to get back in her good graces and I promised to God I was going to do everything in my power to keep her happy.  
 
    “Why you playing hard to get? I know you seen me calling you. I just FaceTimed you. What you around one of ya new niggas?” I huffed feeling a pang of jealousy tug at my heart. 
 
    Amena laughed. “Sweetie, if I was with a man right now trust and believe I wouldn’t be answering your call.” 
 
    “So you are talking to other niggas now.” 
 
    “That’s none of your business,” she responded sharply causing me to grit my teeth. This new Amena I couldn’t get used to. She use to be so easy going. It’s like I changed her into a hard woman, and I wasn’t liking the shit at all.  
 
    I walked inside of the CVS and searched every aisle for the paternity test I saw online that could be done at home and sent off. I however was going to take it down to the diagnostic center myself in the city and wait for the results. I was able to pull a couple of strings that also had me coming out of pocket, but it was all worth it.  
 
    I was no longer excited thinking about being a father only because Kesha did some fucked up shit, yet again. I shouldn’t have been surprised, but knowing she was prepared for me to play a role that probably wasn’t mine turned me off to the whole idea.  
 
    The past week or so I’ve been occupying my time with getting this money especially since Amena wasn’t trying to give me any play. 
 
    “Why you gotta be so hard, yo.” 
 
    Click! 
 
    Stopping in the aisle my mouth dropped as I pulled my phone from my ear to check to see if Amena banged on me and she really did. I was now staring at my home screen appalled. I dialed her back up and she answered right before the phone got transferred to her voicemail. 
 
    “Yes, Wesley,” she answered.  
 
    “Did you just bang on me?” 
 
    “Correct.” 
 
    I laughed shaking my head and proceeded to scour the shelves for this test.  
 
    “I honestly don’t know what’s gotten into you, but you ain’t about to be disrespecting me like that.” 
 
    “Who’s disrespectful? Me or you? You’re very aware of what my name is, and I won’t answer or allow anyone to call me anything but what’s on my birth certificate.” 
 
    I blew out a deep breath trying to hold back what I really wanted to tell her ass. I wasn’t for her bullshit, but I wanted her back and I knew this was only a result of what I put her through.  
 
    “All I want to know is if you’re talking to someone else.” 
 
    “Why, so you can get in my head again? Have me drop them, so I can be strung along in the cat and mouse game you and Kesha are playing?” 
 
    “Listen, it won’t be none of that,” I told her stopping at the boxes. There were three different tests. I picked the most expensive one thinking it made a difference then made my way to the front counter. “We need to have a face to face conversation because this phone shit ain’t cutting it. Let me come over so we can talk.” 
 
    “We don’t gotta be in my house to talk.” 
 
    “So how the hell can we get back on good terms if you won’t even allow me to see you!” I all but yelled out in frustration. This white lady looked at me with wide eyes and a flushed face from my outburst.  
 
    Cutting my eye at her I went to the self-checkout and paid for my shit. Amena had me tripping and the shit had me uncomfortable.  
 
    “That’s the thing, all we ever did was meet up or be at my place. Shit, I have never been at your house because your so called ex still had access. You don’t get it. I’m worth way more than what you have to offer. I’m no longer that airhead little girl that got high off your sweet words and drunk off your kisses. If you want me, act like it otherwise, leave me the hell alone.” 
 
    Click! 
 
    Again she hung up on me. This time I didn’t bother to hit her back up either. I had more pressing issues than to deal with her bitch fit. I know I fucked up, but Amena meant so much to me. If she couldn’t see that, I didn’t know what to tell her.  
 
    *** 
 
    My finger barely touched the bell, before the front door swung open and Kesha stood with a grey silk robe barely covering her body. I felt a displeased look cross my face despite the fact my dick was growing hard as I stared at her plump breasts threatening to spill out of the thin fabric. My eyes traveled to her sleek legs and then back up at her face.  
 
    “Why aren’t you dressed?” 
 
    She stepped aside with a snide smile on her face. “I was in the middle of getting dressed before you interrupted me. It shouldn't matter though because from the looks of it, you’re loving what you see.” 
 
    Her hand went to my bulge and it twitched from the feel of her soft hands groping it. I couldn’t remember the last time I had some pussy. Really wanting Amena back had me blocking out all the possibilities I had in my phone that was ready to spread their legs from East to West if I gave them the time of day.  
 
    “I’m a man. Shit, like this is bound to happen when a bitch is naked. Don’t get too happy as if you accomplished anything.” 
 
    She jerked her head back at me with her lip curled. “Did you just call me a bitch.” 
 
    “Where is he?” I asked back ignoring her question.  
 
    Kesha pointed towards the living room where he was in his Mamaroo facing the TV zoned out like a zombie. 
 
    Finally looking the baby she named after me in the face, every emotion I rid myself of rushed me like a stampede. He was tiny as fuck, but I was able to pinpoint features we both shared. Part of me wanted to say fuck the test, I didn’t need it, but Kesha played too many games and at this point going off looks on a new born wasn’t exact proof.  
 
    “How long was he in front of this TV?” I asked getting defensive. 
 
    “Not long. Why?” 
 
    “I don’t think he should be in front of a damn TV. I read newborns can’t really see so it’s pointless having him strain his eyes towards a bunch of different lights and colors.” 
 
    Kesha sighed rolling her eyes. “Um… I appreciate your concern, but don’t come here acting like daddy of the year after abandoning me and having me deliver our son early.” 
 
    “It was a few days and it isn’t abandoning shit if I’m not sure if he’s my son or not. Thanks to you I spent a good amount of months putting in time and effort into something that may not even be official.” 
 
    Again, she rolled her damn eyes and I was getting sick of her already.  
 
    “And if he’s your son how will you feel that you missed out on the most important time of his life. What real father misses the birth of their first born child. Son at that.” 
 
    “What type of mother lies about the paternity of her child?” I asked back. Of course it would hurt me knowing that I missed the birth of my child, but fuck that, she wanted to go tit-for-tat I was all for it. I was done with the bullshit and games. It’s been this way for a while with her and my patience was running thin. She had no one to blame but herself.  
 
    “You need to let that go. You’re his father. Once it’s proven hopefully we can put this all behind us and move on… a family.” 
 
    “Weren’t you getting dressed. I ain’t fucking you, so you might as well put some clothes on.” 
 
    Smacking her lips she stormed off towards her stairs and I focused on little man. My demeanor changed instantly unsnapping the restraints and picking him up. He cooed the entire time I held him and stared at me in my face as if he knew exactly who I was. If this little boy wasn’t my son my heart was going to completely break because the vibe was so strong between us.  
 
    “I got you lil’ man,” I mumbled cradling him in my arm as I got the box open with one hand. I read over the directions which were pretty simple. I swabbed him first, put the sticks in his envelope and then swabbed myself. He was knocked out, so I gently placed him back in his Mamaroo and filled out the paperwork and envelopes.  
 
    Kesha returned wearing gray spandex shorts and a matching gray sports bra. It did nothing to hide her curves, but it was better than her being naked.  
 
    “What’s next?” she asked. 
 
    When I looked into her eyes they now held a sadness that didn’t move me.  
 
    “You gotta swab yourself and I should be able to get the result today.” Pulling my phone out I checked the time to see how much longer I had before the diagnostic center closed. “I gotta get there before five.” 
 
    Lifting the swab, she opened her mouth, stroked the insides of her cheeks and then placed them in side of her envelope I filled out.  
 
    “My mother is dead,” she randomly said. “Her memorial was yesterday. The day she died we got into a heated argument and hours later I got a phone call from my father. When I got to the hospital we were told she was dead.” She paused as if she was fighting back tears and shook her head. “Everything that’s been going on hit me all at once. I passed out and was rushed to get an emergency c-section with Junior.” 
 
    Now I was feeling bad. I knew how tight Kesha was with her mom. They only got on each other’s nerves because they were one in the same, spoiled, bratty and entitled. Yup, even as a grown woman they held those childish ass qualities. 
 
    Standing to my feet, I brought her into my arms. She welcomed my embrace and leaned her head against my chest sniffling as she held onto me tightly. 
 
    The way she wept I could tell she’s been holding this shit in for a minute. I was feeling like an ass for being too hard on her when she had a lot on her shoulders. 
 
    I lost my mother too, but the pain was different since she had the opportunity to actually grow up with her. I was stuck and had no clue what to say so I allowed her to get it all out. 
 
    “Aye.. we gonna get through this. I will be here for you,” I told her once her cries subsided to a few deep breaths. I lifted her chin with my pointer finger and thumb the lone tear that rolled down her cheek.  
 
    She was quiet just staring at me until I saw her inching up towards my face and I turned my head, so her lips landed on my cheek. It was always something with Kesha.  
 
    Her face flushed and she snatched herself out of my arms glaring at me now only because she felt like an ass hole. Again, that ain’t have shit to do with me.  
 
    “I understand you’re hurting, but as long as I’m present in your life, things like that won’t happen between us. That ship done sailed.” 
 
    “Is it another woman.” 
 
    “Why does it always have to go back to that? If Junior is proven to be mine, it will be only co-parenting. I’m trying to do this the right way and not have feelings involved. I’ve fucked around enough, and you deserve more; something you’ve always been telling me. I’m not the man you need, Kesha. I can’t love you the way you want me to.” 
 
    “You can,” she whined with her lip quivering.  
 
    “I can’t and I won’t keep dragging you along. Like you said, you’re beautiful and have your whole life and career ahead of you.” 
 
    From the look on her face, nothing I was saying was registering. It definitely wasn’t what she expected to hear.  
 
    “Just leave!” she shouted pointing towards the door. I looked at Junior who jumped from the sound of her voice which had me frowning. This was the dramatic shit I was talking about. I couldn’t wait to get the result of the test because if she was going to continue to act like a child I was prepared to take on full responsibility of my son.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Amena 
 
    “Hey beautiful ladies!” I sung walking up to the reserved table where CoCo and Sharita were seated waiting for me to arrive. I gave them both a kiss on their cheek and took my seat at the table.  
 
    We all have things going on in our own lives where our schedules would hold us back from actually having girl time, so we dedicated once a month to get together. I went to CoCo’s shop every two weeks to go over her finances which have been better now that her scheming ex friend was completely out of the picture. 
 
    Sharita spontaneously got a new family and CoCo was damn near a wife, soon to be a mother and a business woman with a growing business and I was finally able to enjoy myself loving every part of me. Through stages of being alone, I realized I enjoyed writing which have become an outlet for me to pen my thoughts in the form of poetry. It was very therapeutic. 
 
    “How’s my niece doing?” I asked CoCo who side eyed me. 
 
    “What’s with you and your brother calling my baby a girl?” 
 
    “I’ve grown up with Mar and his stanky friends. I always wanted a little sister, so a niece will make me happy. I mean… I will be happy with a nephew too, but they just grow up to be stanky boys.” 
 
    Sharita laughed. “You sure enough was with one of his stanky friends.” 
 
    “Been there and done that,” I replied waving my hand dismissively. “I’m onto bigger and better things.” 
 
    “Bigger and better things you can sit on and ride all night?” Sharita’s freaky ass asked with her mouth twisted in a grin. It had me cracking the fuck up. 
 
    “Sharita!” Corryn sassed her and she held up her hands. 
 
    “What? We’re all grown and know we love some good pipe. You should know… that’s why you’re engaged and knocked up.” 
 
    “Yeah… yeah… yeah,” CoCo said back to her. “You would know because you’re playing house after saying you never wanted to settle.” 
 
    “Yes, and proud of it,” Rita beamed.  
 
    Her and Kenton been going pretty steady. She literally was only in Philly only to work. I was happy for Rita though getting to know her I know she deserved to finally have someone that truly cared for her.  
 
    Between her and Corryn they both had me rolling always bickering over relationship shit when they both clearly was in love. My girls were happy, and I was here for it. 
 
    “Not at all,” I finally answered her question. “I just had to go get batteries for my bullet. Them days of giving my body away to fulfill my need of wanting to feel wanted is long behind me.” 
 
    “Wait, so you’re completely done with Wes?” CoCo asked with a raised eyebrow. I swore I said this already, but I’m sure it was hard to believe from all the back and forth we did. I was done one minute and kissing all over him the next.  
 
    “For now. I’m enjoying me right now. He has been hitting me up, but this ain’t nothing new and I’m over it.” I went into my phone and placed it down once I got to my block list that had Wesley’s number. “I managed to answer for him today and he was on the same type of time talking about coming over. Anyone want my time it will have to be over steak and Champagne. I gave too much of me to receive so little of him. It’s time for a change. People are only going to treat me as good as I love myself.” 
 
    “Touché!” Sharita said holding up the drink she order before I arrive and turned it up.  
 
    CoCo smiled at me. “I’m so proud of the woman you’re becoming. It takes some of us longer to reach that breaking point and demand more.” 
 
    “Yes. Don’t give me too much credit. It literally almost cost me my life to see things clearer.” I blew out a deep breath and shook my head as if it was going to rid myself of the dangerous predicament I put myself in with a complete stranger.  
 
    The waitress came over and asked if we were ready to place our order. I was so busy running my mouth I didn’t realize I had yet to pick up my menu. I lifted it and scanned it while Rita and CoCo ordered. I caught the tail end of CoCo’s order and eyed her smirking. 
 
    “That baby got you hungry now. Not too long ago you barely ate anything.” 
 
    “I’ve been constantly reminding myself I’m eating for two,” she smiled, and I rolled my eyes at her.  
 
    “As long as you’re feeding my niece of nephew I have no complaints.” 
 
    “Well… congratulations. Amare not only knocked you up, but from the looks of your finger I see he’s making an honest woman out of you.” 
 
    We all looked up and met eyes with the woman who was clearly throwing shade. From the looks of CoCo’s face I assumed she didn’t know who she was, but I couldn’t forget whore ass Natalia even if I wanted to.  
 
    She stood a few feet from our table giving CoCo the look of death. I wouldn’t dare have CoCo smack her knowing she was pregnant, but I was free game and ready to beat her the fuck down. Lord knows it was long overdue.  
 
    “Cut the bullshit, Natalia. Why are you here?” I snapped. “You know you’re salty as shit, Amare moved on and stopped fucking you.” 
 
    She smirked and folded her hands up under her breast and poked her hip out. “How are you so sure of that?” 
 
    “Please,” I waved her off. “Even with how thirsty you are I’m sure he hasn't been anywhere near you. Now I’m giving you one more second to go about your business or I will mop the floor with your ass!” 
 
     Natalia looked at me and then fixed her eyes on CoCo. “Like I said, congrats on your sloppy seconds.” 
 
    I pushed my chair back so fast to drag her ass, but CoCo grabbed my wrist stopping me.  
 
    “Let her go, she’s just hating.” 
 
    “Wait… who the fuck was that?’ Rita asked. 
 
    I watched Natalia leave and sat back down.  
 
    “Some slut Amare was dicking down before him and CoCo got serious,” I responded, focusing on Corryn. “Are you ok?” 
 
    She was sipping her lemon water completely unbothered from the situation. Natalia was a bitter bitch and needed to go find a new dick to worry about. “I’m great. She’s clearly in her feelings if she’s going out her way to do all that. Let’s just finish enjoying our brunch. I’m not allowing no hating broad to upset me and ruin my day.” 
 
    Since CoCo put it that way, I left it alone. I knew Amare loved her, but niggas was dickheads. They would love one woman and fuck another with no care in the world. I hoped like hell he wasn’t on no shit Wesley was on because if so I would be extremely disappointed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kenton  
 
    “Why you staring at the piece of paper like you’re confused,” I chuckled taking a seat on the stool that was next to Mar. Business was straight, my kids were at camp, and my girl was out with her girlfriends probably talking a bunch of shit, so it made sense to come out and get a drink. I ain’t have shit else to do.  
 
    Wesley ain’t respond, so Mar answered. “This nigga, just found out he’s officially a father.” 
 
    “Officially a father?” I repeated with my face screwed. “When did shawty have the baby?” 
 
    “Almost a week ago. Apparently she was trying to make sure her other dude wasn’t the father before she got back to Wes.” 
 
    Mar took the paper from Wesley and passed it to me, and I read over the results saying a baby and its father was a 99.9% match.  
 
    “Is this shit even real? There ain’t no names on it. If this had anything to do with Kesha you better go get the shit done ya self.” 
 
    “I got it done. It was a test you can get done at home. Since it wasn't done in a facility identities aren’t confirmed, so they don’t put names on it. I got it done so I know for a fact that’s me and Juniors.” 
 
    I glanced at the paper once more and set it down on the bar before waving the bartender over that looked too happy to come our way. She was eye fucking the shit out of me and I took the time to appreciate her curves and what little clothes she had on. In her mind she probably figured she had a chance but that was far from the truth. 
 
    “Aye let me get a bottle of Henny. Three glasses, one with ice.” 
 
    “A bottle?” she smirked. “You know how much that's gonna run you in here? You can just go to Wine and Spirits and come out cheaper.” 
 
    “I know,” was all I said pulling out my money and holding out three hundreds. Her eyes lit up like a Christmas tree.  
 
    Shit like this never amused me and right now it was annoying as hell. I get that bartenders got paid little to nothing to make drinks, so they focused on earning tips by keeping conversation and flirting. I wasn’t interested in none of that, just kicking it with my boys and then taking my ass back home to my family. Had she caught me some months before I would have taken her happy go lucky ass in that bathroom to see what that mouth can do with all the smirking she was doing. 
 
    “You must get money money,” she cheesed, sounding like a City Girl reject.  
 
    “Just go get my shit,” I snapped snarling at her. Her eyes got wide before she rolled them and frowned. 
 
    Mar and Wes were cracking he fuck up next to me. I was glad Wes finally perked the hell up. 
 
    “You ain’t have to embarrass shawty like that,” Mar told me.  
 
    “So it would’ve been best for me to shove my dick in her mouth since she wouldn’t shut the fuck up and do what she got paid to do.” 
 
    They were still laughing. “I got you down for doing her the same way you did Trina,” Wes joked.  
 
    They were annoying me, but I finally laughed thinking about Trina’s ass. The bitch really thought I was about to pay her for doing something she wanted to do. I never paid for sex and I wasn’t going to start off with her hoe ass. 
 
    “Chill… don’t bring her name up. The woman is dead.” 
 
    “Like you give a fuck,” Mar stated.  
 
    “I don’t.” 
 
    “But shit, let’s not let the fact that you done changed go unnoticed. She’s ya type. I’m shocked you ain’t giving her no play. Rita must got your ass shook.” 
 
    I smirked and licked my lips thinking about her fine ass. I was far from shook. May have been a little sprung and horny but it definitely wasn’t shook. Aside from the fact she was bad as fuck, she had many good qualities about her that had me digging her. In my mind women weren't good for anything but some ass. 
 
    It amazed me how she even considered wanting to take me serious. I wasn’t shit, and I could admit that wholeheartedly, but I was changing for her because I wanted to be everything she needed. It came naturally because she opened her world to me and loved everything I love which were my kids with no strings attached. She wasn’t looking for the money or to mooch off anything I had to offer. She was solid as fuck. Not boogie at all and knew how to chill. If I wanted a real one by my side it would definitely be her. Shit, it was going to be her. 
 
    The bartender came right back moving quickly like she had an attitude. I ain’t give a fuck either. All I wanted her to do was bring me my bottle.  
 
    I took the bottle, twisted the top off and poured a good amount into one glass for Wesley since he was the reason we were here, and he looked like he needed it bad. I slid the glass to him and poured mine over the ice.  
 
    “Where’s mine?” 
 
    “Nigga, ya hands ain’t broke. Wesley looked like he was about to cry which is why I ordered a bottle.” 
 
    “Fuck you!” he spat even though he graciously gulped it down. I knew how it felt to have baby mama drama and I was sure liquor would be the only remedy for all the bullshit Kesha ass had in store for him. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” I stated. 
 
    Mar took the bottle and poured his drink after bitching like I was his maid.  
 
    “This ain’t about me and Rita though,” I said finishing off the glass of Henny I had and placing the glass back down. I glanced around the bar checking my surroundings and locked eyes with the bartender that was staring me dead in my face looking like she was dying for my attention. It was sad as fuck. “The hell you gonna do now that you know for a fact the baby is yours? Y’all getting married now?” I asked for the hell of it which had Wesley eyeing me. He was irritated from my comment, but it was all love. There was no way I could forget shawty bought herself a ring. 
 
    “I’m not marrying that girl. I’m taking care of my son and that’s it. She’s been in her feelings though trying to deal with the baby on top of her mom passing.” 
 
    “Damn, that’s fucked up.” 
 
    Wes nodded his head. “Yeah, same shit I said. She was crying at her crib about it and I’m not a complete asshole, so I tried to console her, and she wanted to kiss me. When I told her we weren't doing that shit, she flipped and kicked me out.” 
 
    “See… I told you that baby mama shit ain’t no joke. These kids are just fucking pawns to them. I still haven’t heard from Tara and it’s best it stay that way.” 
 
    “Tara had her kids for ya money. Kesha wants to be in a relationship with Wes.” 
 
    “It still involves shit bitches want but can’t get,” I stated in a matter of fact tone.  
 
    “I’ma figure the shit out, but I’m serious about not fucking back with her on any other level than being parents. I really want to see where things go with Amena. She’s been ducking me though and making everything difficult. I’m on the block list.” 
 
    My eyes were bouncing back and forth between Mar and Wes now. I know that shit didn’t end well when Wes admitted he was checking for his sister. Even though they were both past it, I knew it still had Mar feeling weird just a little bit.  
 
    “Fuck you looking at me for,” Mar spoke. “I’m not about to give you tips on how to get back in my sister’s good graces. You gotta figure that shit out on ya own. I’m glad she’s smartening up. Nothing worth having comes easy. If you want her you’re going to do whatever it takes to get to her. Unless she’s really done with you, but again, that shit doesn’t have shit to do with me.” 
 
    “You’s a hating ass nigga,” Wesley said shaking his head and Mar pushed him.  
 
    We continued to talk out shit and get fucked up off our bottle. Just as the bar began to get crowded we all decided it was time for us to role. It had me laughing inwardly because there was no way I would be walking out alone had this been a time in the past. 
 
    *** 
 
    Standing at my bedroom door, I admired Rita sitting in the middle of my bed with her eyes glued to a book. She looked so beautiful and peaceful. It reminded me of the tranquility she brought into my life.  
 
    It wasn’t that late, but after checking in on the kids they were in bed prepared for their first day of school. She took on the role as their mother without any issues. I loved her more because I didn’t ask or expect her to. Like I said, whatever I lacked, she filled in and whatever I loved, she loved immensely.  
 
    Making my way over to her, I leaned over on the bed and kissed her on her forehead finally getting her attention. 
 
    “Whatever you’re reading, it must be good. I wish I had your attention like that.” 
 
    Her lips turned up as she smiled at me and placed the book to the side.  
 
    “It is really good. CoCo told me about it. It’s a book by Kayln Kiara, Taming A Hustlers Heart.” 
 
    “Sounds familiar,” I stated with a smirk and she rolled her eyes.  
 
    “Well… I just started and that hustler in there I’m not liking right now.” 
 
    “How many parts?” Taking a seat on the bed, I carefully laid my head on her lap. Her hand went to my head where she began to stroke my waves 
 
    “Three.” 
 
    “Well you got some time to love him. The perfect love story doesn’t happen overnight. You of all people should know that.” 
 
    She rolled them big ass eyes again which had me playfully mushing her in her chin with my balled up fist.  
 
    “Do it again and watch what I do to you.” 
 
    “It all depends on what the hell you gon do to me.” 
 
    My dick reacted form the thought about climbing between her legs The bottle we downed at the bar had me ready for her to jump my bones, but now that I was in the comfort of my house and her rubbing my head had me wanting to wrap her up in my arms and go to sleep. 
 
    This is what I meant when I kept saying she really got me acting different. I wasn’t the one to boo love and cuddle.  
 
    “Thanks for holding down the crib for me. Wesley wanted us to come chill with him at Fibbers. We ended up being there longer than expected.” 
 
    “It’s cool. You know I ain’t have shit else to do. They were so excited about school I didn’t have to bribe them about going to bed. Did you enjoy ya time out with ya friends?” 
 
    “It was cool. No bitches involved if that’s what you wanted to know.” 
 
    “Oh trust me, I know it wasn’t any bitches. You don’t gotta tell me. Ya ass ain’t retarded.” 
 
    I chuckled thinking about the bartender. It wasn’t nothing for me to mention because it was a waste. The bitch was a non-factor and ain’t get nothing but her feelings hurt. 
 
    Rita leaned her upper body down and pressed her soft perfect lips onto mine. 
 
    “I was thinking. Your apartment is basically storage for your shit. Won’t you bring it over here. That Ikea furniture can go in the basement.” 
 
    She cut her eyes at me and I laughed again. “Seriously, yo. Bring your shit and stop wasting your gas going back and forth.” 
 
    “Well thanks to you, I’m not wasting anything because you paid my rent for the rest of the year. I’m not even spending half my rent on gas.” 
 
    “I didn’t ask you all that. Just bring your shit.” 
 
    “Is that your way of asking me to move in?” she quizzed.  
 
    “I’m not asking you shit. I’m telling you.” 
 
    Rita peered down at me with an unreadable expression on her face. “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You don’t gotta say shit really. I’ve been thinking it makes more sense for you to be here. When the last time you remember being at ya place? I don’t give a fuck about the money being wasted. I have a lot more where that came from.” 
 
    “What difference will that make though? It’s like I live here with you guys already.” 
 
    Baring my teeth down, I lifted my body up off the bed and stood to my feet. Now it felt like I was begging her and even though I was feeling her. I wasn’t set up to plead for anyone to do something they ain’t want to do.  
 
    I don’t know why I wasted my time. 
 
    I thought to myself, making my way to the conjoining bathroom.  
 
    “Kenton, wait!” she called out.  
 
    Behind me I heard her get off the bed and rush behind me.  
 
    Grabbing the hem of my shirt, I dragged it up over my head and tossed it in the corner where the hamper was.  
 
    “That’s rude as fuck, Kenton. We were having a conversation. How are you going to get up and walk away?” 
 
    “Nah… you made ya point. Ain’t shit else to talk about. Picking up my brush, I leaned over the vanity and looked in the mirror that stretched across the entire wall of the bathroom and brushed my waves ignoring her presence behind me.  
 
    “Cut it out with the bitch ass shit!” she snapped.  
 
    The brush dropped from my hand within seconds, and I was up and in her face.  
 
    “You know I don’t do that disrespectful as shit, Rita. Just cause I love you, I’m giving you one pass, but this will be the last and only.” 
 
    She had me thirty-four hot while she was smirking her ass off. I wanted to yoke her pretty ass up, so bad, but I went to focus back on getting myself. She stopped me placing her tiny hands on my biceps. 
 
    “I wasn’t trying to be disrespectful. How was I supposed to get your attention?” 
 
    “I heard you loud and clear the first time.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean it like that.” 
 
    “You did, and it’s cool. No one ain’t about to force you to do some shit you don’t want to do.” 
 
    Rita crossed her hands under her breast and cocked her bobble head to the side. “Why? Because you have a slew of bitches that’s willing to jump when you say so.”  
 
    Now the roles switched. I was chuckling while she stood glaring at me because she came up with that stupid ass reason in her mind.  
 
    “You’re my only bitch, so cut it out.” 
 
    Hooking my finger under her chin, I tried to bring her face towards mine, but she moved away. 
 
    “Call me another bitch and I will knee you right between your legs.” 
 
    I flinched thinking about that pain. “Damn, why you had to say all that?” 
 
    “Because you know I don’t fuck around. I demand respect. It ain’t an option over here.” 
 
    “You demand it so much, that you’re insinuating I got bitches? Quit trying to pick a fight. I heard you loud and clear. It ain’t nothing to argue about.” 
 
    I let her go and turned back around to finish brushing my hair. Rita stood behind me watching my every move.  
 
    “You of all people she understand how I feel. Everything in my life has been so wrong for so long that when something feels right I have to question it. This,” she said pointing between the both of us, “is good… Shit… it’s great, but you’re not used to a relationship. What if you wake up and decide you don’t want to be with me? What if you cheat on me? Neither one of us knows what it feels like to be committed. What if…” 
 
    Placing my brush back down, I turned towards her and pulled her into my arms silencing her with a kiss.  
 
    “What if this shit becomes bigger than what we ever imagined? What if you become my wife and give me more bratty ass kids? Cut that negative shit out. You only manifest what you allow to consume your mind. I don’t give a fuck what I use to do or what we lacked. All I know and care about is that I have you...forever. I need you to know that’s what you want as well.” 
 
    “You know it is,” she mumbled as if she was almost afraid to say it.  
 
    We both had trust issues. Fucking her over wasn’t something I was going to do. I valued our bond more than anything in this world. One good girl was worth a thousand bitches and she was my one. I felt it. I knew it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Rita 
 
    “So when will you be going to the DMV to change your address on your ID?” CoCo questioned me. She was nothing less of excited knowing that Kenton wanted to take the next step in our relationship. Granted I was now at his place every single day and tending to his children who I referred to as my babies. It was different having him communicate it. Even with the hard time I gave him I was excited as well. Finally nothing but happiness was in my life and I had a great feeling it was here to stay. 
 
    “Can I move my belongings in first?” I asked with my face screwed up. “Damn. I will technically still have my name on my lease until the end of the year.” 
 
    “So…” 
 
    “Relax, girl.” 
 
    “I’m just so happy for you! Can you imagine if you two have a baby? Our kids can grow up as cousins.” 
 
    I laughed with my hands in the air. “Hold up, hold up. Now you’re jumping the gun. I’m not popping out any babies. Well not right now,” I corrected her. “I will like to enjoy these baby steps we’re taking into our relationship.” 
 
    “Baby steps my ass, y’all went from screwing to shacking up. That ain’t baby steps.” 
 
    “Don’t remind me,” I stated with an eye roll.  
 
    “Seriously, Sharita. I’m so happy for you and Kenton. I didn’t think he’d turn out to be this man, but you definitely bring out the best in him. Everything is falling into place for you.” 
 
    “Finally...it took years for me to get it together.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. As long as you did it is what counts.” 
 
    I truly loved CoCo. She was so genuine and caring. Again, it was something I wasn’t accustomed to, but she helped me get through so much that she was now considered family. After hugging we both got to work it. Today was the kids first day back to school and I anticipated getting off work and hearing about their first day. 
 
    A few hours passed and things finally died down in the salon. As soon as I took my phone to check in with Kenton, his name popped up across the screen making me smile.  
 
    “Hey love.” 
 
    “Sup, are you busy? I hate to ask, but I need you to do me a solid. The kids school called and I don’t think I can make it there quick enough.” 
 
    “What happened?!” 
 
    “Chill…it’s not that bad. Kent is just vomiting, and they believe he has a virus, so we have to get him. I’m on my way, but I think you can get there faster than me. I gave them your name. If you can, get them out for me.” 
 
    “Of course. CoCo wouldn’t mind me leaving to go get them. I know where to go, so once I have them I will text you.” 
 
    “Bet… good looking out. I love you.” 
 
    My lips turned up. “I love you, too.” 
 
    After hanging up the phone, I let CoCo know what was going on and just as I expected she was completely fine with me leaving. Since we all rode from Delaware to Philly in Kenton’s car I had to take an Uber.  
 
    I made it to their school in about twenty minutes. Walking into the school, I rated the driver, and added a tip because I knew he sensed my urgency and got me there in no time.  
 
    “Rita!” I heard Kent exclaim which caught me by surprise because he wasn’t a loud child.  
 
    Lifting my head from the screen of my phone, I rubbed the top of his head smiling. For him to be so chipper, it was hard to tell he’s been throwing up.  
 
    “Hey Kent, what’s going on? Your daddy told me you’re not feeling well.” 
 
    “His daddy?! Well who the fuck is you?!” I heard a woman smack her lips before she decided to open her mouth.  
 
    With a raised eyebrow I looked at her and back at Kent.  
 
    “That’s my mom,” Kent murmured looking like he was embarrassed to say which he should’ve been because she was loud and ghetto. She was dressed in some cotton shorts that looked like it barely covered her ass, house slippers, a scarf on her head and a buildup of sleep in her eyes. It was definitely too late in the afternoon to be looking like you were just rolling out of bed.  
 
    I had no idea why she was there being as though the school called Kenton. The look she was giving me reminded me that I owed her an ass whooping for putting her kids out her house.  
 
    “I’m Kenton’s girlfriend. He told me to come get them from school for him.” 
 
    “Umph,” she scoffed looking me from head to toe. I looked basic as fuck wearing all black, but I was cute and clean. Something she sure enough wasn’t looking like. “You’re the wanna be mom that did my daughters hair. You lucky I ain’t fucking you up.”  
 
    “Ain’t nobody lucky but your ass. The fuck you doing here?” 
 
    I snapped my head in the direction of Kenton’s deep voice. His eyes were dark and zeroed in on Tara who had her lips pursed and hands on her hips. 
 
    “The school called me about our kids.” 
 
    “Cut that shit out. They weren’t your kids all summer. They’re children not toys you feel like playing with when you’re bored.” 
 
    Tara kept her mouth closed and the angry look on her face lessened. I didn’t think Kenton had her in check with the ballsy shit she did, but it was apparent who was running shit. 
 
    He walked right past her and then asked the woman who was watching everything unfold at the front desk to call Kenia down. With Kenton’s back towards her Tara took the opportunity to glare at me. Out of respect for Kent who was looking at me intently, I ignored her and began to question him about his first day. 
 
    Kenia eventually came down from her class and stopped in the doorway of the office. Her mouth slacked as her little head whipped back and forth trying to figure out what was going on. Once the shock wore off, Kenia came right over to me and held my hand. The sad part about it their mother didn’t care.  
 
    She eventually stormed out of the office. Unlike their egg donor, Ken hugged both of his children who were still by my side with their tiny hands in mine. After signing them out I apologized for the disturbance even though it wasn’t my fault and walked out of the school. 
 
    Tara was outside loud on her phone puffing on a cigarette. She shot daggers my way and I smirked knowing she was lucky as fuck the kids were here because I envisioned myself dragging her from one corner to the next. Fuck disrespecting me. She didn’t deserve to have any title when it came to these children. From the looks of it I know she didn’t care to even come up to the school. I was shocked she came to be honest. 
 
    “I know you’re not going to walk past me with my kids with that bitch!” she sneered.  
 
    My head snapped in her direction so fast, I released the kids hands and went her way. Kenton standing in my way was the only thing stopping me from stomping a mud hole in that bitches face. 
 
    “I know you want to fuck her up. Shit, I do too, but I can’t let that happen in front of the kids. I don’t want them to hate her, and if they do it will only be because of what she show them. Not because of how we feel or react. They’re old enough to know what’s going on. Let me handle it.” 
 
    Nose flaring, I sucked in a sharp breath and blew it out pivoting on my heels and making my way back to the car where Kenia and Kent were indeed watching me.  
 
    He was completely right. They spent five long ass years seeing the wrong person to be, it was up to me to lead by example. I didn’t want Kenia thinking when she grew up, people had to get fucked up every time someone called her out of her name. Disrespect shouldn’t be tolerated but some people were only smart enough to say ignorant things out their mouth and had nothing to lose. I also didn’t want Kent to think it was ok for women to carry on like this either. 
 
    Kenton unlocked the door and I got them in the car as he went over to their mother. Inside the car, I watched as he hovered over her. His back was towards us, but from the look on her face, I could tell he wasn’t playing with her ass.  
 
    She walked off not looking back over at the car and Ken made his way getting in the front seat as calm as ever. I turned on the music and looked back to make sure the kids weren’t worried about us which they weren’t. Both were on their iPad. 
 
    “She looked like she wanted to cry.” 
 
    “She did. That’s on her. No one ain’t gonna fuck with anyone I love. I put that on everything.” 
 
    I smiled and took his hand in mine and he gave it a squeeze. There was nothing like a man that stood for everything he believed in. In this generation it was hard to come by, but I had it and I wasn’t giving it up for nothing!


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CoCo 
 
    Even though I wasn’t wrong, I’ve decided it was time for me to be the bigger person and talk to my mother. I knew for a fact she wasn’t going to reach out to me, and me going out of my way will soften her up some. It gave her a sense of accomplishment of feeling like she got her way. It was petty as hell, but that was my mother for you. 
 
    My father and I have been communicating every day. On the Sundays Ms. Margaret cooked and they both insisted that Amare and I come over.  
 
    When I got to her house, I used my key to let myself in. Had I rang the doorbell she would’ve looked out the window and let me stand there. Closing the door behind me, I walked to the living room and peeked my head inside. Seeing that she wasn’t there, I went straight back to the kitchen and was met by her icy cold glare.  
 
    “What are you doing in my house?” 
 
    I blew out a sharp breath. “Mom let it go. You ran off for no reason when I only wanted to have an open conversation with you.” 
 
    Walking further into the kitchen, I pulled a chair out from the table she sat at with a mug in her hand and took a seat. 
 
    “Conversation for what? You were going to do whatever the hell you wanted to. How dare you take their side when I was the one that raised you ALONE! I struggled. And now that all the hard work is done he wants to come back in your life and act like father of the year!” she ranted.  
 
    I let her get whatever it was that she had to get off her chest. I knew she was going to continue to place the blame. That was fine. If that was the story she was sticking to I had no issue with her standing by it. However, she was going to know I knew the truth and both of my parents were going to be in my life.  
 
    “Are you going to say something or look at me like I’m stupid?” she asked. She was looking hella foolish for going off the way she did, but that was on her.  
 
    “I’m not choosing sides and they’re not trying to discredit you for all the hard work you’ve done. I know it was tough being a single parent mom. I appreciate every single thing you’ve done for me. You chose to keep them away. As a child I could only do what you allow. Now that I’m grown I’m able to make my own decisions and I want the baby to have both of my parents in his or her life.” 
 
    With her lip curled, she scoffed and brought the mug to her lips. She was so combative I know she probably expected me to snap, but there wasn’t an angry bone in my body. I was growing life inside of me. I was not watering my seed with any negativity. My mother can scream until her voice became hoarse I wasn’t about to battle with her now on this topic.  
 
    Like I said, she spent so many years of my life getting whatever the hell she wanted and for me to do shit to appease her because I felt I owed her. I felt like it was my job to keep her happy since I’ve witnessed her being so bitter and down. It took this long for me to realize I was not responsible for her emotions nor did I have to carry her burdens.  
 
    “So what did they say? I bet he’s still cheating on that bitch.” 
 
    “Mom, it doesn’t matter. If he is that’s between them.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment and rolled her eyes, pushing her chair back.  
 
    “About time you came to check on me. Are you hungry? I can bet my life on it that you had my grandchildren starving.” 
 
    Now I was the one rolling my eyes hearing her refer to my one baby as more than one. She was off the topic for now and in a somewhat better mood. That was all I wanted. I wasn’t going to force her to change her mindset, but she did have to come to terms that I loved her and was building a relationship with my father. 
 
    *** 
 
    “What are we doing here?” I asked stepping out of the car.  
 
    Mar text me a location and told me to meet him ASAP. I was already leaving my mother's house, so it wasn’t a hassle. We were standing in front of a building that looked like it needed a shit load of work. It looked so bad I was afraid if the wind blew too hard it was going to tumble down like a deck of cards. It was surprising because this building was smack dab in Center City. I never expected a piece of shit to be down here, but here it was in all its glory. 
 
    “I know it’s hard to envision, but this will be your second location. This building will be your baby. Each floor will cater to every aspect of your business giving you more space to serve more clients,” he told me and then pointed to a gated area that looked like buildings were demolished. “That right there will be your parking lot. Parking is annoying as hell to find down here but knowing that potential clients are able to do their woman shit and park without paying will definitely bring in more money.” 
 
    I was speechless and watched in awe how he spoke so vibrantly about a dream that was actually mine. The support was real. As he explained how he thought it was best to lay everything out, I grew just as excited. It was one thing for me to want more for myself, but Amare did as well, and the upside is he wasn’t looking to gain anything from it. 
 
    “How much all of this is going to cost?” 
 
    “Chillllll,” he dragged out. “I told you I got you covered. Let ya man handle this part of the work. Tell me yes, you will sign some paperwork, and I will have this shit up and running in a matter of months.” 
 
    Mar took my hand and pulled me closer to the mess he was eager to make my masterpiece. “There was a big fire, the owners don’t want to invest the money to fix everything back up, so I’m jumping on this offer.” 
 
    I screwed my face up. If someone was willing to walk out on their dream it probably came with a humongous cost. “Sounds like a bunch of money.” 
 
    Mar kissed my temple and brought me to him, circling his arms around my waist, and rested his hands on my small baby bump. 
 
    “Like I said, that shit doesn’t matter. You want it or not. The offer is on the table and I told the realtor I need the greenlight from my wife. We’re gonna do this or what?” 
 
    Shifting my body, I lifted my head and gazed into his beaming eyes. This shit was huge, but I was with it every step of the way. 
 
    “We will. When can we sign the papers?” 
 
    Mar’s smile stretched wide and he kissed my lips. “Soon. Let me make a few calls on our way back home. In a matter of days this will be yours.” 
 
    Taking one last look at the mess I was once worried about, I cheesed and thought about how far I could actually go with this new location.  
 
    Not too long ago it felt like my world was falling apart, but it was actually falling into place. Amare and I were moving fast, but I had no doubt that this wasn’t meant to be. We accepted each other’s past, support each other’s present and loved each other enough to encourage each other’s future. True love was hard to come by and we were both smart enough to know what we had. Time wasn’t going to dictate how we move.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ken 
 
    “Keep it up, we’re never going to leave,” Sharita giggled as I hugged her from behind making her very aware of the growing erection she was responsible for. Whatever she called business casual had her curves popping out in the white knee length skirt.  
 
    I pressed a kiss on her temple as I slipped my hand in the opening of her shirt and grabbed a handful of her breast.  
 
    “We’re going to leave out. We just won’t be on time,” I mumbled in her ear just before slipping the lobe between my teeth. She released a low moan and I knew I had her until there was banging on our bedroom door.  
 
    “Mom! Are you ready to go yet?! I need you to tell me I look pretty.” 
 
    Sharita turned my way and held her hand over her mouth to hold in her snicker. I just shook my head because her ass done created a monster. Bad enough, Kenia was already a piece of damn work. She done took the shit to a whole new level.  
 
    “Daddy! Open up the door!” 
 
    “What the fuck!” I mumbled screwing my face up at Sharita who found the shit hilarious. “What makes her think I got you here hostage?” 
 
    “Um… I have no clue how she figured that but she’s right. You forgot you were trying to take my clothes off.” 
 
    I grinned licking my lips. “Yeah, so let’s ignore her and let me get some real quick.” I took her wrist and tried to pull that tight ass skirt over her ass. I was determined to get some more pussy.  I didn’t care if I had to do a quick hump and bury Rita’s head in the mattress while I got my nut so the kids wouldn’t hear her screaming.  
 
    “You know there’s no such things as real quick. You got some in the shower and my hands are still pruned,” she retorted as I palmed her bubble ass. She was talking all this shit, but I was about to dig up in them guts again. 
 
    Bang! Bang! Bang! 
 
    “Daddy!” Kenia called out again. Sharita raised her eyebrows and wiggled out of my grasp with a smile on her face.  
 
    “No pussy for you.” 
 
    I slapped her ass hard just for her being smart. The smile fell from her face right away. Winking my eye at her, I went over to the dresser to finish getting myself together. 
 
    “Dad, why did you have my mom trapped in here like that. She couldn’t see me,” Kenia complained once Sharita granted her access inside of our bedroom. 
 
    I turned around just in time to catch the pout on her face and laughed. She was spoiled as hell and loved Sharita to death. It took little to no time for the twins to fully embrace Sharita. Kent actually called her mom first and Kenia jumped on the bandwagon. They fully understood their birth mother was Tara and I even explained that to them just to be sure they didn’t feel forced to call Sharita their mom.  
 
    After the incident at the school where Tara wanted to show her ass they haven’t seen or heard from Tara. I stopped giving her money ever when she decided to put them on her porch. Since her cash flow stopped I assumed she was brewing up a custody battle. I found out through the grapevine that she was arrested for trying to steal out of Saks and was sentenced to six months in jail only because this wasn’t her first offense. This was all news to me and now I was wondering who had my children them times she was locked up and why they haven’t said anything to me. 
 
    I got my lawyer to file some paperwork and I was granted full custody of my kids. That was all I wanted and since then my life has been amazing.  
 
    “That wasn’t me. Her ass locked the door,” I lied causing Sharita to cut her eyes at me. I continued to brush my hair and listen to Sharita pipe Kenia’s already big head up about the outfit she had on.  
 
    Today was the grand opening of Corryn’s second location and since she had the baby a few weeks ago Sharita and Amena were left in charge of the project. It was an even bigger deal because she was throwing it as a meet and greet for my Goddaughter, Amani. 
 
    Kent ended up coming inside of the room and I watched in awe how Sharita loved and cared for my kids like they were her own. A few months ago, I proposed and was ready to go half on a baby. All this time she doubted herself and was playing her roles well. She was a loyal friend, great mom and soon to be wife. I didn’t care for any more kids at first but one more would make us complete.  
 
    Once we all were dressed, we headed out of the house and to my car. I got Kent situated behind my seat while Rita got her brat buckled up. I rounded the car just in time to open her door, but stopped her in her tracks. 
 
    “When you gonna have my baby?” I asked her pecking her pouty lips. She cocked her head back and smiled. 
 
    “For what when we have two kids already?” 
 
    ‘I looked over her shoulder and saw Kent and Kenia both staring at us. “They a’ight, but I’m trying to have you push one of my big head babies out.” 
 
    She burst out laughing and pushed me away. “Don’t talk about my kids.” 
 
    “I’m just saying… I’m ready for another one of them.” I was damn near begging and was going to until I got another little boy or girl.  
 
    “In due time… let me enjoy being a fiancee first,” she said waving her hand in my face showing off the ring I gave her a month ago. It felt right and I was ready for it all with her.  
 
    She didn’t say no when I popped the question and she wasn’t saying no now to a baby so I had no complaints. I knew it was bound to happen any day now because she’s been off birth control for a few weeks.  
 
    I gave her one last kiss smiling like a sucker before opening up the passenger door. I  went from climbing between different women legs everyday to waking up and being faithful to one. It was a drastic change, but I wouldn’t have it any other way. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wes 
 
    With the carseat in one hand, the diaper bag over my shoulder and this damn Build A Bear Junior loved in my other hand, I sighed when I felt my phone vibrating in my pocket. I placed hs carseat at the side of my truck and slid my phone out of my pocket. When I saw it was Kesha, I answered.  
 
    “What y’all doing?” she asked when the phone connected. 
 
    “About to head to my God daughters sip and see.” 
 
    “God daughter?” 
 
    “Yeah, Mar girl had their daughter not too long ago.” 
 
    Kesha face balled up and I shook my head knowing she was about to go off. Anything concerning Amare she hated because she knew Amena was going to be involved. She had to get over it because I wasn’t ending my friendship just because she couldn’t get over the fact that my heart was with another woman.  
 
    “I don’t want that b… I don’t want her in our son face.” When she saw my facial expression she switched her words up real quick.  
 
    For the most part, things have been pretty steady between Kesha and I. There was no sex involved what so ever. Most of it was because she dived back into work head first after taking time to heal after getting a tummy tuck. While she was traveling I was holding down our son. I was cool with it but I also reminded her even though he was a boy and needed his father, he also needed the love of his mother. I was living proof of that. I didn’t want him to experience the hurt I felt growing up. Her possible absence had the potential to cut him worse because Kesha was alive and well. It was rough at first but she learned balance and communication which worked out in both of our favors.  
 
    “Don’t start ya shit,” I warned her opening the car door.  
 
    Kesha sucked her teeth. “I’m coming back home tomorrow. The shoot got wrapped up early, so I’m going to get my son. I’m sure you're happy to get the free time to be with the love of your life.” 
 
    I chuckled shaking my head. Some shit just wasn’t going to change. She did little shit like that to get a reaction out of me. It was a shame she didn’t figure out that shit ain’t bother me.  “When we get to the event I’ll facetime you. I was just leaving out and he’s heay as fuck.” 
 
    “Don’t bother,” she replied ending the call.  
 
    I slipped my phone in my pocket and secured Juniors carseat in the back. She was getting herself worked up over Amena while Amena wasn’t worried about either one of us.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Mar 
 
    “Aye… bro, I’m telling you they’re not going anywhere. I promise you.” 
 
    “Trust me, I know,” I responded with my eyes still on my Queen and Princess. They stood out looking so angelic in their all white while everyone circled around them. Even with Amani being born a month ago, I wasn’t quite comfortable with the fact she was around a bunch of people, but CoCo wanted her grand opening of Polish Me Pretty Too to serve as a Meet and Greet for the baby as well.  
 
    The building took a little longer than anticipated to be completed which ran into a week before she gave birth. It drove her crazy that she had a date in mind for the sip and see and wouldn’t be able to have her building ready. Of course, I told her I had everything under control. With the help of an interior decorator, she picked out what she wanted and how she expected it to be set up. One thing I wasn’t doing was decorating shit, so Amena and Sharita stepped up to the plate as we got ready for our baby girl. They did one hell of a job too. This was both our first time seeing the completed project and the spell bounding smile on her face told it all.  
 
    Mission accomplished.  
 
    “I know I keep saying it but congratulations, bro. You’re doing big things,” Kenton said after turning up his Corona. Shit like this wasn’t their twist, but we were family and was going to support everything when it came to each other. Even if it was surrounded by glitz and glamour.  
 
    “Shit, I should be the one congratulating you. You’re about to be a married man as well. We all know that’s a huge step for you,” I told him, and we all laughed because we were very aware of how that man got down at one point of time. He stopped fucking around and found a real one in Sharita and was smart enough to leave that shit behind him.  
 
    “Thanks. We’re not getting married soon though, but it will eventually be in the works. It’s all about Sharita right now. She ain’t in a rush. I can deal with that. I’m just ready for another kid.” 
 
    “Let me find out, Amani and Junior giving you baby fever,” I joked and he laughed, nodding his head.  
 
    “That gotta be it,” he responded.  
 
    “It must be nice talking about getting married and expanding ya family while I’m here single as fuck with a son,”Wesley said with his Junior in his arms.  
 
    We both followed his gaze and it was on Amena, who wasn’t paying him any mind. I kind of felt bad my sister wasn’t trying to give him any play. I could tell he wanted her back desperately. Shit, he loved her. I recognized that pained look in his eyes, but his last fuck up with her had to have been the last straw. 
 
    “She’s doing her thing. Ain’t no rush,” I told him. “If y’all are meant to be she will come back to you.” 
 
    “I hope,” he responded walking off to go put his son in his stroller.  
 
    Kenton and I just watched him walk away. I didn’t know what to say at this point to him when it came to my sister. It was something that should’ve never went down, but it happened and now she was over whatever bond they had.  
 
    “Won’t you holla at ya sister for him. My man about to cry and my heart is breaking for him.” 
 
    “He’s grown. Shit, they’re both grown. I’m not about to interfere with their love triangle. If he wants Amena he will do whatever it takes to get her back. And if she wants him she will eventually give him a chance. If it’s meant to be it will be.” 
 
    “You’re right,” he replied taking his eyes of Wes and focusing back on the crowd. He smiled at Rita who had Ken and Kenia’s hands in hers. They weren’t going anywhere without her. “It’s just weird as fuck we all should be in this happy place right now living the family life, yet he’s alone.” 
 
    “I’m sure Kesha’s always an option.” 
 
    We both chuckled because he really ain’t want shit to do with her. Once she caught wind that he was not falling for her shit she focused back on her career leaving Wesley to morph into a single parent. He was doing the damn thing though. 
 
    When I spotted my girls alone, I ditched Kenton and headed their way.  
 
    “I’ve been dying to get you alone,” I beamed looking down at sleeping Amani in her mother’s arms.  
 
    She was everything I expected and more. Even though Amani resembled her mother to a T, she had them full long eyelashes that definitely came from me. Beautiful was an understatement. 
 
    I kissed, Amani on her forehead and then CoCo. “I thought I wouldn’t be able to get anywhere near y’all.” 
 
    “They’re loving us. The food just got set up, so you know everyone went to go get some,” she laughed. 
 
    “Are you ok? I can go get ya plate? You haven’t had a chance to sit ya ass down since we got here.” 
 
    CoCo shook her head. “Nah, not yet. It’s time to feed Amani any way.” 
 
    “Corryn, may we get your picture?” the photographer asked smiling at the both of us.  
 
    She looked up at me as if I was the one making that decision and I nodded my head. “Go do ya thing, I got baby girl.” 
 
    Lifting up on her toes, she met her lips with mine and followed the Photographer to the floral backdrop. 
 
    I watched in awe salivating over the new found curves she got from carrying my precious angel. She complained about the weight, saying she was fat, but I really enjoyed the weight gain. It was perfect on her. I had a few more weeks before I got the greenlight to put baby number two inside of her and I couldn’t wait for that shit.  
 
    CoCo must’ve felt my eyes on her ass that was sitting up in the white dress she wore and looked over her shoulders with a smirk. I winked my eye at her and continued to enjoy the show of her ass sauntering away. She was all mine. I was claiming that shit till the day I die! 
 
      
 
    The End! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thank you for reading and please leave a review! 
 
      
 
    Want an exclusive sneak peek of my upcoming standalone?  
 
    Join my mailing list! 
 
    Text: Belleza 
 
    To: 66866  
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