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   Chase
 
    
 
   I was tired of coming out with these rowdy ass niggas who did nothing but turn up in the club and chase bitches all night. Don't get me wrong; there were some bad bitches in here every time, but that was just it; they were bitches that came to the club for free drinks and to catch the attention of the Money Making Niggas. Yea, that was us. We were those niggas that every chick wanted to be affiliated with. There was about six of us, and each one paid out the ass. I'm not talking about a million or two million dollars in the bank. I'm talking about each of us having over twenty in the bank. That's not counting whatever we store away in vaults and safes that we had spread out throughout the states.
 
   Oh, my bad, my name is Chase Robinson, and I'm a Money Making Nigga better known as (MMN). I am tall and light-skinned with hazel eyes. I have a little build on me, but most chicks still called me skinny. I had long hair and a short goatee on my chin. Most chicks described me to resemble August Alsina. I thought about getting offended when they said it, but the way he had bitches flocking to him, we were in the same boat. I was on my way to the bathroom when I ran into my ex Shana.  The last time I saw her we weren’t on good terms.
 
   Shana was a beautiful woman who broke my heart all because she thought I was cheating. She was Spanish and black with a video vixen body. Her parents kept her head in the books but still allowed her to date. We were together for five years, and I asked her to take my last name. I was out of town strictly on business when someone sent me a video of her fighting in the club. Of course, I jumped on the phone to contact her; however, she never answered. I called and text over and over for the next two days and still didn't receive a response.
 
   I couldn't leave where I was for another two days, so I said fuck it; I would see her when I got back. The day I returned, my boy, Monty, picked me up from the airport and drove me straight to her apartment.
 
   "Bro, I don't know what happened with your girl, but I am going to say she on some grimy shit right now."
 
   "What you mean on some grimy shit?"
 
   "Look, all I'm saying is be prepared when you go inside."
 
   We both got out at the same time and walked up to the door. Whatever was going on, Monty wasn’t allowing me to walk inside alone. I knocked on the door, and Shana stood there looking sexy as hell.
 
   "What?" She yelled out, closing her robe when she noticed Monty standing behind me. He shook his head and sat in one of the chairs on the porch.
 
   "What do you mean what? I've been calling you for the last few days."
 
   "Yea, and?" She responded sucking her teeth.
 
   "Yea, and what? Why haven't you been answering? Better yet, why you got me standing out here in the cold like it's not snow on the ground?" Her door opened wider, and some nigga I never seen before came to the door in basketball shorts and a wife beater. She had the nerve to have a grin on her face like the shit was cute.
 
   "What up, man? Shana what's going on?" Dude asked her looking just as confused as me.
 
   "Yea, Shana, tell dude what's going on." Monty said in the background.
 
   "Well Gary, this is my so-called man that I thought loved me but he was cheating on me with that nasty bitch Latasha from Neptune."
 
   Don't get me wrong, I did cheat quite a few times, but it would be with women from out of state or even the country for that matter.
 
   "Your man. Yo, you ain't say shit about having no man. I'm out. It's too many bitches out here to be getting caught up with some chick who trying to be on some get back shit with her man."
 
   "You don't have to leave." He was putting the rest of his clothes on and sneakers.
 
   "I'm good, Shana. I got a full ride to USC for basketball, and you think I'm about to let these dudes fuck me up over some pussy that was thrown at me? Nah, I'm good on that. My bad, bro. I didn't know." He chucked up the deuces and stepped passed us slowly.
 
    I respected the way he handled that, because it was too many dudes trying to get out of here but get caught up. After he left, I shook my head and Monty started walking behind me.
 
                 "So you're just going to leave and not explain yourself?"
 
   "What? You want me to say? It's clear you wanted to end the relationship."
 
   "End it. You ended it when you slept with that bitch Latasha." I walked back up on the porch and got in her face.
 
   "If you would've asked me, I could've told you that's the chick I hired as the wedding planner." The look on her face was priceless. The tears came down her face rapidly, but it didn't faze me anymore.
 
   "Keep the ring as a souvenir of how you fucked up a good thing." I told her getting in the car. She came running to the car, and Monty zoomed off. I was happy, because I didn't feel like hearing shit she had to say nor did I feel like dealing with her trying to give me make-up sex.
 
   Here we are in the club and she’s trying her hardest to get me to speak. I tried to scoot around her, but she moved in front of me. I leaned back on the wall, because I knew she wasn't going to allow me to pass without saying something.
 
   "That's how we're doing each other, Chase?" I looked her up and down. I wasn't about to argue up in here.
 
   "Nah, what's up Shana?"
 
   "Hey Chase." Some chick walked by speaking. She leaned in for a hug, and I gave her one and put a kiss on her cheek.
 
   "You're just going to disrespect me like that?"
 
   "Shana, what do you want? There's no disrespect since we're not together."
 
   "Are you ever going to forgive me?"
 
   "I already did."
 
   "Then, why can't we be together then?"
 
   "You know why?"
 
   "I was mad and hurt. I thought you were cheating."
 
   "It's ok. Just make sure you trust the next nigga." I kissed her cheek and moved past her quickly before she could move in front of me again. I turned around and she was at standing there wiping her eyes. I knew it was all an act, because last I heard, she was fucking some dude she worked with. Bitches were just as scandalous and niggas. 
 
   I made my way back to VIP with my boys. I sat back on one of the couches and waited for my niggas to be ready to go. We had plans to stop at the Four Seasons afterwards and I was more than ready to bounce.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   Burgundy and I were sitting at the four seasons going over paperwork to close a deal with a major record label based in New York. She and I were entertainment lawyers that graduated three years ago. and at the tender age of 25, we became millionaires.
 
   We had to go through a lot of bullshit to get where we are today. The men were very competitive, but little did they know that so were we. The cases that we first got were nothing but college kids trying to get endorsements for sneakers or something small. Our big break was when a Russian dude was moving to the states, and he was a professional boxer that had so many endorsers behind him that the money flowed in like water. He shopped around for many lawyers and somehow ended up at Johnson & Lewis, LLC. Burgundy and I had just started a year prior and were climbing up the ladder slowly. 
 
   The day he came to the office, Burgundy and I were the only ones there, because it was Christmas Eve, and everyone else decided to leave early. She and I were locking up, because when one stayed late, so did the other. We came in as a team and left as one. There is no need to go into details, but the Russian dude signed us as his lawyers. No, there was no sex involved; he said he appreciated how we worked on a holiday and saw some hustle in us. Needless to say, ever since that day, our names rung bells in the entertainment world.
 
   We made Johnson & Lewis so much money from the amount of celebrities that opening our own law firm was the next best thing. It took us a little over four months to get up and running on our own. The hard work really paid off, because we now had over 60 employees, including four other lawyers in our firm. It was called Jefferson, Jefferson & Associates. The four other lawyers graduated with us, and we had plans on making them partners eventually because their resume was impeccable just as ours was.
 
   "Spring, I'm tired; let's go home." Burgundy hated when we stayed up all night. She was already pissed at me for not going out with her. I just wanted to get this client done, and then, we could party. If that meant skipping a day of going out, then so be it.
 
   "Ok, B." That's what I called her. "I'm almost done." She called the waiter over to order a breakfast plate for us to split since it was almost four in the morning.
 
   "I ordered you an omelet. I'm tired of you eating off my plate. Shit, I'm hungry and tired." She closed up her laptop and collected the papers. We always came here late night because no one was here, and we could get the long table for all our stuff. She always wanted to work at home, but we would always stay up late. and since neither one of us wanted to cook, we had someone to do it here.
 
   "Here you are, ladies." The waitress said, placing the food in front of us. My stomach started growling as soon as I saw it.
 
   "See bitch, your ass is hungry. Put that shit away so we can eat and take our ass home." I flipped her the bird and took a bite of my omelet; then started putting my stuff away.
 
   "Let's hurry up. It looks like shit is about to be popping in here." I turned around to see out the window, and it had to be at least twenty cars and trucks pulling in with nothing but niggas and chicks getting out.
 
   "Girl, bye. Hopefully, they will sit them on the other side. I'm trying to finish my food in peace." We started having a conversation when these rowdy ass people came inside. B and I watched the waitress sninning and grinning in some dudes face, and then, led them in our direction.
 
   "Are you fucking serious? All that damn space on the other side. Yea, let's go."
 
   "Excuse me." I called to the waitress. She turned like she had an attitude.
 
   "Can we have two, to go boxes, and the check please?"
 
   "What the hell is her problem? A minute ago she was fine." B said, putting her food in the box she just handed us. I slipped my black red bottoms back on under the table, stood up, and grabbed my Saint Laurent Fringed leather coat that I got on sale for $3,250, and got ready to go. I felt a pair of eyes on me, and when I looked over, every man that came in with the group was staring at us.
 
   "Damn, y'all some sexy ass twins." I rolled my eyes, because even though I loved me a thug nigga, I hated the ignorant ones.
 
   "Thank you." B said, picking her briefcase up.
 
   "Oh, so I see the other one too good to speak. I bet if I put some good dick in her life, she wouldn't be quiet." I let my head fall back as I laughed. B shook her head because she knew what was next.
 
   "Don't do it." I walked over to his table and smiled at everyone. I got closer to him, and he stood up. He wasn't bad looking, but his attitude and the way he spoke to women turned me all the way off.
 
   "What's your name, boo?" I let my hand slide down his chest while I looked in his eyes.
 
   "Javon. What's yours?" He licked his lips that were ashy as hell, and his breath smelled like shit. You know, after you smoke weed and let the film sit in your mouth instead of brushing your teeth. That kind of shit.
 
   "Hmmm, that doesn't matter." I let my hand go down closer to his dick until I reached it in his baggy jeans. I squeezed them so tight he had to lean over. "It doesn't matter, because niggas like you disrespect women like me just because I didn't cater to that dumb ass shit you said when you came in. Some women may, but I don't."
 
   "Let my shit go, bitch." He put a gun to my head.
 
   "Nigga, you got the right bitches. Drop that shit." My sister had her nine right at the back of his head. He dropped that shit, and I let go of him.
 
   "Ok, Ma. I see he got your point. You can put your gun down." Some sexy ass Trey Songs looking nigga said to her.
 
   "Nah, he needs to apologize to my sister. You see, I understand the type of bitches y'all used to." She said looking at all the skanks who were with them.
 
   "But when he comes across a real woman who's about her shit; respect her grind." This nigga must've been feeling B, because the way he licked his lips at her made her do a double take. He stood behind her and lowered her gun, put the safety back on, and put it in her bag.
 
   "I'm going to be straight with you. He ain't about to apologize. Now, I get the disrespect, but your sister handled it, and I think it's best that you ladies head out and have a good night." He told us. We both backed up, grabbed our shit, and left. We hopped in my 2016 X6 sDrive35 and drove home smiling.
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   "That shit felt good." I said to my sister, as we waited for the garage door to finish opening. She and I lived together ever since we graduated college, and even then, we stayed in the same room. With all the late nights and paperwork we were doing, it made sense to reside together. Dragging work back and forth to the office, and then each other's houses was a pain in the ass. That's why I didn't understand why she always wanted to go out in public to work.
 
   "Hell, yea. It's been a long time, but he deserved every bit of that." She laughed opening the door. We lived in a five-bedroom house that looked like a mansion from outside. We both had master bedrooms, a bathroom in our room, and walk-in closets. There were two other bathrooms and a huge kitchen and dining room that connected. The living room was also huge with a patio door that led outside to our five-acre backyard. We had an in-ground pool, a fireplace, and a BBQ pit. We also had a deck and an area where she and I smoked our hookahs. It was our own little paradise away from the city.
 
   Spring and I were identical twin sisters, but you could tell us apart by our eyes. She had gray ones and mine were green. Yes, we were of mixed breed. Our mom was white, and our dad was black; he had light gray eyes, too. We had a caramel complexion, and we both had C cup chest and flat stomachs; courtesy of our in-home gym down in the basement.
 
   Neither one of us had big asses, but we had enough to squeeze and jiggle just a little if a nigga hit it from the back. Last, but not least, our thick thighs seemed to be what drove the men crazy, and I didn't know why. Spring said it was because when a man goes down on you, he has something to hold you down with when you running from his tongue.
 
   I went upstairs to drop off my stuff and jump in the shower. After I got out, I threw some pajamas on and laid down to go to sleep. I picked my phone up to turn it off when there was s voicemail icon at the top of the screen. My phone didn't ring so it must be a message forwarded from my office line. I hit the voicemail icon and listened to the message. My mouth hit the floor when I heard who it was.
 
   "What's up, Ma? This is Monty; the guy from the restaurant that had to put your gun on safety so you didn't kill anyone. I'm still getting a kick out of that. Anyway, you left a folder with your card in it. I wasn't sure if you needed it, and being the nice person I am, I held it for you. Hit me up so I can return it to you."
 
   "Ok, Monty. Now that you called her, can I get some of that good dick?" I covered my mouth laughing; a few seconds later, the phone hung up. I jumped up and ran in my sister’s room where she was already knocked out. I went back in my room and thought about calling. Should I interrupt his flow? That man was fine as hell and after he licked his lips he had my ass ready to fuck him right there. I picked the phone up and dialed him back.
 
   "Yo, who this?" He asked when he answered. His phone voice was just as sexy.
 
   "I'm sorry to call you this early. Monty, is it? I received a message about a folder you found. I was wondering when you wanted to return it." I sat on my bed playing with my fingers waiting on a response.
 
   "Shittttt, let me hit you back, Ma." He hung the phone up in a hurry.
 
   I fell back on my bed thinking about his sexy ass and found my hands in between my legs. I hadn't had sex in over five months, and I didn't see any in the future either. I pleasured myself a few times to him and wasn't ashamed. That put me straight to sleep.
 
   "B get up." I looked over at the clock, and it was three in the afternoon.
 
   "Damn, I slept all day."
 
   "Yea, I just got up, too. Who cares? It's Saturday? What do you want to do today?"
 
   Spring and I tried to have girl time at least once a week. No work or nothing. It was our way of winding down and getting ready for the week at the same time.
 
   "I don't know. We haven't been out in two weeks. You want to go have some drinks?"
 
   "I'm down. Where we going?" I told her about some new spot in Eatontown. Redheads used to be there, but the owner sold it, and it was called something else.
 
   "Oh shit, sis. I almost forgot." She laid on my bed changing channels while I went to the bathroom.
 
   "What?" I told her what happened, how the guy called me, and how he hung up.
 
   "He was probably getting his dick sucked." She said rolling her eyes.
 
   "Well, if he was, that bitch lucky as hell, because I'll suck that nigga’s ass if he asked me; fine as he was."
 
   "Girl, you funny as hell." We sat around bullshitting for the day. It was after eleven, and we stepped out on our grown women shit. She wore a white fitted mini, and I wore a black one. We didn't normally dress alike, but we both wanted the dress, and neither one of us put it back. She wore the new gold Zoey heels from Giuseppe, and I wore the new silver Mary Jane ones from there. Both of us had Halle Berry hairstyles, and our makeup was always flawless.
 
   The club had a line wrapped around the corner, so we sat in the car smoking a hookah until it got shorter. Spring pulled some weed and a joint wrapper out her purse.
 
   "Really?"
 
   "What? That line long as hell. By the time we’re done, it should be time to go in." We smoked trees now and then to help keep us calm.
 
   Spring and I grew up in Sea View Manor in Long Branch, New Jersey. These were what one would call the projects in our area. You had the pissy ass park, the nasty as trail under the chimney that was a shortcut to other apartments, and you had everyone’s friends; the roaches. Everybody had them; it didn't matter how clean you were. People hated on us before that even became a word. They called us stuck up, bourgeois; we acted like we had the best pussy, and the list went on. Believe it or not, we both lost our virginity in college. We stayed in fights due to jealous bitches. 
 
   We fought with knives, box cutters, bats, and anything else we could find, but that didn't deter us from finishing school. The both of us decided to carry a gun now because of our jobs. The gun range saw our faces at least six times a month. You felt powerful when you had one of those in your hand; that's why when that nigga tried to come for my sister, I had to let him know.
 
   "All right; let’s go. It's only a few people in line.” She said, putting the blunt out and getting out.
 
   "Bitch, wait. You know I hate walking up to the door by myself."
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   "Now, you tell me why you felt the need to ask for some dick while I was on the phone?"
 
   "I'm sorry. Let me make it up to you." Yolanda said, going down to suck me off.
 
   Yolanda was this chick from Lakewood I would hit off if we ran into each other at the club. No, she wasn't my main chick, because I didn't have one, but she was close to it. She was a redbone with a nice body and knew how to fuck. She was girlfriend material, just not for me. The head home girl was giving me almost had my toes curling. Notice how I said almost, because my phone started ringing.
 
   I answered, and it was that bad bitch that crowned Javon’s ass when we went out to eat. I always told that nigga to stop talking to chicks like that, but he swore they loved it. Shorty was bad in every way possible. I peeped all that expensive shit she and her twin had on. I knew stepping to her would mean I had to pull out all the stops for her. She smelled expensive, and I was that nigga to make sure she stayed in it.
 
   I was about to bust in Yolanda's mouth, so I hung up on her. I didn't want her to hear that being that it was our first conversation. I sent her dumb ass home right after; I didn’t play that petty shit. I hit Chase up the next night to come have some drinks with me so I could tell him what happened the night before. 
 
   "Yo, Javon really be on some other shit. I'm telling you shorty and her sister weren't playing any games with his ass." I told Chase who was standing next to me looking down on the dance floor.
 
   "I would have loved to see that, but I had to leave. Y'all act like you wanted to wake up in the club."
 
   Chase and I knew each other since we were young. He and I couldn't stand each other at first over some middle school crush, but once we squashed that beef, we'd been thick as thieves ever since. Out of all the niggas in MMN, we were the tightest.
 
    
 
   When I come down on it
 
   You'll love when I'm down on it
 
   Fuck around and spend time on it
 
    
 
   I sang Trey Lanez’s song in shorty’s ear, as I danced behind her. At first, I couldn't tell them apart, and I didn't want to approach the wrong one, but her green eyes looked straight to me.
 
   "You spending time on it already? How about if you don't like it?" She said, slurring a bit. You could tell she was already tipsy. Her sister was at the bar having a conversation with some dude.
 
   "You don't think I'm going to like it?" I whispered in her ear. She smelled good as hell, but it didn't cover the weed smell that lingered.
 
   "That's for you to decide. I love the way I taste." She was slow grinding on me to August Alsina’s “Pornstar” song that was playing.
 
   "I can't wait to find out."
 
   "Then let's go." She tried to lead me off the dance floor. I grabbed her back and pulled her close. She put her hands around my neck, and her tongue found mine. The way she kissed me had my dick harder than trigonometry.
 
   "Mm, I like the way you kiss."
 
   "Oh, yea?"
 
   "I wish I had that tongue in my mouth when I pleasured myself to you last night." Now, I knew she was drunk saying some shit like that, but it made me smile.
 
   "I think it's time for you to go home, Ma."
 
   "No, I'm good." She tripped and almost fell walking towards her sister.
 
   "Hey, I'm Monty. Your sister is done."
 
   "Ok, are you taking her home, because I'm not ready to go?" She asked me grinning in some cornball’s face.
 
   "Word. You just sending her home with some dude she just met?"
 
   "Boy, be quiet; I was just fucking with you. I’ve been ready to go. And for the record, I think you know better than anyone in here she can handle herself." She cracked a smile, took her sister’s hand, and went to walk out the club.
 
   "Hold on." I picked her sister up and carried her to the truck.
 
   "What's your name again?"
 
   "Monty."
 
   "Monty thanks for bringing her to the car. I'm Spring, and that's Burgundy, but everyone calls her B. Maybe you can come over one day and chill with us. This is twice you handled her; I think it's only right we show our appreciation."
 
   "Nah, that's ok. I'm good."
 
   "Cut it out. I'm having a small BBQ next week with a few co-workers. I'm sure my sister would love for you to come." She closed the door and rolled down the window on the passenger side.
 
   "Oh, you can bring a few people if you want." She started the car, and B opened the door and stood outside with me.
 
   "Thanks for bringing me to the car, but I had it."
 
   "You did, huh?" I had my hand on the top of the car with my face by her neck.
 
   "Yea, I did. But I would like for you to stop by if you're not too busy."
 
   "I'll see what I can do." She went to get back in the car, but I grabbed her arm. I cupped her face with both of my hands and kissed her. I could feel her hand on the back of my neck while the other one rested on my shoulder.
 
   "Damn, girl, you're going to make me follow you home."
 
   "Not tonight, boo. But soon. Real soon." She said, getting in the truck.
 
   "Get home safe ladies." She pulled me close and kissed me again. I knew she had to be horny doing all this. I wasn't mad though, because I was feeling her too. I never kissed a woman unless she was my girl, and here I am swapping spit with her inside and outside the club. Hell yea, I was showing up at that BBQ next week.
 
   "I see you found a new contender." Chase said, leaning against one of the cars smoking.
 
   "Yea, man. Not only is she bad; she got a nigga acting out of character. You know I don't do the kissing shit, and in public, at that."
 
   "You know I know. So what are you going to do about that?" He pointed to Yolanda who was coming out the club.
 
   "Tonight, I'm going to fuck her. As far as tomorrow, who knows?"
 
   "Hey boo. Where you been?" She stood on her tippy toes to kiss me.
 
   "Yo, you know we don't even get down like that."
 
   "I know Monty, but damn, we been fucking for a minute now. Can a sister ever get a kiss?"
 
   "Kissing brings too many emotions, and I'm not trying to get into anything serious."
 
   "Whatever. Anyway, what's up, Chase? When are you going to find a girl?"
 
   "I'm not even looking right now. I'm good."
 
   "You know I can hook you up with one of my girls."
 
   "Nah, I'm good." Chase passed me the blunt and went back inside. I knew he wouldn’t hook up with any of her ratchet ass friends. My boy was quiet so hooking up with a loud mouth chick was not in his future.
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   I had the worst hangover the next day with little memory of what happened. I glanced at the clock, and it was after twelve. I figured Spring was at church, because the house was quiet. I went downstairs to get some orange juice and saw her watching a movie on Lifetime.
 
   "Well, look who's up?"
 
   "I have the worst hangover right now." I laid on the couch next to her.
 
   "You should. All that shit you were drinking. I told you not to mix dark and clear liquor. Trying to be rough and impress that dude."
 
   "Girl, please. Wasn't anybody trying to impress him."
 
   "I can't tell. Y'all damn near fucked on the dance floor and at the truck." I covered my mouth, and she laughed.
 
   "He's going to think I'm a ho."
 
   "Probably." She said, crunching loud as hell on some chips.
 
   "Oh, well. At least I didn't sleep with him."
 
   "Yea. Anyway, somebody called your phone twice from the same number this morning."
 
   "Who was it?"
 
   "I don't know. I just looked at the number but didn’t answer it.” She passed me my phone. There was no text or voicemails. I dialed the number back to see who it was.
 
   "I see you made it home safe." His sexy ass said through the phone.
 
   "Yes I did."
 
   "How are you feeling?"
 
   "I have a hangover, but I'm good."
 
   "That sucks. So I guess that means you're stuck inside today."
 
   "I didn't have any plans anyway, so it's ok."
 
   "That's good to hear. Do you think you can hang it out with me at the courts? It's supposed to be 70 degrees today, and we all meeting up for a game."
 
   "Ugh. Sure. What time, and can I bring my sister?" She was shaking her head no. He told me to bring her and to meet them around two. I put on some black leggings, a red sweater, and some riding boots. My sister wore some jeans that were torn in certain spots, a tight black shirt that showed a little cleavage, and some ankle boots. She cursed me out the entire way for inviting her. We pulled my black Porsche truck in one of the parking spots. It was beyond packed.
 
   "I'm not staying long. It's too many niggas, and you know that means bullshit." Spring said stepping out.
 
   My sister and I loved thug niggas; even though we were lawyers, that was what we wanted. It was something about their swag and how they put it down in the bedroom. Well, some of them anyway. There was a hot dog cart out, so she and I both grabbed a soda and chips. There were a few seats open on the bleachers in front of some chicks.
 
   Spring and I knew better so we stood against the fence watching. Monty was on the court and smiled when he noticed me. Monty was almost a twin of Trey Songs. Even his smile was just as perfect. He came over to where we stood and leaned over me.
 
   "You look good, Ma." The way the sweat was dripping on his body had me wishing I were under him.
 
   "Thanks."
 
   "Not too much to say today without the liquor, huh?" He started laughing.
 
   "Ha, ha, ha. Whatever."
 
   "Your smile is contagious." He told me smiling and reaching in for a kiss. I backed away a bit, because it seemed like all eyes were on us. "Girl, come here." His pointer finger lifted my chin, and he planted a soft kiss on my lips. "My tongue misses you. We need to set up a play date for them." He bounced the ball in front of him.
 
                 "That's cute. Where did you get that line from?"
 
   "It's no line, baby girl. I'm going to always be straight with you. And I like kissing you, too." He placed another one on my cheek and went back to finish his game.
 
   "Ugh, his tongue misses you. I have never heard that." Spring said grinning. Her facial expression changed which made me turn around. Some dusty looking chick was walking towards us.
 
   "How long have you been messing with Monty?" I looked her up and down before I laughed. "I don't see anything funny." This girl had nothing on me in the looks department. Her clothes seemed decent, but her ratchetness showed as soon as she opened her mouth.
 
   "Sweetie, no one over here messes with him."
 
   "Well, sweetie." She mocked me. "That's my man. I don't take kind to chicks coming in my territory trying to take what's mine." Her arms were folded and her neck was swinging.
 
   "You can have your man. I'm just here just like the rest of these people watching a game."
 
   "I've never seen you here before."
 
   "Oh, you know everyone here?"
 
   "I didn’t say that."
 
   "Then, how do you know if I ever been here or not?"
 
   "Bourgeois bitches don't come on this side of town. Does that answer your question?" She started getting loud.
 
   "Bourgeois. Why am I bourgeois? Is it because I drive a nice car, or because my shoes cost more than your outfit? You probably think my eyes are fake, and that I think I'm better than you."
 
   "That about sums it up."
 
   "Let me tell you something, and listen clearly so I don't have to repeat myself. Don't let my expensive taste fool you. I’ve been waiting to bring my ghettoness out for a while. It's bitches like you that can't stand to see another woman more successful than her. Honey, I came from the projects just like the next chick; the only difference is I made it out. So don't downplay how hard I worked to get where I am, because you sit at home on your lazy ass waiting for a nigga to take care of you. Newsflash boo; it's 2016… a man wants to see his woman standing by his side making just as much money, if not more."
 
   I looked at my sister, and we both agreed by eye contact that it was time to go. The second we got to the truck, this bitch started talking shit. The spectators were watching with a few people taping to see what would happen. I saw Monty drinking a bottle of water staring at me. My phone rang 30 seconds later.
 
   "You know you sexy as hell when you can put a bitch in her place without acting a fool?" Spring just shook her head looking down at her phone. He was on my Bluetooth through my truck.
 
   "Yea, well she's lucky, because I don't tolerate disrespect well at all… from anyone."
 
   "I see. What's up? Can I see you tonight?"
 
   "I don't think that's a good idea. I have to prepare myself for tomorrow, and you have things to handle." I told him referring to that chick.
 
   "I'll hit you up later then." 
 
   I disconnected the call. He was sexy and all, but who feels like dealing with all that? The next day, I was sitting in my office on a conference call when my secretary stepped in with a sticky note. I shook my head and placed the call on mute. He came in wearing some dark blue jeans, a black sweater, Giuseppe sneakers, and a pair of Tom Ford shades that sat on top of his head. There were diamonds shining in his ear. I pointed to the chair in front of my desk for him to take a seat.
 
   "Hey lawyer friend." He came around the desk and placed a kiss on my lips. The cologne he wore smelled so good I could sniff him all day.
 
   "How are you? What brings you by, and how did you know where I worked?"
 
   "Here's your folder, and your business card is in there with your information. What? I can't come by and see my future girl?" I laughed, as I put my finger up and unmuted the phone to chime in.
 
   "Yes, Mr. Williams, and we can't wait to do business with you as well." I said my goodbye and hung the phone up. His back was leaning against the window, and I was in between him.
 
   "It's about time that man got with the program." My sister came busting through the door. Both of us let go of one another.
 
   "My bad. I didn't know you had company."
 
   "I just got here. Congratulations on whatever just happened. I'll see you later, Ma." He walked out of the office.
 
   "B, what's up with that?"
 
   "I don't know. He popped up to drop off this folder."
 
   "You like him, don't you?"
 
   "Yea, but I'm not beat for him and that girl’s nonsense. She'll make me go to jail and lose my shit over beating that ass."
 
   "Then don't let her. If you feeling him, see where it takes you. If you just trying to get fucked, then do that too, but don't hold back because some chicken head is trying to wife a nigga. He doesn't seem to be too beat about her if he keeps sniffing around you."
 
   What she said made sense. All I could do was go with the flow and see what happens from there.
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   Today, B and I were having a BBQ just because. We threw one once a month if the weather was good. She didn't feel like cooking, so we had Bella’s pizzeria and Tuzzios cater the food. The DJ was playing old and new school, and the liquor was overflowing. There were people from my job, a few from my college, and some clients. It was going smooth while B and I were smoking on the hookahs, when Monty and a few other dudes strolled up.
 
   "Hey Monty." I spoke to him as he handed me some pineapple Ciroc and weed. A huge grin went across my face.
 
   "This is Chase, Hitta, Star, and you know Javon." We both rolled our eyes at one another.
 
   "Yo, can I use your bathroom?" The dude Chase said. This nigga look straight up like August Alsina, goatee, smile, and all. I don't know if it was the liquor or what, but dude had a hold on me when he spoke.
 
   Yea. Let me show you where it's at." I opened the screen on the deck and closed it when he stepped in. He followed me to the back, and I pointed to the bathroom.
 
   "Thanks, Ma." Damn, did they call everyone, Ma? Monty says the same shit to B. I have to admit, it sounds better coming out of Chase’s mouth though.
 
   "You have a nice house." He said scaring me. I was grabbing some trays out the kitchen.
 
   "Thanks. So you and Monty are friends, huh?" I had him help me take the trays out.
 
   "Yea, since we were young. What about you? Is it only you and your sister, or do you have friends?"
 
   "Just us two. I have one or two friends; the rest are more associates." He and I spoke throughout the night. Everyone started leaving around ten. B and I brought the food in, wrapped it up, and went to clean up outside. We hated cleaning up the next day.
 
   "I'm about to go y'all." Javon told them. I walked him and Hitta to the door.
 
   "Look, Spring. My bad for disrespecting you. I figured you were a hood rat like the rest of these chicks. I got mad respect for you and your sister and your hustle."
 
   "Ok. I accept your apology, and I apologize on behalf of my sister and for grabbing your nuts and pulling a gun out on you. If you hang around us long enough, you'll see that just because we work, don't mean we ain't cool." He gave me a hug and left.
 
   "Isn't that sweet.” B said, and the other two laughed.
 
                 “I’ll be back.” I went to take a shower and when I came back Chase was sitting there alone.
 
   “I see they left you by yourself huh?”
 
   "Nah, they are on the back porch smoking."
 
   "Why you don't have a man?"
 
   "Well, just get straight to it, huh?"
 
   "Yea, what's the use in beating around the bush? Just takes longer to get to the question you been trying to ask."
 
   "There's no reason I don't have one besides I haven't found one to keep me interested long enough."
 
   "What do you mean?" He sat with his elbows on his knees. When he bit down on his lip, I had to close my legs to make sure nothing slid down from what just leaked out.
 
   "I work a lot. A whole lot. I want a man I can come home to that will rub my feet or back. Ask me how my day was or take a bath with me. I want the romantic dinners and getaways without having to pay for everything."
 
   "You shouldn't pay for your own shit anyway."
 
   "Yea, when you go on vacations on your own, who else is going to?" He came and sat by me on the couch. He put my feet on his lap that were covered by my slippers socks and started rubbing them.
 
   "Ooooh, that feels good." I moaned with my head back when he did it. After about ten minutes, he stopped and pulled me closer to him. Our faces were close, and I felt his breath on mine.
 
   "What y'all in here doing?" B said. We jumped back like we were caught by one of our parents.
 
                 "Nothing." I moved my feet off his lap and sat up.
 
   "The question is what were you doing?" I pointed to the hickey on Monty’s neck.
 
   "Oh shit, Monty, I'm sorry. I did not do that on purpose." Burgundy chuckled as she said it.
 
   "It's ok, Ma. Relax. I'm not with anyone." My sister giggled like a damn teenager.
 
   "Well, ok then. I'm going to bed. Chase and Monty, are you two staying here?"
 
   "I'm cool with that."
 
   "Ok, Chase, I'll show you to one of the extra bedrooms. I'll let them two decide where he's staying." We both shook our head laughing.
 
   "This is one of the extra rooms. The bathroom is right here. There are extra towels in this closet and anything else you need."
 
   "Stay with me." He grabbed my hand.
 
   "I don't know you like that."
 
   "Well, at least stay here until I get finished in the shower. I want to finish our conversation." He went out to his car and came back with a gym bag. I sat on the bed flipping through channels when he walked out the shower dripping wet with just a towel.
 
   "Spring, can I get another towel?" I licked my lips causing him to smile.
 
   "I can take this one off then and use it to dry off."
 
   I stood right there and watched him remove the towel from his waist. My mouth was gapped open when I saw what he was working with. It was at least nine or ten inches long and pretty damn thick.
 
   "If you're going to stare, at least hand me my bag." I was able to tear my eyes away and passed it to him.
 
   "I like what I see before you ask." He put his boxers and shorts on. The tattoos he had covered his entire chest and back.
 
   "I'm glad."
 
   "You going to let me taste it or what?"
 
   "Hell no. Your dick looks real good. Good enough to eat, but it ain't going down like that. I'll get myself off before I let some random nigga slide up in here. Nice try though." I stood to my feet and went to the door. He swiftly turned me around and threw his tongue down my throat. I tried to push him off, but I gave up after his fingers found their way inside me.
 
   "Say it." He whispered in my ear. I was about to cum.
 
   "Say what? Fuck."
 
   "Say what you really want."
 
   "No."
 
   "Say it Spring." I was panting hard and about to release on him.
 
   "Shit Chase. I want you dammit. Fuck." I moaned out and came all over his hand. He gave me two more before he caught my body that was sliding down the wall. He carried me over to the bed and pulled the covers up.
 
   "I haven't been inside of you yet but going off the way you taste, that's my pussy from here on out. Do you hear me?" He rolled me over to look at him.
 
   "Yea." I cuddled up under his arm and was sleep within minutes. I haven't had a man touch me in over a year, and the first time one does, I'm down for the count. He can talk all the shit he wants; I'm still not fucking him… yet.
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   I had been avoiding Yolanda's ass ever since that day at the park. B let her have it without showing out, and that alone, made me want her more. I was feeling like Chase and getting tired of the rowdy chicks. I needed a woman to settle down with and have my kids. I was hoping that it would be B, but only time will tell.
 
   I had been kicking it with her now for about a month and still hadn't slept with her. We almost took it there that night at the bbq. It wasn't that I didn't want to; it just wasn't the right time. B and I weren't exclusive. She was free to do whom she wanted, even though I would be pissed about it.
 
   She and I were going to some comedy club up North with her sister, Chase, and the other MMN guys. Hitta’s girlfriend, Andrea, wanted to meet the twins since she claimed to have heard about them. I wore Prada everything, and she wore a black Alexander McQueen knee-length dress, and some shoes to match. No matter what she wore, she always stood out.
 
   "You look good, baby." I told her when she came down the steps. The way she licked her lips let me know she approved my outfit. Spring came down after her, and my boy Chase was drooling. I can't even tell you what she wore, because I couldn't keep my eyes or hands off B.
 
   The ride to the comedy club was comical. Chase and Spring drove with us while everyone else met up there. We sat in one of the balcony areas so we could be away from everyone else.
 
   "What's up B? Are you ready to make this official or what?"
 
   "I would love to, Monty, but you're still sleeping with the jump off." She moved herself to sit back in her own seat. I couldn't say anything, because she was right. I was staying away from Yolanda, but if I wanted to fuck, that's who I called. I wasn't that type of dude to hide shit.
 
   "Y'all ready." I asked everyone when the last act left the stage. B tried to grab my hand on the way out, and I pulled it away. I was being childish, but so what. She should've just told me yes and not worry about no other bitch.
 
   “Are you coming in?” She asked when we pulled up. She leaned in to give me a kiss and I turned my head. Chase was spending the night, but I needed to get out of there.
 
   "Nah, I'm good. B I think we should take a break." She let her head fall back and chuckled.
 
   "You serious, Monty?" I took a pull of the blunt and blew the smoke out the window. She stood outside my car and smiled.
 
   "Ok, Monty, if that's what you want. But get this, when you see another nigga on my arm, don't trip."
 
   "What you just say?" I opened the door and went behind her.
 
   "You want to sit here mad, because I know you're still sleeping with her. I'm not going to stand here and say I'm not feeling you, because I am, but I know my worth, and I'm not going to allow you to make me settle for you to have a side chick."
 
   "You're right. I wouldn't keep a side chick if I had you because you are worth more than that."
 
   "Then why still sleep with her?"
 
   "Why not? We're not fucking." I saw the disgusted look on her face.
 
   "You and I decided to take it slow. Not just me. Yet you go out and sleep with someone else until I give you some. Would you like if I was fucking someone on the side until our time came?"
 
   "B, I'm not going to waste my breath answering that. I better not hear about you with anyone else."
 
   "Bye, Monty. I think you smoked too much saying some bullshit like that." I backed her up against the front door and slid my hand under her dress with my face in her neck. I sucked on her neck like it was her tongue.
 
   "This right here is mine, B." I rubbed my thumb on her clit; feeling her pearl get hard, and the moaning she was doing had my dick standing at attention.
 
   "Monty, make me cum."
 
   "You sure that's what you want?"
 
   "Yes, oh shitttt." I wanted to get on my knees and finish, but we were standing on her front porch. She pulled my fingers to her mouth and sucked on her own juices.
 
   "How are you going to suck all of it?"
 
   "Monty, those are my juices. I thank you for giving me that nut, but you don't deserve to taste this. Goodnight." She stepped in and closed the door. I thought about banging on it but went to my car and called up Yolanda. I needed a release after that. I tried to smell my fingers and get a small taste, but B didn't leave anything for me. I couldn't do shit but laugh; I never had a woman play me out like that.
 
   *****
 
   Chase and I were on our way down to Tennessee to check on our new business venture. We didn't tell too many people about it. The first two days were good, but listening to Chase and Spring on the phone had me missing B. I thought about sending her a text, but my pride wouldn't let me. She played me out by not wanting to be my girl then sucking her juices off.
 
   I stepped off the plane, and my phone started going off right away. The picture messages were from Yolanda, which meant they were probably pussy shots. Instead, they were photos of B having lunch or dinner with some dude. I knew she sent them to prove her so-called love for me. Yolanda and I were good with just sleeping together, but the minute she saw me interested in B, all of a sudden she was in love.
 
   "Look at this." Chase just shook his head.
 
   "How you going to be mad bro when you just fucked ole girl down in Tennessee?" I hated when he stated the obvious.
 
   "So, she doesn't know that." We both had to laugh.
 
   "Just leave her alone until you're ready to be with just her."
 
   "Nah, I need to fuck B first."
 
   "Listen to you, acting like she a jump off. Monty, I know you're in your feelings about seeing those pictures, but you know just like I do that she is where you want to be. Hell, where you need to be to calm your ass down."
 
   "Whatever man. Once I sample the pussy, I'll be fine." Hitta picked us up, and we hit the parkway.
 
   "Listen y'all; I think something is up with Javon."
 
   "Why you say that?" I asked rolling the blunt.
 
   "Ever since that day we left the BBQ at shorty’s house, he was on some dumb shit, talking about how stuck up they are and somebody needs to bring them down a notch." I could see Chase fuming in the back seat. Now that he and Spring made it official, he wasn't about to let anything happen to her.
 
   "I think it's just him talking because he still mad Chase’s girl embarrassed him."
 
   "I thought he was over that?" I blew the smoke out the window.
 
   "Hell no. He can play like he is, but he's not. Anyway, keep that between us; I want to see what else he's doing. Dude is moving funny, and I have someone watching him." Hitta was the next closest thing to us, so I knew what he was speaking was the truth.
 
   "Chase, give me a few days before you say anything." We both looked back at him. This nigga looked like he had steam coming out his ears. "Chase, did you hear me? Chase?!" I yelled making him look up.
 
   "Yea, I heard you. He has one time to fuck with her, and it’s lights out."
 
   "Damn nigga, we get it. You sitting back there all in love and shit." That made him laugh. We cracked jokes on each other the whole way back. I thought about calling Yolanda's ass, but I had to think about what I wanted to do with B first.
 
    
 
   Chase
 
    
 
   Monty had me going over to some chick house for a BBQ. He told me she was the identical twin of the chick he was seeing but with gray eyes. Shorty was bad, but she talked a lot of shit. I allowed her to talk mad shit, but when I had her cumming back to back, all that went out the window. I tasted her on my fingers, and it was like no other. I couldn’t even compare it to anything, but I did know I wanted more.
 
   I woke up before her and left the house. I wasn't trying to sleep there, and we had just met. Most dudes could care less about that, but I wasn't that nigga. I respected her more when she told me flat out I wasn't getting any. All the women I dealt with gave it up on the first night or gave me head. Spring and I have been getting close since that day. I stayed the night but had to bounce early to handle some business.
 
   "Yo, how you just going to leave a nigga?" Monty said closing the door.
 
   "My bad bro. I knew you were in good hands." I chuckled, passing him the blunt. He stopped by tonight to try and beat me on this Madden game.
 
   "Yea, aight. Let me find out you hit it and left."
 
   "As much as I want to say I did, it didn't happen yet." Monty gave me a crazy look.
 
   "I wanted to but she wasn't with it. I'm glad, though; I would've hated to bust that ass and kept it moving."
 
   "Yea. Those are some badass chicks."
 
   "What's up with you and B? Did you hit it?" This was the stuff he and I talked about privately. We never discussed our women or sex we had with anyone else."
 
   "Nah. Don't get me wrong; when she gets out the shower and comes out wet, I’m ready. She stops me right before it gets too heated. I wasn't even mad, because I know Yolanda is sitting by her phone waiting."
 
   "You funny as hell."
 
   "Come on, Chase. You know I love fucking. I think I'm a nympho." He fell out laughing on the couch. "I'm serious man. I need to get my dick wet at least once a day."
 
   "So you fuck Yolanda every day?"
 
   "Her or whoever else I call. I do need a variety bro." I shook my head at how crazy my dude was.
 
   It was a little over a month since Spring and I had been kicking it. We were at her house watching some movie on Netflix called Deadpool.
 
   "Yo, why did your parents name you Spring and Burgundy?" I asked her.
 
   "I don't know. My mom is a little eccentric, and her reason behind half the things she say keeps my head spinning."
 
   It was getting late and we were both ready to shower and go to bed. She allowed me to shower with her like we did when I stayed over. Her body kept me at attention, but I respected her by waiting until she was ready. I wasn't like my boy, Monty, who was still sleeping with other chicks.
 
   "What's up with your boy? How he going to ask my sister to be his girl and he sleeping with that other chick?"
 
   "Is that why they were acting like that?"
 
   "Yea, she text me."
 
   "Just know; he is definitely feeling B."
 
   "I can tell you right now that he better get himself together, because my sister is very stingy with her pussy. It's nothing for her to leave him alone and keep it moving."
 
   "Shit, you're just as stingy."
 
   "Oh, I'm stingy?" She said, dropping her robe and crawling towards me on the bed. She placed kisses up my chest and neck before she found my mouth.
 
   I flipped her over and sucked and kissed up and down her body. I ran my tongue up and down the slits of her bottom lips. I pushed her legs up and held them to avoid her from running. Once I latched on to that clit, she was begging me to stop.
 
   "Chase, I can't cum anymore." I smiled and placed the tip at her entrance. Her body was grinding under me trying to force me to put it in.
 
   "You want this dick, Spring?" I was kissing her and playing at the same time.
 
   "Yes. Stop playing." I put a little in, and she was tighter than I thought. I guess she hadn't had any in a while. The more I pushed through, the better it felt.
 
   "It feels better than I imagined baby." I said in between strokes.
 
   "I'm glad you like it. Oh shit, it feels good." I stared at her watching all her facial expressions. She was already beautiful, but the faces she made when I gave her pleasure made me go hard. "Chase, don't give my dick away. Fuck, I'm going to cum again." I was shocked she said that. Men usually said that.
 
   "It's your dick?" I asked while she was riding me.
 
   "Oh, it's not?" She stood on her feet and clenched her pussy muscles together as she went up and down.
 
   "Stop, Spring. You're going to make me cum. Fuck." She kept doing it.
 
   "Ok, ok. It's your dick, and I won't give it away." It was too late; I already came. She snatched the condom off, threw it out, and came back with a rag to clean us both off.
 
   "Chase, I'm loving that dick already." She went down and put me in her mouth. The way she twirled her tongue around it and was sucking it was blowing my mind.
 
   "Damn, girl." I wanted to watch, but I couldn't move as she was bringing me to another nut.
 
   "Come here, baby." I felt her juices on my stomach.
 
   "So you're my girl now. You know that right?"
 
   "Why is that? Because I sucked the hell out of my dick?" I chuckled when she said that.
 
   "Yo, you really are claiming it, huh?"
 
   "Hell, yea. Is that a problem?"
 
   "Nah, but I'm claiming yours, too."
 
   "Baby, your name was stamped on my pussy the first time you made me cum with your fingers. Any man that can make a woman cum like that and quick has my vote."
 
   "You're crazy girl. Bring that ass over here."
 
   "For what?" She grinned.
 
   "We not done. I'm about to have you cum so much, it won't be any fluids in you left to even pee."
 
   "Wow. That's deep, but I'm game." I turned her around, spread her ass cheeks open, and dug deep inside causing her to jump.
 
   "Shit, Chase. You're about to make me fall in love with you if you're going to keep fucking me like this."
 
   "That's exactly what I want. Now throw that ass back." Every time she did, I made sure to fuck her harder.
 
   "What's my name?"
 
   "No, what's my name?" She tried to throw in there.
 
   "What's my name?"
 
   "Say mine first." She was a piece of work.
 
   "Ok, you want to play games." I lifted her up, wrapped her legs around my waist, and fucked the shit out of her standing up against the wall.
 
   "Chase, Chase, oh my God, Chase. I'm cumming." She screamed out. I felt her dripping down my legs.
 
   "Whose pussy is this?" I felt her about to cum again. She wouldn't say anything.
 
   "We doing that again? Ok." I put her down and bent her over to touch her ankles. I got on my knees this time, stuck my finger in her ass, and attacked her pussy with my mouth.
 
   "Chase ok, I'm sorry. Fuck, it's yours." Her juices squirted all over. I made sure to clean her up like a cat licking his own skin.
 
   "That's right, and don't you forget it." I kissed her body, then her mouth.
 
   "I won't. You just don't forget who you belong to."
 
   "Spring, just because I didn't say your name doesn't mean I didn't enjoy it. This pussy right here is like no other. I'm not trying to lose it over no dumb shit."
 
   "Good, because she really likes you."
 
   "And he really likes you." I pointed to my man that was hard again. She and I went on for a few more hours before going to sleep. She woke me up the next day to breakfast that she ran out to get. After we ate, I got dressed and took my ass home to get ready to go on my trip.
 
   "Hey, baby. You miss me already." I asked her in the phone.
 
   "The crazy part is I do. I don't know if it's because you'll be gone for a week or that you put a hurting on me, and I'm reminded each time I walk." I laughed.
 
   "I did that on purpose."
 
   "Why is that?"
 
   "I'll be gone for a week. I left that hurting on you to last that long." We both bust out laughing.
 
   "I promise to kiss it when I get back."
 
   "You better." She and I spoke a little longer until Monty came in.
 
   "You ready?" He and I were going to Texas to check on one of the clubs we were opening. No one knew we were jumping into the business. Yes it was far, but we wanted it that way in case it didn't do well. We didn't want people clowning us. We heard about people opening clubs or restaurants and how they never did well.
 
   "Yup. Let's roll." I sent Spring a message telling her I was on the plane and would call her when I landed. I ain't going to lie; it felt good having a woman to spend time with.
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   Monty had me mistaken for one of those stupid ass chicks he was used to dating. Not only was I educated, sophisticated, and had my own everything, but this nigga thought I would be ok with him sleeping with both of us. Don't get me wrong, I'm feeling the hell out of him. I would love to be his girl, but I'm not losing my self-worth for no dick. That's just not happening; not now, not ever.
 
   I got off the elevator, opened the door to my office, and found this nigga already in there; he was watching TV on my couch I just had put in there. I stepped out the office and back in to make sure I was in the right place. I knew I was the first person here, so how did he get in.
 
   "I'm not even going to ask how you got in here."
 
   "Good, because I'm watching something, and you're bothering me."
 
   This man was cocky as hell, but it turned me on like crazy. I sucked my teeth, dropped my briefcase on the floor, and slipped into my UGG slippers. I turned my laptop on and put my earphones in to listen to Pandora; and really, to ignore him. I wanted him to leave, but that would be useless, being that he does what he wants anyway.
 
   An hour went by, and he was in the same spot not saying two words. I took the earphones off and slid my shoes back on to walk down the hall.
 
   "How about Monty is sitting in my office and has been since I got here. Oh, and don't let me forget to mention how he was here before any of us." I saw the look on my sister’s face, and she was as confused as me.
 
   "What does he want?"
 
   "I asked him that, and he didn't answer after he told me to be quiet because he was watching TV. She bust out laughing.
 
   "How are you going to laugh? This dude cray cray, and he won't leave."
 
   "Girl, that's your shit. You should've never let him play in that pussy. Even if you didn't let him taste it." I told her what happened that night and she kept saying I shouldn't have. She was right; I had a nigga in my office refusing to speak or leave, and he's never had me sexually.
 
   "Whatever."
 
   I went back to my office, and I thought his ass was gone until he came out the bathroom. Looking at this dude and how his swag stayed on point kept me lusting for him more and more. I sat down at my desk and saw a brown envelope. I opened it and saw photos of me and my ex, Carl.
 
   "Care to explain." Were the only words that left his mouth?
 
   "No." I said, tossing them in the trash.
 
   "What do you mean no?" He walked towards me.
 
   "Monty, the minute you admitted to still sleeping with that chick you lost any explanation about anything concerning me. I know that chick sent you these, because I saw her taking the pictures. It's fucked up she didn't catch us kissing or when he had his hand on my ass. The least you could do is tell her that if she's going to be messy, then get the good pictures." I could see how mad he was getting.
 
   "Ok, B. You want to be on that petty shit."
 
   "Petty. I'm petty. You're the one coming in here, uninvited I might add, and being a deaf mute towards me for over an hour. Then you throw some photos at me and want me to explain them when you're not my man. Now, you here in your feelings over my response, when I was telling you what she missed." I didn't give two shits about him at this moment.
 
                 "You got that B, but get this. If you want dude, go ahead and go back to him, but he won't make your pussy drip drop like I have it doing right now." I had already exploded on his fingers when he said it. This time he made sure to taste me. "Yea, this pussy does taste good. But not good enough for you to try and play me." I was really about to fuck with him now. I got to the door before him, locked it, and shut the shade that allowed me to see at the secretary's desk. I stepped out my skirt and shirt and stood there in my bra and panties.
 
   "This is what you really want right, Monty? I mean, you're doing all this because you want to fuck me." He was licking his lips. I unbuckled his jeans and helped him out of his shirt. I pulled his clothes down and smiled at his package. I took the rest of my stuff off, sat on my desk with my legs open, and pleasured myself by looking at him.
 
   "Monty, this is what you wanted right? Come get it." He came closer and went to kiss me, but I turned my head. Kissing to me is very intimate and emotional. I was already trying to rid myself of him, and if I kissed him, that wouldn’t happen.
 
   "Word, it's like that?" I didn't say anything. I felt him putting the head in. When he was all the way in, I came right away. He was touching my spot over and over. I watched the faces he made, and I could tell he wanted to moan out but was holding it in. I pushed him back and sat him on the couch. I was determined to hear him. I glided down slowly, stuck my face in his neck, and fucked the shit out of him.
 
   "Oh shit." Those words escaped his mouth unexpectedly. He pulled me closer now putting his face in my neck trying to cover up the sounds.
 
   "How does it feel Monty?" He didn't want to say anything.
 
   "Tell me how it feels baby." I guess calling him that made him feel better about talking.
 
   "B, this pussy is so fucking good."
 
   "Yea. How good?"
 
   "Real good. I want to stay in it all day."
 
   "That good, huh?"
 
   "Mmmmm, I'm about to cum." I went up and down faster, and when I felt him twitch, I jumped off just on time. The cum came speeding out all over him. I washed him off with some paper towels and got myself together.
 
   "B, I'm coming by tonight."
 
   "No thanks, boo. I have a date." I thought he was the Tasmania devil by the way he got to me so fast.
 
   "No the fuck you don't. Cancel that shit."
 
   "What kind of person would I be canceling a date with a man that wants me to be his woman just to be with one who just wants to fuck me?" I was looking on my laptop at some shoes I wanted to order.
 
   "Yo, are you serious right now B?"
 
   "What? You thought because we just had sex, I would cut everyone off? Don't get me wrong, you let me sample that dick, and I am more than satisfied, but from here on out, that's all we'll ever be, and that's fuck buddies. Now, I can't promise you I won't sleep with anyone else, but just know that when you and I are intimate, all necessary precautions will be taken. Not like just now, though; that was kind of in the heat of the moment." He stormed his way to the door. "Monty, don't be mad."
 
   "Fuck you B." He said slamming my office door. I opened the shades back and my door.
 
   "What did you do?" Spring asked when she came in.
 
   "Don't sit there sis. I haven't wiped it down yet."
 
   "Wiped it down yet? From what?"
 
   I told her what happened as I used some of the Lysol cleaning spray from housekeeping to clean the couch. I did the same to my desk.
 
   "How was the dick?"
 
   "Not only was it big, but girl he had me wanting to get a hotel room." My sister and I always discussed our men but never with anyone else. Shit, bitches find out about how good your man’s sex game is and go try to find out on their own.
 
   "What are you going to do now?"
 
   "Nothing. I told him I had a date tonight. How much you want to bet he shows up?"
 
   "I'm not betting anything. The way he left out of here already let me know he's coming back." We talked a little longer then finished the day off by going out for drinks. Chase wasn't too happy, but who cared at the moment?
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   After Monty left the office that day, I felt like I wasn't done fucking with him. He was one of those dudes that thought he would have a wifey type chick at home while he ran the streets with different ho's. I was about to give him a taste of his own medicine. I left work to go home and get ready. It was a little after two in the morning, and I knew he was probably going to be at home with that chick. I grabbed my car keys and headed to his house. I had to get my sister to do some thangs to Chase just to get Monty’s address. He'd always come to my house, and pulling up and seeing two cars in his driveway, I see why.
 
   I hit the alarm on my car and went to the door. He opened it, and when I looked past him, I saw Yolanda sitting on the couch. It was cool, because that's exactly what I wanted. I stepped past him and joined her in the room.
 
   "Yo, what are you doing here?" You could tell they were about to get it in by the unopened condoms on the table.
 
   "I came by to give you what you wanted."
 
   "And what's that, B?"
 
   "Well, after my date tonight, I was horny, and since you came by and let me fuck you, it was only fair I returned the favor."
 
   "Yo, what kind of game are you playing?"
 
   "I'm not playing, baby. Now, let's get this party started. You wanted to fuck both of us, and I'm about to let you." He was both high and drunk so I knew he would be able to hang.
 
   "Ugh, no the hell he’s not." She had her arms folded.
 
   "Oh, girl please. Get out your feelings and join in the game. You see, you and I seem to have one thing in common and that's him. You like him, but he likes me."
 
   "He doesn't like you."
 
   "Monty feel free to tell her."
 
   "Whatever B." He said, sparking up a blunt.
 
   "Fine; what's this game you're talking about?" I was happy as hell she decided to play. She didn't know I was about to win.
 
   "Ok, we're both going to fuck him tonight. However, I'm going to let you go first since you two were in the process already."
 
   "What? You going to sit here and watch?"
 
   "I sure am. You see, I'm confident in my sex game, and I know what I can do. The point of this game is to see who makes him moan the most. If you can get that man to say your name after tonight, I promise I won't sleep with him again."
 
   "Monty doesn't make noises during sex like that." Ok, I already knew I had one up on her.
 
   "Then, it should be a long night."
 
   "Ok. Now, what happens if you get him to say it? Not that he will."
 
   "If I get him to say it, let's just say it will be another notch on my bedpost. You game or what?" She nodded her head yes and headed over to Monty on her knees to start. He was in a zone and probably didn't hear shit we said.
 
   She stripped down to nothing, pulled his dick out, and begun giving him a blowjob. I watched her struggle trying to suck all of him. He fucked her face so hard, I thought he was going to make her throw up by the way she was gagging. He finally bust off in her face. It wasn't even sexy or erotic the way he did it. She stroked him to get hard again, and after a few minutes, she succeeded. He reached over and put a condom on before letting her slide down. I watched him fuck her basically like a ho. The shit was boring; she wasn't doing anything but a whole lot of yelling and cumming.
 
   "What's my name Monty?" I heard her ask while I sat back smoking my hookah. "Say my name, Monty." He grabbed her by the hair and kept hitting it from the back until he came, falling back on the couch right after. I could see how embarrassed she was, but I continued smoking on my hookah a few minutes longer.
 
   "Ok. Your turn." I stood up and went in his bathroom. I grabbed a rag, soap, and a small cup out the kitchen with warm water in it. I washed this nigga down right on the couch. I wasn't fucking him with her scent on him. I dried him off and stood in front of him letting my coat drop.
 
   "Damn, Ma." He said, pulling my body closer to his and running his hands up and down it. I had on a one-piece teddy and nothing else.
 
   "That's cheating." Her dumb ass said.
 
   "It's not cheating, boo. It's called knowing what a man likes. Remember, a woman has to keep it sexy in the bedroom."
 
   He stood up to kiss me, and I turned my head making him mad. I sucked on his neck, chest, and moved down to his shaft. I wasn't about to give him head. I put the condom in my mouth and placed it on him. I guess it had him feeling some way, because he got hard immediately. I let him continue to suck on my neck and chest. He put his fingers inside and went to work like he always did making me cum quick. He picked me up and laid me on the rug. It was plush and felt soft as hell on my back.
 
   "I'm about to make love to you." He whispered in my ear. 
 
   "No you're not." I could see hurt in his face, but that's not what I was there for.
 
   "I don't care, B. I want you so bad right now. Fuck this dumb ass game you playing."
 
   "I said no." I tried to push him off me, and he wouldn't move. I reached down and stuck his dick inside me.
 
   "Fuck B. This shit is so fucking good." I rolled his ass off me and got up to get my coat. I didn’t feel the need to finish or stay any longer now that I knew his motive. I saw how mad she was when she heard that.
 
   "I won, boo, but you can keep him. That man ain't no good for me." I saw him putting his clothes on mad as hell, but I left anyway.
 
   I was mad at him for pulling that wanting to make love shit. For one, he didn't love me, and two, the fact still remained that he was about to sleep with her before I got there. I took a shower and laid there for a while when my bedroom door opened.
 
   "What do you want from me B?" He said, leaning on the door.
 
   "Nothing. Absolutely nothing, Monty. I'm a different kind of bitch. You tried to play me, and I gave you a taste of your own medicine. You see, I won't allow a man to get one up on me just to have me two behind him."
 
   "B, I asked you to be my girl. You told me no."
 
   "And you know why."
 
   "I'm sick of this." He came to where I was and pulled me down by my legs to the end of the bed.
 
   "Get off me." I tried kicking him away, but he was too strong.
 
   "Nah, I'm about to give you exactly what you want." He told me and opened my legs. I cocked the gun back I kept under my pillow and pointed it at him.
 
   "Get up, Monty." He smiled at me, then parted my pussy lips with his tongue. He snaked in and out while he held on tighter to my legs. I felt my hands and the rest of my body shaking. "Get up, Monty." I said trying to hold onto the gun.
 
   "You really want me to get up?" He came up for air to say it.
 
   "Yes, oh God, yes Monty, don't stoppppp." I dropped the gun and came all over his face. His fingers found their way inside and brought me to another one.
 
   "B, this pussy taste real good in my mouth."
 
   "Suck that shit, Monty. Yes, just like that." I had my hand on his head and let out a bigger orgasm than the last two. He climbed on top of me and parted those lips with his tongue, and this time I allowed him to. He lifted my pajama shirt up and attacked both of my breast with his mouth. He sucked on my entire body all the way down to my toes.
 
   "Now, like I said, I'm about to make love to you." I couldn't say anything, because he had already entered me and hit that spot, taking my breath away. You know the one where he hits it, and you can't speak.
 
   "It took me a long time to get this, and I'm staying in it all night, Ma." He told me, lifting my legs on his shoulders. He had me in positions I didn’t even know existed. He turned me over and took my ass. I was in fucking heaven, and he knew it. The way he fucked my ass made me cum so hard I fell on the bed.
 
   "Nah, get up." He lifted me up by the waist. He pulled out and went in the bathroom to wipe himself down. I was happy, because it gave me a minute to catch my breath.
 
   "Come here." He gestured for me to come to where he was, which was sitting on my chaise.
 
   "Ride this dick like you did in your office, and don't hold back." I let him bring me down on him backwards but cowgirl style. I gave him what he wanted, while he played with my breast and continued sucking on my neck. "Just like that B. Yea, this is my pussy now." He said, putting his fingers in my mouth.
 
   "Oh shit, girl. I like the way you sucking on them."
 
   "I'm cumming, Monty." He used his hands to guide my hips in a circle.
 
   "Turn around and face me while you're riding me. I want to see you." I did what he told me. He lifted me up and pounded me on him fast, then slowed me down. The feeling was indescribable that he was giving me.
 
   "Say my name baby."
 
                 "Burgundy. Shit, look how sexy that shit looks." He said looking at him go in and out. "Make me cum, B." I looked at him, and he was staring in my eyes.
 
   "Are you ready?"
 
   "Yea."He said. I clenched my muscles together and went up and down; slow then fast. He had his hands on my waist, and he was still looking in my eyes. I sped up, and he started twitching inside me. I could feel him getting ready to cum. He pulled my face close to his and kissed me aggressively. I was getting ready to cum with him.
 
   "I'm about to cum, Ma. Shit."
 
   "Me, too. Oh God, me too. Ahhhh." I screamed out, as we both exploded at the same time. I had my head on his shoulder, and he rubbed his hands up and down my back.
 
   "I can get used to this Monty." He lifted my head up off his shoulder and stared at me. "Are you ok?" He didn't say anything. "I have to go." Was all he said? He threw his clothes on and didn't even say goodbye.
 
   "Damn, I just made that nigga fall in love with me."
 
    
 
   Spring 
 
    
 
                 Chase woke me up in the middle of the night, because someone was ringing the doorbell, and he didn’t want to answer it. He followed behind me, which didn’t make any sense, because he didn’t have to wake me up. Monty walked in talking about how my sister was a trip and how he was about to go see her. I locked the door and walked in the kitchen to grab a snack. I was up now, and Chase was rubbing up behind me trying to get some.
 
                 “You hear that?” I listened, but had no idea what he was talking about.
 
                 “No. Hear what?” This dude must have dogs’ ears, because it was quiet as hell in the house. I grabbed my stuff to go back to the room, and then, I heard it. We just looked at each other and laughed. You could hear Burgundy moaning loud as hell. I closed my door and turned some music on. I refused to go to bed listening to my sister have sex. 
 
                 “What? You don’t watch porn?”
 
                 “Yea, but my sister is something different.”
 
                 “Whatever. Don’t act like you never heard her have sex before.” I thought about what he said and reminded myself of the day she and I switched up on these two dudes. 
 
                 We went to a frat party on campus a year before we were going to graduate. The guys there were sexy as hell and always talking about wanting to do both of us. Being the freaky bitches we were after getting our virginity busted by two thug ass niggas, we were down for whatever. 
 
                 “Meet us back at the room in a hour.” B told them. The grin on their faces showed us they would probably get there early. We showered and put some sexy ass lingerie on to make not only their fantasy come true, but ours, as well. They got there a few minutes early, and they must’ve showered, because they smelled just as fresh as us. We drank and smoke for a bit when one of the guys named Dennis started rubbing on my chest. B and I looked at each other, nodded, and laid them down on each of our beds. Gary, who was the other guy, told B to sit on his face, and Dennis ate me out from the back. Before we knew it, we were fucking the shit out of the dudes. There was a knock at the door, and in walked Candy and Giselle. They were two Brazilian chicks that asked my sister and me plenty of times to eat our pussy, so when we invited them, they came. Giselle came by me, and Candy went to B.
 
                 Candy was slobbing B down while she was riding Gary. Dennis already had Giselle sitting on his face while she ate me out at the same time. 
 
                 “Spring this pussy is good.” Giselle said after she made me cum. 
 
                 “Thanks, boo. Now, suck my shit some more so I can cum again.” She gave them to me back to back. I stood up and walked over to B and made her switch so I could fuck Gary and Candy. The pleasure we all gave one another had us going at it for hours. We continued our orgy once a month until we graduated, and I must say, every now and then, I miss that chick eating my pussy. Chase does a great job, but it’s a different feeling when a woman does it. 
 
                 I got up the next morning thinking heavily about inviting Giselle over. We hadn’t been intimate since school. I stepped in her office, because she was one of the other lawyers. She had a husband and a few kids, but she still craved a woman as well. 
 
                 “Hey boo.” I stepped in her office to see her going over some paperwork.
 
                 “Hey Spring. What’s up?” 
 
                 “Listen, I’m cutting straight to the chase. I need you to make me cum like you used to.” She smiled licking her lips. I saw her go close the door and lock it. She didn’t have the window B and I had so all she had to do was close the shade on the glass door.
 
                 “What’s this about Spring?” She asked sliding her hand up my skirt.
 
                 “Mmmmm. Nothing. I just had a flashback last night.” She was sucking on my chest ever so gently making me even more wet than I already was.
 
                 “A flashback? Well, let me see if I can help you out with that.” She had my legs up in the air with her face buried inside. My orgasm came a few minutes later, and she cleaned me up good as always. I went to put my clothes back on, but she didn’t let me.
 
                 “I’ve been waiting for you.” I turned around, and she had a strap on. I gave her this crazy ass look.
 
                 “You crazy bad.”
 
                 “Just come try it. You’re not scared are you?” Now see, I hate when someone challenged me. I sat on her desk in front of her and opened my legs. She stood over me and entered me slowly with it on. At first, I felt crazy, but the more she stroked inside of me, the more the feeling overtook my body. She kissed me and played with my clit while she fucked me. And yes, I say fucked, because her stroke game was on point. Men can beat me in the head all day about another woman fucking with a strap-on saying it isn’t real, and she can’t fuck me like he can, but they hadn’t met Giselle, because I was cumming back to back off it. I rode her with it and let her hit in from the back. After that day, she and I would meet up once a week to fuck. I had to turn Chase down a few times because of being tired. 
 
                 “Spring, we need to talk.” Giselle closed the door to my office. 
 
                 “What’s up, boo?” I went and sat next to her on the couch.
 
                 “Spring, I’m in love with you.” 
 
                 “No, you’re not. You just love my pussy and the way I taste in your mouth. Plus, the way I’m fucking you.” I was now standing over her face with my bare pussy. She grabbed my ass with both hands, pulled me in closer, and sucked the life out of me. That’s why I enjoyed sleeping with her, because I never went down on her, and she never asked. It was always about her pleasing me. 
 
                 “I’m serious, Spring.” She said, passing me my underwear.
 
                 “Look, Giselle. We’re supposed to be colleagues with benefits. I love the way you make my body feel, but we’re both involved with someone.”
 
                 “I’ve been in love with you since college. Why do you think I accepted the job?”
 
   I was shocked, because all the sex and orgy’s we had, she never said a word. “You should’ve told me sooner, because I would’ve never allowed this to happen. Giselle, you have a family; let’s forget this happened and go back to just being colleagues.”
 
                 “Don’t worry; I’m not leaving my family. I just thought you should know before we continued.”
 
                 “I don’t think it's good idea to continue now that I know you have feelings for me.” I told her opening the door. 
 
                 “Don’t do that, Spring. You know I love that pussy.” She grinned and grabbed it through my pants. 
 
                 “Giselle, this is over. I think you’re too attached.”
 
                 “FINE!” She stormed out my office and slammed the door to hers. I shut everything down and took the rest of the day off. I peeked my head in B’s office, and she was on the phone but gestured for me to come in.
 
                 “What up with you and Giselle? You broke off that little fuck buddy thing y’all had going on?” She knew what I was doing, because we held no secrets. 
 
                 “I had to. She started talking about she was in love with me. I am in love with Chase, and I’m not leaving him for her.”
 
                 “I told you back in college that bitch was attached to you.”
 
                 “I know, but-”
 
                 “But nothing. That woman followed you around all the time in school. Now, she’s working here, and you fucking her just put us in a bad spot. Come on, sis. You know we don’t do work relationships.”
 
                 “I know, B, but damn, I just needed to cum off a woman again.”
 
                 “Girl, I know you have those lesbian tendencies. Hell, so do I, and probably every woman in the world, but I wouldn’t act them out with someone who had a crush on me. You could’ve went and got a stripper to eat your pussy and fuck you. Shit, I have on a few occasions.”
 
                 “Well, I’m over it. The next time, we are getting some strippers together. What’s up with you and Monty?”
 
                 “Girl, bye. Ever since I turned that nigga out, I haven’t heard from him. I tried to reach him a few times, but he wouldn’t answer, and of course, you know whose car was there in the driveway. I’m over him, too. Matter of fact, let’s take our ass out tonight. Fuck everybody.”
 
    
 
   Chase
 
    
 
                 Something was definitely going on with, not only my girl, but that dumb ass Javon. Spring and I had been together six months now, and shorty got me feeling some kind of way about her. I’m ready to move her in with me, have her quit her job, and just tour the world with me. Her attitude, personality, work ethic and everything about her is all I’ve been looking for in a woman. Let’s not forget she puts it down in the bedroom, and she isn’t one of those rowdy chicks. Lately, she’s been turning me down, and I’m not sure what that’s about, but I’m going out find out for sure.  
 
                 Now, Javon, on the other hand, was on some hateful shit. I found out that he’d been trying to set up shop in other areas and not telling us. That’s fine if that’s what he wants to do, but because he’s being sneaky about it, it has all of us looking at him sideways. Hitta told me somebody caught him staking out Spring’s house two days ago. I found that weird when he said they were cool, and he was over the restaurant thing. I was going to have a talk with him instead of putting a hot one in him like I had planned. 
 
                 “Hey, baby.” Spring walked in my house. She had her own key just like I did to hers. I didn’t use it unless I knew she was home; she and Burgundy still shared a home, and I didn’t want to invade her space either.
 
                 “What up sexy?” She smelled like liquor. I figured they went out for drinks like they’ve been doing lately.  “I’m going to take a shower, but we need to talk.” I hated when a woman said that. Either, she knew what you were doing, or she was about to hit you with some shit you didn’t want to hear. I opened a Corona and sat in the room waiting for her. Her body was flawless and had me hard. She put one of my t-shirts on with nothing underneath and sat on my lap facing me.
 
                 “Baby, what I’m about to tell you is going to be a shock, but I want you to hear me out before you say anything.” I took a sip and nodded my head. “Ok, here it goes.” She blew her breath and rubbed her hands on her leg. I could see the nervousness all in her face.  “Chase, you know how I turned you down a few times for sex.” I nodded my head yes, but what she hit me with next had me floored.
 
                 “Well, it’s because I was sleeping with my co-worker Giselle.” I took another sip, because I didn’t take her for bisexual as much as she loved dick. She went on to tell me about how they engaged in all this freaky shit in school and stopped once they graduated. Then, a few weeks back, they picked up where they left off, but only between them two. Now, the woman is in love with her, and she’s worried about a sexual harassment claim.
 
                 “Chase, say something.”
 
                 “Are you in love with her?”
 
                 “No. I am in love with you. The only reason I slept with her is because I felt like I was missing something from a woman. I didn’t know she felt that way about me until today; otherwise, I never would’ve done it.”
 
                 “Let me ask you this?”
 
                 “Yea.”
 
                 “Why do you love me?” She didn’t waste any time telling me. I thought she would have to think about it.
 
                 “I love everything about you Chase. The way you smile, how you take care of my needs before your own, and you already know how I feel about your sex game. I know I cheated on you, and I’m sorry.” I stood up with her still in my lap, and she dropped her legs to get down.
 
                 “I love you Spring, and I appreciate you telling me, but what you did is foul. It doesn’t matter that it was a woman; the fact remains that you gave her your body, which was supposed to belong to only me. You know I thought you were different than these other chicks. You had me turn my players card in and leave all these other women alone. I gave you all of me, and you took that shit for granted, but I’m done with you.” I saw the tears starting to leave her eyes. 
 
                 “Chase, don’t do this, please.” She wrapped her arms around my neck. I removed them and went downstairs. 
 
                 “Spring, as much as I love you, and as much as it’s hurting me to do, it’s the right thing to do. If I came and told you I cheated, you would leave me without thinking twice.”
 
                 “I would give you another chance.” She said, putting her clothes on crying.
 
                 “Bullshit.”
 
                 “I would. You wouldn’t have been the first man I took back after cheating.”
 
                 “DAMMIT, SPRING. I thought you were happy.”
 
                 “I am happy.”
 
                 “Nah, you couldn’t have been, because no one would’ve been able to touch you. The only reason you told me is because she caught feelings and you’re worried about her filing a suit against you.”
 
                 “Is that what you believe?”
 
                 “That’s what I know. You see, one time I could see, because you wanted to get that feeling from a woman, but you kept doing it. You didn’t give a fuck about my feelings or that fact that cheating is cheating, woman or man, but it’s all good.” She grabbed her stuff and left. I laid back on my bed and laid there thinking about how shit went downhill in a matter of minutes for her and I. 
 
                 “Yo, what up man?” Monty answered like he was in a happy mood. 
 
                 “Lets hit the club tomorrow.”
 
                 “You got it. I’ll pick you up at ten.” 
 
   Ten o’ clock the next night couldn’t get here quick enough. I needed to get drunk and slide up in some pussy quick. I knew that that wasn’t like me, but with my boy scheming on Spring, and her cheating on me, I had to release somewhere, and it wouldn’t be in my hand. 
 
                 
 
   Monty
 
    
 
                 The day I left Burgundy’s house after we had sex, I went home and smoked four blunts. The way she and I made love had me realizing I was falling in love with her, and I couldn’t have that. I don’t know if it was from all the chasing or the fact that she got up in my head acting like a nigga with the shit she was doing. I hadn’t seen her and watching her shake her ass on the dance floor right now had me in my feelings again.
 
                 “So you’re telling me Spring was sleeping with another woman?”
 
                 “Yup.”
 
                 “Why didn’t you ask to join instead of breaking up with her?”
 
                 “Man, shut up. You know she wasn’t going to allow me to fuck anyone else.”
 
                 “You’re probably right. Women will bring another chick in the bedroom but expect the guy not to fuck her or call her afterwards. But you right; cheating is cheating.”
 
                 “I miss her, though. I’m used to us being together every day.” I shook my head, because I was missing B as well. I would never tell her that shit though. She already had a nigga mentality.
 
                 “Hey, Chase. I haven’t seen you in a while.” This chick named Tamika said. She went to school with us, and Chase used to hit her off every now and then. He sat her on his lap, and I knew that meant he was about to gas her up to go home with him. I saw Spring looking up here pissed off, and B grabbed her by the arm before she could come up. B looked at me, licked her lips, and stuck her fingers in her mouth trying to be funny. I adjusted my dick, because the shit was turning me on. We stayed in the club until it closed. I dropped Chase off and was sitting in my living room smoking and playing a game when I heard a knock at the door.
 
                 “What are you doing here B?” I asked and stepped aside for her to come in.
 
                 “I’m horny, and I figured you would be out of whatever funk you were in when you left my house.” She was already half-naked by the time I locked the door. I walked past her and sat on my couch to finish playing my game. Her hand was in my basketball shorts bringing him to life. I can’t lie; the minute she touched him, he came alive.
 
                 “Lift up a little.” She asked, and I did to let her get my stuff off. I kept playing the game like she wasn’t on her knees in between my legs. 
 
                 “Oh shittttt, B.” I dropped the remote and fell back when I felt her take me in her wet mouth. I watched her head go up and down and her hands jerk me. She spit on the tip and went down licking under my balls. She went close to my ass but not enough for me to feel violated. 
 
                 “You like it.” She asked, looking at me while she hummed on my balls. I had my hands on her head and made love to her face. I wasn’t ramming it in like I do to Yolanda or any other chick. I didn’t know how to treat B like shit when it came to sex like I did others. 
 
                 “I love it, Ma. You trying to make me cum? Shit.”
 
                 “If that’s what you want. Just ask.”
 
                 “Make me cum, B. Suck that dick. Yea, just like that.” And within minutes, she let me cum down her throat. Her jaws went in and out while she sucked the life out of me. She stood up and bent over in front of me with her pussy in my face. “That’s what you want, Ma.” I smacked her ass and smiled.
 
                 “Yup. First your mouth, then that dick.” 
 
                 “You got some shit with you, but I’m game.” I dove headfirst licking from her ass to her pussy. Her body started shaking and jerking after the last one. “You good, Ma.” I stood up getting ready to put my dick inside her.
 
                 “Yea, baby. My pussy is waiting for that dick; stop playing.”
 
                 “Why is that?” I played around her hole. She kept trying to push herself back on it. 
 
                 “I missed it Monty.” She stood up with her back to me while getting poked in the ass. She turned around to kiss me and that was it. That love feeling was coming back. I guess what they say about kissing bringing emotions is really true. I took her hand and led her to my bedroom that was usually off limits even to Yolanda. I fucked her everywhere but my bed. I always told her I didn’t want cum on my sheets. I laid B down and went to enter until she stopped me.
 
                 “Monty, we don’t have to if you don’t want to.”
 
                 “I’m good B.”
 
                 “I don’t want you to make love to me, then up and leave and not speak to me for two months. I rather we stop now and stay cool.”
 
                 “B, I’m not leaving, because this is my house, and I promise to remain cool with you.”
 
                 “You better.” I smiled and pushed my way inside. She was tight just like the first time we slept together.
 
                 “B, you haven’t been with anyone?” I asked stroking her. 
 
                 “No. I was waiting for you, but you were acting like it wasn’t shit to cut a bitch off.” I chuckled a bit and dug deeper.
 
                 I loved the way her pussy felt wrapped around my dick. It felt like it was supposed to be there. We had each other moaning all night. I didn’t plan on falling in love with her, but it was evident now that that’s exactly what I was feeling for her. I guess all I could do was embrace it and hope she felt the same. 
 
                 “Do you want me to leave?” She asked. I laid behind her with my arms wrapped around her.
 
                 “Nah. I want you to stay. Do you want to leave?”
 
                 “I haven’t seen you in so long I think I’ll stay a little longer just in case this is my last time again for a few months.” I turned her over.
 
                 “What’s really good, Ma?”
 
                 “What do you mean?”
 
                 “I’m saying, you have this nigga mentality and put me in my place a few times. Then, I give you space, and you tell me you missed me, but you didn’t reach out to me. Now, we just made love for hours, and you’re asking if I want you to leave. What do you really want from me?” I saw a few tears leave her face.
 
                 “Yo, what’s up? Why are you crying?”
 
                 “Monty, I’ve been crying a lot lately.”
 
                 “For what? Did somebody hurt you?” 
 
                 “No, Monty. You’re always trying to fight somebody.”
 
                 “Then what’s wrong?”
 
                 “I’m pregnant.” I fell back on the bed, because that was not what I was expecting at all. I couldn’t bring a kid in this world, and she was a big time lawyer. I knew I should’ve worn a condom the first day, but it felt too good. I must’ve been in deep thought for a minute, because I heard her car backing out my driveway.
 
                 “Fuck!” I yelled out putting some clothes on. I parked behind her car at the house and knocked on the door. Spring opened it looking like she was going through some shit. Her eyes were puffy, and she looked like shit.
 
                 “She’s upstairs. Oh, and Congratulations.” She said, dryly. I knew it was because of my boy, but she brought that on herself. 
 
                 “Go home, Monty. I can see you’re not happy or ready. I can take care of it by myself.”
 
                 “Be quiet. You’re always talking shit. I was shocked; that’s all. If you want to keep the baby, you know I’m going to be here to help you.” She stood there with her arms folded like she was waiting for me to change my answer. “Fine. I guess we can speak when it comes to the baby.”
 
                 “What the fuck B? You came to my house to fuck, then to ask me not to stop speaking to you, then tell me you're pregnant, only to tell me if it isn’t about the baby don’t call. You’re confusing the hell out of me.” I unfolded her arms, and she rested her body in my arms.
 
                 “I love you, Monty.” I grinned over top of her head.
 
                 “That’s all you had to say.” I kissed her. “I love you, too, Ma.” 
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   A couple of months went by since Chase broke it off with me and started dealing with some chick he used to date named Tamika. Don’t get me wrong, I did cheat on him, but damn, he was already slinging dick in a new chick. Should I think he was messing around the entire time we were together? It didn’t matter anymore, because I just dove head first into work. Giselle ended up speaking to me again, and needless to say, we ended up sleeping together a few more times, but not before B made me draft up a contract about the sex being consensual, and in no way shape or form could she sue for sexual harassment. It was dated back to the first time we had sex before I told Chase. Giselle was ok with it; as long as she could continue to fuck me, she would sign her life away. I know I shouldn’t have, but Chase left me, and I wasn’t sleeping with anyone else.
 
   B was going on four-and-a-half months, and she was ecstatic about becoming a mom, while Monty’s dumb ass was nervous as hell. I’ve only saw him a few times since the shit with Chase and I, because I spent a lot of late nights at work again. I only slowed down because I had a man, but I needed the distraction.
 
   I was really missing Chase. I tried contacting him the first few days after he left me, then once a week, then I just stopped calling altogether, because he wasn’t answering or returning my calls. I saw him a few times at the mall with the girl, and he would give me some stupid ass smile. I just turned my head and kept it moving. 
 
   “Hey, boo.”
 
   “Hey, prego.” I rubbed B’s stomach when she sat down on the couch in my office.
 
   “So there’s this BBQ that my stripper friend, Amber, told me about that she wanted us to attend.”
 
   “Us? I don’t even know Amber like that. And what are you going for? You know damn well your baby daddy would have a fit.”
 
   “Forget, Monty. He’s my baby daddy, and that’s about it.”
 
   “Yea, ok.”
 
   “I’m serious, Spring. I’m not going to lie; I love him, and he said he has the same feelings for me, however, I’m not sure I want to settle down.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “I don’t think I can trust him. Yea, we spend a lot of time together, but it’s just to fuck; nothing more, nothing less. I’m starting to think he’s confusing love with lust, and you know the type of bitch I am. I’m not about to let him play me out like he does the rest of those ho’s he be with.” 
 
   “I agree. Ok, so where’s this thing Amber’s having at, and what type of dudes will be there?” 
 
   “I don’t know, but you know strippers only hang with big timers. Maybe, we can find you a new boo thing too.”
 
   “I’m good.”
 
   “Girl, please. I know you and Giselle fuck every now and then, but I know you miss a nigga running up in that daily. You and Chase fucked almost every day, so I know you miss it.” I grinned when she mentioned his name, because he always had my legs up when we were around each other. But he and I also spent a lot of time together hanging out and enjoying each other’s company. B left my office and told me we would go shopping after work to get something to wear for Saturday.
 
   The day of the BBQ, we drove my car because B didn’t feel like driving, and I was leaving when I was ready to go. B would stay around for hours to party, but not me; she knew when I was ready, she would have to leave too. We drove to Rahway, NJ and pulled into some park that was overflowing with niggas and thirsty looking chicks. It was early May, but you wouldn’t know that by the way the women were dressed in barely nothing. The minute our feet touched the gravel, the catcalls started.
 
   “Spring, not here, not today.” That shit was a pet peeve of mine. Why couldn’t men just see a pretty woman and compliment her instead of treating her like a piece of meat. Oh, and let’s not forget how they grab on you at the club; that shit irks me too. I had on some black leggings that showed off my hips and ass, with a lilac ruffle top that crisscrossed in the middle but showed off my cleavage. I wore some black jagged pumps by Jimmy Choo. B wore some black leggings too with a fitted shirt that flared out a little around her stomach. She also had on a pair of open-toe bootie ankle boots by Jimmy Choo. The men were staring and the women hated, just as we expected.
 
   “Hey, you made it.” Amber came over by us. She took us over where she was sitting with some of her stripper friends I guess. These women were barely dressed, and their asses were humungous. I didn’t see any candidates I would even consider to let taste me. We introduced ourselves, and the girls turned out to be cool as hell. The longer we sat, the more people showed up. 
 
   “What’s up shorty?” Some dude said behind me. I turned around, and the dude was leaning against the table talking to some ugly chick, but I guess, when you’re half-naked, any man will try. I couldn’t help but notice how fine he was, and wonder why he would be wasting his time on someone like her. He was dark-skinned like Morris Chestnut with no resemblance. He had deep waves in his hair, a dimple, you only noticed if you were staring like I was, and his teeth were white as hell like he was using those white strips. He had on a pair of distressed jeans from Dolce & Gabbana with a black button down and a t-shirt underneath. His Buscemi sneakers were black and looked brand new. He had a diamond in his right ear and a necklace hanging. I wasn’t sure what type of shades those were on top of his head, but I’m sure they were expensive. 
 
   “That’s my brother, Boo.” Amber said when she saw me staring.
 
   “Mm, well Boo is fine as hell; he can get it.” I said too loud, because he responded.
 
   “Hmm, I can get it, huh?” I refused to turn around. I knew my face was probably bright red, and I didn’t want him to see it. “Don’t get shy now. Turn around lil’ mama.” The bass in his voice was intoxicating. Everyone at the table was laughing except one chick who looked like she was mad. I turned around, and he was standing there looking sexy as hell. 
 
   “Who is this Amber?” I heard him ask, as he licked his lips, and he looked me up and down.
 
   “That’s Spring, and this is her sister, Burgundy.” He took a few glances between both of us, probably trying to see the difference. 
 
   “Why the fuck does it matter who she is? If she’s sitting here with your sister, that must mean she’s a stripper.” The chick who was mad said.
 
   “Nah, I can tell she ain’t no stripper, and if she was, the only place she would strip would be in front of me.” This nigga had me blushing like crazy.
 
   “Boo, are you serious right now. I mean, we just fucked this morning.”
 
   “Yup, and that was the last time you’ll ever taste this dick. You know I don’t play that shit you’re doing right now. We’re not exclusive, so stop trying to claim something that doesn’t belong to you.” He told her but staring at me.
 
   “Damn, Sharon, I guess that means he’s done with you and on to the next. I told you to play your position and stop sweating that nigga. If he wanted you, he would’ve been with you. Now, you mad at this chick who has nothing to do with anything, because she’s about to take that dick right from under you.” One of the other girls said as they high-fived each other. 
 
   “Is that right?”
 
   “What’s that, baby girl?”
 
   “Am I about to slide you from under her?”
 
   “You tell me.” 
 
   “I guess we’ll have to wait and see.” I said, gaining my confidence back. This man had me nervous as hell. The longer he stayed around, the more shit I talked. We exchanged numbers before B and I left and we promised to keep in touch with one another. On the drive home, B had me stop by Walgreens because she was having acid reflux and needed some Tums. I went in to get it, because I needed a box of tampons and some Advil. 
 
   “Yea, I’m about to get his ass for all he got.” I heard some chick say in the next aisle over. 
 
   “Bitch, how are you going to do that? You’re not even pregnant, plus you told me he won’t fuck you without a condom, and the one time he did was a few months ago. If you told him you were, how are you going to explain three months missing from your stomach?”
 
   “That’s why you’re going to pee on the test and give me your ultrasound picture.” I couldn’t believe whoever this woman was trying to set some dude up. I felt bad for the dude; he was about to be played and didn’t even know it. I picked up the Tums in front of the register and put the rest of my things to ring out. I turned around and saw the chicks that came out of the aisle. It was the girl Tamika and some other chick that was definitely pregnant. She looked at me and smirked, and I probably wouldn’t have been mad if I didn’t hear her scheming.
 
   “Oh, I can’t wait to get home and share the good news with Chase. He’s wanted a baby for so long, and I’m so happy I could give it to him.” I laughed shaking my head. 
 
   “You know, Tamika. Chase is a good man, and I fucked up when I lost him, but I’m not hater, and if you two are expecting and happy, I wish you nothing but the best. Now, if you’ll excuse me.” I turned to leave, and Chase was standing there smiling. I walked right past him without saying a word. That man still had my heart, and seeing him, brought all my feelings to the forefront.
 
   “Spring? Spring?” I heard him saying my name behind me.
 
   “Girl, Chase is calling you.” B said, as I opened the back door to put my stuff inside. 
 
   “Spring, why are you acting like you don’t know a nigga.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Chase. I was just surprised to see you, that’s all. How are you?”
 
   “I’m good, but I miss you.” I was shocked he said that, but happy as hell on the inside.
 
   “Really? That’s shocking being as you hooked up with ole girl the very next day.”
 
   “I know, Spring. I was mad, and it was supposed to just be a fuck thing with her, but I made her my girl. She and I go way back.”
 
   “That’s good.” We both stood there in silence staring at one another. Somebody cleared their throat, and when we looked up, it was Tamika, but she didn’t have a bag in her hand.
 
   “Well, I guess I’ll see you around Chase.” He opened the door for me to get in my truck.
 
   “Hey B.” He said, closing the door. Tamika was still standing there looking stupid, but oh well. I backed out and drove home with Chase on my mind.
 
    
 
   Chase
 
    
 
   Running into Spring at the store brought back old feelings that I thought I pushed to the back of my mind, but I guess not. I was shocked to see Tamika was in there with Yolanda’s ass who was supposed to be pregnant by Monty, but he swore up and down he never fucked her raw. I saw the love she still had for me in her eyes, and I couldn’t help but wonder where she and I would be if I hadn’t left her. 
 
   Tamika and I had an ok relationship, but it was nothing like the fire that Spring and I had. We were supposed to just fuck, but she ended up staying at my house, and basically, never leaving. If I needed to get away from her, I would stay over Monty’s, who had three extra bedrooms. Yea, I slept with a few other chicks, because even though I made Tamika my main chick, I wasn’t feeling her like that. I don’t know if it was because I was still in love with Spring or not. 
 
   “How are you going to be all up in her face like I wasn’t standing there?” Tamika hadn’t stopped talking about the shit at Walgreens since we got home twenty minutes ago.
 
   “Tamika, calm down. I was just saying hi. You act like I was kissing her something.”
 
   “You may as well have by how close you were. And you’re opening and closing doors; nigga you don’t ever do that for me.”
 
   “Yo, I’m out.” I grabbed my keys and phone.
 
   “Yea, that’s right; run to your boy, Monty, like you always do. Neither one of y’all niggas ain’t shit.” I slammed the door and hopped in my truck. It was a little after nine, and I knew my boy was fucking some new chick he met, and since he won’t fuck any of them in his bed, I wasn’t trying to walk in on his ass fucking. I had no destination, but somehow my truck was parked in her driveway.
 
   “Chase, what are you doing here?” She said opening the door. I grabbed her face and parted her lips with my tongue. She wrapped her arms around my neck, and her legs on my waist. 
 
   “I’ll shut the door.” I heard B say but I didn’t stop kissing Spring. I walked with her in my arms and went straight in the downstairs bedroom. I wanted her so bad, there was no way I was going upstairs. She lifted her shirt over her head and stepped out of her underwear.
 
   “You’re still sexy as hell.”
 
   “Make love to me Chase.” Was all she said?
 
   I gently laid her on the bed, spread her legs open, and clamped down on her clit. She grinded her pussy on my face, as I continued making her cum over and over. Spring had me hooked on her taste and just about everything else about her. I mounted myself over her and reintroduced my dick to her pussy. 
 
   “Spring, this pussy tight.”
 
   “Chase, you feel so good. Don’t stop.” The moaning was driving me bonkers. I lifted her legs and dug deeper. 
 
   “I love you, Spring.”
 
   “I love you, too, Chase.” 
 
   “Get on top.” 
 
   “Shittttt, Chase. I love the way you feel inside me. Oh God, here I cum.” 
 
   “Cum for me, Spring. Yea, just like that.” I loved watching her facial expressions, and she loved showing me. 
 
   “What’s my name?” I asked her now that I was hitting it from the back. We had been fucking for a while, and I was ready to bust.
 
   “What’s my name?” I laughed, because she was still on that after all this time. I lifted up one of her legs, spread those cheeks open, and dug so deep she screamed. 
 
   “Chase. Oh God, Chase! I love you so much.” I felt my nut rising and pumped harder inside as she threw it back.
 
   “I’m cumming, Spring. Ahhh, shitttt.” I yelled out, as I released myself inside of her.
 
   “Shit, Chase you just came in me.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “So? Chase you have a girl, and I’m not ready for kids when I don’t have a man.” 
 
   “I’m sorry, baby. It was too good for me to pull out. You want me to run down and get you one of those pills. It’s not like there’s a baby yet.”
 
   “No, I’ll get it tomorrow.”
 
   “Well, if that’s the case, get over here. I’m about to cum in you all night.”
 
   “Oh you are? And who said I want you to?” She said down on her knees. Her warm, wet mouth was wrapped around my dick.
 
   “Spring, I’m about to cum already.” She let me cum in her mouth like old times.
 
   We fucked until about three in the morning. She fell asleep under my arm, and I knew I should’ve gone back home, but I couldn’t leave her. I wanted her back in my life; I just had to get rid of Tamika.
 
   *****
 
   “Here baby.” I handed Spring some breakfast that I picked up and the Plan B pill. I don’t think either one of us were ready for a kid, but I know she probably got pregnant last night.
 
   “Thanks.” She kissed my lips and opened the box of food and the pill up.
 
   “I have to take one now and one later.” 
 
   “Are you sure that’s what you want to do?” She stopped and glared at the pill in her hand. She looked at me, and I could see how watery her eyes were.
 
   “Chase, I would love to have your baby, but it’s not the right time.”
 
   “You know I won’t leave you, right I’ll be there every step of the way.”
 
   “If I didn’t know any better, I would say you wanted one.”
 
   “I’m not going to lie; I want you to have my baby, but if you’re not ready, I understand.” I could see her struggling with the decision.
 
   “I’m not trying to make it hard for you, baby. Go ahead and take it this time if you’re really not ready, but if it happens again, we’re keeping it.” I wiped the couple of tears that left her eyes and watched her swallow it. The good thing is that, if she was pregnant, it was only a day, which was nothing. I couldn’t live with her terminating my baby if she was further along. I sat there with her while she got ready for church. Her and B used to go faithfully, but had slowed down because of work. Now, they tried to go at least twice a month.
 
   “Can I see you later?” I asked her before we left her bedroom.
 
   “Chase, you have Tamika.”
 
   “I’ll leave her if you take me back.”
 
   “Take you back? You left me.”
 
   “I know, but I want you back in my life. You would have to take me back in order for it to happen.”
 
   “I’ve waited so long to hear those words from you.” She stood in front of me and wrapped her arms around my waist.
 
   “Well?”
 
   “Well, what?”
 
   “Do you still want me?”
 
   “I guess.”
 
   “You guess, huh?” I lifted her bridal style, and she started yelling.
 
   “Ok, Ok Chase. I’ll take you back. Put me down before you wrinkle my clothes, and I have to change.”
 
   “Oh, I don’t mind if you take your clothes back off.”
 
   “You are a mess, but I love you.” 
 
   “I love you, too. Call me when you get off so I can spend some time with my baby.”
 
   “Ok. Be safe.” She said and closed the front door behind me. I got to my house and saw Tamika standing in the window. I couldn’t wait to get rid of her ass.
 
   “Chase, we need to talk.”
 
   “Yes, we do.” I sat down on the couch. I looked up, and she was crying.
 
   “What’s the matter with you?”
 
   “I’m pregnant.” I ran my hand down my face and blew my breath out.
 
   “How? I always strap up, and I know for a fact the condoms never broke.”
 
   “I guess it was the time you slipped up.”
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   I was hitting this new chick from behind when my phone was buzzing on the table. This was only our second time fucking, because she couldn’t take the dick. I told her she didn’t have to, but she was trying to please me. That shit wasn’t working though, because she kept drying up from it hurting. I was glad my phone interrupted us. It gave me a reason to stop.
 
   “What’s up B?”
 
   “Do you think you can climb out of that dry ass pussy and escort me to the doctors?” I laughed, because even though she and I confessed our love to one another, we never made it official. She knew I wasn’t ready to settle down.
 
   “You’re always talking shit.” She laughed in the phone.
 
   “Boy, none of these bitches can fuck you like I can.”
 
                 “Whatever. What time is the appointment?” 
 
                 “In about an hour. Now, hurry up and bust that nut in that dry shit, hop in the shower, and meet me.”
 
                 “Aight, yo. I’ll see you in a few.” I hung the phone up and handed ole girl her stuff. She looked like she was offended.
 
                 “You just kicking me out.”
 
                 “Yea, I have to check on my baby.”
 
                 “I didn’t know you had a kid.” She said putting her clothes on.
 
                 “Yea, she’s due in a few months.”
 
                 “Congratulations. Am I going to hear from you again?” She looked pathetic asking me.
 
                 “We’ll see. I’ll hit you.” I shut the door and picked up the sheets and blankets off the couch.
 
                 “What the fuck?” I stared at the trickles of blood on my sheet. Either the bitch was a virgin or she was so dry I made her bleed. Whatever the case, I wasn’t giving her the D anymore. I got to the doctor’s office the same time as B.
 
                 “Yo, I got the sexiest baby mama in the world. Come here.” I pulled her close to me and kissed her lips.
 
                 “Yes you do, and I’m the only one to make that dick cum the right way.”
 
                 “Whatever. I thought I was cocky but you got me beat.”
 
                 “You love it, though.”
 
                 “Hell yea, I do. Just like I love you.”
 
                 “I love you, too.” She told me as we walked in the doctors office.
 
   You would think we were a couple by the way we went at it when we were around each other. We sat in the doctor’s office waiting to get called to the back. I was looking at the text Chase just sent me about Tamika being pregnant and that he needed a drink. I had just sent him a text saying I would call him when I was done when Tamika came walking out the back. She glanced at me and then over at B, who was looking through one of those Fit pregnancy magazines.
 
   “You can come to all the doctor appointments with her but not me?” B shook her head and moved to the other side of the room. 
 
   “Yolanda, how many times do I have to tell you, that’s not my baby. I have one baby mama, and she’s sitting over there trying to calm herself from beating your ass.” 
 
   “I wish that bitch would try it.” I saw B look up and put the magazine down. 
 
   “Nah, B. You’re not about to lose my baby fighting this hating ass chick.”
 
   “And you’re protecting her? I’ve been with you longer; what does she have that I don’t?”
 
   “You don’t want me to answer that.” B already knew what I was going to say so she sat over there grinning.
 
   “Yea, I think I do. What is it?”
 
   “Ok, for one, she has the best pussy I’ve ever had. The taste, the way she can make me moan, and say her name got a nigga strung.” Her mouth fell open and some of the other woman snickered.
 
   “It’s not all that.”
 
   “Oh, you’ve had it. Because I’m sure if you did, those words would never leave your mouth.” I saw B go over to the door where the nurse stood.
 
   “It’s our turn. Let me go check on my baby. Oh, Yolanda?”
 
   “What?” I saw hate all in her face.
 
   “She has class, too. You see how she restrained herself from fucking you up. You should take some lessons from her. I mean, she tried to give you some that night in the bedroom, but you got in your feelings.”
 
   “Fuck you, Monty.”
 
   “Nah, I’ll pass. Peace.” I chucked up the deuces and followed B and the nurse to the back. The nurse couldn’t stop laughing, which made me and B do the same.
 
   “You know you ain’t shit for that.”
 
   “What? Baby, you know I ain’t shit; that’s why we get along so well. We’re just alike.” The nurse took her vitals and had her get undressed from the waist down. We were waiting for the doctor, and I couldn’t resist. I locked the door and pulled those leg things out.
 
   “Put your feet up B.” 
 
   “Really Monty?”
 
   “Yea, I want to taste that pussy in this position.” She put her legs up. I pulled her panties down and sat in the roller chair. I spread her legs and turned the light on that was over top of the chair. It reached all the way down by her pussy.
 
   “Baby, you should see how pretty your pussy is with the light on it.” I told her before I stuck two fingers inside and sucked on her clit. She grinded on my fingers as I continued sucking. I heard a knock at the door.
 
   “I’m almost finished.” She yelled out.
 
   “Monty suck on that pussy. Just like that.” I felt her clit pulsating in my mouth, and I knew she was ready. I stopped sucking to enjoy my view.
 
   “Cum for your man.” 
 
   “I’m cumming baby.” I sucked all her juices out. I grabbed some paper towels and ran some soap and water on them to wash her up. 
 
   “It’s still sensitive.” She said, jumping back when I first tried to wipe her.
 
   “You need some more?”
 
   “I do, but you know what I want right after. Why don’t you drop by so I can let my baby daddy fuck me?”
 
   “You know I don’t fuck you, B.”
 
   “I know, but how about you do tonight?”
 
   “That’s what you want?” She nodded her head yes. After we finally let the doctor in, we decided to find out what we were having. My daughter was going to be spoiled as hell, I already knew it. I got to her house early, because she had to work in the morning.
 
   “Hey Monty.” Spring said, opening the door. She sounded happy, which was shocking because I hadn’t seen that since her and Chase broke up.
 
   “Hey. Aren’t you happy today?”
 
   “Yea, Chase and I are back together.”
 
   “Oh, I didn’t know. I’m going out with him in a few. Let me find out he got you cheesing like that?” 
 
   “What can I say? I still love him.”
 
   “That’s what’s up? Where’s my girl?”
 
   “Right here. Now, come on; my pussy’s been throbbing for you all day.” I looked up and smiled. 
 
   “Be quiet, before I have you up in there crying.” I knew the exact spot to hit to make those tears come down. We knew everything about each other inside and out. 
 
   “You better.” I smacked her on the ass and closed her bedroom door. She dropped her robe and my dick grew. She was the only woman who could do that. Don’t get me wrong; I could get hard for other women, but something about her had me stuck. I stood in front of her and let my hands touch her pussy; she was wet.
 
   “You really missed a nigga huh?”
 
   “I miss that dick.” I lifted her and fucked her standing up in the middle of her floor. She and I went at it for a few hours.
 
   “I love you B, you know that right?” I asked putting my clothes on. I would usually spend the night, but Chase text me again asking me to meet him.
 
   “I know Monty. What’s that about?” She came out the bathroom from taking a quick shower.
 
   “I just wanted you to know.”
 
   “Aww, Monty. I don’t doubt the love you have for me. I wish we could be together but I also know you’re not ready. You’ve told me on more than one occasion that I’m the number one woman in your life.”
 
   “You definitely are. Soon, I’ll have two number ones.” I said rubbing her stomach.
 
   “Have a good time baby. Be safe.”
 
   “Good night, B.”
 
   “Monty.” She called out when I opened the door.
 
   “Yea babe.”
 
   “Text me or call me when you get home. I want to know you’re safe.” I walked back to her bed. 
 
   “I love you B, and as long I’m going to make it home every night just to make sure I can hear your voice when I get up.” I kissed her and left. 
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
                 I woke up with Monty asleep next to me. I wasn’t shocked, because this was normal for him. Most people may talk shit about our situation, but I could care less. We were comfortable with one another, and we’d become best friends in the process. He had a key to my house and vice versa. I never used his unless he was expecting me. That nigga stayed having ho’s, and I was cool with that. As long as he gave me what I wanted when I needed it.
 
   Monty had a sex addiction, and even though I could fulfill all his fantasies, and my sex drive was the same, I wasn’t going there with him. I keep saying he wasn’t ready to settle down, but I wasn’t either. We both decided when it was time for us to be together it would happen, but until then, we would keep it the way it was.
 
   “Where you going B?” He asked and pulled me back in the bed with him.
 
   “I’m going to get ready for work.”
 
   “What’s up? Can I get a taste before you go?”
 
   “Yea, come take a shower with me. I think I want to taste you too before I go.”
 
   “Now, how can a brother turn that down?” He pulled the covers back and showed me how hard he was.
 
   “Let’s go, nasty.”
 
   “Shit; I ain’t no nastier than you.” We pleasured one another in the shower and again when we got out. I had to get back in by myself just so he wouldn’t try to get some more. He was lying on the bed flipping through the channels when I got out. I sat on my chaise to put lotion on. He came behind me and took the lotion out my hand and rubbed it on my body. He snapped my bra and helped me get dressed like I was a kid.
 
   “Thanks.”
 
   “Anything for you. You already know that.” I was putting on my heels, when we looked at each other after we heard the yelling downstairs. 
 
   “Is that Spring?” Monty ran down the stairs before me to see what was going on. It was my sister and Chase going back and forth. He was on the couch and she was standing in front of him fully dressed for work with tears running down her face.
 
   “What’s going on?” Monty asked standing there staring at Chase.
 
   “Tell him Chase.”
 
   “Spring, I said I was sorry. What do you want me to do? I can’t leave her.”
 
   “Leave who? What the hell is going on?” I saw Monty rub his hand over his head. That just meant Chase already told him.
 
   “Burgundy, tell him Tamika is not pregnant.” My mouth dropped. I remember Spring telling me how she planned on getting Chase to think she was pregnant.
 
   “Chase, I think you need to listen to her.” Monty stood behind me holding my waist with his head on my shoulder. He and I were almost the same height when I wore heels.
 
   “Spring, What would be her reason for telling me she was pregnant if she wasn’t?” I could see how bad it was hurting my sister.
 
   “Chase are you serious? That bitch is trying to trap you? You know what, just forget it?”
 
   
  
 

“Trap me for what?”
 
   “Let me ask you this Chase. Does this mean we can’t be together anymore?” 
 
   “Spring, I don’t want my kid growing up in two households. I want to be there as much as I can.” 
 
   “Ok, so fuck me. After yesterday and all the shit you was talking?” Spring grabbed her briefcase, phone, and keys. She headed for the door and he stopped her.
 
   “I’m sorry Spring.”
 
   “Are you Chase? I mean, are you? All I can say is I’m happy I took that fucking abortion pill. Your kids don’t deserve a spot in my uterus.” She pissed him off when he said that.
 
   “I asked you not to take it. I wanted you to have my kid.”
 
   “And what? Then, I’ll be pregnant, and you would still leave me, because she and I damn sure wouldn’t live together. How would you handle that? Huh?”
 
   “Well, it doesn’t matter now. Does it? Your selfish ass took it.”
 
   “Fuck you, Chase. Don’t bring your ass over here anymore. I hope your dick falls off. And when you find out she played you about being pregnant, don’t bring your ass over here, because I’ll be sitting on the next nigga’s dick or face. Whatever he prefers will be fine with me, just as long as it isn’t yours.” Monty had to block him from getting to her. 
 
   “I’ll see you at work sis.” 
 
   “Yo, what the fuck Chase? You know damn well we don’t hit women.”
 
   “I wasn’t going to hit her. I was just going to yoke her up?”
 
   “Whatever.” Monty went upstairs to get his things.
 
   “I messed up B.” I was turning stuff off in the house.
 
   “Chase, you know I love you like a brother, but you did my sister dirty. I understand about how you want the baby to live in a two family household, but staying in a house with a woman and kid is not right if you’re not happy.”
 
   “I know, but this is my first kid, and I don’t want to miss out on anything.”
 
   “Chase, all I can say is be careful. I remember my sister telling me she overheard them in the store scheming on you.” 
 
   “Come on, bro. You caused enough havoc over here this morning.” Monty locked the door and walked me to my truck.
 
   “I love you, B. Save me a plate if you cook.” We kissed and I left them standing in the driveway.
 
   I was in my office when Giselle’s husband came in. His face looked red like he was mad as hell. Spring stepped out her office the same time I did. We had cameras throughout the office, so when we saw him, we came out. Giselle’s door was shut because she was in a meeting. 
 
   “Which one of you is Spring?” We met him a few times, but he still couldn’t tell us apart even though we had different color eyes.
 
   “I am. What can I help you with?”
 
   “You can stop fucking my wife?” He tried, whispering in Spring’s ear, but I heard him, since I was standing next to her. I invited him to my office and shut the door.
 
   “Don’t ever bring your ass up here in our place of business asking my sister to stop fucking your wife, who by the way can’t seem to leave her alone. Whatever situation you got going on at home need to be dealt with there.”
 
   “Listen, my household was running fine until this bitch opened her legs for my wife.”
 
   “Bitch. Oh, hell no he didn’t.” Spring was now taking her shoes off getting ready to fight. I already let me secretary know to call security for his ass. 
 
   “My wife and I were happy. Now, she’s talking about leaving me for you.”
 
   “I don’t know why she told you that, because her and I were never an option to be considered. But let’s get back to you calling me a bitch.”
 
   “DAVID! What are you doing here?” Giselle came rushing through the office right before security got there.
 
   “You know why I’m here. This is the one you’re leaving me for?”
 
   “David, no one is leaving you. I told you that. I’m pregnant again. She and I haven’t slept together in a while. What is this about?” He started going on about some diary she kept and how she thought about leaving him for Spring.
 
   “I’m sorry Burgundy and Spring.” She came in after he left.
 
   “Giselle, if that ever happens again, we are going to have to let you go. I’m all for husbands visiting their wives at work, and hell, if you want to fuck him in your office, that’s your business, but coming in here doing shit like that won’t be tolerated.”
 
   “I understand, and it won’t happen again.” She left the office, and Spring and I burst out laughing. 
 
   “Girl, let’s go out for drinks.”
 
   “You know I can’t drink.”
 
   “Yea, but I can.”
 
   “Fine, but I’m out by nine. That new show with J-Lo in it comes on at ten. I want to be in my bed and comfortable to watch it.”
 
   “Ok, damn.” 
 
   “See you later.” She walked out the office, and my phone rang.
 
   “What’s up Monty?”
 
   “Nothing. I was just thinking about you.”
 
   “Let me find out you loving me hard after making love this morning.”
 
   “Shut up. I’m going to bring you some lunch. What do you want?” He brought me Popeye’s, and him and I chilled out in my office. He fell asleep on the couch. I grabbed the throw blanket I kept in there and put it over him. I had a meeting in the conference room with the staff. I closed the door and left a sticky note by his keys in case he woke up. After the meeting, he was gone, which I knew since we were in it for over two hours. He left a sticky on the TV.
 
    
 
   I enjoyed spending time with you even though you left me. (JK) I was thinking about what Chase said about his baby living in two households, and I think we should discuss what we’re going to do when my daughter gets here. Yes, my daughter. You’re only carrying her. Call me when you get home.
 
    
 
   Love you M.
 
    
 
   I smiled at the note and got my stuff together to go out with my sister. I intended on calling Monty when I got home. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   I talked Burgundy into coming out with me after that shit with Chase this morning. It was Thursday and ladies’ night, and I planned on finding me a new man because pining away for Chase is a waste of time. We were sitting at the bar when the dude from the BBQ came in. He never text me, and I didn’t send him one either. He came in with a few dudes and went to the VIP section. A few chicks headed up there, but I wasn’t thirsty, and if he wanted me, he would find me. It was almost nine, and B was ready to go. I grabbed my stuff and walked to my car with B.
 
   “You’re just going to leave without speaking?” I heard a voice say. I glanced around the parking lot, and he was walking out.
 
   “You were busy.”
 
   “Never too busy for you.” He had his hands on my waist. 
 
   “Oh, yea. Why is that?”
 
   “I’m trying to get to know you shorty, but you never hit me up.”
 
   “The phone and text work both ways, boo. How about you hit me when you get home and settled in, and we can discuss seeing each other again.” I told him and got in my truck.
 
   “Ok, shorty. Just make sure you answer when I call.” He kissed my cheek and closed the door for me.
 
   “Hello.” I looked at my clock, and it was three in the damn morning.
 
   “That’s what I like to hear.” It was the dude from the bbq.
 
   “All I said was hello.”
 
   “Yea, but you answered and didn’t sound pissed about the time.” He and I stayed on the phone for a good hour. He said he was going out of town and wanted to link up when he came back. Now, here it is, two weeks later, and I’m standing in the middle of his bedroom naked as the day I was born. I know Chase was probably fucking Tamika, so why would I sit at home by myself when I had this sexy ass man in front of me with his heads between my legs trying to suck my soul out.
 
   “Shit, Boo you’re about to make me cum.” My legs were over his shoulder, while he snaked in and out of my pussy.
 
   “Cum for me, Ma.” I released my juices in his mouth. He stood up wiping his mouth. I was mad, because I’m used to Chase giving me so many that I always had to tap out. He picked me up and laid me on the bed. I unbuckled his jeans while we kissed, and he stepped out of them and his boxers. He climbed on top of me, and I could feel the tip around my entrance door. I didn’t get to see what he was working with which was fine, because I’m sure I would feel it. I felt him getting ready to push himself inside, and I pushed him up.
 
   “Ugh, here you go.” I passed him one of the condoms out the box. He had Magnums on the nightstand, and I loved a big dick, so the anticipation was killing me waiting for him to enter. 
 
   “You ready, baby.” Damn, I’m his baby already?
 
   “Hell, yea.” I felt him going in, and I thought my hole was too big or something, because I only felt half full. He was going fast and pumping hard.”
 
   “Shit, Spring, you got some good pussy.” He was panting in my ear. This nigga was drowning in my pussy, and I was getting no satisfaction whatsoever.
 
   “Let me get on top.” I was disgusted when I felt the condom was a little saggy, because he couldn’t fit it. I slid down to ride him to give him the benefit of the doubt. I love big dicks, but if a man could work a smaller one, I was good with that, too. I clenched my pussy muscles together, and the nigga came right away.
 
   “Sorry about that, baby. Why don’t you get him up again so we could go for another round?” I know he didn’t think I was sucking his dick.
 
   “Ok.” I took the condom off and started jerking him off.
 
   “Nah, put your mouth on it.”
 
   “Ugh, not. I don’t know you like that.”
 
   “Oh, but I could eat your pussy?”
 
   “I didn’t ask you to. I was ok with just fucking you.”
 
   “Fuck it. Let me hit it from the back.” His dick was back up, and I was still in need of release. He put that too big condom on and slid himself inside. I wasn’t as wet as I was in the beginning, so it felt a little tight. I was able to think of Chase making love to me and came hard all over him. He followed right behind me a few seconds later. I pulled the condom off and took it to the bathroom to check to make sure nothing was dripping out since we all know it was too big for him. 
 
   “Spring, I want you to be mine. That pussy is too good to leave wondering for another dude to get up in it.”
 
   “Russell,” that was his name but he wanted people to call him Boo. “We just met, and you’re already talking about me being your girlfriend.” He pulled me close and kissed me. Now, he definitely could kiss and eat some pussy; it was his dick game that needed some work. I told him that I would be exclusive to him and only him, but that putting a title on us was not going to happen yet. 
 
   He and I were together a lot the next few weeks. I showed him how to please me with his dick and made sure to get the right size condoms. He wasn’t real small, but he was nowhere in the Magnum size range. After a few more sessions, and some douches to make my pussy tighter, he started satisfying me better. I guess my pussy got used to his dick, because it was now curving to it. Now, when I rode him, I could feel it better. 
 
   “Hello Spring.” Tamika said. Russell and I were out at Joe’s Crab Shack having drinks and appetizers.
 
   “What Tamika?”
 
   “What’s all the hostility for?” I saw Russell looking at my facial expressions.
 
   “You know damn well we don’t speak, so what do you want?” He pulled me closer to him when he saw how I aggravated I was getting.
 
   “You want me to make her leave?” He whispered in my ear and stuck his tongue inside it. I loved when he did that. He may not have been, Chase but he was growing on me.
 
   “No, baby. It’s ok.” I kissed his lips and turned back to her.
 
   “I just wanted to tell you Chase and I are expecting.”
 
   “That’s good, Tamika. Tell Chase I said Congratulations.”
 
   “Oh, I don’t have to, you can tell him.” He was coming in with Monty and some chick. I already knew the relationship my sister and Monty had, and I’m sure she was aware of where he was and who he was with. They told each other everything.
 
   “What up sis? Who is this?” I introduced Monty to Russell. They shook hands, and Monty walked away.
 
   “Hello Spring.”
 
   “Hi, Chase. Oh, congratulations on the baby. Tamika couldn’t wait to tell me the good news.” I said, sarcastically, before I excused myself to use the bathroom. I kissed Russell on the lips to be smart. I saw the steam coming out of Chase’s ears.
 
   “Who the fuck is that Spring?” Chase had my back against the wall when I came out the bathroom.
 
   “That’s my man. Now, if you’ll excuse me.”
 
   “That’s how you doing it?”
 
   “That’s how I’m doing what Chase? You want me to sit around waiting for you to decide what you want when it’s clear as day. Then, expect me not to move on with my life?”
 
   “I never said that Spring.”
 
   “Then, why do you have me backed in a corner when your girl is over there waiting for you?”
 
   “I never meant to hurt you.”
 
   “Yea right, Chase. You never do; yet, here we are again with your chick rubbing her fake baby in my face.”
 
   “Stop saying my kid is fake.”
 
   “Have you gone to the doctors with her yet?”
 
   “No, why?” 
 
   “Maybe, you need to ask her when the next appointment is and go. Better yet, buy her a test and make her take it in front of you. Let me know what you find out.” I went to leave, and he snatched my arm back.
 
   “I still love you.”
 
   “Fuck you, Chase.” I yanked my arm away and went back to sit with Russell. I could see Monty shaking his head when Chase got back to the table. 
 
   “Can we go?”
 
   “Sure.” He paid for the food, and we went back to his place. I wasn’t comfortable with him at my house yet. Plus, when I wanted to be alone, I didn’t need him coming over anyway. I left after he and I had sex. There were so many thoughts going through my mind with Chase, and I was wondering if my feelings towards Russell were real or not. 
 
   “I wish I could’ve saw Chase’s face when he saw you with your new boo.” B said when she came in my room. I knew Monty would tell her.
 
   “That shit was funny Spring.” Monty said, walking past my room eating an apple. 
 
   “I didn’t know he was here.” 
 
   “Yea. He came to tell me what happened after he dropped some chick off.”
 
   “I don’t know what I want to do B. I still love Chase, and I’m trying to respect the choice he made. I even found someone else, but the minute I move on or find some peace, he pops up, and my feelings come back to the forefront.”
 
   “Spring, you’re still in love with him; that’s why. Russell is just there to pass the time, but Chase has your heart, and until you get it back, you’re never going to move on.”
 
   “I don’t know how to get it back.” I wiped the tears that were falling. 
 
   “Me neither. All I can say is I’m here for you. I love you sis.”
 
   “I love you too.”
 
   “I hope you’re not about to sleep with Monty. I know he’s my brother, but you know he was with some chick he probably slept with.”
 
   “Hell no. I love him, but he knows what time it is.”
 
   “How do you do it?”
 
   “Girl, I’ve had a wall up since I’ve been with him. He was able to knock it halfway down. Monty and I love the arrangement we have. No one will ever come in between us because of our bond. I respect what he does and vice versa; as long as he keeps his bitches in check, we won’t have a problem.”
 
   “I have to get like that.”
 
   “Sis, you’re stronger than you think. You just have to toughen up and stop thinking that Chase is the only man in the world. If you don’t open up, you’re never going to get over him.”
 
   “Thanks B.”
 
   “Burgundy, come on.” I heard Monty shouting.
 
   “Let me go. He wants to watch Straight out of Compton since he never saw it.”
 
   “Alright. I’m going to bed.” She shut my door. I was about to do some serious soul searching tonight. 
 
    
 
   Chase
 
    
 
   The day I told Spring I was going to stick it out with Tamika, I knew I hurt her. I also knew I was still in love with her, and vice versa, however, what kind of man would I be leaving her pregnant like that? I may not love Tamika, but it was my fault for slipping up and putting us both in the situation. I can’t say I was happy when she told me, because I really wanted Spring to have my kids. My plan was to break it off with Tamika and make a life with the woman I really wanted to be with; and that was Spring. I planned on getting her pregnant and talking her into keeping it. All that went down the drain when I got home. 
 
   I ran into her at the restaurant, and she threw in my face that Tamika wasn’t pregnant again. I admit, the first time she said it, she pissed me off, but to hear her say it again had me thinking about buying that test and making her pee on it. What if she wasn’t? Would I be mad? I had to get with my boy to see what he thought since he had three more months before his daughter came. 
 
   “Yo, what you think about Spring saying that Tamika isn’t pregnant?” Monty took a sip of his beer and put it back on the coffee table. We were sitting at his house playing Madden. 
 
   “I’m not trying to tell you what to do, but B told me about how Tamika was in the store talking about how she was going to say she was pregnant and have you take care of her. She didn’t know Spring was in the next aisle over.”
 
   “FUCK!” I should’ve listened to her when she tried to tell me.”
 
   “Let me ask you this. Have you raw dogged her since she told you?”
 
   “Believe it or not, I haven’t even slept with her since she told me. She’s been trying, but I’ve been sleeping in the other room.”
 
   “Well, it’s a good thing, because if she wasn’t, and you did, she sure would’ve got your ass.”
 
   “Yo, do you think that’s what she was trying to do?” 
 
   “Who knows? You know chicks are scandalous as hell.” He passed me the blunt and picked the remote backup to play. 
 
   “Take this ride with me Monty.”
 
   “Hold on; let me lock up.”
 
   “I’ll meet you outside.” I sat in the car with him. I went by CVS since that was the closest and picked up a test. When we got to the house, Yolanda was sitting on the couch. She was eight months pregnant and still partying like a rock star.
 
   “Where’s Tamika?”
 
   “In the back.” I stepped in the back, and Tamika was putting on her pajamas. 
 
   “Hey, Baby.” She kissed me and tried to wrap her arms around my neck but I backed up.
 
   “Tamika, are you pregnant?” I wasn’t wasting any more time; I needed to know.
 
   “Yes, why would you ask me that?”
 
   “I haven’t seen any ultrasound pictures, nor have you told me about any doctor’s appointments.”
 
   “Chase, you weren’t home when I went, and I gave you and ultrasound photo. They don’t take one at every appointment.”
 
   “You don’t look five months.”
 
   “I know. The doctor said I was carrying small.”
 
   “Tamika, tell me the truth right now. Are you pregnant?”
 
   “Yes, Chase. Don’t ask me again.”
 
   “Ok, come take this test.” The shock on her face was evident.
 
   “I’m not about to take no test to prove I’m pregnant.”
 
   “Ok, then when is your next appointment?”
 
   “I haven’t made one yet.”
 
   “Either, you’re going to take this test or you got to go.” She snatched the test and went in the bathroom. I gave her a few minutes then I remembered Spring telling me to watch her take it. I opened the door, and her back was turned. She had a small vial of what looked like piss, and she was pouring it on the test. I shut the door back and shook my head. I went back to the front, and Yolanda was giving Monty head. Bitches had no respect for themselves. 
 
   “Here” She handed me the test with two pink lines.
 
   “Was there enough in the tube for you to use?” Her mouth dropped open. “Get your shit and get the fuck out.”
 
   “Chase wait. I can explain.”
 
   “Nah, there’s no explanation for trying to trap a nigga.”
 
   “I love you, Chase.”
 
   “No you don’t. If you did, tricking me to think I was about to be a father would’ve never crossed your mind. You got that though.”
 
   “Monty, you bust in her mouth yet?” I yelled out to the front.
 
   “Nope, almost there. Give me two minutes.” Monty gave zero fucks about ho’s, and I was about to be on the same shit.
 
   “Pack your shit.” She stomped off like a kid having a tantrum. I made sure to stay in the back so she only took her shit. 
 
   “Let me guess; you’re going back to that stuck up bitch.”
 
   “What or who I do is no longer your concern. But for the record, I did go back and planned on staying there until you told me you were pregnant. I was willing to work it out and be with you. I left her alone to be with you, and this the shit you pulled.”
 
   “Well, since you’re being honest, let me do the same. The dude she with is trying to get her pregnant. He wants her to put him on his payroll and have her do money laundering for him.”
 
   “What does him getting her pregnant have to do with her working for him?”
 
   “She’ll be tied to him forever if they have a kid, and he’s a woman beater so when she has his kid, she’ll be stuck because he won’t allow her to leave him. Shit, he may be whooping on her already.”
 
   “How do you know all this?”
 
   “Because my sister has a son by him and had to disappear just to get away from him. The last time, he beat her so bad she had amnesia for a few weeks.”
 
   “Why are you telling me all this?”
 
   “Chase, that day in the store I tried to get a rise out of her by mentioning I was pregnant, and all she did was sing your praises about how good of a man you were, and how I needed to be good to you. I know she loves you, and I can see you feel the same way about her. I’m sorry for tricking you, but I really do love you, too. Unfortunately, you never got over her; therefore, never being able to give me all of you. Go get your woman.”
 
   “Thanks, Tamika, but that’s not going to happen. She tried to tell me, but I didn’t believe her. She told me once I found out the truth not to come back, because she wouldn’t be there waiting for me, so even though you and I didn’t work out, she doesn’t want me either.”
 
   “Fight for her Chase if you love her like you say you do.” She kissed my cheek and went to the front.
 
   “Yolanda, you still swallowing this nigga’s babies after he won’t claim the one you pregnant with?” Tamika said mushing her in the back of the head.
 
   “Don’t hate because you can’t swallow Chase’s anymore.” 
 
   “Bitch, let’s go.” 
 
   I drove over to the twins’ house after me and Monty left my place. It was after midnight when we got there, and he used his key to get in. I gave mine back when she and I first broke up. I went into her room and watched her sleep. I pulled the covers back, and she was naked. I licked my lips and found my face in between her legs. She popped up and fell back when she saw me.
 
   “Chase what are you doing here? Fuck, yea.” She was grinding her hips on my face.
 
   “You want me to get up?”
 
   “No, make me cum.” I found her g-spot and had her releasing herself on my face over and over. I found her lips and kissed her aggressively. 
 
   “God, I missed you.” She said, sucking on my bottom lip. I separated her legs and pushed myself in her. She was extremely tight, but my dick loved it. Her legs were wrapped around my back as we continued kissing and fucking. 
 
   “Ride me baby.” She went down slow and stopped.
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “It’s been a while Chase. I have to get used to you again.”
 
   “Take your time then. I’m not going anywhere.” I guided her hips slowly. I wanted her to enjoy it as much as I was. 
 
   “Oh God, I’m about to cum, Chase.”
 
   “Let it go baby. I want to feel your juices on me.” It was like someone spilled water on me. She had so much coming out of her. Her head was on my chest. I flipped her back over and stared at her while I went in and out. 
 
   “I’m about to cum, Spring.” I felt her muscles squeeze tighter around my dick, and before I could pull out, my sperm shot inside of her with authorization.
 
   “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cum in you.” 
 
   “Yes, you did.” She grinned.
 
   “Whatever.”
 
   “It’s ok, Chase. If I get pregnant, then it was meant to be.” 
 
   “What about your man?” 
 
   “What about him?”
 
   “I thought you were feeling him.”
 
   “Chase, my heart is with you. It has been for the last year or so. I tried to give it to him, but it didn’t work.”
 
   “Good, because I don’t want anyone else to have it.” I made love to her some more, and each time I tried to pull out, she would hold me tight like she didn’t want me to. 
 
   “Do you want to have a baby?” I asked her. 
 
   “I don’t know. I just know when we’re both cumming, I don’t want you to pull out, because you’ll stop me from cumming. Why should I lose out, because you didn’t wear a condom?” I couldn’t do shit but laugh. 
 
   “What now Spring?”
 
   “I don’t know Chase. You have my heart, but I’m with someone.”
 
   “So leave him.”
 
   “Ugh, no. Why would I do that?”
 
   “Because you just said yourself I have your heart.”
 
   “You do and always will, but you hurt me when you didn’t believe me. I would never make something like that up. I’m going to try and make it work with Russell.” I started putting my clothes on.
 
   “Well, since you trying to build with him, I’ll let you in on a secret. He’s trying to get you pregnant, and he’s a woman beater. Oh yea, he’s going to try and get you to launder money for him. But hey, if that’s the type of nigga you want, be my guest.”
 
   “Who told you that?” I could tell I piqued her interest.
 
   “It doesn’t matter. Just know I most likely got you pregnant, and you better not tell that nigga he can take care of my seed.”
 
   “Pregnant. You believe your sperm is that potent Chase? Come on now.”
 
   “Mark my words. You are and I expect to be at the first doctor’s appointment.” I slammed the door and left.
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   B had her head on my lap dozing off during the movie we were watching. My phone buzzed on the nightstand with a text from Yolanda saying she had the baby. I put the phone back down and kept watching the movie. That wasn’t my kid, so I don't know what she was telling me for. I picked the phone back up, and it was a few pictures of the baby. She had a son, and in no way did he look like me.
 
   "Yo, look at this shit B." She sat up.
 
   "What is it?" I handed her the phone, and she smirked.
 
   "That ain't my baby."
 
   "I was just thinking the same thing, but you know she's going to say it is."
 
   "She can keep saying it all she wants; my baby is right here." I rubbed her stomach.
 
   "Are you going to take a test?"
 
   "For what? I never fucked her without a condom. The only time she felt me bareback was in her mouth." She busted out laughing.
 
   "What if she poked holes in it? She's saying it's yours knowing that you always strapped up; maybe she did." I put my head back and thought about what she was saying. I always opened a brand new box, but there was a few times she had some out and ready.
 
   "Nah, you think she would do that?" She gave me the side eye.
 
   "You can't put anything past her. Look at what Tamika did trying to keep Chase."
 
   "FUCK!!!! Get dressed." I told her throwing some clothes on.
 
   "What am I getting dressed for?"
 
   "You’re coming with me."
 
   "Monty, I don't feel like it." She whined and pouted her lips.
 
   "Come on, B."
 
   "Fine, but we're stopping to get something to eat on the way there." After we left Taco Bell, we pulled up at the hospital, and Javon was coming out.
 
   "What up, Javon? What you doing here?"
 
   "Oh, I came to see my peoples. What you doing here?"
 
   "Yolanda had her baby, and she claiming I'm the daddy."
 
   "Word. I didn't know you were fucking her raw."
 
   "I wasn't, but she still claiming it."
 
   "I'll see you later, Monty. I have to get back to my girl."
 
   "Alright, tell her I said what's up." On his way out, I saw him shoulder check B. I ran behind him and caught up to him before he got in the car.
 
   "Yo, what the fuck was that about?"
 
   "What was what about?"
 
   "I saw you bump into my girl on purpose."
 
   "Oh, that's your girl now?" He had a light chuckle.
 
   "Javon, you know that's me all day."
 
   "Yea, a’ight."
 
   "You got something on your mind, say it."
 
   "Nah I ain't got shit to say."
 
   "Well, check it. If you ever do that shit again to her, I'm going to put you on your ass."
 
   "You checking your boys over some bitch?" The minute the bitch left his mouth, I was stomping him on the ground. Some chick jumped out the car screaming for me to stop.
 
   "Monty." I heard B calling me.
 
   "What?" I saw her head and eyes roll at the same time.
 
   "It's fine; let's go."
 
   "Yea, listen to her Monty." He said, laughing with blood leaking from his mouth. I hit his ass one more time then went to check out what this dumb bitch Yolanda was talking about. The nurse came out and asked who I was there to see. I told her no one; I was there to request a test on someone who just had a baby.
 
   "Ok, follow me in the room." She had me sit in a chair and put my arm out.
 
   "Wow. You're the third guy here getting tested for the same kid." B stood with her arms folded against the wall. After she took the blood, I took her hand and went back to her house. When we pulled up, Chase was coming out the front looking pissed.
 
   "Well, I guess there back at it." B said reaching for the door.
 
   "I'll be up in a few. Let me rap with him real quick." She got out, and Chase got in. I told him what happened, and he was ready to go to Javon’s house.
 
   "Nah, not tonight. Don't worry; that bowling thing is next week. I know he paid for his ticket, so we'll see him there. You can guarantee he won't be seen until then."
 
   He told me what went on between him and Spring, and I was shocked that she decided to stay with dude after he told her, but she tried to tell him about Tamika, and he stayed. People have to see shit for themselves before they believe what an ex tells them.
 
   "Come here." B yelled at me when I came in.
 
   "What?"
 
   "Put this ice on your hand and watch who the hell you talking to."
 
   "I'm not trying to hear that shit right now B."
 
   "Don't get mad at me. I'm not the one that pissed you off.”
 
   “Not right now, B. I just beat my dude up over you.”
 
   “I didn’t ask you to. And you didn’t have to go out there. I know he still in his feelings over what Spring and I did.”
 
   “Fuck that, B. You’re pregnant, and he know you mine.”
 
   “Monty, I’m not yours.”
 
   “What you mean you’re not mine. Don’t start tonight.”
 
   “Monty, we were doing fine before we left. I get that that was your boy you had to put a beat down on him, but don’t come in here trying to claim what’s not yours. Yes, we’re having a baby, we have great sex, but we are only friends when it’s all said and done.”
 
   “That’s how you look at us B?”
 
   “What other way is there to look at it? You out here fucking all these bitches, and I don’t say shit. You come and go as you please, which is fine, too. I don’t know what you want me to say.”
 
   “Nothing B. Don’t say shit.” I grabbed my keys and left. Everything she said was 100% true, but I didn’t need her to tell me that. I fuck other chicks, and she let that stripper bitch eat her pussy when she wants. How the fuck am I any different from her. I parked in front of my house and smoked a blunt. My phone vibrated and it was a text from her.
 
    
 
   B: Monty you’re being childish right now. The arrangement we had was perfect and now you seem to be feeling some kind of way about it. If you want to stop messing around and be around strictly for the baby let me know. My love for you will still be here forever but I don’t want you getting into fights over me when we’re not a couple. Call me tomorrow. 
 
    
 
   I tossed my phone on the other side of my seat. I didn’t want to hear that shit. I woke up the next day, and B was asleep in my bed. I must’ve been knocked out if I didn’t hear her come in. I checked for my phone and realized I had left it in the car. When I went to get it, I checked the messages, and there were a few from Chase. The other ones were from B asking me if I made it home, and why wasn’t I responding. 
 
   “When you didn’t respond, I had to make sure you were ok.” She walked behind me and wrapped her arms on my neck while I sat on the couch. I felt her stomach on my back and felt my daughter kick.
 
   “I guess my daughter’s mad too.” She grinned and rubbed her belly.
 
   “I guess so.” 
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   I was now eight-and-a-half months pregnant and ready to get this girl out my stomach. Spring threw me a huge baby shower that turned into more like a block party. It was so many people inside and out. Monty had a lot of family who had kids, boyfriends, girlfriends and so forth. Then, his boys and their mates with their kids and the list goes on and on. We had it at a hall, because I did not want people in my house using my bathroom and tearing shit up.
 
   “Damn, Ma, my daughter got mad shit.” Monty said putting the crib together in the baby’s room. I wanted the Minnie Mouse theme and had someone come in and paint her on the wall with some other characters. Monty could care less as long as he didn’t have to do it. He was already pissed he couldn’t put the damn crib together and called Chase. 
 
   “B, let me talk to you real quick.” He sat me down in the rocking chair that was in Madison’s room. That’s what he wanted to name her. I was fine with it, because I couldn’t come up with anything, and her name had to start with an M.
 
   “What’s up?” I rocked the chair back and forth in front of him.
 
   “We haven’t decided what we’re going to do when Maddy gets here.” Yea, he already nicknamed her, too.
 
   “What you mean? You have the key to come and go as you please.”
 
   “I know, but I’m talking about me and you.” Now, I was confused.
 
   “Monty, tell me what you want.” He ran his hand down his face as he stood in front of the window.
 
   “I want you as my woman, but I don’t know if I’ll be good to you.”
 
   “Then, why would you ask me?”
 
   “B, you know I’m in love with you. You’re everything I want and need in a woman, and you’re the only one to make that dick cum the right way.” He grinned at me when he said it.
 
   “Monty, I’m in love with you, too, but if you’re not ready, don’t try and rush it thinking I’m going to be with someone else once I deliver.”
 
   “I’m not trying to rush it. I love being around you, talking to you, and making love to you, but I like fucking other bitches too.”
 
   “You want me to be your wifey chick while you do whatever.”
 
   “Something like that, but I would never ask that of you, because you deserve more than that.”
 
   “Well, what do you want?”
 
   “I want you to move in with me. I want to come home to you and only you every night.”
 
   “Ok, now I’m lost. You want me to live with you and then you come home after you finish fucking others and be ready for you to sleep with me too.”
 
   “Just forget it. We can keep it like it is.” He went back to fixing the crib. I grabbed his hand and took him in my room.
 
   “Monty, I’m going to keep it real with you. I know you see me as this bitch with a nigga mentality, but it’s just to keep myself from getting hurt. Do you know how much that shit bothered me at first to see you sleeping with me then leaving?” I saw his facial expression change.
 
   “I am so in love with you, and if you wanted your daughter and I to live with you because you wanted a relationship, I would tell you to put the crib together at your house and move in today, but you and I both know you can’t stay faithful, and that’s ok, because I accepted you for the type of person you are. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you, and I think you know that, but forcing myself to be somewhere with you just because I had your daughter is not the route to take.”
 
   “B, you never told me it bothered you.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter now. Why do you think I act the way I do? I’m not about to allow you to break my heart. No matter how much in love I am with you, it doesn’t stop me from falling deeper when we’re together.”
 
   “B, I’m in love with you, too. Why you think I make it here just about every night. I need you next to me when I go to bed. I want to feel your leg on top of mine or the way you lay on my chest. I don’t want to make it official and take you through unnecessary shit. Believe it or not, you are my heart and I can’t see myself without you, but I’m not good for you either.”
 
   “Monty, let’s just leave things the way they are for now, and see where it takes us. I’m not allowing another man or woman in my heart. That spot is reserved for you.”
 
   “I love the hell out of you girl.” He grabbed me by the waist, lifted my long pajama shirt up, and pushed his way inside me. 
 
   “Shitttt, Monty. You could’ve given me a warning.”
 
   “Nah, you like it when I take it without asking.” 
 
   “You’re, right. Fuck me hard, baby. I need to cum all over my dick.”
 
   “Let it go, then, baby. Your dick wants to feel you cover him with all that good stuff you got in between your legs.”
 
   “Ahhh, Monty, I love you.” I came quickly.
 
   “I love you too. Come make me say your name.” He loved when I rode him because he could see my face better. He and I finished getting Madison’s room together later and went downstairs. Chase was sitting in the living room watching TV.
 
   “What are you doing here?”
 
   “Spring sent me a message and asked me if I could stop by. She was at the store and told me she left the key for me.
 
   “What y’all up to tonight?” He asked, rubbing on my belly. I usually don’t allow people to, but since it was him, I allowed it.
 
   “We were just about to watch a movie, you can stay if you want.” I went and put popcorn in the microwave, and Monty had a fit.
 
   “B, come on, you know better. Get your ass from in front of the microwave before you give my baby radiation.” He pushed me out the kitchen and told me to sit down. Spring came in when we started the movie and ran in her room with a bag. 
 
   “Give me a minute, Chase.”
 
   “Burgundy, can you come here for a minute?” She yelled from upstairs. I hated when she did that knowing I was big as hell. I got upstairs, and she was coming out the bathroom with a damn pregnancy stick. I covered my mouth and snatched it out her hand. 
 
   “Bitch, whose is it?” She fell face first on the bed. 
 
   “You ok, Spring?” Chase came in the room, and I hid the test behind my back. I pretended I needed the bathroom to clean the stuff up she left on the counter. I put it in the back under her sink, because her trash was out in the open. I wasn’t sure who the baby daddy was, and until I did, I wasn’t saying shit. 
 
   “I just wanted to see you Chase.” I heard her say on the way out. I went back downstairs with Monty and finished the movie.
 
   “What did she want?” He rubbed my feet for me.
 
   “Nothing; something about work. Give me a kiss with your sexy ass?” He leaned down and pecked my lips. I was so in love with this man, but we weren’t good for each other, because we were just alike, and that’s not a good combination. 
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   I’ve been sleeping with Chase just about every day since the last time he came over. I was still with Russell, but with Chase back around, sexually, Russell wasn’t doing it for me. I was about to go home from work when Russell called asking me to come over. I was tired and didn’t feel like being bothered, but he made me feel bad, talking about he hadn’t seen me in a week. I locked the office up and made it to his house in fifteen minutes. He was lying on the bed in just his boxers and a wife beater when the chick that was mad at the BBQ came out the bathroom. He jumped up when he saw me. I smiled and walked out with him running behind me. I was actually happy, because I didn’t know how to end it.
 
   “Spring, stop.”
 
   “Why would you invite me over here when you had company?” I had a tear leaving my eyes, and I wasn’t sure why. I was in love with Chase. Maybe, I was hurt, because I did like him, and even though I cheated, I didn’t think he was. I know I’m a hypocrite. 
 
   “Does it matter?”
 
   “What do you mean does it matter?”
 
   “Come on Spring. You didn’t think I was only with you.” I saw the girl with a smirk on her face. 
 
   “Oh, shit. You did.” He thought the shit was funny. 
 
   “It’s ok, Boo. You can have her, and whoever else, but you won’t have me.” 
 
   “You’re not going anywhere. She’s about to leave, and you’re going to fuck me the way I like.”
 
   “You lost your damn mind.” He snatched me up by the arm, and basically, dragged me in the house. 
 
   “Put your clothes on. My bitch is here.” She grabbed her shit and hauled ass out of there.
 
   “Strip.” He yelled at me locking the door and licking his lips. 
 
   “Boo, you’re high and drunk. I’ll be back tomorrow.”
 
   “Strip, NOW!” He was now yelling in my face. I refused. This nigga started taking my clothes off for me. 
 
   “Look, I’m not a rapist, but you’re going to give up the pussy one way or the other.” Did this nigga just threaten to rape me? I took my panties and bra off in front of him. 
 
   “Suck my dick with your pretty ass.” 
 
   “You know I don’t even get down like that.” He cocked his gun back, and I pulled his shit out quick. Usually, I would go back at him, but I had nothing to fight him with. I made sure it was a horrible job, so he wouldn’t ask me again. I guess it worked, because he told me to stop and got on top of me. 
 
   “Damn, this pussy is good.” I didn’t even realize he was in. Chase had bust me open so much that I wasn’t feeling anything once again. 
 
   “Put a condom on.” I pushed his chest, and he didn’t move.
 
   “Hell no. I’m about to get you pregnant.” All the bells went off in my head from what Chase told me. 
 
   “I’m not ready for kids. Stop. Get up. ” He pounded harder into me. I kept trying to get him to stop, but he didn’t and was forcing my legs open. Every time he pumped, the insides of my legs were hurting. Each time he came, he bit down on my chest. 
 
   “Ahhh shit girl.” This nigga came inside me over and over. He kept that gun by him the entire time with his hand on it. I could see the safety was on. Should I consider this rape? I didn’t want it, but I wasn’t fighting him? Does that mean I wanted it? I told him no, and he still took it. Am I a rape statistic or survivor? Oh God, I need to get out of here.” I had all types of thoughts running through my mind. The only one that made sense was to get the fuck out of there. I jumped up and put my clothes on while he was asleep. I searched high and low for that motherfucking gun to shoot his ass. I saw it under his stomach; I tried to get it, and he would move; that’s ok. 
 
   “Another time motherfucker.” I whispered in his ear. I took all my shit and hauled ass out of there.
 
   I wanted, no I needed Chase to calm me down, but I knew I couldn’t tell him, because he would go kill him, and I wanted to be the one to take his life. I ran in the house, and he was on the couch talking to my sister and Monty. I ran upstairs, pissed on the pregnancy test I bought, and jumped in the shower. I scrubbed my body until it felt like my skin was coming off. I looked down, and I had bruises in between my legs and a few bite marks on my chest. I threw on an oversized t-shirt and some boxer shorts Chase left a while ago. He came in the room just as I was about to tell my sister what happened. She left us in there to talk.
 
   “Are you ok, Spring? You look nervous about the something.” 
 
   “I’m ok.” He pulled my legs closer to him on the bed, and I winced out in pain.
 
   “What’s wrong?” I tried pulling my shorts down to cover myself, but he stopped me. I saw the look on his face.
 
   “I’m ok, Chase.”
 
   “Stand up.” I put my head down and let the tears fall.
 
   “Stand up right now, Spring.” I didn’t move. 
 
   “Fine.” He laid me back, pulled the boxers down, and lifted my shirt. I covered my face with my hands.
 
   “WHAT THE FUCK! Who did this to you?” He yelled out. Chase punched a hole in the wall and left. I put my clothes back on just in time. Monty and B came running in the room, and I heard a loud noise. 
 
   “What the fuck is going on?” 
 
   “What’s up sis? Are you ok?” 
 
   “Go check on him, please.” He left, and I showed my sister my body. We were light-skinned, so every minute that passed, the bruises got darker. I had them in between my legs, and my ass had bruises from him smacking my ass hard. The bite marks on my chest and stomach looked like a dog attacked me. 
 
   “Oh my, God, Spring. Where the fuck is he? No, where is my gun?”
 
   “Calm down, B. I’m going to get him back.”
 
   “Spring, have you seen your body?” She was crying herself and hugging me.
 
   “It doesn’t look that bad? Does it?” She looked at me and nodded her head yes.
 
   “We need to get you to the hospital.”
 
   “I already took a shower. They can’t do a rape kit now.”
 
   “Spring, listen to yourself. You may not be a criminal lawyer, but you know as well as I do that that doesn’t matter. Bring the clothes you had on, and let’s go.”
 
   “I’m embarrassed, B.”
 
   “I understand it, but you need to go the hospital, especially since you’re pregnant. The baby needs to be checked; don’t be selfish.”
 
   “Ok. Please don’t tell Chase.”
 
   “Tell him what? He saw you.”
 
   “He doesn’t know I’m pregnant yet.”
 
   “Is it his?” I told her yes. I threw some sweats on slowly and put my clothes in a bag to take to the hospital. They did a rape kit; I had to talk to some officers, but I wouldn’t tell them who he was. A woman from a rape group came in to talk to me. 
 
   “Hi, I’m Ms. Green. How are you feeling?” She asked with a sober look on her face.
 
   “I just want to get out of here.” B sat in one of the chairs. The woman and I spoke about the rape, and I explained to her that I didn’t know if you can call it that.
 
   “Spring, if I can call you that. Honey, I know you don’t want to believe it, but you were raped. A lot of women think if you didn’t fight him, or yell out no that it wasn’t. The minute he had the gun to your head and made you perform oral sex on him; that was rape. Anytime you say stop or tell him you’re not in the mood, and he still does it, it’s rape. Some women don’t fight when it’s happening thinking it will be over fast if she doesn’t. You may have had sex with him plenty of times before, but it doesn’t excuse the one time you didn’t want to that he took it anyway. Listen, it’s late, and I want you to get home and rest. Here’s my card, and I want to stop by and talk to you some more. The shock of what actually happened to you has not worn off, but when it does, you’ll need someone to talk to. We can have coffee, a phone conversation, or you can come to a meeting to hear different stories.”
 
   “Thank you, Ms. Green. I promise to call when I get myself together.” She gave me a hug and gave my sister her card too, so she could find out how I was doing in case I didn’t call. I got to the house, and Monty was sitting in the living room on the phone.
 
   “You good, sis?” I nodded my head and went to lay down. 
 
   The next day, I woke up to cops and detectives in my living room looking for the person who did it. Evidently, another woman was raped the day before, and they wanted to know if the two were connected. After they left, I sat in the tub soaking, thinking about how my life got this bad. I found out I was four weeks pregnant, and I was sure it was Chase’s, because I just started sleeping with Russell two weeks ago and we always used condoms. And I checked them. I had to get a shot of penicillin, took STD and AIDS test, and they told me to take Tylenol if I had pain, because that’s all I could take. 
 
   “Hello.” I answered the phone that was on the side of the tub.
 
   “Why you leave? I wanted to fuck you again.”
 
   “Fuck me again. Nigga, you raped me.”
 
   “Raped you. Is that what they call it nowadays? Bitch, you wanted it.” He laughed in the phone. Oh my God, he really did rape me. He just admitted it.
 
   “You think I wanted you biting on me or forcing my legs open to fuck me? I told you to stop and to get up; you think I was saying that just because?”
 
   “Nah, but that’s what happens when you think I didn’t know you fucking that other nigga. See if that nigga sticks his dick in you now that I took that shit.”
 
   “You should’ve left me alone if you knew I was fucking someone else.”
 
   “Nah, because I wouldn’t have been able to do you like that. Ain’t no bitch going to be fucking me and another nigga. You lucky I didn’t pull the trigger.” I felt the phone being ripped out my hand.
 
   “I’m coming for you nigga. You fucked with the wrong one.” He threw the phone across the wall and shattered it.
 
                 
 
    
 
   Chase
 
    
 
   The day Spring text me to come over, I thought it was to tell me she was pregnant. I was still sleeping with her knowing she had that dude. It didn't matter to me, because I was dicking her down and sleeping next to her every night. Neither one of us worried about her getting pregnant anymore; whatever happens, happens was our motto.
 
   She told me she just started sleeping with dude, and they always wore condoms. When I saw her body with all those bruises and bite marks on her, I lost it. What type of man rapes a woman, and to know he just told her on the phone he did it on purpose because he knew she and I were sleeping together made it worse. I think she was more embarrassed than anything, because she's so tough and couldn't control the situation.
 
   "You good baby?" I wrapped the towel around her to get out.
 
   "Yea. Chase, how did he know about us?"
 
   "It doesn't matter; a real nigga would've took a step back or even confronted you on it; not do some shit he did."
 
   "Chase I was fighting with myself about if I was raped until he admitted it. How could he do me like that?" She cried in my arms. I lifted her up and threw some clothes on her
 
   "Spring, this does not define who you are. Yes, it happened, but you're stronger than this. Don't let what he did break you down."
 
   "But it did, Chase. He took something from me that he already had. Why would he do that?" This shit was killing me that she was in so much pain. I stayed with her until she fell asleep. Monty and I went to the club hoping we would run into him, but Spring said he wasn't from this area. Tomorrow, we were going to his town with the other MMNs to find his ass.
 
   I woke up, and she wasn't in the bed. I checked the bathroom, and she was on the floor in the corner with her knees in her chest holding a white stick with two pink lines.
 
   "Is it mine?"
 
   "Yes." She wiped her tears and put her head on my shoulder.
 
   "Are you ready this time?"
 
   "Chase, I want a baby with you now more than ever. Do you think you're ready?"
 
   "I wasn't letting off in you for nothing." We both shared a laugh and took a shower together. I washed her body and felt myself getting angry at the marks he left on her. When I got the rag in between her legs, she jumped back.
 
   "It's ok, baby. It's just me."
 
   "I'm sorry, Chase."
 
   "Don't apologize." I was now wiping her tears. I felt so bad for her. I carried her in the room and laid her on the bed.
 
   "Are you going to work?"
 
   "No. I don't think I'll be there for a long time. I don't even want to leave the house."
 
   "Spring, you're going to have to leave when B has the baby."
 
   "Yea, but that's it. I can get Giselle to run the office." My face got tight when she said her name.
 
   "I'm not sleeping with her, but she is the only one that can run it like me and my sister."
 
   "Do what you have to, but don't allow what he did cause you to be stuck in the house."
 
   "Chase, are you in love with me?"
 
   "Yes, I am. I don't know when it happened but I am."
 
   "Are you in love with me?"
 
   "I'm deeply in love with you. I tried to fall for Russell to get over you but nothing I did worked. You marked me."
 
   "I did, huh? You did the same here; now get some rest. I'll be back tonight."
 
   "Do you think he'll come here and try again? Maybe, I shouldn't stay here." I saw how uneasy she was, and it tore me up that he had that much control over her.
 
   "Get dressed. You can stay at my house. B is with Monty, anyway." I ordered her some food, got her comfortable in my bed, locked up, and went to meet up with everyone.
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   I was beyond mad when I saw my sister’s body the other day. Any nigga that rapes a woman or anyone for that matter should be taken off this earth. That way, they won't get out years later and do it again. I only met the dude one time, and that was at the BBQ. I stopped by Amber’s house, and I think she was more pissed than I was.
 
   "Tell your sister I'm sorry that happened to her."
 
   "I will. Just know your brother will get what's coming to him."
 
   "I know, B. I love my brother and all, but we haven't gotten along in years. I hate how he treats women, and because of him, can't see her nephew."
 
   "What happened to him?" She told me some story about him beating the mother, and how she had to disappear in order to live. She also said to keep my sister safe, because if he told her he wanted her back, he would come looking for her.
 
   *****
 
   "Mmmmm, B, you still taste good as hell." She was sucking on my clit and playing with her pussy at the same time.
 
   "Make me cum, Amber. Fuck, I need you to suck it all out." She pushed my legs back and made me cum twice in her mouth.
 
   "That pregnant pussy is good." She stuck her tongue in my mouth and rubbed on my chest.
 
   "You like it."
 
   "No. I love it. B, I never had any pussy that taste as good as yours. When you going to let me fuck you though? I want to see that ass jiggle when I'm hitting it from the back."
 
   "You know my man is the only one that fucks me."
 
   "I know… Monty. I don't get why you sticking around him. You know he sleeping with other chicks, and I'm definitely eating the shit out of your pussy. Y'all both cheating; why be together?"
 
   "I'm in love with him, Amber. I know I come to you when I need a woman's touch, but he is all I want." I saw that she was getting upset. I put my clothes on, gave her a kiss, and left. My phone rang, and it was Monty.
 
   "Did she satisfy you, or do you still need your dick?" I laughed, because he knew where I was, what I was about to do, and with who.
 
   "I'm going to always need that dick, but get this."
 
   "What's up?"
 
   "I think it's time for me to leave her alone."
 
   "Why? What happened?"
 
   "She's becoming too attached. She wants to fuck me now."
 
   "Oh, hell no."
 
   "Calm down, baby. I told her only my man fucks me. Then, she started saying why am I with you and all this other shit."
 
   "Why are you with me?"
 
   "I ask myself that question every day, and then, I realize you and I are doing the same thing she and I are."
 
   "So what you saying, B, because it sounds like something is about to come behind that."
 
   "Monty, maybe we should stop sleeping together and just be parents to Madison."
 
   "You go to get your pussy ate, then come back talking about leaving me alone. What the fuck B? You letting people get in your head now?"
 
   I knew he wasn't going to take it well. He hung the phone up and wouldn't pick it up when I tried to call him back. I'm just going to leave everyone the hell alone and be by my damn self. I sat at the red light waiting for it to change when I felt a sharp pain, and then, water trickling down my leg. I knew that meant my water broke. I tried to call Monty, and he still wasn't answering.
 
   "Hey, boo."
 
   "Amber, I'm down the street from your house, and my water just broke. Can you meet me?"
 
   "I'll be right there." She drove me to the hospital, and he still wasn't answering. My sister was there already and stopped in her tracks when she saw Amber.
 
   "Why is she here?"
 
   "Amber had to drive me, because your stupid ass brother-in-law won't answer his phone.
 
   "Thanks, Amber."
 
   "Spring, I'm sorry for what my brother did to you, but me and B are friends."
 
   "Whatever."
 
   "I just hung up with him. He's on his way."
 
   The nurse was in the room putting the monitors on my stomach when he walked in. He looked around the room and did a double take at Amber. Spring looked at me and vice versa.
 
   "Monty, this is Amber. Amber, this is Monty." They both had a dumb look on their face but said hello. Three hours later, Madison Spring Robbins came into this world. He cut the umbilical cord and was the first to hold her. I was exhausted and ready to sleep. I woke up to see Monty holding her on his chest and texting away on his phone.
 
   "Do you need me to hold her while you do that?"
 
   "Nah. I'm good. She can stay right here." He and I were probably going to fight over her. She looked just like him with funny color eyes. We couldn't tell if they would be green like mine or what.
 
   "I'm going to take a shower." He nodded his head and kept texting. I guess he was still mad about earlier, but I didn't care. Fuck him and whoever else was mad. He stayed at the hospital with me and only left to change clothes. He became attached to our daughter instantly. He was even staying in the guest room at my house just so he could be around her but not me. He was really being childish about the entire thing. He’s been on his phone a lot lately and I could care less about who it was but this was unlike him. We discussed everything, so whoever this was, he didn’t want me to know about. I’m sure it will come out soon.
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   Watching B give birth to my daughter three weeks ago had me in a zone. I didn't want to put her down or leave. It was like I needed to be around her every second of the day. This dumb bitch, Carolyn, had been texting me nonstop since I had my daughter. She and I had been off and on for years, but she decided to be a stripper, and there was no way I would allow my woman to flaunt her ass on front of everyone. Our relationship was great; especially, since she was bisexual and let me join plenty of times.
 
   "I didn't know, Monty. I swear."
 
   "But you knew who the fuck I was."
 
   "I didn't want to say anything and mess up what you had."
 
   "Nah, but you were talking that bullshit anyway. Why even say shit at all?"
 
   My phone rang, and it was B, but I sent her to voicemail. Ever since she told me some shit about wanting to just parent my daughter, I haven't really been fucking with her. What's the use anyway? I can't even get my dick wet with her for another three weeks. I finally answered the phone after the fifth time she called.
 
   "WHAT?" I yelled into the phone. There was no answer when I looked down she hung up.
 
   "You didn't have to do her like that."
 
   "Why do you care? You came over here to get what she can't have for another few weeks." She stood up, took all her clothes off, and kissed me. Why did I let her do that? The feelings I had for her were conflicting with the ones I had for B now. I lifted her up and let her slide down on my shaft.
 
   "Just like I remember. Clap that ass on my dick." I was smacking that ass and loving the way it bounced up and down. Carolyn was brown-skinned with hazel eyes and had a Coca-Cola body with a huge ass. 
 
   "Shit, Monty. I miss this." We started kissing again, as I pumped harder into her.
 
   "Is this still my pussy?" Her head was back, and she was getting ready to cum.
 
   "Yea, Amber, is that still his pussy?" My dick shriveled all the way up and slid right out of her when I heard her voice. I forgot she had a damn key.
 
   "It's not what it looks like, B." I threw my sweats on, and Carolyn started putting her clothes on. She laughed this cynical scary laugh.
 
   "Why do people always say it's not what it looks like when the dick is in the pussy? I'll never understand that." I saw the tears running down her face.
 
   "How could you, Amber?" 
 
   “My name is Carolyn, and Monty and I used to date for a couple years off and on."
 
   "Oh, so that's why he didn't feel the need to use a condom with you. It's like old times, huh?" I ran my hand down my face remembering I didn’t have one on. I was caught up in the moment and forgot; leave it to B to catch that shit.
 
   "How did it feel Monty? Was it just like you remember? Oh yea it was, because you said it. You see, I saw the look you gave each other at the hospital, but I pushed it to the side. Then, you been acting funny lately, and I know it wasn't from our conversation. I called to tell you I was leaving her alone, and I wanted us to try and be a family, but you screamed at me through the phone. I knew something was up, because as long as we've known each other, you've never spoken to me like that."
 
   "B, put the gun down."
 
   "For what? So you can take it from me. No thanks."
 
   "Damn, I don't get an apology from either one of you which shows me y'all didn't give a fuck. Amber, Carolyn, whatever your name is, you knew all this time it was him I fell in love with, and you didn't say shit."
 
   "I swear I didn't."
 
   "Bitch, stop lying. There's no other Monty’s around here."
 
   "B calm down."
 
   "Calm down. You want me to calm down? Monty, don't call my phone or come by my house, and Amber, you don't ever have to worry about speaking to me again. I was going to shoot both of y'all asses, but then, my daughter would lose her mom and fucked up dad. I'm not even going to waste my bullets."
 
   "I'll be by to see my daughter." I said walking up to her.
 
   "I wish the fuck you would come to my house."
 
   "What the fuck you mean B? That's my daughter too."
 
   "Take me to court motherfucker." She found my keys and removed hers from the key ring, dropped mine, slammed the door, and pulled out the driveway. I fell back on my couch and sparked up a blunt. I passed it to Carolyn who didn’t hesitate.
 
   “What you think she gonna do?”
 
   “Probably burn anything of mine at her house.” She and I finished talking and she went home. We didn’t even have sex again that night. My phone rang, and it was Chase. 
 
   “What up?”
 
   “Nothing. What happened over there?”
 
   “She caught me fucking Carolyn.”
 
   “Carolyn. When the hell did she come back around?”
 
   “Evidently, she’s the one that B was messing with. Carolyn never told her she knew me even though B spoke about me. Anyway, she walked in on her riding my dick, pulled a gun out, told me I can’t see my daughter and left. You know the petty shit women do.”
 
   “Damn.”
 
   “Why? What is she doing?”
 
   “She came in the house acting normal. After she put the baby to bed, she let out this loud ass scream that made Spring and I run upstairs. She was in her bed crying, and Spring is still up there with her. Damn, man you should’ve left her alone.”
 
   “I know. I was being selfish. Oh well, I’m going to see my daughter, I don’t care what she says.”
 
   “I hear ya. All right; I’ll hit you up tomorrow.” I cleaned my house and went to read some of my unopened mail. I had been over B’s house so much I never paid it no mind. I knew it. I said out loud to myself when I got those damn test results saying I was not the father. I took a photo of that shit and sent it to B. I don’t know why; maybe, it was to see if she would respond. The text came back saying message was not delivered. I called the number, and the shit was changed. 
 
   It was after ten, and I knew she was at work, because Spring called and told me to come over. She opened the door, and my daughter was asleep on her shoulder. She was perfect in her little jeans and Jordan’s. 
 
   “Thanks, Spring.” She rolled her eyes and closed the door.
 
   “How’s your sister?”
 
   “Monty, I don’t want to talk about that. I just called so you can spend time with her. I know you two are not exclusive, but you treated her like shit after you found out Amber was the same person. To make matters worse, you fucked her. And don’t say she shouldn’t have come unannounced, because you gave her a key.”
 
   “I’m not disagreeing with anything you’re saying. I love B with all my heart and what I did was fucked up. I just want to be with my daughter now at this point.”
 
   “I hope you two can at least be cordial when it comes to the baby.”
 
   “Does she know I’m here?”
 
   “Yea. She wants you to be gone by four.” I shook my head and lifted my daughter off my shoulder to look at her. I loved staring at her and those eyes were going to drive men crazy when she turned thirty and start dating. I left around 3:45 so we wouldn’t run into each other. I can respect her wishes since she did allow me to see her. If this was how it was going to be, all I can is respect it.
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   I felt bad for my sister and what they were going through. It had been four months since that shit happened, and she still has yet to allow him at the house when she’s there. I could tell he was missing B, because he would always think of a reason to try and stay later; I would text her that he hadn’t left yet, and she would stay out longer. I was five months pregnant, and today would make a month since I came back to work. I did most of it from home, because I was still embarrassed about going out. After a week of being home, Chase got the rape counselor’s number and invited her over. It took a few sessions with her and group for me to get back to myself. 
 
   “I miss you, babe.” I sent a message to Chase’s phone. We hadn’t slept together since it happened, and I wanted to surprise him tonight. Plus, this baby had me extra horny. Whenever I would coach myself into having sex, I saw the gun pointed at my head and him raping me. The counselor said not to rush it, and I would know when I was ready, and tonight was the night.
 
   “I miss you, too. You want me to pick you up?” He sent back in a text. I told him I was riding home with my sister. The day went by slow, and it was probably because I was horny and reminiscing about the way Chase and I made each other feel.
 
   “What’s up sis? You feel like hanging out with me this weekend?” Burgundy said as she walked in my office.
 
   “Sure. Where we going?” 
 
   “Some club down in Lakewood. It’s an older crowd.”
 
   “Ok.” We spoke about clients, and then, shut everything down to go home. I knew it was going to be some shit, because Chase was outside the house talking to Monty and Hitta. I was grabbing my stuff and noticed the truck still running.
 
   “Come on, B.” I saw her wipe a few tears and shake her head no.
 
   “Text me when he leaves. I don’t feel like arguing.” She backed out the driveway and left me standing there to answer the questions they were about to hit me with alone.
 
   “Hey sexy.” Chase kissed my cheek. Hitta and Monty spoke and gave me a hug. 
 
   “Yo, why she leave like that?” Monty shook his head and got into the car to leave. I sent her a text message to tell her she could come back. Hitta and Chase came inside with me and ordered food. Hitta and B stayed cracking jokes all night; it was good to see her smile. Chase came in the room and took a shower with me. 
 
   “I’m going to grab a water; you want something?”
 
   “No thanks, babe.” He left the room, and I grabbed the two candles I had on my big dresser and lit them. I turned some music on and turned all the lights off. He came back in, shut the door, and locked it. 
 
   “You look sexy as hell naked with my baby in you.”
 
   “Chase, you have been so patient, and I love you for it, but I miss you making love to me.” I kissed his lips, then his neck and made my way to his man down low who was waiting for me.
 
   “Shit, Spring, I’m about to cum. Fuck, baby.” I let him cum in my mouth. 
 
   “It’s been a minute, baby, but you can guarantee I’m going to be in that pussy much longer now that I got that out the way.” He turned me around, opened me up, and went in headfirst. The way his tongue felt on my pussy while he finger fucked my ass had me screaming. 
 
   “Whose it is baby?”
 
   “Yours. Oh God, it’s always going to be yours.” He had me streaming juices down my leg.
 
   “Can I ride you?”
 
   “Of course you can, baby. Go down slow so you don’t hurt my baby.” I grinded slowly, up and down just the way he liked it. I went faster, and his head went back on the headboard.
 
   “Oooh shit, girl. This feels good.”
 
   “Say my name.” I had been asking him after he asked me, and he wouldn’t say it. I figured I would catch him first. He didn’t say it. I got on my feet, grabbed the headboard, and went down harder and faster. “Say my name.”
 
   “Spring, shit Spring, I’m cumming. Fuckkkkk.” I smiled, because I finally heard him say it.
 
   “I love you girl.”
 
   “I love you, too.”
 
   “You finally got me to say it, huh?” He asked moving my hair out my face.
 
   “It’s about time.”
 
   “Spring, I always call your name during sex; you just don’t hear me.”
 
   “You must be whispering.”
 
   “Nah, I say it in my head. I can’t let you think you fucking the hell out me.”
 
   “But I am.”
 
   “Yes, you are baby. Yes, you are. Let’s go a few more rounds.” He smacked my ass, and we gave each other pleasure all night.
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   After Chase and Spring went upstairs, Hitta and I stayed up drinking and smoking on the back porch. Hitta was that low-key dude that was always lurking in the distance. He was dark-skinned with a low-cut Caesar; he had sideburns and a goatee. His body was perfect, and the way he licked his lips after he passed me the blunt had me weak. 
 
   “I didn’t know you smoked trees.”
 
   “I do sometimes. I’m more of a hookah person.” I lifted it up and started smoking it. I leaned over to grab my drink and almost fell over.
 
   “Be careful, Ma. You’re about to hurt yourself.” 
 
   “Yea, it’s time for me to go inside.” He helped me up, and I fell on the ground dragging him with me. He landed on top of me, and our lips were almost touching. We both just stared at one another; not knowing what to do next. He had a girl, and Monty was his boy. We both got up off the ground and wiped ourselves off when he pushed me up against the side of the house and engaged in a tongue fight with me. We were feeling all over each other; it was probably all the liquor and weed but neither one of us stopped. 
 
   “Shit B, this is wrong.” He said, kissing on my neck and putting his hands in my jeans. 
 
   “I know. Maybe we should stop.” I was grinding on his fingers that were now inside of me touching my g-spot. His mouth was on my breast sucking the hell out of them.
 
   “Fuck, I’m about to cum, Hitta.” He flickered faster on my clit, and I ruptured all over his hands. He caught me from falling. 
 
   I unbuckled his jeans and stepped out of mine. He was hard and big; I knew I was about to enjoy this ride. I wrapped my legs around him and let him guide me down slow. I came as soon as I hit the bottom. This was the first time I had sex since I had my daughter, and it felt so good.
 
   “B, this pussy is good as hell. No wonder that nigga was going crazy over you.”
 
   “Fuck him.”
 
   “Shit B, you got that wet, wet.” We kissed each other hungrily, as he pumped harder inside me. 
 
   “Hitta, it feels so good.”
 
   “Cum all over this dick.” I had to put my face in his neck to keep from screaming. He sat back on the lounge chair and asked me to ride him.
 
   “Damn, Burgundy, you riding the hell out my dick. Shit, keep going.”
 
   “Same my name again.”
              “Burgundy. Damn B. I’ll say your name all day to keep this feeling you’re giving me. I clenched my pussy muscles together and squeezed his dick. 
 
   “Oh shit, baby girl, I’m about to cum. Fuck, shit…” I jumped off just in time; I had to really stop doing that shit. We were both sitting there breathing hard as hell when reality kicked in of what we just did. 
 
   “This can never happen again, B. I ain’t never did no shit like this to my boy.”
 
   “I know Hitta. We fucked up.” I saw him rub his hand down his face and shake his head.
 
   “You can’t mention this to anyone. Not even your sister.”
 
   “I’m not.” I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. He returned the kiss, and we ended up fucking again in my room that night. He didn’t leave until after four in the morning. I made sure my sister and Chase were asleep, and when I went to open the front door, Monty was standing there getting ready to knock. I shut the door in his face and pushed Hitta out the back. 
 
   “What Monty?” I asked opening the door back. He stepped inside looking high and drunk. I left his ass sitting right there and went to get my daughter. 
 
   “So you just going to fuck that nigga in the house with my daughter?” I froze when he said that.
 
   “What I do in my house is my business, just like what you do in your house is your business. Don’t come over here questioning shit I do when every bitch from the neighborhood and others run through your house.”
 
   “How was he?” I just finished feeding my daughter and changing her diaper. I put her in the crib and went to take a shower. “You going to ignore me?” He stood there watching me. I turned the water off when I finished and saw the two hickeys on my neck.
 
   “Yea, I see them too. Back to the question; how was he?”
 
   “Monty, I will never discuss any sexual encounters I had with another man with you.” I snatched the sheets off my bed to replace them with clean ones.
 
   “Ok. I see we on this tit for tat shit.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” I turned around to face him with my arms folded.
 
   “I fuck Amber, you fuck Hitta.” 
 
   “Ain’t nobody fuck, Hitta. He wouldn’t even do any shit like that to you, and neither would I.”
 
   “Mmm, hmm. That’s your story, and you sticking to it?”
 
   “Monty, why are you here?”
 
   “B, I know I fucked up when I messed with Carolyn, but did you really have to fuck my boy? Carolyn was just someone you were sleeping with, but Hitta, that’s been my boy for a minute.”
 
   “Why do you keep saying I slept with him?” He sat with his hands on his knees. 
 
   “You see, I came back not too long after I left. Chase told me you were here alone, and if I wanted to talk to you, now would be the time. Imagine my surprise when I see my boy’s dick going in and out your pussy. I get the one-time thing, but here it is after four, and he’s just leaving. I know that, because his car was here when I got here, and now it’s not.”
 
   “What do you want me to say Monty? We were both fucked up, I kissed him, and we fucked. Will I ever do it again? No. Do we both regret it? Yea? But all it was, was a fuck. No foreplay nothing. Are you happy? Is that what you needed to hear?” 
 
   “Yea, I think I needed to hear it so I could feel better about fucking his girl tonight.”
 
   “Monty, you didn’t.” He showed me a photo of her sucking his dick and him hitting it from the back.
 
   “Why not? He was fucking my girl.”
 
   “That’s the difference. I’m not your girl. What you did is just as foul, but you over here trying to make me feel bad.” I plopped down on the bed next to him.
 
   “How long did you fuck her?” He shrugged his shoulders. These are the type of questions we would ask one another when we were friends.
 
   “A little over and hour.”
 
   “Did you go down on her?”
 
   “Nah, no woman will ever get that but you.”
 
   “Did you go down on him?”
 
   “No. I feel the same, and I wouldn’t allow him to please me that way either. He asked a few times, but I couldn’t do it.” He shook his head, and I just fell back.
 
   “What have we become?”
 
   “I don’t know, Ma, but I’m tired.”
 
   “Go make sure you locked the door, because I’m not going back down there.” He turned everything off and got in bed with me. He pulled me closer and wrapped his arms around me.
 
   “You’re going to take that abortion pill in the morning. There’s no way in hell you’re having a kid by him.” He whispered in my ear.
 
   “I love you Monty.”
 
   “I love you, too, B.” 
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   Burgundy was gone when I got up this morning but left me a note saying she left me breakfast in the microwave. I let the shower beat down on me as I thought about the shit B and I got going on. These last four months not only had me missing her, but had me thinking about what it would be like to be in a relationship without cheating. I've had tons of bitches, but none of them have me like B. Was it fucked up what her and Hitta did? Yea, but I slept with his girl, too; so I guess we can say we even.
 
   "What up, bro? I didn't expect to see you this morning." Chase sat across from me after he heated his food up. I told him what happened last night, and he couldn't believe Hitta would do no shit like that.
 
   "Man, I can't imagine walking in on Spring fucking someone."
 
   "I know man; it tore me up, but she caught me with Carolyn. I'm sure she felt the same way I'm feeling."
 
   "What's up with Hitta, tho?  Has he called you?"
 
   "Yea, I'm about to go meet up with him now."
 
   "I'm rolling; I do not need you killing him when we're about to get this other nigga."
 
   He and I got in the car and drove over to Hitta’s house. His girl opened the door with a smirk on her face. Chase just shook his head and stepped in behind me. Hitta was outside in his backyard with one of his kids.
 
   "What up Hitta?" He turned around and nodded his head, then told his son to go inside. We sat down at one of the tables, and Hitta sparked up a blunt.
 
   "What's up, Hitta? Why did you want me to come here?" I wanted to see if he was a real nigga and tell me what he did.
 
   "Listen, last night I was drinking and shit over your girl’s house and… Fuck it, to make a long story short, we slept together." I just nodded and took a pull.
 
   "Let me ask you this. You know who she was and I get that y'all were drinking, but what would make you continue? Why didn't you stop yourself?"
 
   "Keeping it one hundred with you; I don't even know. I guess we were both horny and caught up in the moment."
 
   "Caught up in the moment, huh? Well, keeping it one hundred, I fucked your girl last night too."
 
   "I know."
 
   "You know." Chase asked surprised by his answer.
 
   "Yea, you know I got cameras everywhere. I saw the time he got here which was after I slept with B the first time, so I figured he knew. I can't be mad. It is what it is."
 
   "You're ok with that?"
 
   "Nah, Chase I'm not. But Monty is my boy, and I rather he did that than kill me. Do you want to know if it hurt seeing it? Hell yea, but I respect the game. There's always consequences to our actions." I wasn't saying anything, and I could tell he was trying to read me.
 
   "Bro, that was a mistake. You know I would never do no shit like that to any of my MMN brothers. If you want to shoot the fade, that's fine, but it's still not going to change the fact that we slept with each other's chick and are hurting over it."
 
   "You right." I passed the blunt to him.
 
   "B, got some good ass pussy, don't she?" He turned his face up, and that's exactly what I wanted to see.
 
   "Nigga, go ahead with that. I told you it was a mistake, and I'm not about to sit here and compare notes. So we good, or what?"
 
   "We good. Just don't let that shit happen again. Won't be no sampling pussy between us. I don't ever want to talk about this shit, and if you feel like there's something more you're feeling towards her, don't come around. Oh, and don't ever show up to her crib without me."
 
   "I feel the same way." I had to think about what he said, because his girl had some fire between her legs, and she could suck a mean dick. But our main chicks were and will always be off limits.
 
   "Good. Now that, that's all settled, did either one of you sleep with my girl?" We looked at Chase like he was crazy.
 
   "Hell no." We both said at the same time.
 
   "That's lil’ sis."
 
   "I'm just asking since y'all swapping pussy; I want to make sure my girl’s wasn't in it."
 
   "Whatever nigga."
 
   "Hitta your phone keeps ringing." His girl came out passing him the phone, and she stared at me. I shook my head.
 
   "Yo. You trying to fuck this nigga again?" He spazzed out on his girl. She rolled her eyes and went back in the house.
 
   "You told her you knew?" Chase was looking at him like he was crazy.
 
   "Yea, I showed her. She was pissed at me for not being home at that hour and thought I was still cheating with my ex."
 
   "Yo, this shit is crazy. I'm glad I don't have to worry about this."
 
   "It's over and done with now. I'm not trying to think about it." I got up to leave, and Hitta called me back.
 
   "What's up?"
 
   "Look, we boys before anything, and I did some foul shit. Well, we both did. I don't want this to affect us."
 
   "Nah, we good. Trust me, if we weren't, I wouldn't be this close to you. I respect that you were man enough to talk me instead of making me ask. It was only fair I did the same in return as far telling you; even though your perverted ass watched it."
 
   "Hell no, I didn't watch that. I saw you come in; once y'all started kissing and she took her clothes off, I shut that shit off."
 
   "At least that's all you saw. I literally saw you fucking B."
 
   "All right; let's not talk about that anymore. I'm going to pretend it never happened, and I'm sure all four of us feel the same."
 
   "We good. I'll hit you up later when it's time to go out."
 
   "All right. One." Chase and I jumped in my ride and picked the girls up for lunch.
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   Chase
 
    
 
   My boys were definitely on some other shit, sleeping with each other's woman. I know I was doing the same when Spring was with that dude, but he wasn't my boy. I believe everything happens for a reason, and maybe, this was a sign for Monty’s ass to get it together and settle down. That mess happened two months ago, and now, here we are at Spring’s baby shower, and all of them are in the same room.
 
   "Don't worry baby. I know how evil my sister can be, but she loves Monty. What happened with her and Hitta will never happen again."
 
   "I hope not. Neither one of those niggas are punks, and I was sure they were going to go blow for blow that night."
 
   "Why didn't they?"
 
   "Hitta stepped up and told him what happened. I guess Monty couldn't do shit but respect it." She shook her head and went back in the hall with the guests.
 
   "Monty, I want to say I'm sorry about getting you involved with me and Hitta. I should've never slept with you." I heard Hitta’s girl behind me.
 
   "It's cool. I don't want to talk about it though."
 
   "You're telling me you didn't feel anything after that night?"
 
   "Nope. Listen, I don't feel comfortable talking about that and my boy outside. If you caught feelings over that, you need to get passed them. Hitta will always be my boy and what happened is over and done with."
 
   "Fuck you, Monty."
 
   "Nah, I'm good. Been there, done that." She stormed out the back.
 
   "Yo, she on some other shit."
 
   "Hell yea, she is. I know what I did was foul, but I definitely won't do it again; that's his main chick. You know we don't even roll like that."
 
   My son got a lot of stuff, and now, I was sitting here trying to put this stupid ass crib together.
 
   "You having problems, baby?" She sat next to me and attempted to help. After two hours, we got it set up and put away the rest of the things we got for the baby. I started telling her about Hitta’s girl, and she told me she caught him staring at B a few times.
 
   "I hope for everyone's sake nothing goes any further."
 
   "Me, too."
 
   I watched Spring sleep and started thinking about how after everything that we’d been through we still found our way back to each other. She was my dream woman, and I planned on proposing to her soon. I just wanted to make sure our relationship was stable, and so far, it has been. 
 
    
 
   Burgundy
 
    
 
   The night Hitta and I slept together was a mistake, and we both knew we couldn't take it any further, but when his girl sent me a text telling me her and Monty were still sleeping together, I said fuck it. I called Hitta up to my office and told him about it. We were both hurt, because we apologized and stayed away from each other, but those two broke the agreement and continued.
 
   "So they're still fucking, huh?" He shook his head in my office.
 
   "Well, according to your girl, they are. I'm not sure why she felt the need to tell me. She sent me the text to tell me, and of course, I didn't believe her until she sent me a picture of him in the hotel they were out in an outfit I saw him in recently."
 
   "Dam. I thought we moved past it. I guess they really wanted to sleep with each other." I could see the hurt on his face, and I'm sure he saw mine.
 
   "Don't cry, B. Neither one of them deserve our tears." He wiped the tears, and his touch sent a chill down my spine.
 
   "I know Hitta. The crazy part is he isn't even my man."
 
   "Yea, I never understood why you two never made it official." He rubbed his hand down my face.
 
   "Neither one of us were ready, so we stayed friends, but I still love him. I'm starting to feel like he doesn't deserve me." 
 
   “Monty is my boy and has been for years, and I won’t kick his back in because of the shit him and my soon-to-be ex are doing, but know this, you are definitely a woman I would never feel the need to cheat on, and that I would want in my corner.”
 
   “Didn’t you cheat on your girl?”
 
   “Yea, after she cheated first. See, my girl is the type that, if you make her mad, she’ll go out and fuck someone instead of talking about it. The first time she did it, we argued over something as dumb as the garbage not being taken out. I’ve come to believe that she was never girlfriend material, but I only kept her around because she has my two sons.”
 
   “Well, maybe you need to find you another woman.”
 
   “I did. But she’s already taken, and I can’t do my boy like that, even though he don’t give a shit about me and mine.” He kissed my lips and walked out. I fell back in my chair and sent Monty a text telling me to meet me at the house around nine. I made sure the baby was asleep and I got myself ready for the argument that was about to take place.
 
   “What up B?” He came in jolly as ever. 
 
   “Don’t take anything off, because you won’t be staying long.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
   “Monty, do you love me?”
 
   “Of course I do. Why would you ask me some crazy shit like that?”
 
   “If you love me, why can’t you be with just me?”
 
                 “B, I thought we went over this and decided when we were both ready it would happen. Until then, we would stay friends and just do us.”
 
                 “You’re right, but what you didn’t tell me was that, after you slept with Hitta’s girl, you would continue, even though we all agreed that it happened once, and that was it.”
 
                 “What are you talking about? I’m not sleeping with her.” I showed him all the screenshot text messages she sent, along with the photos. He put his head down.
 
                 “Monty, I really do love you, and I’m in love with you, but that’s not enough for you. It’s like, the more I try, the more you back up. I’m not saying you don’t have love for me. I did birth your daughter, but you don’t respect me.”
 
                 “That’s bullshit, and you know it.”
 
                 “Then tell me why you’re still sleeping with her.” He put his head down again. 
 
   “Don’t you dare tell me that?” 
 
                 “B, it was an accident, and I slipped up. She doesn’t know if it’s his or mine.” I started throwing shit at him.
 
                 “Get off me.” He let me go, and I threw my phone at him. I didn’t care if it broke.
 
                 “You made me take the abortion pill to be certain I wouldn’t have a baby by him which was fine. I didn’t want any kids with another man, but then, you fucking her with no condom and shooting your babies inside her like you want her to have a kid with you. Correct me if I’m wrong, but she’s still with him, right” He nodded his head yes.
 
                 “Get the fuck out.”
 
                 “I’m not leaving.”
 
                 “Monty, get the fuck out. I’m not playing.” I wiped the tears that were falling with the back of my hand.
 
                 “What? You and Hitta about to fuck now?” I nodded my head back and forth laughing.
 
                 “You know, the sad part about all of this is that he and I both knew what we did was wrong and never spoke of it again. Yea, we may have smiled at each other or said hello, but that’s as far as it went. I called him to the office and told him, and he never said one bad thing about you.”
 
                 “He’s not supposed to.”
 
                 “No he’s not, but you’re not supposed to finish fucking his main chick. And to think that, after he found out about you two again, he still didn’t try anything with me. He said, and his exact words were, “Monty, is my boy, and even though it’s fucked up what he’s doing, I can never do him like that. Now that’s a real friend. You ain’t shit.”
 
                 “So, go fuck him a few more times, make the shit even, and come back. Hell, if y’all want to have a kid, go ahead, but you’re still going to be with me.”
 
                 “Listen, to yourself Monty. You want me to go out and be deceiving and conniving to make yourself feel better about what you’re doing. I’m not a ho, nor do I feel it’s appropriate for me to sleep with your friend again. He’s not with it, and neither am I. Believe it or not, we respected what we had with you as far as you being his boy and me being your whatever. But you are so fucking selfish that you still continued fucking her, and raw. Monty, you don’t give a fuck about anybody but yourself. You can say it’s not true to yourself, but you know everything I’m saying is. I can’t live like this with you anymore.”
 
   “What are you trying to say B? Because I’m not hearing you leaving me so get that out your head.”
 
   “This running back and forth with you is draining me. It’s over; just let me be.”
 
   “Nah, I’m not trying to hear that.”
 
   “Monty, please. You don’t have to worry about me questioning you or even discussing your business with me. Just be here for Maddy and any other kids you have scattered around.”
 
   “Fuck you B.” He grabbed his shit and sped out the driveway. 
 
   “I finally did it.” I made the call to Hitta.
 
   “How did he take it?” 
 
   “Not good.”
 
   “Now, you can move on with your life and find someone to make you happy.”
 
   “Yea, but I’m going to need to leave the state to do that.”
 
   “Nah, don’t do that. Then, I won’t be able to see you and get our smoke on.”
 
   “I know. What are you going to do?”
 
   “Well first, I’m about to do the same thing you did with this chick. Then, I think I’m going to lay low for a while and take a much-needed vacation.”
 
   “Good for you, Hitta.”
 
   “You know the invitation is open for you and Madison.”
 
   “I know, but with my sister’s about to have her baby, and I don’t want to be far. Plus, you already know what would happen.”
 
   “Who said that I didn’t want that to happen?”
 
   “Boy, cut it out and handle your business. I’ll be here if you need to vent afterwards.”
 
   “You got it B. I’ll hit you up later.” 
 
   Why in the hell couldn’t I have ended up with him or any other good man? An asshole was placed in front of me, and it was fun at first, but I have a daughter now. I don’t want her growing up thinking the shit her dad is doing to me is ok. I would think he’d want the same, but I guess not.” 
 
    
 
   Monty
 
    
 
   I’m not trying to hear that shit B talking. I know she wants to go back to fuck my boy but that ain’t happening either. Hitta’s girl told me she saw a text message but never told me what it said. The shit pissed me off, and I met her up at a hotel and fucked the shit out of her. Who knew her childish ass took pictures and started sending screen shots of our conversations? I got to Hitta’s house, parked behind him, and walked to the door. I could hear a bunch of arguing.
 
   “Wait. You’re telling me you fucked my boy raw, and you don’t know if you’re pregnant by me or him?”
 
   “Why the fuck do you care? You still sleeping with his girl; I saw the messages.” I stood there waiting for his answer.
 
   “What? These messages.”
 
   “Yup. Those.”
 
   “You dumb ass fuck yo. If you look, Monty’s girls number is under Burgundy. This B has a picture to her number. Yea, her name was Barbara, and that’s who I’ve been fucking with for the past year. Yes, what Burgundy and me did was wrong, but neither one of us pursued one another after that. She’s in love with that man, and you sleeping around with him on some revenge shit when you had the wrong woman.”
 
   I felt bad, because I knew exactly who Barbara was, and they had messing around for a while. 
 
   “Yo, Sharon this shit is over. Every time I turn around, you in bed with the next nigga. What you and him need to do is get checked since y’all both bed-hopping.”
 
   “You’re not leaving.” Was all I heard, and then, a gun went off. I kicked the door in and she was standing over Hitta’s body with the gun in her hand.
 
   “What did you do? Call 911.” I yelled, and her ass didn’t move. I had to make the call myself. 
 
   “Take care of my kids man.”
 
   “You’ll be fine. Don’t talk like that.”
 
   “Get me something to put pressure on him.”
 
   “I’m serious.”
 
   “Is he going to die?” I heard one of his sons ask as they stood over my shoulder looking down.
 
   “Nah, he’s good man. Go sit over there with mommy.” I took the gun and put it under the couch. The EMT’s got him to the hospital in record time. 
 
   “Get to the hospital. Hitta got shot.” I yelled in the phone to Chase. We stayed at the hospital all night waiting to hear something. The doctor told us he was shot in the chest, close to his heart, and that he was in ICU. I saw Barbara walking in crying holding a baby girl that looked just like his boys. Barbara was a white woman in a black woman’s body. She had red hair, piercings in her eyebrow, and all up her ear. Her body was banging, and she had an attitude problem, but she loved the hell out of my boy. I had to figure out his code to get her number to call, which was his birthday.
 
   “What the fuck you doing up here?” She snapped as soon as she saw me.
 
   “What the fuck you mean? Why wouldn’t I be?”
 
   “Boy please. Hitta told me about the mistake he made and how you kept doing it. I told him to stop fucking with you, because you’re a selfish ass nigga, but he said you was his boy.” That’s the second time someone called me selfish; it got me thinking that maybe I am. 
 
   “Barbara, I’m not about to go there with you.”
 
   “Hi, Chase. You must be Spring.”
 
   “Hey Barbara.”
 
   “Yes, I’m Spring. Is that Hitta’s daughter?” I saw Andrea lift her head up and walk in our direction. 
 
   “Yes. She looks just like him, doesn’t she?”
 
   “Yes. Can I hold her?” She passed the baby to Spring, and Andrea swung on her. Chase and I ran over to break it up but not before Barbara gave her a good ass whooping.
 
   “Yo, my boy up there in ICU, and y’all out here fighting.”
 
   “Your boy? Was he your boy when you were fucking me?”
 
   “Bitch that will always be my boy. You’re just an easy fuck that anyone with a dick can have.” I was standing in her face yelling.
 
   “Which one of you is Barbara?”
 
   “I am.”
 
   “Hi, I’m Nurse Williams, and he’s awake asking for you.” Sharon had this dumb ass look on her face. Ten minutes later, Barbara came out with tears running down her face and reached for the baby.
 
   “Are you ok?” Spring asked rubbing her back. 
 
   “Yes. Hitta wants to see his daughter, and the nurses said it was ok for a few minutes.
 
   “Is that why you’re crying?”
 
   “No. When I got to the back, he gave me a kiss and asked me to get his jeans. He made me look in the pocket and I pulled this out. He proposed to me, and I said yes.” The size of the rock had to be over five karats. 
 
   “Oh my, God. Congratulations. I’m happy for you. We have to exchange numbers now that you’re engaged.” Spring was rubbing that shit in Andrea’s face. She didn’t care for her since her sister told her we were still sleeping around. She left her two boys standing there and stormed out the hospital.
 
   “Yo, how are you going to leave your kids and their father is laid up?”
 
   “He wants to get married to that bitch, then they can take care of those kids together.”
 
   “What the hell is wrong with you? Those boys need their mother. You need to get out of your feelings and go get them.”
 
   “No, I don’t want any kids. I never did. Monty, I’m not girlfriend material. I love fucking different men; the kids and Hitta were holding me back from doing what I wanted.”
 
   “You selfish as hell for that.”
 
   “Selfish, said the nigga fucking his best friend’s girl. You had a good woman at home like I had a good man. The difference is Hitta was in love with the idea of getting out the game, getting married, and having a bunch of kids. From what I hear, your woman only wanted you, but you wanted everyone else, so nigga don’t call me selfish when we’re in the same boat.” She chucked the deuces up and left the hospital.
 
    
 
   Hitta
 
   Yea, no one heard from me the entire time, and that’s how I liked it. I didn’t allow too many people in my business, but now, I’m caught up in this love triangle between my boy, his girl, and my ex. I was happy to see Barbara when she walked in, and even more when she accepted my proposal. She stole my heart a long time ago and she had my daughter. I couldn’t leave Andrea, because she always threatened to take my kids if I did. I was ecstatic when Spring told me she left the kids. 
 
   I was still pissed off with Monty for the shit he was still doing, but then, I owed him my life, because I wouldn’t be here if he wasn’t there. I been out the hospital for two weeks now and was staying with Barbara, my daughter, and my two sons. That scandalous bitch up and left them. I was thankful my fiancé took them in without me asking. 
 
   I met Barbara a year ago in the club. She was sitting with another woman, and they had just gotten off work and stopped in for drinks. I usually never went to the bar that early, but I was meeting someone there. She had on a red pencil skirt, a black blouse, and some black red bottoms. I figured she had money, because not all women could afford those type of shoes. I sent her a drink over, and she returned the gesture.
 
   “Thanks for the drink.” I heard in my ear as I was getting ready to walk out.
 
   “It’s all good, Ma. Matter of fact, here. This is for the rest of her night.” She handed the money back and told me my money wasn’t needed. She and I exchanged numbers, and I found out she was an investment banker and worked in New York four days a week. At first, she wasn’t feeling me because she didn’t want a thug ass dude that would be back and forth to jail.
 
   Two months later, after a few dinner and movie dates, we finally had sex, and she was hooked ever since. Don’t get me wrong, she had a nigga stuck off her sex game too, but Andrea was the reason we didn’t go further. This woman would cook for me, give me back rubs and do anything else I asked. It was like she and I were made for each other. I explained to her what happened between me and Monty’s girl, and she said she understood but to make sure it didn’t happen again. I probably would’ve pursued Burgundy more once I found out what he was doing, but I loved Barbara, and she was still in love with Monty.
 
   “Hey baby; the kids are asleep. I’m about to jump in the shower, you good?” I told her yes and flipped through the channels. 
 
   “I have something for you.”
 
   “Oh, yea. What do you have for me?” I ran my hands down her back and found her spot in the middle. 
 
   “This.” And she slid down on my man.
 
   “Shitttttt.” She rode me until we both came. Yea, B had some good pussy, but Barbara had some shit that even if I was to fuck with B, I would still come back to her. 
 
   “Let me taste that.” I licked my lips and gave her multiple orgasms until she tapped out.
 
   “I love you Barbara.”
 
   “I love you to Hitta. Now, I need some more dick.” We went at it until the pain kicked in, and I couldn’t take anymore. 
 
    
 
   Spring
 
    
 
   I was lying in with Chase Jr., who we nicknamed C.J. when his father came in and stole him from me. He was two months old now and spoiled as hell. I went back to work last week, so we hired another nanny to take care of my son and niece. B seemed to be a little depressed now that she was finally through with Monty, who had been to the house every day and night since Hitta got shot. He would leave with Chase to handle business and come right back home with him. I think he was trying to prove to my sister he was doing what he had to, to get her back.
 
   It was pretty funny if you ask me; he would come in the house, and she would go straight upstairs leaving him with us. He would try and sneak in her room at night, and you could hear her yelling to get out, and when he wouldn’t, she would kick Chase out my room and stay with me. He was not giving B up without a fight. He sent her flowers to the office every day and made sure to send her a text saying he loved her and was sorry. She may not say it, but I think he was getting to her, because last night he went to her room, and she didn’t kick him out. 
 
   “Um, what was Monty doing in your room last night?”
 
   “Ugh, he’s driving me crazy. I asked him to keep an eye on Maddy, so I could take a shower, and when I came out, he acted like he was sleep and wouldn’t get up. I’m done arguing with him. Why the hell doesn’t he take his ass home?”
 
   “I think it’s because he wants to be with you and only you. Can’t you tell, shit? He’s out with Chase in the morning and is right behind him when they get back.”
 
   “Too little, too late.”
 
   “Girl, cut the shit. You know damn well you miss his ass.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter if I did or not; he doesn’t deserve me.”
 
   “You’re right B. Let me talk to you for a minute.” Monty was standing at my bedroom door. She rolled her eyes and left the room with him.
 
   I got up and went to find my man and my son. He was feeding him in the living room with some kid show on. 
 
   “You still think he’s paying attention, huh?”
 
   “Yup. You know they say kids can hear, and they pick up shit quick.”
 
   “Yea baby, but he’s only two months old.”
 
   “Never too early to learn.”
 
   “You’re a mess, but I love you.” 
 
   I left for work around nine, and B said she would be there later, because Madison had a doctor’s appointment this morning. I hit the alarm on my truck and took the elevator up to my office. I sat down checking my phone messages and emails.
 
   “Is that my baby?” Was the last thing I heard before I was hit over the head with something? 
 
    
 
   Chase
 
    
 
   Spring left for work this morning, and I stayed home with my son. I had a few errands to run so I had the nanny keep an eye on him until I got back. I sent B a message reminding her that she was keeping C.J for the weekend. I made plans for us to fly out to Miami for the weekend. I know Spring is going to have a fit, because it was her first time away from the baby, but we needed it, and I think those two needed time to themselves to work their problems out too.
 
   I picked the tickets up yesterday and made sure I switched money into my dummy account. My girl had expensive taste, and I had to make sure I had funds in there, then I checked for my Black Card. I didn’t mind spending money on her, because she was going to be my wife and whatever she wanted she got. 
 
   “What it do bro?” I heard a familiar voice behind me that I hadn’t heard in a while.
 
   “Javon? Where the hell you been?” We gave each other a half of hug. 
 
   “Just chilling. You know same ole, same ole.”
 
   “I hear ya.”
 
   “What’s up with you?”
 
   “Not much. Spring and I had a baby. I’m thinking about wifing her.”
 
   “Oh shit, my nigga. You’re about to jump the broom? I heard you had a baby though.”
 
   “It looks that way.” I noticed him glancing at his phone multiple times like he was waiting on someone to call him.
 
   “What’s up Javon? You good?”
 
   “Yea, why you ask that?”
 
   “Because you keep checking your phone and surroundings. You got beef?”
 
   “Nah, I was waiting for my cousin. He came down to help me with something.”
 
   “Oh, that’s what’s up? Hit me up later. Maybe we can get a drink.”
 
   “That’s what’s up.” 
 
   He gave me a pound and headed in the opposite direction. I grabbed one of those red baskets from in front of the store and grabbed some formula, diapers, and wipes for my son. I wanted to make sure he was stocked up so B didn’t have to worry about it. I got to the house and sent Spring a text over an hour ago asking her what she wanted for dinner, because I wanted to order out, but she never text me back. 
 
   “Yo, come get your son. He smell like shit, and the only shit I’m cleaning is my daughters.” Monty handed him to me. 
 
   “I hope he hasn’t been like this long.”
 
   “Nah, he just started going. I would’ve changed him if you weren’t here in an hour.”
 
   “A hour nigga. You would let him sit in it for an hour?”
 
   “Shut your ass up. You know I’m just fucking with you. But now that you’re here, I’m not changing him.”
 
   “Where’s B and Spring?” I looked at my clock, and it was after seven. Spring was always home at five. 
 
   “B is upstairs giving Madison a bath. I don’t know where Spring is. Now that you mention it, I didn’t see her car outside.” I sent Spring another text and waited a few minutes before I called her phone that went straight to voicemail.
 
   “B, please tell me Spring is at the office, and she’s just running late.” She had a confused look on her face.
 
   “What do you mean? I haven’t seen her all day. I thought she was with you.”
 
   “What do you mean you haven’t seen her all day? She should’ve been at work when you got there.”
 
   “You’re right, but I didn’t get there until after eleven, and her door was closed. I figured you picked her up and took her out.” I handed the baby to her and jumped in my car. I had to run back in the house.
 
   “B, give me the keys to your office.”
 
   “What’s going on?”
 
   “Something happened to Spring.”
 
   “Where is she?”
 
   “I don’t know. I haven’t heard from her all day. I need to check her office.”
 
   “I’m coming.” She said. We jumped in the car, and I sped to their office. Spring’s car was still in the parking lot at the office. I took two steps at a time to their fifth-floor office. Fuck waiting on the elevator. 
 
   “Spring. Are you here?” I tried opening her door, and it was something in front of it to keep it from opening. 
 
   “Monty, come help me push this open.” We both used our shoulders and pushed it open. B vomited at the sight.
 
   “Who would do this to her.” She and I ran over to her while Monty checked the rest of her office. I picked her up and ran down the steps with her fast as I could without falling. 
 
   “Chase is that you?”
 
   “It’s me baby. You’re safe. Who did this to you?”
 
   “Spring can you hear me?”
 
   She passed back out before she could answer. They rushed her in the back, and Monty passed me some piece of paper.
 
    
 
   “I told you if I gave you this dick, you would keep your mouth quiet. Well, here’s that dick I promised you.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Text Shan to 22828 to stay up to date with new releases, sneak peeks, contest, and more…
 
   Or sign up Here
 
   Check your spam if you don’t receive an email thanking you for signing up.
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