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      “I love what you be out here doing with these boys, man. Growing up in these Miami projects, this park right here is much needed for a lot of them. They can think of it as an escape from all the fucked-up problems they have to endure at home. They don’t get to see all the good shit life has to offer because when they open their eyes every morning, the only type of shit they get to see is the dope boys hanging out at the buildings, serving the fiends, they see prostitutes rolling in after working their graveyard shift, and it’s no telling how many dead bodies these lil niggas done saw too. When you surrounded by all that bad shit, it’s only a matter of time before you become a product of your environment.

      “I know that because look how I was years ago. I watched my daddy hustle for years, so I eventually wanted to do the same thing. He had the nicest rides, the flyest clothes, so a lil nigga like me, being raised in the projects, damn right I wanted what he had. Ain’t nobody ever came and talked about going to college and shit. I mean, my mama tried to jump down my back, but at that point, the shit was already too late because I already knew what I wanted to do with my life,” I vented to my dad’s brother, my uncle Malcom.

      I had popped up on him tonight in the hood at his park, so I could watch his practice. It was Friday night, and my uncle had been trying to get me to come down there and watch his practice for the longest, but I kept putting it off because a nigga just be having so much shit on my plate. Tonight, we weren’t doing shit at the house. Normani and Khari were in Khari’s room playing dress up, and I was down in the den, watching a movie, so it was the perfect time for me to check out the program that my uncle had been running for the past few years. Practice had let out at least an hour ago, the sun had gone down because it was pretty late out, and the only things shining down on us were the few streetlights.

      “I got to. I got to show these kids that with them having a talent, they can move they mamas, their grandmas, their aunties, or whoever the fuck is raising them from out of the hood. Even if running track isn’t what they want to do in the long run, at least it’ll be some shit that can keep them out of trouble for now and keep them healthy for the time being. A lot of these kids so motha fuckin’ brainwashed that it’s fuckin’ crazy. I had a lil nigga come out here today and tell me that he ain’t want to run track because the shit not gonna make him no money. I asked him what he wanted to do, and he told me he wanted to move dope.

      “Our young, black boys, they feel like moving dope is the only option they got when they from the projects. That, being a rapper or playing ball. Do these lil’ niggas not know that they have fuckin’ brains too and that they can be doing something else with their lives? I preach and preach that shit to them daily, and although I’ll probably be singing that shit until I’m blue in the face, I know that a lot of them will still do what the fuck they want to do anyway. In the end, though, I know that I did my part, and it’ll be strictly up to them whether they want to take heed,” my uncle Malcom told me.

      There was a blunt in my hand, and I took a long pull from it as I thought about the things he had just spoken on.

      “When you begin to have kids, I swear you see shit so differently. When I was young, I used to swear that I was going to be the biggest hustler that ever came out of Miami. I talked about how I would pass the drug business down to my sons because, eventually, I would want out of this shit, but at the same time, I never wanted my legacy to die. I look at Lil’ Bill, and I ain’t never in my life put hands on that little boy, but on everything I love, I’ll break his fuckin’ neck if I even think he got some shit on his mind about pushing some weight.

      “I bust my ass every day, so my kids ain’t gotta do the same shit that I was doing. In anything that they do, I want them to be better than me, whether it be school, life, shit, whatever, just be better. Billion wants to play professional football when he gets older, but I be on top of him, telling him to have a plan B because anything can happen, and it can shatter his dreams in a second,” I let my uncle know.

      I think it was the weed in my system that had me getting into this deep talk with my uncle. When I got out there, I was clowning his ass because I saw him get smoked in a race by a thirteen-year-old boy. Now, there we were, sitting on the benches, in a deep ass conversation.

      My phone was in my lap, and I had looked down about three times, reading the text messages that had popped up from Normani, giving a nigga some shit to bring back to the house from Walmart. I swear, I didn’t see how shorty wasn’t bigger than what she was because all her pregnancy cravings came out at night. She’d be up at midnight, and all I would hear was fuckin’ chewing. Last night, she came to bed with a bowl filled with strawberries and had many toppings on it from syrup, whipped cream, and cherry nut ice cream. I can’t even lie, I tasted it, and that shit was good. I guess she had no more strawberries left or any whipped cream, so she was sending me on an errand to get that for her along with whatever else was on that fuckin’ list.

      Normani would be three months pregnant next month, and she had just gotten to a point where I could finally say she had a little pudge in her stomach. Her birthday was next week, and I was still trying to figure out what the fuck I was going to do for her. She told me straight up that she didn’t want a party and not to spend a bunch of money on her (but I was still going to), and she told me she didn’t want to go on a vacation. I was sure what happened in Mexico had her saying that.

      Normani wasn’t as scared as she was before, but she was still going through it. If she came home at night, it was mandatory that I met her outside, and she brings it up at least once a week. She had every right to still be shaken up over that shit happening to her, but I ain’t want my wife living in fear for the rest of her life. So, yeah, that was something we were still trying to work on.

      Then, she was dealing with the backlash from her father. Normani had expressed on a few occasions that she just wanted things to go back to normal between her and her father. Truth be told, I didn’t think that shit between her and her father would ever get back to normal because as long as I was in the picture, he would feel threatened by my very existence. I swear, if he wasn’t my wife’s daddy, I would have been beat the fuck out of his old ass.

      “I hear you, man. You’re an amazing father to those kids. I’ve always told you that,” Uncle Malcom said as he reached out and gave me a pound.

      “Let me get the fuck out of here, though. It’s fuckin’ hours, and one of my dimes keep texting, trying to see where the fuck I’m at,” he said.

      I laughed, shaking my head because our roles were should have been different. He was older, and I was the younger. Malcom should be the one with a pregnant wife at home and a few kids of his own, and I was supposed to be the single bachelor without a care in the world.

      “Betta leave them hoes alone, man,” I said.

      “Yeah, right! Leave the hoes alone and have my wife texting me with her fuckin’ grocery list of shit to pick up, like what yours is doing to you right now? I’ll pass, lil’ nigga,” he joked.

      “You ain’t never been in love, so you wouldn’t understand. When you go fuck them hoes tonight, if you ain’t already got some condoms, you’ll have to stop and pick you up some, which is going to set you back another five minutes or so. When I go home tonight, I fuck my wife. I ain’t got to worry about strapping up because, for one, she already knocked, up and two, I know that her and that pussy is disease free. When the last time you sent them hoes to get a pap smear? Keep judging us married niggas all you want to. At least I ain’t gotta worry about having bumps on my dick. My dick goes in and out of one pussy, and one pussy only,” I said, talking my shit.

      All he could do was laugh because he knew I was right. No single nigga could say shit that would make me feel like I was missing out on something by not living a bachelor's life. My married life topped that in many ways. I been fuckin’ since I was a little nigga, so I had already lived that life of being in and out of different pussy. I already knew how it felt to fuck on somebody today and then somebody else tomorrow.

      What nobody liked to talk about when it came to fuckin’ around is that these bitches are suspect as fuck, and they be coming up with all types of plans to get your ass robbed and killed. I remember the night of my welcome home party when I took two bitches back to the hotel with me. I stripped them bitches of everything, down to their fuckin’ contacts, because I couldn’t trust a soul. If I had to do all that, just to get some pussy, then nah, I’d rather find a wife. My wife couldn’t rob me because what was mine was hers time two! I spoke that shit to my uncle all the time about him needing to be careful with these bitches, but he was older, and he would do what he wanted regardless.

      “I’m heading out. You staying?” he asked as he pulled his keys out of his joggers.

      “Go ahead. I’m about to finish this joint, and then I’ll leave,” I said.

      We dapped it up, and then he left. I watched as he went to the parking lot, jumped in his car, and sped off. Now, it was just me in the park. I wanted to be left alone for plenty of reasons. Truth is, I had a lot of shit on my mind, but the main thing that had been eating at me these days was the fact that I didn’t think Denim would fight this shit. It had been damn near three months, and shorty wasn’t showing any improvement.

      At first, she would squeeze a nigga’s hand. She would do the same thing with Khari and Rylo, her other daughter. They would get so happy when their mama did that. I swear that shit would light up their fuckin’ worlds. She hardly did any of that anymore. Her stomach was growing because of the baby, but as far as Denim, she just wasn’t showing any signs of improvement. My daughter asked me just about every day if I still thought her mama would wake up from her coma. Although I told her yes, I just didn’t know anymore. I wasn’t prepared to tell my daughter no fucked up news like that.

      The crazy thing about all this shit is that when Denim told me the truth about who Khari belonged to, I was so fuckin’ mad at her that I didn’t give a fuck what happened to her ass. Now look, I actually gave a fuck whether shorty lived or died.

      My thoughts were cut short when my phone buzzed in my lap. I looked down, and of course, it was Normani calling on Facetime. I slid the bar over on the phone, so I could answer, and once I did, I blew a cloud of smoke into the phone.

      “Why didn’t you text me back?” she asked, getting right to the point.

      Normani was back in our room, and from her surroundings, I could see that she was sitting on my side of the bed. Her long hair was in a ponytail, and she was in one of my wife beaters. Since she was sitting down, I couldn’t see her bottoms. Normani’s gray eyes sternly watched me as she waited for me to answer her question.

      “Because I was going to lie and say that I didn’t get it,” I truthfully told her as I blew more smoke into the phone. A nigga was dog tired, and going to the store, picking out crazy pregnancy craving foods for my wife was the last thing I wanted to do at that moment.

      “I can always go and get it myself. Your uncle isn’t even out there with you anymore, so why are you still there? It’s late. Come home,” she said.

      This woman didn’t want me out of her sight. I couldn’t talk, though, because I got annoyed when she got out of bed to take a piss. I wanted her on my hip at all times.

      “It’s after ten, shorty. You better not walk yo’ ass out that motha fuckin’ door. Ima go and get your shit,” I said.

      “Why are you there by yourself? What’s wrong with you?” she pressed.

      “Shorty, I’m straight. My uncle literally just left. I’m finishing off the blunt, so I won’t have to smoke in the car. Where’s Khari?” I asked, changing the subject.

      “She’s in her room, sleeping. We’ll talk when you get home because I know that something is bothering you, Billionaire. You are smoking more than you ever have since I met you. Please be safe, and I love you. You don’t have to get me the stuff from the store. Just come home,” she said.

      “I’m still going to get it. I love you too,” I said and then hung up.

      I ain’t want to tell Normani that a nigga was stressed about the possibility that my baby mama may not wake up from this shit. It was really me worrying for Khari, though, because I knew how this shit would hurt her. Normani and I had just gotten married, plus she was pregnant. I knew how emotional a pregnant woman could be, and I wasn’t trying to start no shit, so I would just put my feelings on the back burner.

      I stood up from the bleachers after I finished my blunt and pulled up my sagging sweats. The second I turned around, a lil nigga was standing there with a lil ass pistol pointed my way. I don’t know if I was distracted by the phone call I was having with Normani, but I didn’t even hear the lil nigga when he made his way over there. Usually, I was aware of the shit happening around me, but I had to admit that I’d been caught slipping this time. Well, in this case, I would have been caught slipping if this was a real killer who had approached me.

      This pussy ass nigga was standing there, hands shaking, so the gun was shaking. If he was a real killer, the second I turned around, he would have put a hole in my chest. Even a fuck nigga would have shot me while my back was turned, but he ain’t even do that. I could see it in his eyes that he was scared to do this shit. The whole time, I was trying to figure out if I knew this nigga from somewhere, but his face was unfamiliar as fuck. I knew I hadn’t fucked his bitch recently because I was only fuckin’ one woman, so what the fuck could this possibly be about?

      “If you’re going to use that motha fucka, you better use it now! Pointing a gun at me is equivalent to shooting me, nigga, so pull the trigger if that’s what you came here to do, my man,” I said, cool, calm, and collected as I made my way down the steps.

      He wasn’t ’bout it because the second I moved, he was supposed to shoot me. If the roles were reversed, that’s what I would have done. Sweat poured from his forehead, and I watched as the gun shook in his heads. The second his eyes got off me was when he fucked up. Before I could even make it to the bottom step, I lunged for his ass, pinning him down on his back, and I tussled to get the gun out of his hands. Once I did...

      “Pow! Pow!”

      “Arrggghhhhh,” he hollered out in pain after I bust two slugs into his kneecaps.

      The second he screamed, I raised my foot and put it right on his neck, adding so much pressure, which instantly shut him up. His hands were waving around as he pointed to his chest, trying to tell me that he couldn’t breathe. Blood seeped through the knees of his light blue jeans, which is where I shot him.

      At that moment, I had to decide whether I wanted to kill this nigga or let him continue to breathe. The thing is, he wasn’t a threat. Lil nigga had snot coming out of his nose and tears falling from his eyes. I was actually fuckin’ offended that somebody like him even thought they had the balls to take me out. Because I was married and doing the whole family thing, did these motha fuckas think I’d turned pussy?

      “Who sent you to do this shit?” I asked.

      The gun was still in my hands and aimed at his temple because I wanted him to think I was about to kill his ass. I needed him to sing like a motha fuckin’ bird right now. Honestly, I thought this nigga had to have run with Reggie or some shit. That fuck nigga was probably mad that I was continuing to raise Khari. Word on the street was that he was looking at a life sentence, so he probably had one of his little niggas come to take me out on his behalf. That shit was fuckin’ crazy because even if this nigga did kill me, Reggie still wouldn’t be able to have a relationship with Khari. I went ahead and removed some of the pressure I had on his chest so he could tell me who sent him.

      “Don’t kill me, man… I got a son… I got a girl at home who needs me,” this bitch ass nigga cried.

      I laughed, like really fuckin’ laughed because I was pissed that he even thought I gave a fuck about his bitch and his child, when a few seconds ago, he didn’t give a fuck about mine.

      “And I don’t? I got two kids, one on the way, plus I got a wife! What makes your situation more important than mine? Five seconds ago, when you had that gun trained on me, you basically said fuck my kids and my wife, so fuck your family too, nigga! Who the fuck sent you? I ain’t asking again, because the next time, I’m going to end your fuckin’ life with this same gun that you tried to take me out with!” I barked.

      “Pastor Davidson… he... he sent me. Listen, man... I don’t... I don’t know what for. He offered me twenty- thousand dollars to take you out, and he... he gave me ten thousand upfront. I needed the money because I’m living in an efficiency with my family. I was going to use the money to get us a nice apartment. I know it was stupid, but I was desperate, and I needed the money,” he said.

      He was crying the whole time he spoke. I’m not even going to lie, when he said that Normani’s father was responsible for this hit, my mouth damn near touched the ground. I just knew Reggie was behind this shit. I had this nigga so pressed that he would stoop this low and try to take me out? Wow! This nigga was really a motha fuckin’ fraud out here. He stood his ass up there on that pulpit, preaching all that shit to people when he was a whole conspiracy ass motha fucka. Not even going to lie, this shit was comical as fuck because he was a Godly man, living a double life.

      “When the next time he’s going to be at the church?” I asked.

      “Tomorrow night for bible study. Please, man!” he cried.

      “Yo, shut the fuck up! Doing all this fuckin’ begging, sounding like a little ass bitch! Next time somebody sends you to do a grown man’s job, you let them know that you a pussy and not a killer. You screaming about yo’ fuckin’ son and yo’ bitch when you sold them out for twenty bands. All yo’ family worth to you is twenty bands? That ain’t shit! One of my wife’s Birkins cost that much. The only reason why I ain’t going to kill you is that you not a threat to me! Trust me, me deciding not to kill you don’t have shit to do with your ol’ lady and your son. They wouldn’t have been the first widow and fatherless child in America. Here, take this little ass gun back and give it back to yo’ granddaddy,” I said and threw the shit at him with enough force on him to break his fuckin’ face.

      I walked away from him, got in my car, and sped off. Normani’s bitch ass daddy wanted to get a nigga’s attention, well he had it now. I would pull up on that nigga tomorrow and pay him a little visit.

      Even with the shit that just happened, I still took my ass to Walmart and got the shit my wife had asked for, although she had texted me again, telling me to just come home and that she didn’t need the items anymore. I was about two minutes away from the house as I thought about whether I would tell Normani the shit that had just gone down. I wasn’t trying to stress her out with this shit, so I probably wouldn’t say shit. If she found out, it would be from her bitch ass daddy, and not from me.

      I pulled the car into the driveway and parked on the side of Normani’s Mercedes. I got out, grabbed the bags of groceries from the backseat, and headed up the driveway. The second I was in the house and walking into the kitchen, I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. I looked up and saw Normani making her way down. I went into the kitchen, set the bags down, and in no time, she joined me. She went over to the refrigerator, posted her back against it, she looked over at me.

      “They ain’t have the brand of whipped cream that you be getting, so I had to get another brand,” I said as I pulled the items out of the bags for her.

      I knew Normani. She was staring me down, trying to figure out what I wasn’t telling her. The way women think, she was more than likely going to figure this shit out all on her own. She looked down at the tan colored Gucci sneakers I was wearing, and I looked too. It ain’t hit me until then that there were little specks of blood on them.

      “Is that blood on your shoes, Billionaire?” she asked, damn near running over to where I was standing.

      Once she was close enough, she pushed me back, so she could really see. Her hands started shaking, her eyes watered, and she screamed. She screamed so fuckin’ loud that I had to pull her ass to me and put my hands over her mouth.

      “Normani, shut the fuck up screaming! Khari is going to wake up, asking fuckin’ questions! Chill the fuck out, and no, I ain’t kill nobody!” I roughly told her in her ear.

      Because my hands were wrapped around her mouth, I felt when one of her tears hit my hand. I could just imagine how she would react once I told her the back story to this shit. This was why I didn’t plan to tell her anything. She would not let the fuck up and just let the situation be, so I knew I would have to talk. I let her mouth go, and she quickly turned around to face me again, eyes going back to my shoes.

      “So... what happened then, Billionaire? What the hell happened?” she asked. This time, she was speaking in a harsh whisper.

      “Call your daddy, Normani, and ask him what happened,” I said as I put the cold items in the refrigerator.

      “Wait, what? That’s his blood? Billionaire, what the hell happened? You’re going to make me lose my damn mind! I’m trying not to freak out, but you are being really standoffish right now with your revelations!”

      “Yo, when I see your daddy, he gotta feel me. I been sparing the fuck out of that man, off the strength of you, but how many times am I supposed to let the fuck nigga try me, and I don’t do shit? A nigga hates me because I treat his daughter good. Imagine that! Meanwhile, he takes his fake holy ass to the front of that church, treat everybody else all good, but look how he do you! I know I told you a couple of months ago to stay away from that nigga, but I mean that shit this time. Go around that nigga, Normani, and me and you going to have some problems! Trust me, I’m the last nigga you want some conflict with,” I let her know.

      “Okay, but baby, what happened? You still aren’t telling me anything,” she said.

      “Your daddy paid a nigga twenty thousand dollars to kill me tonight. Well, ten G’s upfront, and he was supposed to get the last ten G’s, once I was dead.” I told Normani, and her hands went over her mouth.

      She covered her mouth to quiet down the loud outburst of a cry mixed with a scream that she just let out. My wife did exactly what I knew she would do, which is why I didn’t want to tell her. I grabbed her by the back of her head and pulled her into me. Her head went crashing into my chest as she hysterically cried. Knowing her, she had to have been thinking about the fact that I could have died tonight, leaving her and my kids by themselves.

      “Ima handle it,” was all I told her because, shit, I was still mad about this shit my damn self.

      This old ass nigga was playing with me like I was a fuckin’ toy. I would have done this bitch ass nigga so dirty if this shit had happened a few years ago. It’s like, I was trying to change, but the devil was right there on my back, and he was slowly trying to reel a nigga right back in. It was to the point that I had to question if a nigga like me could even change. I was being tested, and it was only a matter of time before I just nut the fuck up, and everyone would have to feel me.

      “Why can’t he just allow us to be happy? All I want to do is be happy,” Normani kept saying.

      It took me at least twenty minutes to calm her down. I knew she was pissed when she didn’t even want to eat the sweets and shit that she had me pick up for her. As far as her daddy went, I couldn’t wait to do a pop up on him tomorrow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I walked through the semi-crowded restaurant and did a quick scan of the place, so I could find my mother. We were meeting today for lunch. I’d texted her first thing this morning and asked if she could meet me there because I wanted to discuss the things my husband shared with me last night. I wanted to know if she was aware of the things that her hateful ass husband was doing! From now on, I wouldn’t even refer to him as my father. I planned to address him by his first name, or I would continue to call him my mother’s husband.

      The things that Billionaire had told me last night had me so disturbed that I didn’t get an ounce of sleep. I tossed and turned all night, and at one point, I’d gotten out of the bed, prepared to take that drive to my parents’ house to confront him, but Billionaire wouldn’t let me leave. I just couldn’t see how he could sleep so easily last night after letting me know that someone had pulled a gun on him and was just seconds away from killing him.

      When the incident happened to me in Mexico, I could hardly sleep that night because it was the only thing I could think about. Closing my eyes for a good night’s rest was literally the last thing I forced myself to do. Billionaire and I came from different walks of life, and he was able to handle things that I couldn’t handle, but he literally came into the house last night like nothing even happened. This man had beaten death, yet he still made his way to Walmart to go grocery shopping for the things I told him to get for me. Is that not weird? Like, really, how the hell is that even okay?

      I wondered if he would have even told me what happened had I never seen the blood on his shoes. Maybe I was tripping, but I couldn’t help but wonder if he was keeping anything else from me these days. I liked to think of my husband as my confidant and my best friend because I knew I could go to him with anything. Someone pulling a gun out on him should have literally been the first thing he told me as soon as he walked through the door.

      Billionaire just hadn’t been the same person in over a week, and I didn’t know what it was. I didn’t know if it was finally hitting him that maybe we were moving too fast or what, but I felt like he was holding back from me. Every time I tried to talk to him about what was going on, he had a way of shrugging it off, as if it wasn’t a big deal. Initially, I thought it had a lot to do with him being stressed about this closing he had coming up in the next few days, but I was starting to think that it was deeper than that.

      Eventually, I found my mother sitting at one booth toward the middle of the restaurant. I let the hostess up front know that I was there to meet someone, and then I made my way toward the table. My mom’s back was facing me, so she didn’t see me when I approached her. I could tell from her body language, though, that something was off with her. After her birthday, I called her that night, just to see if she was okay, and she assured me that she was. It was something about how her husband had disrespected her that night in front of us. His behavior didn’t seem like it was new. It came off like he had a habit of disrespecting my mother, but this time, he just ignored his surroundings and let it come out in front of other people.

      “Hey, Mommy,” I said as I squatted down to give her a hug.

      She leaned in to hug me back and kissed me on my cheek.

      “You look beautiful,” she told me once I took a seat in front of her.

      I smiled at her compliment as I sat on the other side of the table. Although my mother wore a little bit of make-up, I still saw the heavy bags under her eyes. I saw weariness, I saw unhappiness, and I even saw sadness. Instantly, I reached across the table and held her hands in mine. Anyone who knew my mother would say that she was easily one of the nicest persons anyone would ever meet. Tiny like me, but let her get up on a stage and talk about God… I’m telling you her voice would fill up a whole church.

      I had seen my mother minister on many occasions, and she’s brought grown men to their knees with her words. When I was a little girl, my mother would pastor too, but she would only do it on certain occasions, like her birthday month, Mother’s Day, and I remember my father letting her preach for Easter Sunday as well a few times. These days, she really only taught bible study, and sometimes if she was called to do a sermon at another church, she would do it. She was just taking her role as a first lady.

      For many years, I wondered if that role was all my mother wanted to do, but I was scared to ask. My mother could blow when it came to preaching. On top of that, she had a singing voice out of this world. Knowing the type of man my father was these days, I wondered if it was him quieting her down… you know, dimming her light. I sat across from the most beautiful woman to me and tugged on her hands.

      “What’s wrong, Mommy?” I asked, truly concerned about her.

      I could see the hurt in her eyes, and I didn’t even know if I wanted to bring up what I’d planned to come down there and tell her. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt her, especially when it was so obvious that something was causing her great pain. Something just told me that she didn’t know what her husband had done.

      “Just tired, Normani. I am tired. Never mind me, though. What’s going on with you? What did you have to speak to me about this afternoon? I read your message this morning, and I could feel the urgency in your words. I really wanted to pop by your office, but I decided to just wait because I’m sure I could have just been fearing the worst,” she said.

      I tugged on her hands as I released a sigh. Finally, I let her hands go and sat back in my seat.

      “Do you know that your husband paid someone twenty thousand dollars to kill Billionaire? Well, technically, he paid them ten thousand dollars as a deposit, and they were supposed to have gotten the rest of the money once the job was done. Ma, my husband could have been dead last night. What is getting into him? He is getting sicker by the day. He really has some nerve to not like Billionaire, and he keeps referring to him as a thug, but look at the things he’s doing. He’s such an evil person, but he just dresses his evil up in expensive, designer suits, so people will never even know what this man is capable of. Did you know this?” I asked my mom.

      A lone tear fell from her eyes as she looked at me from across the table, shaking her head no. She took a while to answer my question. It was as if she was trying to process everything that I’d just said.

      “That money was withdrawn from the account about three weeks ago. I remember asking him why ten thousand dollars had been removed from the account, and he told me that he was getting ready to have some men come and do some work at the church. I actually believed him and never even questioned him about it. For months, he had been telling me that he wanted to get the church fellowship hall renovated. I thought that money was to cover the renovations. I’m sitting here now and thinking about last week Wednesday when I went into his office after bible study. You remember Saint, right?” my mom asked me.

      “Yeah. The young deacon with all the tattoos, right?” I asked my mom.

      She nodded, letting me know that was the one she was talking about.

      “As I was walking out, Saint was walking in. Bible study was already over for the night, and everyone had gone home, including the rest of the deacons. The whole drive home, I kept questioning myself on what my husband had to talk to Saint about. I could have stood outside the door and ear hustled, but you know the way your father watches those cameras, so he would have seen me. I stayed up all night, just trying to figure out what they could have been talking about. Now that you’re telling me your father paid someone to kill Billionaire, Normani, I can bet you every dollar I have to my name that your father paid Saint to do that. Normani, baby, I am so sorry. I knew nothing about this until now,” she said, using the back of her hands to wipe away the tears falling from her eyes.

      I believed her; I wasn’t even sure why I thought for a second that she could have possibly known anything about this. My mother wasn’t even A hateful person. Since my mother’s birthday, she had been around Billionaire on a few occasions and had often expressed that she loved him for me. This just left her in an awkward situation, and I wondered what she would do.

      “I met with a lawyer yesterday. I’m getting the paperwork started. Your father and I are about to start the process of getting a divorce. Normani, I have hidden the way I felt for years, and it’s finally time to walk away,” she said, shocking me with her words.

      “Years, Ma? I thought this mess just started once Billionaire came into the picture.”

      She quickly shook her head, letting me know that I had it all wrong.

      “No. That’s just when he stopped directing all his negative energy toward someone else and not me. The side of your father that you have seen for the past few months, Normani, I have seen that side of him for years. I hid it from you, your sister, and the church because I never wanted to ruin his image. So many people look up to your father. Young boys come up to him all the time and tell him that he’s the father they wish they had. I think about the way he was a parent to you and Naomi, and although I didn’t agree with a lot of his parenting methods, I followed right along, letting him be the dictator for a lot of things.

      “I wanted us to be a family that gave people something to look up to, and because of that, I stayed, and I took things that I knew wasn’t right for me to put up with. To be honest with you, Normani, I lost your father the moment his father died. I never really got him back after that,” my mom said, exposing things I didn’t even know.

      My grandfather had been dead since I was a kid. You mean to tell me that my mother did all this suffering for years, and she just took it? Wow. I wished I could have heard her cry. I wished I could have heard the things she was nonverbally saying, so I could have helped out. My mind traveled back to a couple of years ago when my mother preached on Ephesians 5:25, where it talked about husbands loving their wives in the same way that Christ loved the church. I remember that sermon verbatim because it’s like her soul was crying as she preached in front of everyone. She seemed to be talking directly to my father.

      My other was crying out in a room filled with so many people, letting us know that all she wanted was for her husband to love her, and I didn’t even catch it. It had gone right over my head. Now that I think about it, that was the last time I had seen my mother preach. I wondered if he had anything to do about that. Something else she said had me raising an eyebrow too.

      “Ma, has he ever put his hands on you?” I asked. I just really wanted to know.

      “Which time?” she responded.

      I heard the hurt that came out when she said that. It felt as if my heart had dropped right in the pit of my stomach. I put my hands over my mouth, unable to believe any of this.

      “I don’t want to sit here, Normani, and taint the image that you have of your father, and—”

      “Ma, the image that I have of him has been tainted for months! He is no saint in my eyes. This man is terrible! Is he the reason you stopped ministering and singing? Ma, you are the best preacher I know! Better than him, and you know it!” I said.

      “He knows it too, which is why he made me stop. It’s a pride thing that men have. Whenever word would get out that I was preaching on a Sunday, the number of people that would fill that sanctuary was ridiculous! You know it would be standing room only, and that’s on both the first level and the second level of the church. The money that the church would bring in during offering would almost double when I preached versus when it was him.

      “I never told you or your sister this, but years ago, when I sang one Sunday, somebody recorded me, and they uploaded the video on YouTube. A few big gospel producers reached out and wanted to sign me. The second I told your father, of course, he shut it down. I know you probably think that I’m crazy, and you may even view me as weak, but for so long, I just wanted to make our marriage work, you know? We’d been through so much together, and I didn’t want to leave after all these years. Your father has always had a soft place in my heart, and I think he abused that because he knew the way my heart worked when it came to him.

      “When his parents died, he would always refer to it as them leaving him. If I divorced him, I didn’t want to be another person who left him, but I’ve allowed this man to beat me down too many times, both physically, emotionally, and even mentally. This is why when I found out about you dating Billionaire, I’ve always supported it, even if he was so much different from you. I had that mindset because I’m married to one of the biggest pastors in Miami, and I get treated like crap by him on a daily. A title doesn’t mean anything because it’s all about how you are being treated. Your father labels Billionaire as a thug, but I can see that thug treats you ten times better than your father has ever treated me,” my mom said.

      I couldn’t help but feel bad. My mother was spilling out her soul to me, and all I could do was listen.

      “What do you plan to do, Ma? I can change the locks at my house, and you can move in there. I’m hardly there anymore,” I told her, and she shook her head.

      “I’ve already begun to look at potential places for me to stay. Honestly, baby, I just want something small and peaceful. I don’t need a whole bunch of extra room because it’ll just be me. I got in contact with a couple of prisons and even some group homes, so I could start ministering there. That was always my plan from the very beginning, but the second I got with your father, I let his controlling ways pretty much talk me out of all my dreams.

      “Believe it or not, I’ve always lived vicariously through both you and your sister. I admire the two of you for standing on your own two feet and doing the things in your life that make you happy. You told me how you wanted to write your books, and you went ahead and did just that. I have dreams too, Normani. Dreams that were stripped away from me because I let a man convince me that his dreams were more important and more realistic,” she spoke.

      We were doing so much talking that we had forgotten to order. Once the waitress came over, we ran down what we wanted, and then she quickly walked away.

      “Are you going to bible study tonight?” I asked.

      “This will be the first time in over thirty years that I haven’t attended a bible study class. I’m over everything that comes with that church. I want to build up my own congregation. I want to actually love the members of my church and not just tolerate them because they give every Sunday for tithes and offering. With these demons that your father keeps having pop out of the dark, trust me, it is only a matter of time before he is the only person left standing. There’s no doubt in my mind that your father is just moments away from losing it all. You cannot keep doing bad things to people and expect good things to continue happening to you,” she voiced.

      I nodded my head at her words, agreeing with everything she said.

      We spent the rest of our time together talking about the baby and her future plans. As much as I would have loved to finish the conversation with my mother, I knew that I needed to get back to work. Summer was slowly approaching, and many kids were getting ready to start summer programs. So you could imagine how busy the office had been with patients needing physicals.

      I would enjoy the craziness that came with being in the office because I only had a few months left before I took my leave. Leave it to my husband to think I was supposed to stop working at twenty weeks pregnant. If I could go to thirty-nine weeks, I would, but Billionaire and I would just have to come to some sort of middle ground.
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      “Just walk in the middle of the church and start pistol-whipping his old ass. That’s what the fuck I would have done,” Monterius talked shit as we got out of the car at Normani’s bitch ass daddy’s church.

      Dru was rolling with us too, and he got out of the backseat. I hit these niggas up this afternoon and let them know what I planned to do, and both these crazy ass fools thought I was doing the funniest shit in the world. They wanted to slide with me as I acted out on my master plan. The thing is, I wasn’t even no petty ass nigga like this, but I was so fuckin’ tired of this nigga playing with me.

      Instead of confronting him on some one on one type of shit, I would do that shit right in front of an audience. He wanted to do his dirty work outside of his church, so it was only right that I confronted him in the same place where he did his dirty shit. That good pastor image that fuck nigga was up there portraying would be gone by tonight. I could have kidnapped the nigga, dragged him back with me, pistol whipped him, and then blown his fuckin’ brains out, but that would take up too much of my energy. I had something else planned for tonight, something that would hit him where it hurts.

      I loved my wife so fuckin’ much that I couldn’t even kill this nigga like I wanted to. Normani was hurt, and she said a lot of things about her father out of anger, but once it was all said and done, I knew she didn’t want me to dead the nigga. I mean, look how she acted last night when she saw the blood on my shoes, and she thought it belonged to her daddy. Killing a big-time pastor in Miami… that just wasn’t a smart move on my part because some of his congregation would be loyal to him no matter what. They would search high and low when it came to an investigation if he were to ever go missing.

      At Normani’s book signing, he kept going on and on about Normani needing to care about what her doctor friends or her church friends would think about her dating me. From that incident, I could tell that perception was everything to him, and because I knew he cared so much about what people said or thought about him, I would fuck with his image.

      “Cursing on church grounds! God should let lightning flash right now and strike yo’ ass!” I said to Monterius, shaking my head.

      “You cursing too! Bruh, you were just smoking weed in the parking lot of the church. If I get struck, you getting struck with me,” he joked.

      “Yeah, let me get away from y’all niggas. I know one thing. Lightning ain’t about to strike me,” Dru called out.

      I laughed at his scary ass while we made our way into the church. I’d always known about this church, but I had never been to it. I was ashamed to admit that I didn’t take my ass to church as often as I should have, but when I went, it was always to my grandmother’s church, which was about a good fifteen minutes away from there.

      We walked inside and stood in the foyer of the church. There were a lot of pictures and stuff hung on the walls, and I smiled as I came across a picture of my wife. It was of her as a little girl. All her family was on the picture with her too. If I had to guess, she was about five. Both of her front teeth were missing, her hands were on her hips, and she was smiling big. Her long hair was in two ponytails, and all I could think about was Normani telling me how she would get bullied when she was a little girl for being too dark and because she was so skinny. Man, whoever was picking on my baby back then was a fuckin’ hater. Normani was so pretty as a little girl. I hoped she gave me a daughter, and she came out looking just like that.

      “That’s going to be one hairy ass baby that y’all about to have. Daughter going to come out wearing a Kim K ponytail,” Monterius brought his dumb ass over and said as he also looked at the picture of Normani.

      “Ima tell my wife you said that too,” I told him.

      He laughed and threw his hands up in the air, letting me know that he ain’t want no smoke with Normani. We walked further into the foyer and could hear Normani’s daddy inside preaching. I looked through one of the doors and saw that it was filled with people inside. You really would have thought it was Sunday morning from the number of people filling the pews. This nigga was blessed to have all these fuckin’ members, yet he was so worried about the many ways he could fuck up his daughter’s life.

      I shook my head as I listened to this crook preach to the congregation. I gave Monterius and Dru a look, letting them know that I was about to walk inside. They both gave me looks like, go ahead then, nigga. I fucked with those two on some real shit because they were riding with a nigga, even when I was on some crazy shit, and best believe, the shit I was on right now was definitely some crazy shit. I walked in, purposely swinging the door back with force. The door made a loud, booming sound once it hit the wall, and it caused every single person in the church to turn around.

      I was sure everybody in that motha fucka thought that three hood lookin’ niggas like us were there to rob them, but if only they knew we were all worth a pretty penny, and we didn’t want shit they had. I heard a few gasps, and I noticed a few people grab their loved ones closer. I even heard a bunch of whispering, but I didn’t want to focus my attention on everyone else. At that moment, the only face I cared to see was Normani’s father. When he looked back at me, it was like he had seen a damn ghost. With a swagger in my walk and a smirk on my face, I went to the front of the church.

      “Why you look like you shocked to see me, Pastor Davidson?” I asked, smiling now that I was standing side by side with him.

      “Could you please take a seat? I’m in the middle of bible study. Thank you,” he said.

      “Thank you? Ohhhh, we have manners today? I’m not a thug today? You’re even offering me a seat? Oh, wow, but I ain’t come here for all that, though. I just wanted to have a brief moment with your congregation. You don’t mind, right?” I asked, then reached for the mic that was in his hands.

      He moved his hand, but I still managed to snatch the mic from him. I could see where he was signaling up top, telling whoever was working the sound to turn my mic off.

      “Big guy up top, don’t turn the sound off. I got two hundred dollars for you if you keep it on,” I spoke.

      I watched the guy who was working the sound, and it was obvious that he was trying to decide if the two hundred dollars I had promised him was worth it. He eventually gave me a head nod, letting me know that he would not shut off the sound. He probably hated this bitch ass pastor too, which is why he did what I told him to do.

      I focused my attention back on his members, who were looking around, trying to figure out what the fuck was going on. The fact that nobody got up to stop me proved that everyone in this motha fucka was eager to see what was about to go down.

      “For those of you who have scared looks on y’all face, y’all can chill because me and my homies ain’t here to rob this church. We read our bible too. We know we ain’t supposed to kill nobody or take nothing from nobody. That’s a joke. Y’all can laugh,” I said, and there were a few snickers here and there.

      “Nah, but on some real shi… I mean, to be honest with y’all, I’m going to keep it short. I just want to give y’all an update on your pastor right here. Before I start on him, let me give a quick testimony about myself. A few of y’all probably already know who I am. There was a time when I was responsible for flooding these same streets with drugs that killed hundreds of people daily. I’m not proud of that, but we all have a past. I got caught up in this street life, and five years of my life were taken away from me in prison.

      “I haven’t even been home a whole year yet, but I’ve already done this major change in my life. I’m in the real estate business, flipping houses, I’m married with a new baby on the way, to add to the two kids that I already have. Guess who my wife is, though?” I said.

      These people were nosey as fuck because damn near everybody hollered out, “Who?”

      I was up there, telling my life story, and from how intrigued I had everybody, I knew that I could fuck around and write me a good book about my life.

      “His daughter, Normani,” I said, and there were a lot of gasps from when I said that.

      “Y’all pastor ain’t been happy about that. He goes out of his way to make Normani’s life a living hell, but then turns around and will stand up here, acting like he’s all holy. Let me get to the good part because I’m sure a lot of y’all are wondering where I’m going with this story. Last night, I was chilling at the park, and when I turned around to leave, somebody had a gun pointed at my head, ready to take me out. Luckily, I’ve always been the type of person to get myself out of some mess. After controlling the situation, I was told by the culprit that he was offered twenty thousand dollars by y’all pastor to kill me. To kill me and take me away from my kids and my wife,” I spat.

      There were “Oh my Gods,” and gasps, even silence as people listened to what I had to say.

      “Are y’all putting your hard-earned tithes and offering money into this church for y’all pastor to pay for fake hitmen to come out and kill people?” I asked, trying to get the crowd riled up.

      “No!” they said in unison.

      “Is this true, Pastor Davidson? Is it true what this young man is saying? If so, I am out! I will not support a crook,” an older, black woman stood up, holding the hands of two small boys, who were more than likely her grandkids.

      Pastor Davidson was standing right next to me. His bitch ass was sweating and using the handkerchief he had in his hands to wipe his face. He shot me an evil glare, and then he walked to the middle of the church. There were so many sidebar conversations, and by this time, many people were standing up, demanding to know was this news true.

      “Everybody just calm down! Please, everyone, calm down! This man just stood here and admitted to having a past life of being a drug dealer! Anybody who will stoop that low to flood the streets with drugs will lie, and they will kill! I have been running this church for over twenty years! I’m no perfect man, but I’m offended that my members would even for a second believe anything this crook has to say! Can’t you look at him and tell he is lying? There’s no telling the number of unresolved issues he has with other people in the street! Anybody could have tried to kill him last night!”

      This nigga was really standing his ass up there, lying to his people like it was nothing. I was getting ready to say something to him, but then a voice came from the back, which stopped me.

      “Explain the ten thousand dollars that was withdrawn from our personal checking account then. I checked your call history along with the call history for the church. There wasn’t anything on those call logs to suggest that you have been in contact with anyone to remodel the fellowship hall. You may not feel obligated to answer to these people, but I am your wife, so you have every obligation to answer to me!”

      Normani’s mother made her way from the back of the church and slowly approached her husband. Yo, I didn’t even see her sitting back there. This shit was getting spicy as fuck. Looking at Pastor Davidson, I could see it in his eyes that he wanted to slap the shit out of his wife, though. Everyone in the room was shocked by the shit that was unfolding right before our eyes.

      “Are you seriously about to stand here and do this in front of everyone, Melody? What is wrong with you? Since you want to stand here and air out our business to the church, let them know how you are getting ready to divorce me! I hope you know that I won’t leave you with a dime!” he roared, letting his true self come out.

      I clapped my hands together, still holding onto the mic. When I did that, my clap came off even louder.

      “I bet y’all never saw this side of y’all pastor before, huh?” I asked the congregation.

      “Pastor, we want to know if you are responsible for almost having this young man killed! Let us know, so we can worship elsewhere,” another member called out.

      “He’s responsible! I see something in his eyes that I see whenever he has been caught red-handed doing something!” Melody said.

      The second she said that I swear, everyone got up and started piling out of the pews and heading toward the exit. Best believe, just about everybody talked some shit to Pastor Davidson as they made their way out of the church. I looked at this nigga from the corner of my eye, and it looked like he was crying. The last person finally walked out of the church, and the only people standing inside were me, my niggas, and Normani’s parents.

      “You are a worthless piece of shit!” Pastor Davidson roared.

      As if the mic in my hand was a gun, I walked up to his ass and slapped the fuck out of him with it. Blood rushed out of his mouth, and it brought me a small amount of pleasure. He lost his balance and fell on one of the steps, busting his ass.

      “This what you wanted to see me do, right? You wanted to see this thug act ignorant, right? Keep talking crazy to me, and I swear to God, I will use the last piece of sense that I have left and kill you right here, nigga! I done let you disrespect me for months. I kept letting you get away with it off the strength of your daughter! Understand that I am a changed man. I stood up here and I laughed and joked with these people about you paying somebody to kill me, but realize that if this was five years ago, I would have blown your damn head off and shipped that shit to your wife! You got a nigga standing up in a church and cursing! Let me get eye level to you because I want you to feel me,” I said. As blood continued to ooze from his mouth, I bent down and looked him in the eyes. My hands went for the front of his suit, and I dragged him my way.

      “Stay the fuck away from my wife, aight? I don’t want her to have shit to do with you, and Ima need you to do the same. You don’t bring her nothing but pain. You made it clear that you don’t like me, and since Normani and I are now a package deal, if you don’t like me, then you don’t like her. You got bigger shit to worry about, like finding a whole new congregation. I got some lil niggas who are going to come out here and protest in front of this church. Come Sunday, the only thing that will be in this motha fucka is you and these pews!” I spat, and then I threw his ass back, making him hit his head on the bottom of the stairs.

      When I turned around, Normani’s mother was standing there with her hands over her mouth. I could tell she was shocked by the things that had just taken place. I gave her a head nod before I left, and by the time we got outside, cars were flying out of the parking lot.

      “Everybody left. Nobody even tried to ride for that nigga. Not even his wife,” Dru said the second we got back in the car.

      “Because they probably hate that nigga too. They probably just been tolerating the nigga for all these years. Dru, you just don’t understand, man. I really wanted to kill that nigga,” I spat as I pulled the car out of the parking lot.

      “I know you did, but what you did was even better. You about to put a well-known pastor in Miami in a position to lose it all. Best believe he’s going to lose his entire congregation, so eventually, he’ll lose his church. He already lost one daughter, and from the looks of things, he’s in the process of losing his wife. Silly nigga had it all right in the palm of his hands, but he fucked around and lost it all, just because his pride couldn’t allow him to see his daughter with somebody like you. As far as his wife, though, I could see it in her eyes that she had been through some things. I hope she got her a few licks in while that nigga was down on his ass,” Dru said from the backseat, making me laugh.

      Monterius was in the front, and he had his phone in his hands, texting away.

      “Damn, nigga. Don’t break yo’ fingers for that pussy,” I said.

      He was typing all fast like he was eager to meet up with a bitch. I knew he and my cousin were officially over, and honestly, I didn’t mind that shit had to come this way, because them motha fuckas would fuck around and kill each other one day. I never thought I would see the day when Monterius just willingly let my cousin go, but the nigga had to do that shit because what man would want any woman running after the next nigga? I was a selfish ass nigga, and my woman had to know that it was all about me in a relationship. Before my shorty ever put me in a situation where I felt like she had to choose, I would make it easy for her, and I would just be the one to dip out.

      I had spoken to Twinkle since the engagement, and my cousin was happy, so that was really all that mattered. The only thing is, I ain’t want her to have to move to L.A., but I knew that’s what it would have to come to since that’s where her nigga lived. I’d met him before, back when they were dating in high school, but we had to meet again just so I could look bruh in his eyes and warn him that I wasn’t giving him a second chance to break my cousin’s heart.

      When that nigga dumped Twinkle years ago, you would have thought he was murdered or some shit, the way Twinkle carried on. Then, she got to Monterius, only for him to do the same shit to her heart. That was my baby cousin, damn near my sister, and I just wanted to give the nigga a warning. So, if I had to beat his ass over her, he could never say he didn’t know.

      “Never that. This my baby mama. She just sent me a picture of Tegan. I’m telling her that when you drop me off to my car, that I’m going to head over there, so I can see them,” Monterius called out, and then he slid his phone back into his pocket.

      “See them or see your baby?” Dru asked from the backseat.

      “My baby, nigga! You know what I mean,” he said, getting defensive.

      Dru nor I said shit. I mean, Twinkle had moved on, so it was only right that this nigga did the same thing.

      We approached a red light, and a woman was standing in the middle of the street selling roses. The sun had just gone down, and I swear I saw this lady standing out here selling roses this morning, as I passed through on my way to work. I looked to the left of me, and she had two of her small kids, sitting down on the sidewalk, holding roses in their hands too. I thought about my wife and how it’s been a little minute since I brought her roses. Then I thought about the fact that Normani acted like she really ain’t been feeling a nigga since last night.

      She was probably annoyed by how nonchalant I acted about almost losing my life last night. Not that I was nonchalant about the shit; if anything, a nigga just didn’t want to sit around and dwell on that shit. Hell, a nigga was just thankful to be able to love on the two kids I did have, love and kiss on my wife and the baby she had growing inside of her stomach. I knew she was mad at me because she left this morning without giving a nigga a hug or a kiss when she knew damn well that was our thing to do in the morning. Plus, her petty ass didn’t text me to let me know that she made it to work like she always did. As mad as she called herself being with a nigga, I bet I still get her these roses.

      “Come here, mami,” I called over the Hispanic mother who was selling the roses as I rolled my window down.

      “I know you ain’t about to buy no old ass roses for Normani. These probably the same fuckin’ roses she been selling since last week. Shit probably deader than a motha fucka,” Monterius commented from the front seat.

      “Shut up, nigga! It’s the thought that counts. You niggas don’t know shit about game. Let me school you lil niggas,” I spat as the woman walked over to the car.

      “You want?” she asked with her accent hella thick.

      “How much for all them?” I asked, and a big smile fell on her face.

      “I have twenty bouquets left. Five dollars each,” she told me.

      I dug into my pocket and handed her two crisp one-hundred-dollar bills, although I only had to give her one hundred. I saw the kids, and I’ve always had a soft spot when it came to children. As I handed her the money, she yelled across the street to her oldest child, telling him to bring over the rest of the flowers. There wasn’t any traffic, and we were at a red light, so the little boy was able to come over. He ran with all the roses in his hands and handed them to his mother. She, in turn, gave them to me.

      “Thank you, papi. Thank you so much,” she kept saying.

      “No problem. Get these kids out of here, and get them something nice for dinner,” I told her.

      “I will. Thank you,” she said and happily walked off, holding her son’s hand in hers.

      I watched as she packed up the cooler that housed all her flowers, and while her oldest son dragged the cooler, she held hands with her small daughter.

      “Roses probably got snakes inside that shit. Keep that shit over there. I ain’t holding nothing,” bitch ass Monterius said.

      “Scary ass nigga. You’ll sell some dope for a living, but you’re scared to hold some flowers,” I shot at him as I reached behind me and put the flowers in the backseat.

      “I keep snakes out of my corner at all times,” he told me, and I shook my head.

      In less than five minutes, I had us back at Dru’s shop, where I let both of them out. Dru had to finish working on a car, while Monterius hopped in his ride and rushed off to act like he was going to see his daughter, but I already knew the nigga was rushing so he could get to his baby mama too. I drove with the radio up loud, but after about five minutes, my cell phone rang. It was my son calling me on Facetime. With a smile on my face, I went ahead and answered the phone for him.

      “What’s good?” I answered, looking at his handsome face through the screen.

      I swear I spit this lil’ nigga right the fuck out. All Nesha did was carry his ass. He was at his mama’s house, and judging from his background, he was in his room, doing his homework.

      “Nothing. I was just calling now that I finished my homework. Dad, can you call my mama and ask her if I can spend the night at your house tonight? She about to drop me off to my grandma’s house because she’s going on another date for like the fourth time in the past two weeks. I love going to my grandma’s house, but her wi-fi be moving slow, and I want to play the game for a little bit before my bedtime,” Lil Bill said.

      I laughed at the pissed off expression on his face. I didn’t know if he was pissed off about the fact that his mama was going on a date, or if he was mad about having to go to his grandma’s house and be on her slow ass wi-fi. Before I could even say anything, I heard Sidnesha’s loud ass mouth in the background.

      “You don’t need to be worrying about how slow my mama’s wi-fi is because you not playing that game no way when you get over there. You want me to drive you to get food from Snappers, and then I have to drop you off. By the time you get over there, eat, and take your bath, it’s going to be time for you to go to bed anyway. While you on the phone telling my business, did you finish that homework?” Nesha asked. The more she talked, the closer her voice seemed until finally, I saw her in the room.

      “I finished it, Ma. Why you can’t just drop me off to my daddy’s house?” Lil Bill asked.

      “Because it’s out the way. I’ll drop you over there tomorrow. Let me see this homework,” she said, and now I could see her fully.

      She was all dressed up, looking like she was going on a date, just like my son said she was.

      “Who the fuck you going out with tonight?” I asked.

      “Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said, never looking at the screen, just still checking over my son’s homework.

      “Of course, I want to know! You are the mother of my child! Not even on some shit to make it seem like I’m trying to check you or be all up in your business. I just want to make sure that you straight,” I said.

      Sidnesha looked up from the homework paper and at me on the phone.

      “My son’s old barber, Chris. Lil Bill knows him already,” she told me, and I nodded.

      “Cool. That’s all a nigga wanted to know. Bring lil man over here. I’ll drop him at school in the morning. I already am up anyway to take Khari,” I told her, and she sucked her teeth.

      “I’m not taking you to get food then because I’m going to be late,” I heard her say.

      “It’s fine. I’ll just eat over there. Thank you, Ma,” he said, and I saw him give his mama a hug.

      Sidnesha could talk all the shit in the world that she wanted, but when it came to our son, she was a little sucker. I bet she would still drop his ass off and get him the food that he’d asked her for. To tell you the truth, it made me feel good to hear that my baby mama was dating. From the beginning, I said that the only thing I wanted to see was Sidnesha happy. I knew how hard she worked, so she deserved to let her hair down and have some fuckin’ fun.

      I was down for watching my son any day of the week while she went out and had her fun. Hell, for five years, she took on the load and had to raise lil Bill on her own, while I had to sit down and do my time. The way I saw it, I owed her.

      “I’ll be home in about ten minutes. Just bring him,” I said.

      My son and I finished talking for a little bit more, and once we were done, I hung up.

      Finally, I made it home, and when I walked in, I smelled the dinner that Normani had cooked. I didn’t hear her or Khari down there, so I assumed they were upstairs. I took the stairs, and the first room I checked was Khari’s room, but they weren’t in there. It wasn’t until I made it to our bedroom, and I heard laugher coming from the balcony that I discovered where they were. From where I stood, I could see Khari sitting in one of the chairs, and she had one of her little feet planted in Normani’s lap as Normani painted her toes. Judging by the way she had her hands planted on the sides of the chair, I could tell that she’d just gotten her fingernails painted as well.

      My wife was girly as fuck, and so was my daughter, so the two of them got along just fine. Khari wanted to do everything that Normani did. She had gotten to the point now that she liked to play around in Normani’s make-up and shit, and a nigga hated that. I ain’t let her wear shit but a little bit of Chapstick. Khari had even said that she wanted to be a doctor like Normani too. I loved the bond that the two of them had, but I also liked that no matter what, Khari hadn’t forgotten about Denim.

      With the flowers in my hands, I walked on the balcony and joined the two of them. Normani looked up and gave me a fake smile while Khari danced around in her chair, happy to see me.

      “Look at my nails and my toes, Daddy. You like them?” Khari asked, raising her little hands, so I could see her nails, and then she pointed down to her toes. She had a light yellow, which was very appropriate for her age, so I would not trip.

      “It’s cute. What’s up with your nail tech, though? Why she not speaking to Daddy?” I asked Khari about my wife.

      She did a little giggle and then shrugged as if to say she didn’t know.

      “I don’t know, Daddy. Maybe her mad at you,” Khari said.

      “Ask her what Daddy did,” I said to Khari.

      “Normani, what my daddy did?” Khari asked Normani, and then she put a sad look on her face like she really cared to know what I had done to have Normani mad at me.

      “Your daddy knows what he did. Here. I’m all done. Just sit here for like five minutes and let them dry,” Normani told Khari as she sat her little feet down on the small bench.

      Staring down at my wife, I swear she wasn’t the same person she was two weeks ago. I’m sure that the shit happening in our lives, especially what I told her last night, had her going through this change where she found herself being mad at me. Plus, at this point, I’d been around Normani long enough to know how her emotions worked, so she probably could sense that a nigga had been holding back from her. She probably was overworking her mind, trying to figure out what was bothering a nigga. No, it wasn’t in my plans to be withholding information from my wife, but at the same time, I ain’t really want to tell her that lately, I had just been feeling the emotions of not knowing if Denim would kick this shit.

      “You must don’t want these roses that I bought for you then,” I said to Normani and stepped out of the way as she walked past me into the room.

      She was dressed down in some tights and a shirt that fit a little snug on her, so her baby bump was on display. Her curly hair was hanging down loosely, and with every step she took, it swayed. I left the sliding glass door open on the balcony as I followed Normani, who had gone into the bathroom to wash her hands. When she was done, she dried them on the towels and planted the palms of her hands on the counter then sighed as she looked at us through the mirror. I was standing not too far behind her, and my arms were crossed as I waited for her to let me know what was on her mind because I knew she would.

      “I’m worried about us,” she said, getting ready to start up her bullshit, just like I knew she would.

      I set the roses down on the counter and looked outside of the bathroom, where Khari was still drying her feet.

      “Khari, go to your room. Your brother should be here soon,” I called out.

      I knew I had to handle Normani and possibly give her ass some ‘act right’ because she was tripping! Tripping about nothing, yo. I watched Khari as she slowly stood up from the chair and walked on the balls of her feet, so she wouldn’t mess up her toes. The second I heard her close our bedroom door, I closed the bathroom door and locked it. I walked up behind Normani, getting as close to her as I possibly could. My hands snaked around and cuffed her pussy, then I let my fingers massage her.

      “I’m just having a hard time trying to figure out what you’re worried about. Normani, baby, we straight. What the fuck are you stressing about? We got a baby on the way, and we’re married. I’m happy. Pretty soon, I want to go out and look at houses because I want to put us in something bigger, now that our family is getting ready to expand. Life is great,” I told her while still massaging her pussy through the fabric of her tights. I could tell from her slowly biting her lip that pretty soon, I would have her just where I wanted her. It was only a matter of time before I just pulled her tights and her panties down, and I got straight to fuckin’. I wanted to feel that wet shit right now. I already knew that shit was wet, too, without me even having to dip my fingers inside to test it.

      “Life is great for you because you like to pretend that certain things didn’t happen. I don’t know if I’m just feeling extra vulnerable because I’m not over Mexico, but baby, I could have been with your family, planning your funeral right now. I’m not like you. I cannot pretend that what you told me last night didn’t happen. What would I do without you? What about your kids? Our kid? This mess has been on my mind since you told it to me last night. You keep telling me that I need to stop stressing because of the baby, and trust me, I’m trying, but every day, I feel like it’s something else.

      “On top of that, for the past couple of weeks, I’ve felt like you’re going through something, and you’re shutting me out from whatever you’re battling with. What is it, Billionaire? It’s too late for you to get cold feet on me. I’m already pregnant, and we done already got married. I’m serious when I say that I think I will kill you if you try to leave me,” she said.

      I laughed because that craziness that God had given to every woman was coming out of her tonight.

      “Why would me leaving you even be some shit that takes up space in your mind? You know you tripping, right?” I asked.

      I grew tired of massaging her pussy from the outside, so I finally went ahead and slipped my hands inside of her. It was nice and wet, just like I knew it would be. She didn’t answer my question; she did, however, throw her head back and release a low moan.

      “Normani, I’m trying to fuck on the same pussy for the rest of my life. I’m trying to wake up to this same beautiful ass face forever and go to sleep next to this same face. You gotta do something far worse than give a nigga a headache with all these fuckin’ pregnant emotions that you’re going through these days for me to be ready to step. You gotta fuck around on me for me to leave you. Then again, I’d probably just kill you. You ain’t ready to die, is you?” I asked as I slipped three fingers inside her hole and then used my thumb to toy around with her clit.

      She let out a low moan, making my dick jump in my sweats. I had my neck buried in the crook of her neck, and I watched her through the mirror as my hands went in and out of her at medium speed. My fingers were playing around in her, and I knew my dick was getting jealous because this shit was extra wet tonight.

      “Answer my question before you cum,” I whispered in her ear once I felt vibrations coming from her pussy. I knew that it was only a matter of seconds before she opened the flood gates.

      Her mouth hung open as she grinded her pussy on my fingers, ready to ride the wave of her first orgasm. With my free hand, I tried to get my sweats off because the second she started cumming, I wanted to run my dick up inside of her.

      “I’ll never mess around on you… Hmmm… babyyyy… stayyy right thereeee… shitttt,” she cried.

      A bunch of juices seeped out of her, wetting up all my fingers. I got her tights down in less than one second, and before she knew it, I had my dick inside her. This big motha fucka was making it known that he was home, and he was there to fuck up some shit. There was just something about me needing to see my wife ass naked when we fucked. I couldn’t fuck Normani with her wearing any clothes, so I removed the shirt she was wearing, threw it on the counter, and her little titties popped out next. Bringing my hands forward, I cuffed them and played with her nipples while continuing to ram my dick in and out of her.

      My eyes rolled as Normani released the most beautiful, angelic moans that I had ever heard in my life, all the while throwing her ass back on my dick at the same speed.

      “This what you wanted anyway! You purposely choose to have an attitude with a nigga, so I could pull you to the side and fuck some sense into you!” I groaned in her ear as I talked my shit.

      Normani wasn’t paying what I said any attention as her eyes rolled, and she held onto the edge of the counter for dear life. When her motions slowed down, and she was no longer keeping up with me, and I felt her release that moan that sounded like a cry, I knew my dick was fuckin’ that first orgasm out of her. The second she came, I pulled her by her arm, turning us around. I put my back against the bathroom counter and lifted her in my arms. Her arms went around my neck, while mine held her tightly by her ass. In seconds, she lowered that pussy back onto my dick, and I knew that position was where she would milk me for everything I had.

      “You got the best pussy in the world, bae,” I moaned.

      She gave me a look as if to say, “Duh, nigga.”

      “I know! That’s why you married me in a matter of three months,” she moaned while going up and down on my dick.

      I smirked at her slick ass comment, and then I raised my hand and slapped her hard on her ass, making her body shudder on me.

      “Fuck, girl! Fuck! I’m ’bout to nut.” I groaned, trying to slow her movements down because I wanted to feel everything that came with busting this nut, but she kept riding me faster.

      Normani released when I did, and once we were done, I sat her down on the bathroom counter, so I could wash my dick off. The whole time I did that, I felt her eyes on me. She crossed one of her legs on top of the other, more than likely to calm down her thumping pussy, and then she reached over in one of the drawers where she kept the accessories for her hair. While she was pulling her hair up, I could still feel those big ass gray eyes on a nigga.

      “Where did you go after work? I called you, and you didn’t answer,” she said.

      I couldn’t even say that I was shocked because I knew that question would come next. My dick was cleaned off, free from all her juices that were like crack to me. I pulled my boxers and my sweats back up then I washed my hands at the sink.

      “I paid your daddy’s church a visit,” I told her, saying the shit all nonchalant like it was no big deal.

      I could tell by the way Normani was nodding her head that she wasn’t feeling what I just said to her.

      “And you don’t think that should have been something you told me as soon as you came into the house and—”

      “Yeah, after I fucked you, with your uptight ass! Damn. I was about to tell you the shit right now!” I said.

      “Billionaire, no you weren’t! Do you not see why I’m uptight? Look at the dumb shit that you keep doing! I need to be on one accord with you! I need to know the moves that you are out here making. You just go and do these big ass moves without even telling me first—”

      “Because, shorty, I don’t need your fuckin’ permission to do shit! I’m a grown ass fuckin’ man, yo!” I spat.

      When I said that, her eyes popped damn near out of her sockets. She jumped off the counter, getting all in my face like she was about to fuck some shit up.

      “Did I say that I had to give you my permission to do a damn thing? I said that I would just like to know what you’re doing! I don’t like the way you’re moving with me, Billionaire. You’re going out in the street and doing shit behind my back, and you pretend that nothing even happened. The way you just fucked me, I never would have even thought that you’d just gotten back from seeing my father! You have the nerve to say that we’re fine and that life is good when it’s not. I thought I knew you. Now that I think about it, the bitch, Suki, from New York was probably telling me the truth when she said that you and her speak frequently,” she said, taking this shit somewhere completely different.

      I knew this shit was no laughing matter, but I laughed to keep from spazzing out on her ass. This shit was just feeling all too fuckin’ familiar to a nigga. Listening to Normani talk, I felt like I was dealing with my baby mama all over again. I could tell by the way Normani was talking that I had her mad because anybody who knew my wife knew that she ain’t even curse like that. Me personally, I knew that the only time she cursed was when I was fuckin’ her, and she was telling me that she could feel my dick in her chest.

      “Yo, you all over the place right now. What is it that got you mad at me? Are you mad about a lying ass bitch from New York that’s still obsessed over my dick years later, or are you mad because I didn’t run down my schedule to you today? Which one is it, Normani, because a nigga is fuckin’ confused! My nut is still dripping down your thighs, and you’re choosing to argue about some minor ass shit before you even give a nigga a chance to talk! I came home and saw that something was wrong with you, so I handled that! I wasn’t about to tell you shit until I figured out what was wrong with you!” I barked at her. Real shit, she was pissing me off.

      “You’re what’s wrong with me! I’m going home because I don’t want to be around you,” she said and was about to walk past me, but I grabbed her arm and backed her into the wall.

      “What fuckin’ home, Normani? This the only home your ass got! We selling that shit this week because I’m tired of you throwing that shit in my face every time yo’ ass gets mad when shit don’t go your spoiled ass way! You my wife! Not a lil bitch I’m fuckin’ on the side, not a girlfriend, but my fuckin’ wife. Because that’s your title, you’re going to sleep under the same roof as me at all fuckin’ times. My whole fuckin’ baby is inside you right now, so you damn sure not going no fuckin’ where!

      “I don’t know if the shit you got going on with your daddy got you paranoid or some shit, but shorty, I ain’t your enemy. In your eyes, I’m probably moving wrong, but to me, certain shit, I don’t want to keep throwing at you because yo’ emotions been all over the fuckin’ place since Mexico. I’m looking you in your eyes, and I’m telling you that last night, I had no desire to tell you that a nigga told me he was paid by your daddy to take me out. If you found that shit out, you were just going to find it out from somebody else, because I wasn’t about to stress you out with that shit. Now that you know the shit, I swear on my kids I was going to tell you that I went to the church this evening. I just was trying to make sure that my wife was good first. I can’t fuck my wife and make sure she’s straight?” I asked her, but she ignored me.

      “Fix your fuckin’ attitude, yo,” I said and put my hands on the bottom of her chin, making her look at me because the whole time I was talking to her, her eyes were pointed toward the floor.

      I stared into her eyes for a few seconds, and then I dropped her chin, prepared to walk away from her because I could tell she still wasn’t feeling me.

      “I swear to God I’m serious about selling that house. You done got too fuckin’ comfortable saying shit about going back home, when this is your fuckin’ home! My fuckin’ baby is growing inside of you, Normani, and you’re choosing to beef with your nigga—”

      “Because you keep leaving me out of stuff, Billionaire! Just leave me alone! Go! Like you were getting ready to do!” she screamed with big tears falling from her eyes.

      No, I ain’t like to see my wife crying, but she was tripping, and I would not stand there and baby her.

      “Ima leave you alone because you about to get your fuckin’ feelings hurt in here,” I said, and then I walked out of the room, slamming the door behind me.

      I could hear her crying on the other side of the door, but I kept on because I knew she needed a second to herself, versus me all up in her chest, trying to force her to calm down. I made it downstairs, so I could see what Khari was down there doing. She had managed to climb her ass up on the kitchen counter and get some cookies out of the cookie jar, which I had to hide on top of the refrigerator because her ass thought she was supposed to eat junk food all day. It was like pulling teeth to get this little girl to eat regular food.

      “I only had one, Daddy. I promise,” she said and showed me the one cookie she had in her hands.

      She had an Oreo cookie with the chocolate all around her mouth. She would not have all that leftover evidence from eating one damn cookie, so I knew she had to have more. Fuckin’ around with Normani, I let her piss a nigga off just that fuckin’ fast, so really, I would not get on my daughter for eating shit that she knew she was supposed to have asked for. I ended up wetting a couple of paper towels and wiped her face then helped her down from the kitchen counter.

      “Is Normani going to be okay?” she asked.

      Where we were standing, we couldn’t hear Normani’s cries, but she had more than likely heard us when we were upstairs arguing. I hated arguing in front of my kids. Nesha and I used to do that shit years ago in front of Lil Bill. The only thing is our shit used to be far worse because Nesha didn’t know how to keep her hands to herself, which would lead to me not knowing how to keep my hands to myself either.

      “She straight. You better stop eating all this bullshit. Teeth gon’ fall right out yo’ mouth,” I told her, and she cracked up, thinking that was the funniest shit in the damn world.

      While she cracked up laughing, I heard the doorbell ringing. I went to answer it, knowing that it was my son, and Khari was right behind me. I opened it and laughed when I saw Lil Bill standing on the other side of the door with his food in his hands that his mama talked all that shit about not going to get for him. I looked out into the driveway, and I saw Sidnesha getting Lil’ Bill’s things from out of the backseat.

      “Boy, go help your mama get your shit from out the back,” I told him, and he took off running to the car with Khari’s little ass right on his heels. I followed them to the car. As I approached, Sidnesha was pulling Khari in and giving her a hug.

      “You might as well let me keep him here for the rest of the week,” I told Sidnesha, once I was close enough to her.

      “And have me come home to an empty house for the rest of the week? I think not. I’ll pick him up from school tomorrow and bring him back here on Friday. Where is the Mrs.? I want to tell her congrats,” Sidnesha said with a smile on her face.

      “I’ll relay the message,” I told her.

      I wasn’t opposed to having my wife and Sidnesha chop it up, but I knew Normani was upstairs in the bathroom, and she was fucked up, so now just wasn’t the best time to do that.

      “What? You don’t want me around your wife? You think Ima talk bad about you?” she asked, cocking her head to the side.

      “That’s the least of my worries, shorty. Enjoy your evening. Make sure that nigga pay for your food too. I gotta say that because y’all be fuckin’ with some corny ass niggas,” I said before grabbing my son by the back of his head and pulling him to me.

      Lil Bill laughed at what I said to his mama.

      “Negro, please! He lets me choose whatever I want off the menu. He don’t give me a limit either. We only do five-star dining. Not Fridays or whatever other cheap ass restaurants you used to take me to,” she said.

      “I was younger back then. I ain’t know where the fuck I was supposed to take nobody out to eat at. I do now. Closed down the whole restaurant for my wife, just so it could be me and her,” I boasted.

      “Good night, Billionaire. Bye, baby,” she said to our son before coming over and kissing him on the top of his head. She did the same thing to Khari, and then she got into her car and left.

      Real shit, I was happy to be on this type of page with Sidnesha. We finally had it right. We were on one page now, where the only thing that mattered to us was our son. Now, I had to get shit right with my big ass fuckin’ cry baby upstairs. How the fuck could somebody so fuckin’ little and stress the fuck out of a nigga the way she was? People liked to say that the first year of marriage was the hardest, but I would not speak that shit on us. I had faith that Normani and I could get better, but we would just have to fix the way we communicate because that shit was fuckin’ terrible.
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      I was standing outside of Trinity’s apartment, waiting for her to open the door. Eventually, I heard movement coming from the other side of the door, and then the door opened really slow, and she was standing on the other side, holding a sleeping Tegan in her arms. She put her finger over her mouth, basically telling me to be quiet as I made my way into the house.

      For Trinity to have just given birth to our daughter a week ago, I had to admit that she looked good. Her long hair was braided back into two French braids, and the only thing she wore was one of those nursing bras and a pair of cotton shorts. She had house shoes on her feet and the little burping blanket on her shoulder as she gently patted Tegan’s back. Trinity let me into the house, and I went to close the door.

      “She just fell asleep. I’m going to lay her down,” Trinity whispered to me.

      I kissed my daughter on her small cheek, and then I followed Trinity. We had to pass the dining room area to get to the nursery, and that’s where I saw a bunch of Happy Birthday balloons and even a birthday cake on the dining room table. Damn. I hoped it wasn’t shorty’s birthday and I hadn’t even said anything to her about it. I waved it off and followed her into the nursery. Trinity didn’t give Tegan the traditional pink and white nursery that a lot of little girls had. In fact, it was more of a safari theme, which was dope as fuck. I missed out on making all this shit because I was still trying to convince myself around that time that the baby wasn’t mine.

      There was a huge, stuffed giraffe that sat off to the side of the room, along with different animals. The closet doors were open, and I shook my head each time I saw the amount of clothes this little girl had. The clothes went in order by colors and their sizes. There was also a dresser with the baby changer up top, and that dresser stored a bunch of other clothes as well. A crib, a rocking chair, and antique baby toys that Tegan wasn’t big enough to play with yet also filled the room.

      Trinity softly lay Tegan on her back while I stood by the door, watching the entire thing. She patted her on her stomach a couple of times, checked the camera to make sure it was properly on her, and then we both left the room. Then she went into the kitchen and started washing out the breast pump along with some other dishes in the sink. I stood off to the side, watching her, just in amazement at the way a woman’s body worked because not even trying to gas shorty or no shit like that, but I swear it didn’t look like she just had a baby at all.

      Billion kept clowning me, telling me I was falling for my baby mama, but the truth is, I just fucked with the type of mom that Trinity was, so I guess that had me somewhat attracted to her.

      “Whose birthday is it?” I asked, and she let out a low chuckle.

      “Mine. I turned twenty-six,” Trinity told me. She said it like the shit was no big deal to her.

      “Why you ain’t tell me it was your birthday? I would have gone and got you something,” I said. She looked up from the dishes she was washing and stared up at me.

      “Because you’re not obligated to get me anything. Tegan is down for the night, and it’s not even nine o’clock yet. After I finish washing these dishes, I can get me a good bath in, find me a good movie to watch on TV, and just relax. That’s the best birthday gift that I could ask for. That and the little girl that I have back there,” she told me.

      I nodded, respecting it. With my arms folded and posted up against her refrigerator, I watched Trinity.

      “What’s your favorite color?” I asked.

      “Why?” she questioned.

      “Because it’s weird as fuck that we got a whole baby together, and I didn’t even know that today was your birthday. I want to find out more shit about you because now that I think about it, we hardly even know each other,” I spoke up, as she set the dishes in the drainer, that she had on the side of the sink.

      “That’s because all we ever did was fuck, Monterius. You never wanted anything more out of me because you had your own situation going on. I really thought about the things that your mother told us in that hospital room, and I want to do the things that she recommended for us to do. I want to keep it to where it’s about Tegan only. At the same time, Monterius, I’m not a stupid bitch. I know you only care to ask me what my favorite color is because you and Twinkle are probably done for good this time. I think everyone in America saw that she just got engaged to that NBA player. I let you play on my worth for too long. This time, you not about to make me out to be a rebound chick. Keep it about Tegan and Tegan only. I done made some mistakes in the past, but now seeing that I have a little girl looking up to me, I have to make better decisions, and that starts with my choice in men,” she said, then folded her arms and looked at me.

      I sucked my teeth as I stood and listened to her speak.

      “Just tell me what’s your favorite color! Shit!” I said.

      She laughed as she grabbed a paper towel from the rack, so she could dry her hands.

      “This is backward as fuck. My favorite color is yellow. What else you want to know? My bra size?” she questioned, trying to be funny.

      “They probably used to be an A cup. Them shits look heavier now. What you about a C cup now?” I asked.

      “More like a D, nigga,” she said, and this time I laughed.

      “Bullshit!” I said, removing myself from where I was posted and going over to the cake, so I could look at it.

      “Why you didn’t cut your cake yet?” I asked.

      “It was supposed to be my treat tonight. My best friend brought me this stuff this morning. You want a piece?” she asked, and I shook my head.

      “Nah, I don’t care for cake like that. I’m more of an ice cream type of person,” I let her know.

      “You’re probably the first person I ever met in my life who doesn’t eat cake. I guess we learn something new every day,” she said and took a seat at the dining room table.

      I saw it in her face that she was tired. Tegan had to have been beating her ass. I took a seat on the other chair right next to her.

      “Your pops been by to see her since you came home?” I asked, and she released a sigh.

      “No. He always acting like he’s so damn busy. It’s fine, though, because I won’t beg him to see his grandbaby. Times like this is when I need my mother the most. She died when I was six years old from breast cancer. I never told you that. I always just bypassed the conversation and kept it at she was dead, never really going into detail about it with you. From there, it’s just been me, my father, and his wife. His wife never cared to have children, so living with them, she and I didn’t have that good of a relationship. You would think that my father wouldn’t have married her since it was clear as day that she didn’t like me, but I swear, niggas be so blinded by pussy that they can’t even see when they are making the most fucked up decisions in life.

      “My father and I really haven’t been close in years because when my mother died, he just moved on like it was nothing, and he had a way of always putting his wife before me and my needs. Luckily, I’ve always had dance as a passion, so when I was going through something deep, I was always able to escape and run back to that.

      “As mad as I am with my dad, I just really wish that he could at least act like he gives a fuck, you know? When I found out I was pregnant, the first thing that crossed my mind was to get an abortion. I wanted to terminate the pregnancy, because the way you acted after finding out that I was pregnant, I already knew you would tell me to get an abortion. At the same time, a bitch just finally wanted to experience real love again.

      “After my mama left me at six years old, I haven’t experienced real love ever since. I felt like my child would be the one to give it to me. I never wanted shit from you, Monterius. I have my own money, my own spot, and I pay my own bills. I just wanted you to be there for our child, especially since I’d already made up in my mind that I was going to keep the baby. We never addressed this, but negro, I didn’t trap you. I was on birth control. You’ve seen me take my pills right in front of you sometimes. There were just times when I would get home late from work or whatever the case may be, and I would forget to take them, so it set my body off. If I’m going to trap a man, it ain’t going to be someone that’s dealing with somebody.

      “Any time we had sex, I would always be under the impression that you and Twinkle were broken up because that’s what you would tell me. That was foolish on my part, though. This is something that I can honestly say that I’ve learned from. Whoever I take seriously the next time around, I want him to know my birthday, my favorite color, and whatever else it is for him to know before I start pushing out his babies,” she said, giving me a mouthful.

      “Let’s start over then. That’s what the fuck I was in the kitchen trying to do, but you started talking about being a rebound and shit,” I said.

      This wasn’t even coming from a place of me seeing that Twinkle had moved on, so I felt like I had to turn around and do the same shit. If we going to be honest, Twinkle and I were done from the moment shorty packed her shit up and moved to her mama’s house. In her head, that’s when the break up began, but because I loved her ass so much, I was holding on to that little piece, thinking that we could somehow try to rekindle our relationship, but now that I knew it’s over for real, I had to do what the fuck I had to do that would make a nigga happy.

      Nah, I didn’t want to marry my baby mama tomorrow, but I wouldn’t mind us getting to a point where we could get to know each other on some deeper level shit, and wherever that led us, I would be cool with that. Before Trinity and I did anything going further, we needed to work on the friendship side of things, because it felt like I had a baby with a stranger.

      “That’s because I am, Monterius! You know that if we never had a baby together, and if Twinkle wasn’t engaged right now, you wouldn’t even look my way on some serious shit. You and Twinkle broke up plenty of times, and throughout that time, you had numerous opportunities to take me seriously, but you never did until now! I ain’t going to allow you to play on my heart like that. I’m a woman. Therefore, I know that you still love Twinkle. It’s just that love isn’t enough right now for her to try to work things out for the two of you because of the child that you and I share. On top of that, who’s to say if she’s even going to marry that nigga?

      “When the two of you finally decide that y’all want to work it out, then what? What the fuck am I supposed to do then? Just sit back with a broken heart? Nah, it’s not happening. Although I’ve never had anything even close to what you and Twinkle have, I’ve witnessed relationships through my friends. I’m old enough to know how love works. If Twinkle loves you, I mean, really, really loves you, then there may be a little hope for the two of you. I know you’ll choose her over me in a heartbeat. I won’t be your second runner up, Monterius. My heart is not a toy, and I just won’t allow you to even play on it like that,” she said, being firm in her answer.

      I shook my head because, honestly, she had it all fuckin’ wrong.

      “You have every right to feel the way you feel, Trinity, but to keep it a hunnid’ with you, you don’t know Twinkle the way that I know her. For her to pretty much move the fuck out of Miami, go and be with the next nigga, all engaged and shit, I know it’s no coming back to the shit that she and I once shared. Truth be told, I don’t want the shit back that we used to share. Same thing my mama told you applies to me. Meaning, what the fuck I want to do with a woman who don’t want to have anything to do with me? Twinkle is not going to ever forgive me for the baby that I have with you. If we work some shit out later on down the line, she going to hang that shit over my head for the rest of my life. I ain’t going to let nobody make me feel bad for being a part of my daughter’s life.

      “I ain’t asking for your hand in marriage, shorty. Right now, all a nigga wants to do is be friends and get to know each other a little better because we never got the chance to do that shit in the past. I want to be able to know when important events are happening in your life, like today, so a nigga don’t got to come over to your crib, all empty-handed and shit. Now, can we cut this motha fuckin’ birthday cake and sing happy birthday to yo’ old ass?” I asked, and that last part got her to laugh. She had a nice ass laugh, showing off her pretty set of teeth and the one dimple that she had in her right cheek.

      “Old? Nigga, I’m younger than you. Why you in such a rush to cut my cake, and you don’t even eat cake?” she asked, standing up from her chair. She then went into the kitchen to retrieve a knife from the drawer.

      “I’ll eat a small piece for you. That way, you ain’t gotta have birthday cake on your own for your big day. I can’t wait for Tegan to turn one. I want her to have a big ass birthday party,” I said with a big smile on my face as I thought about the celebration of my daughter’s big day.

      Trinity smiled too as she opened the clear container that housed her birthday cake.

      “I was thinking something small for her first birthday, but I guess we can talk about that more once we get closer to that day. I scheduled her an appointment next week for her to do her newborn baby pictures. The shoot is going to be here at the house,” Trinity told me right after she set her candles down on the cake.

      “Cool. I’ll be here,” I let her know.

      She dimmed the lights a little bit in the kitchen, and then I sang happy birthday to her. She cut herself a big piece of cake and set it down on one of the plates, and then she put a small piece down on my plate like I’d asked her to. We stayed at the table for a little bit, and while she went to take her bath and shit, I chilled out in the room with my baby. Before Trinity left for her bath, she gave a nigga strict instructions about not waking Tegan up, but I just wanted to hold her little body in my arms and kiss her on those big ass cheeks. I was purposely making noise in the room with my keys, thinking it would wake her up, but she was knocked out cold.

      Trinity eventually finished with her bath, and I joined her in the den, so we could watch a movie. Only about twenty minutes into the movie, and she had already fallen asleep on the couch. I knew that she had been tired the whole time I was there. Instead of letting her sleep on the couch, I carried her into her bedroom and laid her on the bed. Before leaving the house, I went into my daughter’s room and kissed her, then I dipped.

      I really ain’t know where this shit was going to lead between Trinity and me. I liked the little vibe that we had going on, though. Although I had known shorty for a couple of years, it felt like I was getting to know her in a different way, on a different level, and I actually liked this shit.
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      “Just five minutes, baby. You can do me right here on the countertop,” I whined as I pulled Truth into me by his shirt, trying to get him to pull his dick out and fuck me right here, but he kept telling me, “I got you tonight.”

      I swear, I was obsessed with this nigga. He talked so much shit on the phone when I went back home to Miami for a few days, so he could go to Chicago. He just kept telling me that when he got me back out to Cali, I would not want to go back home, and he was right. It had been almost a month since I’d been back to Miami, and honestly, I didn’t miss it. I would have felt bad if I was neglecting Dream, but that little girl wasn’t thinking about me. She was having the time of her life in Miami, living with her grandmother, attending her same school, and not having to leave her friends.

      Granted, I missed my family, and I missed Normani a lot, but Cali just gave off a different vibe that Miami didn’t give me, which is why I wasn’t in a rush to get back. Being with Truth, any doubts in my head about which man I wanted to be with, I swear I was rid of all that doubt now. Truth was the definition of a real fuckin’ man! What I loved about him was that although he was a big star player in the NBA, he still made me a priority. He never let it get to the point that I was missing him too much and feeling like I would lose my fuckin’ mind. As women, I swear, one of the main things we ask for in a relationship is just to feel like our presence isn’t going unnoticed. Just let us know that you can feel us.

      That’s one thing that Monterius failed at when we were together, and one of the main things that had me falling out of love with him years ago. He had a way of making me feel like I was invisible. When he was in the streets, doing his thing, it’s like nothing else mattered. Half the time, the nigga would turn his phone off, so many times, I would just have to sit up and worry if he was okay or not.

      Truth did little things like brought me along to some of his practices, so I wouldn’t be stuck in the house waiting for him. If he was working out or having a practice, he would hit me up and tell me to meet him somewhere for lunch. We met up at private locations, just to get a quick fuck session in, and those were things that were keeping me on my toes. It was keeping me in love with him.

      I would love Monterius until the day I died, and one day, maybe we could get to a point where we could be cordial, but I was happy with who I was with. The way I loved him, and how I wanted him to be a better man, I would be happy if he eventually grew up and treated a woman in the way I desperately wanted him to treat me when we were together. That I even had this as my new mindset just let me know that I was over him for real.

      I knew about him having the baby, and I knew about the baby being his because Normani told it once she found it out from Billion. I had a little moment; I won’t even lie and act like I didn’t get a little bit emotional over that news, but what is done is done. Of course, I didn’t accept the keys to the house that he had given me, even after going by the house to check it out and seeing how beautiful the home was. That house would forever just be a reminder of something that could have been, but it wasn’t.

      “I got you tonight, Twink. It’s game day, baby. You know we don’t fuck on a game day. My head needs to be clear, and I need to be focused. Yo’ pussy ain’t sore yet? You take dick from me all day, ma,” he said, coming up and standing in the middle of my legs, then squeezing my thighs.

      This nigga was so fuckin’ perfect. I got lost in his eyes. It was something about the way he was staring at me. Although he was telling me he would do me tonight, he had this look in his eyes, and it was screaming that he wanted to do me right now. Plus, the body never lied, and I could feel the way his dick was jumping in his sweats. He was getting ready to head to the arena because there was a big game tonight, where I would be meeting him. Mia was coming with me since Beatz was out of town on business, and she would just let her mother watch their children.

      Mia and I were getting close again. It was basically how things were when we were little girls, back in Miami. I was actually happy that I knew somebody out there, other than Truth, because if not, I would have wanted to be stuck up under him all day. I not only had Mia, but there was also my business, which was keeping me busy. The main shop, where I would do my grand opening was in Miami, and that would take place within a couple of months. On top of that, I had been working to open a second shop in Cali because fashion was big out there, and the people weren’t afraid to spend money.

      I didn’t want to get so lost in Truth’s world that I stopped doing my own thing because that’s what happened in my last relationship. I was the fiancée of an NBA player now, and I didn’t want to be like a lot of the other players’ girlfriends or wives, whose only job in life was for them to be a cheerleader for their partner. I actually wanted more.

      “No, it’s not sore. I guess I can wait until tonight then,” I said before turning my legs loose from around his waist because I was holding him hostage.

      His gym bag was already on his shoulders, and he was ready to head out the door, but I was slowing him down. He kissed me on my lips a couple of times, and then he backed away from me.

      “Ain’t no better feeling in the world for me, Twinkle, than when I’m out there on that court, playing ball, and I look out and see you sitting courtside. Back in high school, I used to sit around and dream about this shit. I always pictured you in the arena, being the flyest person in the building. I knew I would have you dripping in some crazy ass diamonds while I would be out there playing for you. Playing for us. I can’t wait until the day you out there, and you got my baby sitting on your lap. Not even on no sucker shit, but baby, this shit feels like it’s a fuckin’ dream. I waited for this moment. I told myself that I wasn’t going to take no other woman seriously because I always had faith that you and I would one day get this shit right. I just want to let you know that I ain’t going to let you down. Aight?” he asked.

      “I know, baby. I believe you. I’ll see you tonight,” I said and jumped down from the counter then kissed him on his lips one last time.

      I followed him to the door, and once he was gone, I locked the door behind him and stood there, admiring the beautiful view of outside. Everything about this penthouse that Truth owned was so fuckin’ beautiful. I loved when it was nighttime, and the whole city lit up, giving a nice little ambiance in the room. As beautiful as this ambiance was, I knew that I would have to either find something of my own or Truth would have to find something because the school year had about two more months, and once school was over, I planned to move Dream out there with me.

      The only reason she wasn’t with me yet is that it would not have been right to pull her out of school, put her into something new, and take her away from her friends all of a sudden. My mama kept saying that she didn’t mind raising Dream for me, but I made a promise to my sister that I would raise her daughter in her absence, and I wanted to keep good on it. Plus, I was so used to having Dream around, that I actually didn’t mind her living with me.

      I knew it would break her little heart once she found out that we were moving and that she would have to be apart from Khari because the two of them were best friends. Since I still had family in Miami, plus one of my businesses would be there, we would still be back and forth. The hardest thing, though, would be not seeing Loyal every other week like we’d always done in the past. I was just one person who could only be at one place at one time, but I would never stop taking Dream down to the prison to see her mother altogether.

      Loyal and I really hadn’t talked ever since the day she cursed me out on the phone. I knew she was battling some shit, but she was the type of person who liked to bottle shit up and keep it to herself. Once she was ready, I knew she would let me know what was up, although I had a feeling that it concerned Chase. It’s like the nigga had just disappeared off the fuckin’ planet.

      I walked into one of the extra bedrooms in Truth’s home, where I stored a lot of my clothes in the walk-in closet. It would take me a while to find something to wear tonight for the game, so while I looked for an outfit, I felt like now would be a good time to call Normani because sis had been MIA lately. I heard about what happened to her in Mexico, and that news had torn me up really bad. When Billion called me, I really hoped that he was just telling a sick ass joke, but he was dead serious. I didn’t talk to Normani until maybe a few days after it happened, and I remember hearing her voice that day, and she just didn’t sound herself.

      Although that was the most fucked up news I could have ever received, it did make me happy when I learned that the two of them had snuck their asses off and got married. Was I shocked? Yes, but I expected nothing less from Billion because he loved the fuck out of that woman. I called Normani twice, and she didn’t pick up the phone. It was Friday evening in Miami, and a little bit after six, so I knew she should be home from work by now. I decided to Facetime Billion, and he answered on the third ring. When he picked up, I could see that he was in his home office.

      “What’s good?” he answered, his gold teeth flashing on the screen.

      “Where my girl at? I called her twice,” I said.

      He sucked his teeth when I asked that, and I groaned, thinking that the two of them were more than likely having trouble in paradise.

      “I think she’s in the room. You need to talk to your girl. She around here with a fucked-up attitude. It’s Friday, and she ain’t been fuckin’ with me since Wednesday,” he said, not even looking into the screen. His eyes were too busy focused on whatever was taking place on his computer screen.

      “Well, nigga, what did you do? A woman ain’t going to just stop fuckin’ with her man just because,” I said.

      “A crazy one will. I can take a woman PMS’ing, but this shit right here, Twink… man, Normani got me losing my motha fuckin’ mind, yo. She got a nigga standing on the porch, smoking mo’ weed than I ever smoked in my life. I’m spending mo’ money on Kush than I do on groceries, and I’m only smoking so much, so a nigga can stay sane and not spaz the fuck out.

      “Normani got this special place in my heart, so I can’t handle her the way that I would handle anybody else, but at the same time, she’s pushing a nigga. Call her back and talk some sense into her because she ain’t trying to hear shit I’m saying. I’m putting her house on the market tomorrow because she thinks she’s supposed to have a little something on the side to run to when shit don’t go her way. Fuckin’ around with me, you better go run and sit yo’ ass on the porch if you need some space,” he said.

      I laughed because this nigga was fuckin’ crazy.

      “You still not telling me what happened. Why are the two of y’all beefing with each other? Y’all just got fuckin’ married. This is still supposed to be the honeymoon stage,” I said to him.

      “I don’t be telling Normani certain shit that I be doing, and she gets mad when I do that. I don’t even be doing that shit on some sneaky shit, but my wife has not been emotionally okay ever since we got back from Mexico. Twink, if I even say something about Mexico, she starts crying because all things tie right back to her getting thrown into the back of that van. Sometimes, I regret that I rushed us to get married in Mexico. Whenever I bring up our wedding day, she ain’t going to have no choice but to think about the fucked up shit that happened.

      “I should have just waited and did it once we made it back home, but I was trying to be on some romantic shit that day, and I wanted her to be my wife right then and there. I ain’t want to ride out that fiancée shit much longer. Anyway, to make a long story short, her pops paid somebody from the church to take me out. I didn’t tell Normani about it when I got home. She saw blood on my shoes and started jumping down my throat. Fast forward to the next day, I go and pay her pops a visit, and I didn’t tell her in the time frame that she wanted me to tell her, so she’s just beefing with me over that. If doing that is wrong, then I apologize for that, but I ain’t trying to be causing her pain all the fuckin’ time,” Billion said.

      My mouth was damn near hitting the floor, and this was solely because he told me that Normani’s dad had paid someone to try and kill him. That shit was very disturbing, yet Billion was telling it like it was no big deal.

      “The same way you just apologized right here, have you said it to her?” I asked.

      “Nah,” he spat. I heard it all in his voice that he was mad.

      “Well, you should start off by apologizing. Her birthday is tomorrow. I hope you have something planned, or else, your ass is going to be a dead man. I’m not trying to fly out to Miami for a funeral. I’m having way too much fun in Cali,” I told him.

      “Yeah, you having too much fuckin’ fun if you ask me. I got a little something planned for her tomorrow. Shouldn’t do shit for her mean ass. I swear Ima wake up in the morning and act like I forgot,” he said, and I laughed as I shook my head at him.

      “And you niggas have the nerve to wonder why us women are crazy. Look how y’all provoke us. What you got planned for her? You know I want to be nosey,” I said, smiling from ear to ear like tomorrow was my birthday.

      “I ain’t telling you. Why? So, you can run back and tell her? Who all you be hanging out with in Cali? They treating you right there? One weekend, me, Normani, and the kids are going to just pop up on yo’ ass. I want to see who you running with,” he said.

      “Come. I would love to show y’all my new stomping grounds. I just be with Truth. You remember my best friend, Mia, right?” I asked him, and he paused.

      Billion made a face. A face that every woman could easily read and tell what that face meant. I dealt with one of the biggest dogs in the world, so I knew that if a nigga made a face like that, when you asked them if they knew a bitch, then ten times out of ten, it meant that they fucked them.

      “Billion, no! You put me in the fuckin’ middle now! Conflict of interest!” I said.

      “Yo, that shit is old. We fucked about a year before I went to prison. She came down to Miami to visit. Twink, I don’t know what you be doing in your personal life, so how was I supposed to have known that you be running with her? Just don’t be bringing my wife around shorty. It’s no hard feelings between Mia and me. We did our thing, and that was that. At the same time, my wife ain’t about to be around no bitch, and they sit around sharing sex stories about me with each other,” he said.

      “I’ve been around her for a couple of months now. She never even brought it up,” I whispered. I was more so talking to myself than I was talking to him.

      “It ain’t shit to tell. The only reason I told you is so you’ll know not to have her around my wife. It’s cool, Twink. Do yo’ thing. I’ll make sure I tell Normani before she jumps down my fuckin’ throat about this shit too,” he let me know.

      I stayed on the phone with my cousin for another five minutes or so, and then we finally hung up. I tried calling Normani back, and that’s when a text message came through from Billion that she was in the room, taking a nap. I couldn’t wait to get in the car tonight with Mia and find out why she never told me that she messed around with my cousin in the past, especially since I had brought him and Normani up to her a couple of times, and she’d never even batted a damn eye.

      

      On the way to the game

      “Bitch, I got a bone to pick with you,” I said to Mia as she and I sat in the backseat of the Escalade as we were chauffeured to my baby’s game.

      We barely had our asses touching the seats before I jumped down her throat. I was hoping Mia would tell me that Billion was lying, but I knew the type of nigga my cousin was, and it had never been a problem for him to bag a bitch, so I knew the nigga didn’t have to lie on his dick, but damn, at the same time, I hoped that this time, he was lying. What’s so crazy is that ever since Mia and I came back into each other’s lives, we had pretty much picked up our friendship where it had left off years ago, so she was back to telling me her personal stories, and I was back to telling her mine. She never even hinted at her and my cousin's messing around back in the day.

      My legs were crossed in the studded Christian Louboutin thigh-high boots, and I was definitely feeling myself. What I liked about Cali was that they had a lot of cool weather, so I was able to throw on different fashion pieces that I couldn’t wear in Miami because my ass would burn up. My man told me he loved it when I came to the games dressed in a sexy way, but still keeping it classy for him. That way, I wasn’t showing the whole world everything on my body.

      Tonight, I was in a see-through bodysuit with star patches on my nipples, so I wasn’t exposing anything. I wore a pair of skintight, black, skinny jeans that took me a few minutes to jump my ass into because being out here in Cali with Truth, this nigga had me eating out just about every day. I was picking up weight, but in all the right places, of course. Like I said, I wore thigh-high boots, and because I knew how to do my own hair, my hair was styled in a long Kim K ponytail that went down to my ass, swinging with every step I took.

      Truth was into diamonds. Ever since he and I were in high school, this man has had a mean obsession with jewelry, so it was only right that he kept me laced up as well. A fat, custom Cuban chain lay around my neck. It was dripping in diamonds with the words, Truth’s Girl on it. I wore the gold AP watch that he had gotten me on my wrist, with the Cuban bracelet to give off a flashier look. The engagement ring that sat on my finger, which had to cost the price of a few exotic cars put together, glowed in the back of the dark car.

      “What’s up?” Mia asked as she dumped the contents of the weed into her lap, getting ready to roll up.

      Mia was one of the prettiest bitches I knew, but she would sit up and roll a blunt like a nigga, and I would be right there to help her smoke it too.

      “Why you never told me that you and Billion messed around?” I asked, and she let out an annoyed groan.

      Mia looked up at me with those beautiful, hazel colored eyes, and she rolled them. Just like me, Mia was dressed up tonight. She was in a tan colored Gucci shirt with the word Gucci spread across the front in different colors. She also wore a pair of light blue, high waisted denim jeans with her shirt tucked inside. A pair of red heels were on her feet, and her long hair was flat ironed bone straight with a part down the middle. Mia could do make-up like a real professional, so her make-up tonight was sick. As pretty as she looked, I saw it all in her face that she didn’t care to explain the past she shared with my cousin.

      “He told you that? Because there are only two people who know about that, and that’s him and me. We vowed to never even speak on that shit,” she said, confirming that it was true.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?”

      “Because when you started telling me about him, you told me about his girl too. That’s disrespectful for me to be like, ‘oh yeah, by the way, I fucked him’ Plus, it wasn’t even that serious. This was before me and Beatz even got together. I came down for a funeral, and I ended up running into him that night at a club. We chilled, we smoked, we fucked, and that was it. It was never supposed to be anything between Billion and me, and it never was. He’s fine! Too fuckin’ fine, but I have my own nigga, and he has his own girl. That’s why every time you brought up Normani, I’d just shrug it off because I knew I wasn’t about to be around no woman whose nigga I had fucked.

      “Even though that shit happened in the past, and it didn’t mean anything to either of us, I feel like I still shouldn’t be around her. That’s just how my respect is set up. If she’s secure in her relationship with him, and she doesn’t mind being around me, I don’t mind the three of us kicking it. I just know the type of bitch I am. I ain’t chopping it up with no bitch that my husband fucked before. I don’t care if the shit happened when he was in middle school; it just ain’t happening,” she said to me.

      “Damn, Mia! I would have never even thought that,” I said before slouching down in my seat and taking the blunt from her, so I could take a pull for myself.

      “From the pictures that you showed me of his wife, she’s fuckin’ beautiful. That man got him a whole fuckin’ black barbie doll over there, with some pretty ass eyes. On top of that, she got her shit together because you did tell me that she’s a doctor. She’s carrying a baby for that nigga too. Billion ain’t thinking about my ass, and I ain’t thinking about him either. Girl, the way my husband’s dick be knocking in the back of my tonsils, I wish the fuck I would sit back and worry about another nigga,” she said, making me laugh.

      We must have spoken Normani up because her ass was just now calling me back after I called her hours ago. She was calling me through Facetime, and while I answered the phone for her, Mia pulled out her phone and entertained herself.

      Normani popped up on the screen, and I could see it in her eyes that she had just woken up. Her facial expression alone screamed that she wasn’t in the best of moods.

      “What’s wrong with you? Billion said you over there driving him crazy,” I joked, as I watched Normani through the screen. From her background, I could tell she was in the bathroom. She had to have the phone propped up on something because I could see the entire upper part of her body. As she fixed the bun in her hair, Hennessy sucked her teeth at what I had just said to her.

      “More like he’s driving me crazy. I wasn’t ignoring your calls. I was sleeping when you called me. Now, watch, I’m going to be up all night. What’s up? Where are you on your way to? You look cute,” she said, which made me smile.

      “I’m going to Truth’s game tonight. Make sure you watch, so you can see me sitting courtside,” I told her, and she laughed.

      “I’m going to put it on. I caught it the other night, and you were looking bomb then as well. I’m so happy for you, Twinkle. You have this glow in your eyes, and it just shows how happy you are. I remember when me and you were coming from having brunch, and we ran into Truth. It was something about the way the two of you were looking at each other, and I just knew y’all had some unfinished business. The only thing I hate is that you’re not here in Miami with me. I’m going to have to start dragging your annoying cousin with me to our ritual Saturday brunches,” she said, followed by a groan.

      I laughed and then rolled my eyes at her because I knew they would kiss and make up by tomorrow. Shit, if anything, by tonight, since her birthday was coming up in just a few hours.

      “Normani, please! You’ll be fuckin’ him by tonight. It can’t be all that bad in paradise,” I told her.

      I looked out of the window because we were about to pull up to the arena in a few.

      “Girl, I highly doubt it. Who are you with? Are you by yourself?” she asked.

      I thought about if I should tell her who I was with. Damn, this shit just made me feel like I was doing something wrong. Normani and I were best friends, and now that she and Billion were married, I considered her my family, although I’ve always looked at her like a big sister. Just so I wouldn’t feel like I was keeping shit from her, I would tell her who Mia was, but it wouldn’t be tonight. Then again, I would let my cousin handle it because I knew the type of nigga he was, and he would get mad that I told his wife something about him before he had a chance to say something.

      “I’m with Mia. I told you about her,” I said to Normani.

      Just as she was getting ready to respond, I heard the bathroom door open. She took her eyes off the screen and focused them on whoever was standing by the door.

      “I thought you was about to get in the shower,” I heard Billion’s deep voice boom from Normani’s side of the phone.

      “I am, but I needed to call Twinkle back. You need me?” she asked Billion.

      “Normani, I’ll just call you back in the morning,” I said.

      “Girl, no. This is just your cousin’s way of trying to bully me into getting off the phone,” she said, and I laughed. I was about to hang up on her ass because when they started going at it, I wanted no parts of their shit.

      “Shorty, I’ll take that fuckin’ phone from you and make you hang that bitch up. Show out in front of Twinkle all you want to, ma, and I’ll give her a fuckin’ show. I got you them nasty ass strawberries and syrup and shit that you like to eat on the dresser. I was just coming in here to let you know that. I should take all that shit and throw it in the fuckin’ trash since you want to act crazy,” he said.

      I was dying on the other end of the phone. Although I was trying so hard not to laugh, I was laughing so damn hard that I couldn’t even make out what Normani was saying back to him. Suddenly, the phone just hung up. I wouldn’t even bother calling back. I would just let the two of them handle their issues.

      “From the sound of things, it looks like the nigga has finally met his match,” Mia told me, and I nodded, knowing he did.

      “Girl, yes! Normani ain’t but so big, but I swear she knows how to keep up with his ass,” I told her.

      There was a long line for us to get dropped off in front of the arena, so while we waited, I went to my social media app. One thing that I liked to do when I got on Instagram is to look through the pictures that were trending at the time. There was one specific picture that stood out to me. Shit, the picture had me actually freezing in place with my hands over my mouth as I stared down at it.

      Although I no longer followed Monterius on any social media networks, a picture he had just posted a couple of hours ago had been trending, so it popped up. It was Trinity and their daughter. Trinity was lying on the couch while holding one of the most beautiful babies that I’ve ever seen in my entire life. The baby was sleeping too, and I used my fingers to zoom into the picture. All I could see was how that baby was the exact replica of Monterius. I mean, she literally had his entire face. She was sleeping on her mother, and she was dressed in a little onesie. I was just in awe at the amount of hair on her head, although she was so small.

      The pictures had over twenty thousand likes. Everyone, I mean everyone, was commenting on how beautiful the picture was. The caption on the pictures was my sleeping beauties. I knew I shouldn’t have even given a fuck when I saw the picture, but I did. This was a nigga who swore up and down that there was absolutely no chance this little girl could have been his. This was the same man who would always say that Trinity was just a fuck. I’ve known about Trinity for a couple of years. He always made it seem like she was just a piece of pussy that he went chasing after whenever he and I weren’t on the best of terms. I know I had moved on, but I had every right because of what this nigga had done to pretty much end of our relationship, but for him to just jump headfirst into a relationship with a bitch who he talked down on to me on plenty of occasions was fuckin’ wild.

      Mia must have seen what I was looking at because she snatched the phone out of my hands and tossed it onto her lap.

      “To be honest with you, Twink, you shouldn’t even care. If you love Truth like you say you do, and if you’re happy like everyone thinks you are, then you shouldn’t give a fuck what your ex has going on. Remember that the way you get them is the way you lose them, so if he’s over there playing house with her, then it’s only a matter of time before her chance at hurt comes. Not to persuade you or anything, but you are engaged to one of the hottest niggas out right now in the NBA. Girl, you have a nigga who shows you off in front of the whole fuckin’ world, making it clear that he’s not afraid to show his love to you in public.

      “You and Monterius didn’t just break up because he had a baby on you. From the stuff that you told me about your relationship with him, y’all broke up because your heart was finally tired, and you finally had the strength to walk away. Sis, I know you believe in God. He brought Truth back to you for a reason. Fuck Monterius,” she said and tossed me back my phone.

      I nodded my head because she was right. Still, it didn’t make the shit any easier to take this all in.
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      I felt warm fluids seeping out of me, and to be honest, I thought I was pissing on myself. I was still early in my pregnancy, so I felt like I was pissing every second of the day. The second I knew that pee was not coming out of me is when I felt warm, soft lips wrap around my clit. I let out a loud moan because I now knew what was going on.

      It was my 27th birthday, and I was waking up to the most handsome man on this earth, and he was under the covers, feasting on my pussy like I was breakfast. As mad as I was with Billionaire, and as annoyed as I was with him, I couldn’t even front and act like what he was doing didn’t feel good because it did. I pulled the covers off us, my hands went into his hair, and I massaged his waves as I slowly grinded my pussy into his face. He was licking me up, but he kept his eyes on me the entire time.

      “Hmmmmm,” I moaned, unable to hold back.

      He sucked up so many of my juices and then spat them back onto my pussy, then he tugged on my clit with just his lips. I was going crazy on the bed, trying to keep up with the tongue tricks he was giving me this morning. It’s like he had been holding onto all these tricks, especially for this moment.

      “Happy birthday, baby,” he groaned into my pussy.

      My juices were on the corners of his mouth as he feasted on me, and I could even see some dripping down his beard.

      “Thank you, babyyyyy… shittttttt… I’m cummminggggg,” I screeched, unable to hold onto my orgasm anymore.

      Less than a second later, I released my first orgasm into his mouth. Once I finished, he pulled me up by my arms, and I threw my body on top of his as I hungrily kissed him. Billionaire was down on his back, and the only thing he had on was a pair of boxers. I could smell his Dove men’s body wash, which only meant that he had to have taken his shower while I was sleeping.

      As we kissed like we hadn’t kissed in years, his hands softly massaged each of my butt cheeks. Billionaire then started trailing kisses toward my neck, sucking on my skin, and purposely trying to mark me up. With a pussy still dripping, I sat down on his chest, and he began to suck on my nipples. I didn’t know if it was because we didn’t have sex all day yesterday that I was so horny, but my body was going crazy. With my head thrown back, I moaned at the feel of getting my nipples serviced.

      “Sit on my dick, ma,” Billionaire groaned.

      I could feel his dick behind me, and it felt like it was about to burst through his boxers. My hands reached back, and I massaged it a little bit. He looked so handsome this morning. Last night, he had his barber come over and cut his hair, so his grooming was very much up to par.

      “You going to make me ride dick on my big day?” I asked him once he had left my breast alone.

      “Why not? Come on, bae. My shit is fuckin’ crying,” he groaned.

      “Apologize to me first. You embarrassed me yesterday on the phone, so apologize,” I said with my arms folded across my chest, ready for him to apologize.

      He sucked his teeth, just like I knew he would. I was ready to get it on and popping in there too, but not until he apologized first. I didn’t even remember how I got back in the bed with Billionaire. Last night, after he rudely hung up the phone while I was talking to Twinkle, I ended up taking my shower, then going down to the den and watching a couple of movies by myself. I fell asleep down there. Luckily, Khari had spent the night at Billionaire’s mother’s house, so she wasn’t there to witness the nasty argument that me and her father had.

      Billionaire and I didn’t start going at each other’s throats like that until after we got married. I told him last night that I didn’t like the way he was handling me. He liked to blame my feelings on my pregnancy, but his ass was stressing me the hell out.

      “I’ll apologize right after you,” he said, holding both of my small wrists in one of his hands as he felt around behind me to get his dick out. Like always, he got what he wanted as he lifted me by my waist and lowered me onto his dick. I couldn’t even fight with him if I wanted to because the feeling that came to the pit of my stomach… the feeling that came to my pussy once his dick was stuffed into me had me forgetting why I was even mad at him in the first place.

      My nails went for his chest, and they raked his skin as I moved my body up and down. My little belly was now showing, so I couldn’t look down and watch his dick glide in and out of me. I lost control on top of my husband as I felt all types of goosebumps form on my body. He knew he had me because he had that sly smirk on his face that I wanted to knock right off.

      “That dick good, ain’t it?” he asked.

      His hands were on my hips as he guided my movements. I could hardly watch him because my eyes kept involuntarily rolling. The more I bounced on him, the more my juices spilled out of me, letting him know that he had me, and I was like putty in his hands. I never answered his question; I just kept nonstop moaning and stupidly telling him how much I loved him and his dick.

      “Billionnnnnn… Billllionnnnn… babyyyyy,” I cried, knowing that another orgasm was on the way.

      “I’m right here, ma. Cum. Cum for daddy,” he coached me.

      This time, I exploded, and so did he. I crashed my body on top of his as I fought to catch my breath. His hands played around in my hair as I panted loudly into his chest.

      “You called me Billion for the first-time, ma,” he said.

      I got my breathing back in order, kissed him on his chest, and then I sat up in bed.

      “What do you have planned for little ole me today? I hope the sex wasn’t my birthday present, although it was a good gift,” I said with a smile on my face.

      “I got some shit planned. Go hop in the shower and meet me downstairs. You ain’t gotta get dressed yet. Just put on your robe,” he told me.

      I quickly got up from his lap and made my way into the bathroom. Before my shower, I used the bathroom. Once I finished, I washed my hands, brushed my teeth, and did my daily skin routine. My shower lasted a good fifteen to twenty minutes because my prayer, thanking God for allowing me to see another year, took up a lot of my time. It was so crazy how your life could change so much in only one year.

      Last year, my birthday fell on a Friday, and I remember verbatim what I’d done that day. I remember leaving the office a little later than usual and being just too tired to go out and do anything. Twinkle had been begging me to go out with her that night to celebrate my birthday, but I didn’t want to do anything. I came home, ordered some Chinese takeout, and ate a piece of the cake that some of the nurses had gotten for me at the office.

      Look at me now. I have a whole husband, a baby growing inside of me, and I can’t forget that my father and I have a relationship now that’s nonexistent. So, yeah, life has definitely done a big change in a year, but I felt like my life had changed for the better for the most part. After showering and washing my hair, I stepped out, dried my body off, and applied some lotion. Finally, I slipped on the silk robe that Billionaire told me to put on.

      Before I could make my way down the stairs, I called my mother, Naomi, and Twinkle back because all three of them had called to wish me a happy birthday. As I was wrapping up my phone call with Twinkle, I smelled breakfast cooking downstairs, and I laughed because I knew my husband wasn’t down there trying to cook me anything. Billionaire could do everything else in the world right besides cook a meal, but if he was cooking me something, I would still give him his credit because it was the thought that counts.

      I made it into the kitchen, and Billionaire was sitting at the counter, talking to a chef. It was actually the chef who was throwing down. My stomach rumbled as I looked around and saw some of my favorite breakfast foods spread across the counter. There was French toast, which I loved, scrambled cheesy eggs, along with ham and peppers in the eggs, which resembled the omelets I liked. There were also grits, sausage, and all my favorite fruits.

      The chef looked to have been in his thirties, and he was dressed in chef attire. He was a black guy, and from the way he and Billionaire were talking when I came down, I assumed that was one of his friends who I probably just hadn’t met. It just hit me right then that for all this food to have been prepared already, he had to have been there for a while. He probably heard me when Billionaire and I were upstairs, tussling around in bed.

      “I’ll never let another nigga cook for my wife, but I know that this the only person who can cook all your favorite breakfast foods in a way that I can’t. This house would have been on fire if I fucked around and tried to throw down in here. This is CJ. Me and him went to school together. CJ, this is my wife, Normani,” Billionaire introduced us.

      “Hey,” I softly said to his friend.

      Billionaire knew so many people. I swear, every time we went somewhere, he introduced me to a homeboy he went way back with. Not only that, but he had a friend for everything. All his friends were hood as hell, but they were all so talented. Even right now, this food smelled phenomenal, and I couldn’t wait to dig in.

      “What’s good? Happy birthday,” CJ said.

      I thanked him and then walked over to my husband. Billionaire had changed, and he was now in a pair of black sweats that he was sagging in, so I could see the band of his polo briefs. He wore a black wife beater, which showed off his big muscles, and he was eyeing me down with so much lust in his eyes, that you would think he hadn’t just finished doing me upstairs in his bedroom. I tried to sit on the stool next to him, but he stopped me and pulled me into his lap. With both of my hands wrapped around his neck as I sat sideways on his lap, I kissed his lips.

      “Thank you for this, baby,” I said to him.

      Like always, he waved it off, like what he had just done wasn’t a big deal. After that, I looked from him to his chef friend and let out a nervous laugh.

      “You think he heard me?” I whispered.

      Billionaire smiled, flashing his dimples.

      “He already told me that he had to put on his air pods to tune you out,” Billionaire said, followed by a laugh.

      I playfully pushed his shoulders and went back to eyeing the delicious food that wasn’t too far from us. Almost five minutes later, the breakfast food was placed on the island, and my mouth watered as each dish was lowered onto the table. It was close enough for us to reach, so Billionaire fixed both of our plates. While Billionaire fixed our plates, his friend CJ stepped outside, I assumed to give us a little privacy.

      While Billionaire and I were eating, we laughed with each other. He had me smiling so much that my cheeks hurt, and we were even feeding each other.

      “This is what I miss. This is the Billionaire and Normani that I love. I haven’t been too fond of what we’ve become over the past few days. I miss the days when I could be around you and just be helplessly in love with you,” I told my husband after we finished eating.

      I was still sitting on his lap, and his hands were wrapped around me, holding onto me by the front of my stomach. Billionaire released a sigh, and then he untied my robe from the front, and his cold hands went under it. Because the only thing I had on was my underwear, he slipped his hands inside and massaged my stomach. I threw my head back against his chest as I listened to what he was about to say next.

      “I think you got it set in your mind that I’m your enemy when I’m not. The shit that you’re going through with your dad, you probably feel like you gotta have your guard up when it comes to people, but I’m your husband, ma, you ain’t gotta have no defenses up when it comes to me. Everything I do, every fucking move that I make is for the betterment of you and my kids. I got this thing about me, where I always feel like I gotta protect the ones t I love.

      You are a nigga’s fuckin’ soft spot. You mean too much to me, so at times, Ima protect you a little bit more than I would anyone else. Normani, you got my fuckin’ heart right in the palm of yo’ hands, so I’m delicate as fuck when it comes to you. I’m so overprotective of you that I don’t even like you driving in the rain, and you know that shit. I know you hate when I say this, but you’re sensitive as fuck, ma. You’ve been like that since I met you, but the shit done multiplied times ten since the pregnancy, so in order to keep your emotions intact, I be trying to keep the drama and any shit that’s going to bring you pain to a minimum.

      “Now that I sit back and evaluate the shit, I see where a nigga was wrong. When it comes to you, I want to be all up in your fuckin’ business, so it’s only right that I let you know what’s going on at all times with me too. The night that nigga pulled a gun on me, I just knew that if I told you that shit, you would react in a bad way. Thinking I’m doing the right thing by not telling you because I don’t want my pregnant wife stressing backfired on me, and for that, I’m sorry. I’m sorry for not telling you that I went to the church and paid your ole boy a visit. Although, in my defense, I was going to tell you anyway. I just needed to get some pussy first,” he said.

      His hands traveled upward, and he started to massage my nipples. I smiled at his choice of words because it meant a lot to hear my husband apologize. That was like pulling teeth with him.

      “Also, for embarrassing me yesterday on the phone,” I added. He groaned at that while he finished toying with my nipples.

      “Nah, because you started that shit. Your turn. You gotta apologize to big daddy too. You hurt my feelings too, ma,” he said and put a fake frown on his handsome face.

      I laughed, not thinking he was serious.

      “What do I have to apologize for? I didn’t even do anything. You’re the one who was keeping secrets from me,” I said before leaning in to kiss him some more. He had this lustful look in his eyes like he was ready for part two of what we had just done upstairs in the room.

      “Just like a woman to not see the shit they did. I guess you forgot that you ain’t been fuckin’ with me in almost a week. You slept your ass on the couch last night, and I had to come down here and get you at three in the morning. Let me have done some shit like that, and I would have been the dirtiest nigga in the world,” he said.

      I rolled my eyes as I listened to him talk. He was steadily trying to remove my robe, but I was knocking his hands out the way because I didn’t want his friend to walk in on us.

      “I’m sorry for ignoring you and for everything else. I just be wanting a break from you sometimes because you be pushing me there, Billionaire. I swear I never used to curse before I met you. You got me cursing, and I know for a fact that if I wasn’t pregnant, I would have been walking around here drinking and more than likely smoking with you,” I told him, and then I stood up and tied my robe back.

      Billionaire eyed me and then pulled me back into his embrace.

      “Reach into my pocket and get one of your gifts,” he said.

      I did a little happy dance as I smiled big, and then I dug my hands into his right pocket. It was a set of keys, and the word, Tesla, was written on it. All I could think about was how a couple months ago, I told him I would trade my Mercedes coupe in and get this Tesla because I had been eyeing that car for almost a year.

      “Oh, my God! Baby, you got me a Tesla?” I screamed while pulling his arm, so he could stand up with me.

      “Go outside and look,” he nonchalantly said. I stepped into my house shoes that had slipped off when I was sitting down on his lap and ran outside, eager to see if there was a new car in the driveway waiting for me. Once I got the door unlocked, I raced out to the driveway, and there it was, a beautiful red, 2020 Tesla Model X with a huge, beautiful, hot pink bow on the front of it. The ribbons read, Happy Birthday, Beautiful.

      “Thank you, baby. Hmmmm, I love you,” I cooed, kissing him all over his face, and then I went to check the car out.

      The inside was a perfect beige color, and all I could do was think to myself that this was exactly the one I wanted. I never told Billionaire the model, the color, or anything that I wanted about this car, but it was crazy how he still delivered. I swear this man had access to read the thoughts taking place inside my head. Inside the car were so many shopping bags from a few of my favorite stores, like Nordstrom, Saks Fifth Avenue, Hermes, and a few other stores. Gift bags filled the entire back seats, and it was hard to fully see the interior, but I wasn’t complaining.

      “Make you want to give a nigga some more babies, huh?” Billionaire asked as he stood outside the car and watched me with his arms folded.

      “Baby, I’ll give you all the babies in the world. You’re so perfect,” I said before grabbing his face with both hands and kissing him.

      “Ima hold you to that,” he said, and I knew he would.

      This man didn’t forget a damn thing.

      

      10:16 P.M.

      “Out of all the shit that we could have done tonight, this is what you’d rather do? Bae, I could have flown us anywhere in the fuckin’ world for the weekend, and we could have come back Monday morning. Why you choose to do this?” Billionaire asked me as he reclined his seat and looked over at me in the passenger seat.

      We were at the Swap Shop, but at the drive-in movie theater. I already had the throw blanket wrapped around me that I liked to use when I was in the house, I had all types of sweets, and I was straight. Yes, I loved when my birthday came around, but the older I got, it really wasn’t the celebration that I cared about. Instead, it was just the fact that I was thankful to be here.

      Not to sound like a broken record, but with what happened in Mexico, I could have been spending my birthday God knows where, if I hadn’t been rescued. This birthday, I just wanted to keep it simple, although my husband went out of his way to do everything over the top. After breakfast and taking my new car around the block a couple of times, we went to the next part of my birthday celebration. Billionaire took me to look at three gorgeous homes, because true to his word, he wanted to put us into something bigger since our family would soon expand. I loved him to death, but I knew he was such in a hurry to find us a house, so I could sell my townhouse.

      The second home we looked at, I fell in love with it. I mean, it was really something out of a movie, and my fingers were crossed that this would be the home we got and that everything went according to plan. After that, I was pampered at my favorite salon and spa. The only thing I wanted to do after the wonderful day I had was kick back with my husband and enjoy this drive-in movie.

      “It’s the simple things I love. You know that. I enjoyed my day. You made me feel like a real-life queen today. I’m not mad at you anymore,” I cooed, making him laugh at me.

      Billionaire was dressed down in his laidback attire tonight, which wasn’t anything but some sweats and a V-neck. He was so laid back that he was even rocking his durag. I knew he would have rather been anywhere in the world with me except in the car at a drive-in movie, but he was doing it to make me happy.

      “You was never mad at me. You was just acting like a spoiled ass brat,” he said while opening a pack of banana Now and Laters that he’d picked up from the corner store. That’s where we stopped on the way, so we could have our snacks for the movie. Billionaire even had some boiled peanuts in the cup holder that he was waiting to eat once the movie started. We were there to watch Bad Boys, and I was excited to see it. Loving to be snuggled up with him whenever we watched a movie together, I crawled over to his side of the car and got in his lap. We were riding in his Porsche, so there was plenty of room for me to squeeze in.

      “You don’t be letting a nigga fuckin’ breathe, ma,” he joked and threw his head back into the headrest of the car.

      I laughed as I snuggled closer, and within ten minutes, the movie started. I was fighting my sleep so hard once the movie started, although it was actually good. Billionaire’s phone buzzing in his pockets had me getting up. He lifted my body a little bit so he could dig into his pocket and retrieve his phone. Once he had it, I laid back down on his chest.

      “Yo,” he spoke into the phone.

      I could hear a male voice on the other end, but I couldn’t really make out what they were saying. What came from Billionaire next made me jump up, so I could look at him.

      “Are you fuckin’ serious? When? I just fuckin’ talked to him this morning! He called and wished Normani a happy fuckin’ birthday and everything! What the fuck, man!” Billionaire barked, and I even heard his voice crack.

      I couldn’t figure out who he was talking about because a few of his people called him today, and he was telling everybody that it was my birthday. I talked to a few of his friends and family on the phone because they all were wishing me a happy birthday. Although it was dark in the car, the light from the movie screen outside was bright enough to shed some light into the car, and I saw a tear drop from his eyes.

      I mouthed, “What’s was going on?” but he wouldn’t tell me. He just continued his conversation.

      Almost five minutes later, he hung the phone up, and when he did, he let out a loud, thunderous growl that scared me shitless.

      “Baby, what happened? What happened, Billionaire?” I asked and took his phone, so I could see who had called because he wasn’t answering me. It was his dad that he’d just finished speaking to.

      “Fuck niggas killed my uncle, man,” he said, and a tear fell from his eyes.

      My hands went over my mouth as I thought about his uncle Malcom. Like Billionaire said, I’d just talked to him this morning on the phone. He was calling just to chop it up with his nephew, but Billionaire told him it was my birthday, so he and I talked on the phone for a few. I remember one of the last things he told me; he basically thanked me. He felt like Billionaire meeting me had a lot to do with the changes he was making in his life. A tear fell from my eyes, as well.

      “Baby, I’m so sorry,” I kept saying as I used the back of my hands to wipe away the tears that were falling from his eyes.

      “Get back in your seat, ma. Ima drop you off at the house,” he said after allowing me to console him for about one minute.

      “Where are you going? Let me go with you,” I said, not moving off his lap.

      “To go see what the fuck is left of my uncle, ma. I’m taking you home, Normani. Ain’t no telling if them niggas who did him dirty are still out there, and I ain’t about to take you to a possible war zone. On top of that, you barely got any fuckin’ clothes on. I just lost a nigga who I looked up to as a second father. Bae, it ain’t the time to go toe to toe about this shit right now. Let me drop you off at the crib, so I can find out what the fuck is going on,” he said.

      I knew when to test him, and I knew when to back off, so without saying anything else, I just climbed over and got back in my chair. I tossed my blanket onto the back seat and put my seat belt back on. This was the part of Billionaire that made it so hard to love him. I could hear it in his voice that mentally, he was getting ready to check out on me. He was going to shut me out, just like he’d done when he found out the truth about Khari and who she belonged to.

      There was so much I wanted to say, but now wasn’t the time because I personally knew how much Billionaire cared for his uncle, and nothing I could say would be enough to make this situation a little bit better. With tears in my eyes, I looked over at my husband, scared because I didn’t have a clue what he was about to get himself into once he dropped me off at home.
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      “Now, Denim, baby. You know it’s too soon for you to join me here. Baby, go on back to them two beautiful girls. My daughter needs you too. You’re her only child. As much as I love you, it’s not time for you to be with me just yet. You have other people who need you more than I do,” my grandma Berline said.

      She looked so beautiful. Just like I imagined her before she got strung out on drugs. My grandma died from an overdose when I was in the tenth grade. This woman standing would chaperone my elementary school field trips whenever my mother had to work and wasn’t able to make it. This was the woman I had been following around since I was able to walk.

      My grandmother was the best grandparent in the world, but once she got strung out on drugs, she changed, but my love for her never wavered. I loved my grandmother to pieces. This was my mother’s mother, and she and I had always had such a great relationship. I remember when she died. I cried for about a month straight because I just couldn’t find the proper ways to cope after her passing. My mother had to pull me out of school for an entire semester. I had to complete my school assignments at home, and my mom would just turn my assignments in for me at the end of each week. That’s how bad I was after I lost her. It just felt like a piece of me had been lost, so it was hard for me to move on.

      I was in high school when it happened, so my mother tried to keep a lot of things from me. I honestly didn’t even know that my grandmother was an addict until one day, I happened to be eavesdropping on a phone conversation that my mom was having with one of her friends. She broke down on the phone about how she wanted her mother to get clean. That’s when it hit me. Back then, my grandmother knew how to hide her drug use, but later on down the line, she started getting sloppy with it. There were times when we would pop up at her house, and she would be so high out of her mind that my mother would get angry and leave her there.

      My mom tried to get my grandmother to go to rehab, but she would decline her offers every time. Once my grandmother had reached her breaking point, I just remember her losing so much weight, to the point that she was unrecognizable. So, to actually see her now, looking like she looked before she allowed drugs to take over her life, it brought tears to my eyes.

      I reached out to touch her because I just wanted to make sure this moment was real. My hands touched her soft ones, and she gave them a light squeeze. I released a sigh at the words she had just spoken as I prepared to let her in on how I felt.

      “Grandma, you don’t get it. Everybody hates me. Billionaire hates me, his parents hate me too, although my mama didn’t tell me that she hates me, I know she does because I put her right in the center of all my drama. Once I tell Khari the truth, she’s going to hate me too. I was selfish for what I did. I don’t see how I ever thought this messed up plan that I came up with would ever be okay. I just want to walk away from it all. I’d rather be here with you. That way, I don’t have to face what I did. I know once I open my eyes and go back into the real world, it’s going to be a constant reminder of my actions. I can’t live like that for the rest of my life. I’m going to drive myself crazy. Besides, I feel like everybody will be better off without me. Don’t you think?” I asked as I looked up at my grandmother with tears in my eyes, feeling sorry for myself.

      She was dressed in all-white, looking like an angel. Although I was trying to convince her that I would rather be with her, I could tell that I wasn’t getting through to her. I saw it in her eyes that I wasn’t persuading her enough.

      “If you run away, then you’ll look like a coward. Your kids need you more than anything. My new great-grandbaby deserves a chance at life. If you don’t fight, your new baby will not stand a chance. Your kids will never hate you. I know you hear them when they come into your room and talk to you. Denim, you need to open your eyes. You’ve had enough rest. Go. Go and be with your family. I’ll be waiting here when it’s your chance to come home for good, but right now, my sweet grandbaby... right now, it’s too soon,” my grandmother spoke.

      She let go of my hands and turned her back to walk away.

      “Grandma,” I called.

      She turned her head to look at me over her shoulder and gave me a warm smile.

      “Open your eyes, Denim,” she said one last time, and then she faded away.

      The smell of Blueberry bubble gum was the first thing I smelled once my eyes popped open. It was a warm, candy breath that I smelled right now. I knew that it had to be one of my kids all up in my face, preferably Khari, since that little girl was the candy queen. The second my eyes opened, I heard a bunch of screaming and saw a lot of moving going on around me. For at least the first twenty seconds, it was hard to focus on what was happening in front of me because the blurriness needed time to fade away.

      The sound was coming back, and I could hear my mother screaming for a doctor to come into my room. I felt kisses on the right side of my face and the left. The more I settled into what was going on around me, I started to gain feeling in my body. Seconds ago, when my eyes popped open, I didn’t feel a thing. I had an uncomfortable tube plunged deep into my throat, and all I worried about was getting that out of me.

      “Can you see me, Mommy?” my beautiful daughter, Khari, asked. Her mouth was blue, and her clothes were dirty with everything that she had probably eaten today on it. She had the blueberry breath that I smelled when I woke up.

      Khari was standing next to the bed, and to let her know that I could see her, I nodded my head up and down. I tried to lift my hands, to point to her mouth and nonverbally fuss at her for eating a bunch of candy, but it felt like my hand weighed bricks, so I wasn’t able to do it. It even pained me a bit when I nodded.

      “We missed you, Mama,” my oldest daughter, Rylo, said as she stood next to Khari with happy tears in her eyes.

      I wanted to let my children know that I missed them too, but I couldn’t talk yet. Everything about hospitals scared me. I hated the cold rooms, I hated needles, and I hated the sight of blood. Before I even had time for my panic to kick in, a doctor rushed into my room, along with two other nurses.

      I lay there confused, just trying to piece everything together. A headache was beginning to form because I was trying to figure it all out and possibly remember how I’d gotten there in the first place. Because it wasn’t coming to me quickly enough, I was bringing on pain to myself.

      “Sleeping beauty has finally risen,” the handsome, white doctor joked once he came in and stood by my bedside. I rapidly blinked my eyes, hoping that he could read between the lines and take the damn tubes out of my throat because it was so uncomfortable and somewhat painful.

      “I’ll get your tubes out in a second. I need to check you. I want to make sure that you have feeling,” he said and pulled out a pen from his lab coat.

      It was crazy how he read me without me even saying anything. Then again, he was a doctor, so there was no telling how many patients like me he’d had to deal with. My eyes stayed on him the entire time because I wanted to make sure that he wasn’t going to stick me with anything. He went to the foot of the bed and removed the blanket that was wrapped around me. The second the blanket was removed, and I saw the baby bump in my stomach, tears flooded my eyes. I cried because everything was slowly coming back.

      I hardly had time to process everything because I felt the pen hit me on the bottom of my right foot, and my leg kicked, showing that my reflexes were working. He did the same thing to both of my legs. Next, he came around and tested my knees. When he picked my hands up, I did have feeling. There was feeling in all my body. I reached down and touched my belly with my right hand. There was definitely a baby still inside of me.

      “Yep. You and that beautiful baby are definitely two fighters. When you name him or her, make sure you give them a special name that shows the world the type of strength that they have. Denim, I want you to know that I have been dealing with cases like yours for many, many years. What you just fought through was hard enough to fight through on your own, so imagine doing it with a baby. A baby that I projected wouldn’t make it when you were brought into this hospital almost three months ago. You are lucky to be alive. You and the baby. We’re going to get these tubes out of you, and I’ll page an ultrasound technician to come in, so you can see your baby and hear the heartbeat.

      “Your children and your mother have been listening to the heartbeat and seeing the baby every day. That part is always the highlight of their day, but I’m sure nothing tops you waking up and joining them again. Welcome back,” the doctor told me and then placed a hand on my shoulder before he walked out of the room.

      

      Two hours later

      “You gonna come home today, Mama?” Khari asked as she lay on the bed with me.

      This little girl had been talking my ear off from the second I opened my eyes, but I loved every moment of it. To the right of us, my mother had Rylo sitting at a circular table, and she was braiding her hair. The tubes were finally out of my throat, but my throat was still so sore. It really felt like I had swallowed a bunch of rocks. I did basic things today once I woke up. With the help of the nurses, I sat up in the bed, and I even stood up for one whole minute.

      I broke down crying once it hit me that certain basic things, I would have to learn all over again, like simple standing and walking. I hadn’t worked my legs in so long that walking would be a process for me. The nurses had already let me know that I would have to start physical therapy once I was discharged from the hospital. They were talking about keeping me there for another week or so. It was so crazy how I had been in this bed all this time, but the second I woke up, I was actually ready to go home. Something about this hospital room was so depressing.

      The only thing that brought me joy was being around my kids and my mother. I was shown an ultrasound of my baby not too long ago, and that had me emotional as well because this baby was definitely fighting its little heart out. Knowing who my daughter’s real father was and knowing who the real father to my new baby was just brought me so much pain. That man was the reason I was there.

      When the kids weren’t listening earlier, my mother put me back in the loop of a lot of things, but mainly she was just catching me up to speed and telling me the amount of time that Reggie was looking at spending in prison. It was good that he would be put away for a very long time, but I wanted him dead for what he’d done to me.

      “Not today, baby. Soon, though,” I told Khari.

      I lay with my head on the pillows propped up behind me, and I could feel myself growing tired, but I knew this little girl wasn’t done talking my ears off yet.

      “Mama, I got two little brothers or sisters on the way. You got a baby coming and Normani,” my daughter said, which surprised me.

      I looked at my mother, and she quickly looked away, which let me know that she had to have known that news too.

      “Uh, huh, Mama. Normani has a baby coming too. You know her and daddy got married? Yep, that’s where I been living, but I go to grandma’s house too. You and Normani got something in common, Mama. Y’all both gonna have big bellies,” Khari said, followed by her sweet, innocent giggle.

      My baby would tell everybody’s business, so if you didn’t want your news spread out in the world, then it was best you didn’t talk around her. Before my daughter brought up Normani, I promised that I’d forgotten all about her. When Khari mentioned her name, that’s when Billion’s grandmother’s party came back to me, and I thought about the encounter that Normani and I shared in the bathroom. I thought about the things that I’d said to her. Truthfully, I thought that I’d run her off, but I guess I didn’t.

      I was given a second chance at life, so this time around, I didn’t want to be on the same bullshit I was on before this happened. All I cared about was getting my shit together, so I could take care of all three of my children. I was now a single mother, and I knew I had to get it together for my children. The second I finished my physical therapy, I wanted to get the hell out of Miami and take my kids with me.

      “Khari, go to sleep and stop telling everybody’s damn business,” my mama fussed at my daughter.

      Khari laughed, snuggled under me, and in less than two minutes, she was snoring. I knew she had been tired all along, but she was fighting her sleep, so she could stay up and entertain me.

      “Where’s he?” I asked, referring to Billion.

      “I called him. He said that he would be here later. He would come by and sit up in here with you at least once a week. I admired him for that because well... you know. Denim, I’m happy you’re up. I have been praying for this moment since the moment I called you on my lunch break, and you didn’t pick up the phone. I don’t need you putting yourself in situations where I’m forced to almost lose you again. I know you may not want to go back to that apartment, so you and the kids can move in with me. Hell, I would actually prefer it that way. I won’t mentally be okay after this happened for a while, so I just want to be as close to you as I possibly can.

      “In a few months, you are going to be a mother of three children. I just want to tell you to focus on that. Keep it at that, and then everything else should fall into place. You have a second chance to do what you weren’t able to do the first time around,” my mom said.

      For whatever reason, her words tugged at me, and it caused me to become a little bit emotional. Before I knew it, a tear had fallen from my eyes.

      “You probably think I failed as a daughter, huh?” I asked as my voice cracked.

      She quickly stopped doing my daughter’s hair and walked over to my bed. She reached down and wiped the tears that were steadily falling from my eyes.

      “What? Denim, why the hell would you even think something like that? You are the only child that I got! Do you piss me off from time to time with some of your actions? Umm, hell yeah! Is your mouth slick to the point where I want to slap you in it? Damn right. That don’t mean that you failed me as a daughter! Everybody makes mistakes, but we learn from our mistakes, so that’s all that matters.

      “You have this look in your eyes right now, and I can tell that this experience has scared you straight. I already know that you’re getting ready to do this good, spiral change in your life, and I’m dying to meet the new you. I’ll never think that you failed as a daughter. Always remember that,” she told me.

      She leaned in, kissed me on my forehead, and then she went back to finish Rylo’s hair. I thought I was sleepy, but I couldn’t find it in me to fall asleep. I just ended up lying down for a couple of hours, dreaming about the day I would finally be able to head back home… well, my mother’s house because I knew that I would never step foot back into my old apartment again.

      I was just about to reach for the remote, so I could turn the channel on the TV, when all of a sudden, I heard knocking at the room door. I assumed that it was one of the nurses coming back, but when I smelled that very familiar cologne, I smoothed down my dreads because I knew that they were all over my head. I didn’t want to look crazy in front of him for whatever reason. I saw the get well soon balloons in his hands before I saw anything else. Then he came into view.

      “Get your ass up out that damn bed, Denim. I thought you would be up and running through this shit,” Billion came in the room, talking shit.

      Although he came in joking, I saw in his eyes that something was bothering him. Billion had brown eyes, but sometimes his eyes would get so dark. That was usually when he was angry about something or feeling emotional, but he was the type of person who held his emotions in. I still laughed at him as he came in there, fuckin’ with me.

      Khari heard her father’s voice, and she quickly jumped out of her sleep and ran over to him. Yes, we knew the truth about who Khari belonged to, but I would always refer to Billion as her father because that’s what he is. He had the chance to walk away from her once the truth was revealed, but he didn’t.

      “It’s not that simple. I gotta go through physical therapy and other stuff to gain back strength in my legs,” I told him.

      He tied the balloons on of the chairs, and then he stood on the side of the bed. I looked down at his well-manicured fingers, and that’s when I saw the wedding band. The things that my daughter had told me about him being married were apparently true. I would not speak on it, though. I had no right to.

      “Nice of you to grace the world with your presence again. The kids were missing you,” he let me know, keeping it short with me. He eventually took the seat near my bed, and Khari went over and started talking to him.

      I eventually lost the fight against sleeping and drifted into a peaceful sleep. I didn’t want to dream about my grandmother again. After seeing the happy look on both my mother and my children’s faces when I woke up, I knew this was where I was supposed to be.
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      “I’m leaving the hospital now. What’s good?” I spoke into the phone to my dad as I got in my ride.

      It was a little bit after ten at night, and I hoped that my dad was calling me with the news I had been expecting since last night. A fuck nigga murdered my uncle, and I wouldn’t sleep until I handled that. There were niggas out in the world who were some fucked up individuals and did sly shit every day of their fuckin’ lives, yet they were still alive and pushing. I’ll never understand how a nigga like my uncle, who went out of his way to give back to the community, a man who turned down job opportunities to coach track at a couple of universities to open his own organization right in the same hood he grew up in, could be the man who was murdered, and his story was being talked about on the news.

      My uncle ain’t fuck with nobody. He might have fucked a couple of nigga’s bitches, but that was it. I’ve watched this man take money out of his pocket to give to kids he didn’t even know, just because he heard them saying they hadn’t eaten anything. Mind you, my uncle wasn’t a rich ass nigga, but he still did what he could. I just wanted to go back into time and wish I never received that call from my dad, telling me that my uncle was murdered.

      Yesterday was going so fuckin’ good too. My wife celebrated her birthday, and I had her smiling all fuckin’ day. I spoiled her to the point that many people would shake their heads in shame at me and tell me that one person didn’t need all that shit, but this was Normani’s first birthday with me, so I wanted to go all out for her. We finally made up and went a whole day without going at each other’s throats, then I got hit with this bullshit ass call from my dad.

      After I dropped Normani off yesterday at the house and walked her inside, just to make sure she was straight, I pulled off and went into hunting mode because I was killing whoever the fuck did this shit. I made a vow to myself that I would never take another life because I would have to answer for this shit one day, but this shit right here was personal to a nigga. They took somebody with the same blood running through his body as me. If I was fucked up about this shit, then you could only imagine the way my dad was feeling. He and my uncle were brothers, but they had a relationship like best friends.

      I had never in my fuckin’ life seen my dad shed a tear. He was the reason I wasn’t in tune with my emotions either. Yesterday, when those detectives put a sheet over my uncle’s bullet-riddled body, I watched my ole boy drop to his knees as he broke down crying, holding his little brother in his arms. I’d been in a zone since then, and I swear I hadn’t slept yet. Now that my dad was calling, I was hoping that he was going to deliver some news that would make me feel just a little bit better, although I know I would never get my uncle back.

      “1596 NE Drive. Meet me there. I’m doing this shit with or without you,” he spoke into the phone, and then he hung up.

      I threw the phone down on the seat and pulled out of the hospital parking lot in a hurry. Denim’s mother had called a few hours ago, screaming in the phone and letting me know that Denim had finally woken up from the coma. When she called me, I was in the projects, where my uncle was murdered last night, trying to find out if anyone saw what happened last night, but motha fuckas were acting like they didn’t see or hear shit.

      After driving around for hours and still not coming up with anything, I took a break to check up on Denim. My wife wasn’t home. She was out with her sister and her mother. I all but forced Normani to get out of the house today, because if I hadn’t, she would not do shit but stay inside all day and worry herself sick about what I was out in the streets doing.

      What I was doing right now was the same fuckin’ thing I would be doing if somebody ever did some shit like this to my wife or any other person I loved. I just hoped this address that my ole boy just gave me was some solid shit because I wanted the motha fucka out by the time we buried my uncle next week. So, with the music down low, I drove and used the time to gather my thoughts, hoping this shit ended tonight.

      It took me about fifteen minutes to make it to the address that my dad had texted me. We were in an area with run-down homes that were right in the projects. I circled the block twice because I wanted a clear shot of the house, so I could see what we would be up against before we went inside. There were lights on inside the house and one car parked in the driveway. That one car parked didn’t mean shit because niggas these days weren’t getting no real money, so it could be one car, but fifty niggas could be inside.

      I parked a couple of blocks down, and at the same time, my ole boy jumped out of the shadows. He was dressed in all black, just like me, blending in with the darkness. This shit we were doing right now wasn’t new for either of us. Was it something that we hadn’t done in a long time? Yeah, and for my father, it had been longer because he retired from the streets way before I did. Shit, six years ago, before I went in, I was still doing jobs, dressing in all black, and pulling up on niggas.

      “I got a call from a homie from back in the days. He got word from one of his lil niggas, and he said that the person who killed my brother was a nigga whose bitch Malcom was fuckin’. Not only did he kill my brother, but he killed the bitch too. They say that this is an old house that he grew up in with his mama. His mama died years ago, but he kept the house. His name is Mack. He’s supposedly laying low, and he plans to get the fuck out of town first thing in the morning.

      “This don’t have to be a blood bath, killing a bunch of unnecessary people because he should be the only one inside. At the same time, I don’t know that for sure, so when we get in there, blast that motha fuckin’ gun on anybody standing. I just lost my fuckin’ brother, and I’m not about to lose my only child next! This shit is personal. I had every intention of doing it on my own, but I was told that you were in the hood today, asking questions, so I knew you were going to find a way to do this shit with or without me. He was like a second father to you, so I get that you are seeking vengeance too. Let’s go,” he said and pulled out his gun from the waistband of his sweats.

      My gun was in tow too, and we walked over to the house that I’d already passed. There was a door on the side of the house, and my dad pointed toward it. We quietly walked over, and he took a side while I took the other. My father brought his hand up, and he counted down from five. Once he got to one, he raised his foot and kicked down the door. The second the door was kicked down, there was a figure standing right by the door who had been waiting for us.

      Pow! He fired his gun, sending off that weak ass shot. Before his bullet could even touch the ground, I pulled my trigger, sending out a headshot and making pieces of his brain fly on the dirty, white walls in the house.

      “That ain’t Mack! Come on. He in this bitch because I saw a light flick in the back room!” my dad said in an aggressive whisper.

      I stepped over the dead body like it was nothing, and we walked further into the house. Once inside, bullets flew in every direction, and this was where me and my ole boy had to separate. I took cover behind couches, tables, whatever I could find as I busted my gun. I was hiding behind a dingy ass, green couch as bullets flew in my direction. I thought about the wife I had back at home, who would lose her fuckin’ mind if I didn’t make it out of this shit, so I looked out, got a clear shot of the figure, and…

      Pow! Pow! Pow! Pow!

      Both me and my dad bust at him, taking him on from different angles. The body dropped to the ground, and I jumped up, rushing over to the body, still carrying the gun in my hands.

      “That’s him?” I asked my dad while standing over a dead body like it was nothing.

      “Yeah. Check all the rooms. Make sure nobody else is in here,” he said.

      As I stood over the man responsible for taking away a nigga who meant so much to me, I thought back to last night and how I had to stand over my uncle with all those bullet holes in his body. Still with the gun trained on the body that was before me, I entered more slugs into his body because I felt like the ones from before weren’t enough.

      When his body looked like it had endured the same number of bullets that my uncle endured, I finally walked away from him and went to check the other rooms. I looked under beds, inside closets, inside showers, and everything, but there wasn’t anyone else in the house. By the time I made it back to the front where my dad was, he was already dousing the house in lighter fluid. He was getting ready to burn this motha fucka down.

      Damn, watching him do that shit just brought back a flood of memories. In no time, he had both bodies doused, the floors, and pretty soon, he pulled a lighter out of his pocket and lit the floor. What started as a small fire would pretty soon have this entire home in flames. Like nothing even happened, we walked out of the house and took the same walk that we’d taken to get there.

      “This don’t make me feel no better, but at least I handled who was responsible for killing my brother. Malcom was supposed to have buried me, not the other way around. Get home safe, son,” was all he told me, and then he disappeared back into the darkness.

      I could look into his eyes and tell that my dad wasn’t okay. I had never really seen him that state before. It was hard for me to even reach my arms out or anything to give him a hug because, shit, I was hurting too. Imagine the hurt that would come later this week when we had to plan his funeral.

      Feeling defeated, I hopped in my car, and as I pulled out, I could see the house in the distance as the fire rose higher and higher. I was surprised when I looked down at my phone, and my wife hadn’t called or texted me. I think it kind of hit her last night that I would do what I had to do and that my mind was made up, whether she agreed with the shit or not. It was after midnight, so she was more than likely sleeping anyway.

      On the way home, I had to pass by the park that my uncle owned, and I won’t even lie, a nigga shed a couple of tears when I passed by it. Just the other day, I was out there with him, chopping it up. It was so crazy the way God worked, man. He knew I would lose my uncle within a matter of days after we linked up, and that’s why He put me in a position to go over to the park and see him in the first place.

      The tears fell, and I didn’t even bother to wipe them. All I could think about was how I had warned my uncle that night about trusting the bitches that he ran around with, and now look what the fuck happened. He left behind no kids, no grandkids, nothing, so there would be no one to carry on the legacy of his business. I didn’t know shit about training no young boys to get them to become a star track athlete. What I did have was money, so I could probably hire some coaches because I couldn’t let everything that he built just go down to shits like that.

      I eventually made it home and pulled my car in behind Normani’s Tesla. My wife now had two cars parked in the driveway, although she had three in total. She kept the pink G-wagon at the townhouse. The same townhouse that was being put on the market. Although I was going through what I was going through, I didn’t want to pause the process of Normani selling the townhouse. Nor did I want to stop shit from getting in motion for the home that my wife really wanted.

      I got out of the car and walked up the driveway. Seconds later, I let myself in the house. I could smell whatever Normani had cooked earlier, but I had no appetite to eat anything, so I just kicked my shoes off at the bottom of the stairs and did a light jog up to the second floor. None of my kids were there tonight, so the house was super quiet. Both of my kids liked to sleep with the TVs on in their rooms at night, but as I walked through the hallway to get to my room, I heard none of that.

      I made it to my bedroom, and the TV was on, but it was muted. I gazed over at my wife, who was sleeping on my side of the bed like she always did whenever I wasn’t around when she fell asleep. She was peacefully sleeping, and before I rid myself of my gun and set it on the dresser, I walked over and kissed her on her forehead. I made my way into the closet, where I set my gun on top of the dresser and shed my clothes, so I could go into the bathroom and take a quick shower. Once I was standing under the showerhead, I let the water beat down on my back.

      I felt like no matter what, bad shit would continue to happen. No matter how good of a man I was becoming, no matter how much I was progressing as a father, bad shit just had a way of following a nigga. I wanted to get to a point where I could go a whole month without some fucked up shit happening. I needed to pray a little longer and speak a little louder because when I asked God to watch over me and mine before I went to bed at night, I didn’t know if He was hearing me.

      I finished with my shower and stepped out, wrapping the towel around my waist. It took me another ten minutes to finish in the bathroom, and then I walked out in only my briefs and headed to the bed. I turned the TV off with the remote and climbed in, scooting Normani over, so I could have some space to lie down. She stirred in her sleep when I did that, and I turned her around, so her back was facing me, and I was able to spoon her.

      I let my head rest in the crook of her neck, and I could feel her planting soft kisses on my arm that I had wrapped across her. She was in bed naked, and her soft body felt like butter in front of mine. I felt the dampness still in her hair, and I could smell the avocado shampoo that she used whenever she washed it.

      “Is it handled?” her soft voice asked me.

      I didn’t respond because I didn’t want to talk to my wife about street shit. She turned around in my arms and faced me, laying her head on the same pillow as me as she gazed up in my eyes. It was dark as fuck in the room, but I still saw her.

      “You don’t have to answer that. I’m just glad you made it back home safe. I knew that if I stayed up, I wouldn’t do anything but worry myself sick about you, so I pretty much forced myself to go to sleep. I prayed that God would be a shield of protection over you tonight for whatever you were going to get out there and do. I know that I can’t say or do anything to make you feel better, so I’ll just continue praying for you. I’m sorry that you lost your uncle, baby, but I’m here. You know I’ll always be here for you, right?” her soft voice asked as she reached up and smoothed the side of my face.

      “I know, ma. Go back to sleep. Ima be aight,” I said.

      She leaned up and kissed me a couple of times on my lips.

      “I love you,” she told me.

      “I love you more,” I let her know, and she fell back to sleep in a matter of two minutes, while it wasn’t that easy for me.

      Even when I did get to a point where I felt myself about to doze off, I couldn’t get into a good enough sleep. I tossed and turned for the rest of the night.
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      “Girl, I can’t believe your ass is finally up. I won’t even lie; I was beginning to lose faith and lose my mind at the same damn time. Khari would be in here in the bed with you, and she would be putting her hands on your eyes, trying to force them open and everything. That little girl is a damn mess right there. She’s the reason why I don’t want a damn daughter. My ass would be in jail if I had to deal with a slick ass mouth like hers all the time,” I joked to Denim as I sat with her in her hospital room.

      She laughed at what I said because I was sure she knew that everything I said was true. It had been almost a week since she woke up from her coma, and this was my third time coming to see her. I just wanted to come and keep her company because she had been telling me how bad she was ready to go back home. She had to show progress in her strength, though, which she really wasn’t showing because Denim didn’t want to work with the nurses and the therapists.

      I didn’t want to speak on it, but I felt that Denim was going through depression. It’s like, she’s been locked out of the world for almost three months, and when she woke up, life had gone on without her. I had been around to witness when Khari would go on and on about her father’s wife, Normani. Khari was only five years old, and she didn’t really understand the things that were taking place right in front of her. All she saw was a bonus mother that she’d gained in Normani and another little brother or sister on the way. Denim probably looked at it as her daughter finding interest in another woman while she had been in a coma.

      I wasn’t sure if her feelings for Billionaire still ran deep, but she woke up, and the man was literally married, with a whole new baby on the way. If it was depression that Denim was fighting, I just wanted to be there to help her kick this shit. She looked really pretty today. Her mother had given her dreads a re-twist earlier in the week, so they were freshly done and pulled into a bun. It’s like her dreads just kept getting longer and longer. She wasn’t dressed in the plain, ugly hospital gown either. In fact, she’d already had her bath for the night, and she was in two pieced Victoria Secret pajamas.

      My son had come to the hospital with me, and we stopped to pick up food for the three of us, but Denim had barely touched the food that I’d fixed for her. It was just the three of us in the room. Since all this happened, this was the first time that I’d come to the hospital, and her mother wasn’t here. Although she would probably never admit it, I knew her mama was glad to sleep in her own bed tonight. For almost three months, she’d been sleeping on the hospital couch as a bed.

      “That’s why I’m praying to God that this one is a boy. I’ve been up for what? Five days, and Khari done already told me enough stories to last a damn lifetime. She just be involuntarily telling me information that I really don’t need to know about. I learned from her about Billion being married and having a baby on the way. Girl, and if I have to hear another damn story about a fuckin’ Normani, I’m going to pull out my damn teeth,” Denim told me, and I laughed.

      I won’t even lie, the first time my son spent the night over at his dad’s house and Normani was there, he went on and on about Normani. Hurt my little feelings when he bragged about Normani making the best pancakes, or whatever else he was telling me about. For the longest, it was always Normani this and Normani that. Although I was annoyed about it at first, I had to look at the situation from a different perspective. Normani could have been somebody who my child didn’t like and was fuckin’ with my child. Then again, I would probably just have to beat her ass for that, but Lil Bill vouched for her, which was a good thing because my son took on his father’s attitude, and he hardly liked any damn body.

      “That’s why when she comes around, I’m mindful of what I say. She’s like a little damn sponge. After you get home and you start feeling a little bit better and everything, I’m sure the two of you are going to have to meet and—”

      “Nah, we don’t. Billion’s fuckin’ her, not me. If he vouches for her, and if he trusts her around Khari, that’s all that matters. I don’t need to be introduced to nobody’s bitch. Besides, she and I already started off on the wrong foot, and I’m not about to sit up and apologize to her for shit that I said. I want to get my shit together, get better, and be up out of Miami. I want to be far, far away from this shit,” Denim spoke.

      I had to be gentle with her because, with the state she was in, I knew that her emotions were all over the place, but I felt like she was talking from a place of anger. Almost as if she was playing tit for tat with Billion and wanting to move just because he’d moved on.

      “Move where? Did you tell that to Billion?” I asked, and she sucked her teeth.

      “Tell Billion that I want to move from Miami? No. I didn’t think that I would have to consult with him about that. Khari lives with me. I’m the primary guardian, and the only reason she’s been staying with him is that I was incapable of doing it at the time, and—”

      “And because he took her from you once your secret came out! Denim, woman to woman, you tripping. You got every reason to want to get the fuck up out of Miami. Personally, I’ve often thought about moving, but when you got kids with a nigga, you gotta think about how your actions will hurt the other party. Billion ain’t leaving Miami ever, and I know my son don’t want to leave here because this is where the rest of his family is, his friends, and his school.

      “Not to say that I wouldn’t move, but it would be something that is talked about before I just make a drastic decision like that. If I move, it would be for a better business opportunity or something like that. You moving because you want to get back at Billion for moving on, and I don’t think it’s right. Ima head out, and I hope you are in a much better mood tomorrow. Just in case nobody told you this today, Denim, you got a second chance at life. Everybody don’t get to tell that same story. Be better than what you were before you ended up in this hospital,” I said, keeping it real with her.

      She didn’t respond, but it didn’t matter because at least she’d heard me. I motioned for my son to come on, and before he walked to the door, he went over to Denim and gave her a hug. His headphones had been in his ears the entire time because he was playing a game on his phone, so I doubt he’d heard anything that had taken place.

      Once we made it back to the car, I looked at the clock, and I still had some time to make it to the mall. I wanted to find my son a suit to wear on Saturday, so he could attend his great uncle Malcom’s funeral, and I needed to find a dress as well. I heard the news from my cousin Roheem, and that was one thing that I hoped my gossiping ass cousin had his news all wrong about, but it was confirmed once I called Billion’s mother and talked to her. Of course, I tried reaching out to my baby daddy, so I could send him my condolences, but the second I tried to bring it up, he stopped me from even saying it.

      The relationship that Billion had with his uncle was a beautiful one. Whenever the two of them were around each other, I swear it was always shits and giggles. The funeral was this weekend, and it was only right that I went to pay my respects. I was cool with Malcom too, although he was always talking shit whenever I came around.

      As I was pulling out of the hospital parking lot, my phone buzzed in the cupholder. A smile formed on my face when I looked down and saw that it was Chris calling me. Listen, a bitch went on one date with this nigga and I told myself that I would take it slow because I wanted him to wrap up whatever old dealings he had with any hoes he was still fuckin’, although he claimed that he didn’t have hoes. Yet, I still jumped headfirst into a relationship with him.

      I took him up on his offer when he approached me at the club, and we went on a date that weekend. It was all about me that night. Although Chris and I had entertained each other in the past, we didn’t really know much about each other. He went out of his way to find out my favorite restaurant and flowers from my cousin Roheem, so that night, I was wined and dined with all my favorites.

      We came back to my spot, and my pussy was crying for him. A bitch hadn’t been touched in so damn long that I would have been a fool to not let the nigga fuck. I needed those back to back orgasms he had given me right there on the couch, in my bedroom, and in my bathroom. For the first time in years, I was in a relationship, and I knew that I didn’t have to worry about him playing me because, for whatever reason, I just trusted him. I already told him that if he fucked around on me, I had a bullet waiting with his name on it. I had been through so much shit with a nigga cheat on me that I knew all the red flags of him fuckin’ up.

      “Hey, baby,” I answered with the phone to my ear.

      “Where you going?” he asked, getting right to the point.

      “About to go to the mall right quick. Are you still at the shop? I thought you were leaving early today,” I said.

      I could tell that he was in the shop from the loud trap music that was playing in the background.

      “I’m about to leave in a minute. I have your location on my phone, and I was just calling to see where you was headed. I thought you were coming over tonight. You gave any thought to what I told you?” he asked.

      “I’m going to the mall. Me and my son have to find something for the funeral this weekend. I did give it some thought, but I have to talk to my son about it. I want to know how he feels about it too. It would have been simpler if I didn’t have kids, but I do, so certain things, I gotta think about a little further, especially when my son is involved. I don’t want to move so fast, and then shit don’t go right, and I gotta pack up all our shit and leave yo’ ass,” I vented.

      Chris had asked me to move in with him about a week ago. He had a nice, spacious home that was actually big enough to accommodate the three of us, but it had only been a few months since we had seriously started dating, and I didn’t want to rush into things, and shit didn’t work out. I loved Chris. Like, really, really loved Chris, but this was one time that I had to be a little selfish with my actions because I wanted my son to be comfortable with this decision too. My son loved Chris, though. He even told me the other day that he was happy I was dating because he thought I would die lonely.

      “See how I feel about what?” Lil Bill asked from the back seat.

      I laughed because I didn’t even know his ass was listening to my conversation.

      “Moving in with Chris,” I said. I wanted to see where he stood with this.

      He shrugged like he didn’t even care.

      “As long as I get to have my own room, then I don’t care. I like Chris’ house anyway. He got the gaming room that I keep telling you I want,” my son answered.

      I groaned at his answer because now he had put me in a position where it was just up to me to answer, and I could no longer use the excuse of needing to check in with my son anymore on Chris. The idea of living with a nigga just scared me shitless. My baby daddy had scarred a bitch for life. When he and I were together, I felt like a lot of our problems didn’t really start until we moved in. That’s when I found empty condom wrappers in his pockets, text messages in his phone from other bitches and a bunch of other shit.

      These niggas took you for granted once you moved in too early, and you didn’t have some type of commitment as far as marriage. All it took was one slip up for the nigga to knock me up, and I would just become another nigga’s live-in baby mama. I wanted more from a nigga this time around.

      “You already told me all the shit that you’re worried about. Give a nigga a chance. Let’s do this. Move in with me, but keep your apartment. I’ll pay the rent. We’re going to give it two months, and if I live up to my word, you move in with me for good. I ain’t gonna break your heart, shorty. Give me less than a year, and I swear to God, I plan to make you my wife. Although I don’t have kids of my own yet, you got Lil Bill, and me and him are real close. Therefore, I got a little boy that’s looking at me, and I gotta show him the correct way that a man is supposed to treat his lady. I know he sees that shit when he goes around his father, but I want him to see it from me too. I’m trying to do some shit with you that I ain’t never do with another woman before,” he said.

      I was blushing so damn hard that it felt like my damn cheeks would break. He was winning me over, though.

      “After we leave the mall, I’m going home and pack a bag for the two of us, and then we’ll come over. We’ll finish this conversation tonight. Okay?” I asked.

      “Cool. Be safe out there,” he said, and then we hung up.

      For the rest of the drive to the mall, the only thing on my mind was the conversation that I’d just had with Chris. I knew that he and Billion needed to meet each other, but the way Billion was so damn snappy these days, now wasn’t the time.

      “Ma, can I ask you something without you getting mad?” my son asked me from the backseat.

      I turned the radio all the way down because I had a feeling that this would be one deep conversation.

      We often had deep conversations. I remember when Lil Bill was old enough to actually understand what prison was and some of the things people did to get themselves put in prison. Once he understood that, then, of course, what followed was him wanting to know why his father had been sent to prison. I remember at seven years old, my son had asked me if his father was in prison for killing somebody.

      Billion had always told me that when the time came, and our son wanted to know why he was sent away, he wanted to be the one to tell him the story. Until Billion told him, it was just my job to talk around the subject. I didn’t want to step on my baby daddy’s toes, especially since he wanted to be the author of his own story. Lil Bill knew the details, but he didn’t know big details about his father once being in the streets heavy, and I knew for a fact that Billion definitely had a few bodies under him.

      For the most part, I didn’t like to hide things from my son, but I just hoped that he would not ask me something super deep and have me reveal something to him that I felt he wasn’t ready to know yet.

      “What do you want to know?” I asked, looking at him through the rearview mirror. We were almost at the mall when he started this conversation.

      “Is Khari my real sister? Like, is my dad her dad?” he asked, knocking the damn wind out of me with his question.

      We were at a red light, and I squeezed the steering wheel, wishing I had some type of magic and that he had never asked me this question. But I made sure I never discussed Khari not belonging to Billion around my son. Even when I told the news to my mom and to Roheem, I made sure I told them when my son wasn’t even home. That way, he wouldn’t sneak up on me and catch me talking about it. I had no idea how the hell he even knew about this.

      “What made you ask me that?” I wanted to know.

      “I been wanting to ask. I was just too scared to. The night of my great grandma’s birthday party, I heard when dad was talking to grandma outside the car. The back window wasn’t rolled all the way up, so I heard the whole thing. Daddy was crying, and he was mad, so I never wanted to ask. Then, another time, I heard him and Normani saying something about it. Is that true? I hope it’s not because Khari is the only little sister I got. I know Normani has a baby on the way, but still, I want Khari to still be my sister too,” my son said, and I could hear the sadness in his voice.

      The crazy thing is, my son was a lot like his dad, and he hated to show his emotions. I remember a couple of years ago when he fell and broke his arm, I was the one crying, panicking, and carrying on as I watched him with an arm that was barely holding on. I knew my son was in pain, but he wouldn’t show it. When his father was still in prison, each time that Billion would do his daily phone call, after the call ended, Lil Bill would lock himself up in the bathroom for about ten minutes. When he came out, his eyes would be bloodshot red from crying because he wanted his dad to come home.

      The fact that I could hear the sadness in his voice as he spoke, it brought sadness to my heart. I felt so bad because my son had been holding this in for months, and he was just now saying something about it. Billion told me at our son’s birthday party that he didn’t want me to say anything to Lil Bill about it. Although I had respected his wishes when he said it, I didn’t want to look my son in his eyes and lie to him either.

      “A big part of me wants to tell you to ask your dad, but he’s already dealing with so much because of what happened to his uncle. What I will say is that the things you heard are right. Another man is Khari’s father, but that same man is the one who’s responsible for Denim being in the hospital. We don’t give him the recognition of being Khari’s real father because he’s a coward. I just want you to know that nothing changes. Khari will always be your little sister, no matter what. Think about it; since your great grandmother’s birthday party, have you and Khari not been around each other? Since the truth came out, has anything changed with your relationship with your sister,” I asked, and he shook his head no.

      “But Denim was saying that she was going to move and take Khari far away. What if she takes her away? Yeah, Khari be getting on my last nerve sometimes, but I don’t want her to leave here,” he said, basically letting me know that he actually did hear the conversation that Denim and I had in her hospital room.

      I released a sigh as I pulled my car into the mall.

      “Denim is going through something right now, and she was talking crazy. You know your daddy is crazy as hell, and he won’t let nobody take his kids from him,” I said in a joking way, making my son laugh from the backseat. He knew his daddy was bat shit crazy, so he had every right to be laughing because he knew it was true.

      I parked the car and then got out and opened the back door for him next. He climbed right on out. I pulled my son into my arms and kissed him on top of his head multiple times.

      “Let the adults figure out this situation. You don’t have anything that you need to stress about because, like I said, you and Khari will always have a relationship. You’re a kid. Stay a kid and worry about kid things like football, video games, and all the other things that you like. Alright?” I asked.

      I wanted to keep him in my arms for as long as I possibly could because I swear, after my son’s birthday, he hit that stage where he didn’t want me hugging and kissing him in public. I wanted to take advantage of him letting me hug him and not pushing me off him.

      “Okay, ma,” he said.

      I eventually let him go, and then the two of us walked into the mall together. The whole time I was at the mall with my son, all I could think about was the conversation I had in the hospital room with Denim. She just gave me vibes like she was about to be back on her old bullshit. Not only did that I get that from her, but I also got that she was talking from a place of hurt. I just got the impression that her actions would be reckless. That girl ain’t never said that she wanted to leave Miami a day in her damn life.

      No, Denim and I had never been the best of friends, but that girl brags on her city, and I’ve heard her say on multiple occasions that she would never leave Miami. I could be wrong, but a big part of me felt like the only reason Denim wanted to get the fuck out of dodge was so she could have one up on Billion because he was married now. She had bigger shit that she needed to be putting all her energy to, though, like getting her mind and body right for the new baby she was carrying, being a good mom to the two kids she had now, learning how to walk again, and just mentally getting herself together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      “I love you, bruh. Everything gonna be straight,” I said to Billion with my hand on his shoulder. I wanted to give him a little bit of encouragement as we stood at the gravesite, watching the workers lower his uncle’s body into the ground.

      The funeral had just ended about twenty minutes ago, and I swear there wasn’t a dry eye in the building. Malcom was a funny, Kevin Hart ass nigga who could make anyone who came in contact with him laugh their ass off. He wasn’t a street nigga like me, Billion, and Billion’s father. Malcom actually did the right thing by going to college to get his education, and instead of working for some ivy-league, top of the line kind of school, once he graduated, he came right back home and opened his track league right in Miami.

      I’ve always had big respect for Malcom and looked up to him as a big brother. I used to joke with him and tell him that I aspired to be like him because he let it be known that he wasn’t settling down with no bitch, so he messed around a lot. I would only use that joke when Twinkle and I were going through some shit, and I would think that it was easier to just live life and not be committed to anyone.

      Billion used to tell me how he was scared that a day would come when his uncle would be set up by a bitch, and some niggas would come and do him dirty. Although the shit didn’t happen like Billion had feared for years, it was damn near similar because he did die behind a bitch. A bitch in a full-fledged relationship. Now, I can’t speak for Malcom and say he didn’t know that shorty was cuffed because, honestly, I didn’t know. We probably would never know because all three of them were dead; Malcom, the bitch ass nigga Mack, and his bitch.

      I can’t even say I was surprised that Billion and his daddy handled that shit because they loved Malcom on some real shit, and I knew they would go to war over him. I think that shit shook every nigga in the church today when we all had to witness Billion drop to his knees and break down in front of the whole church. For a man who didn’t even cry in front of one single person to just lose it and cry in front of everybody, I knew my nigga was hurting. It took me, his pregnant wife, his daddy, who was fucked up himself, and a few other niggas to help the situation.

      Now, here we were, watching a life get buried into the dirt, and all I could do was stand there and wish that all this shit was a dream. The roses were dropped down onto the casket, and people started walking back to their cars. Out of everybody standing out there, my eyes landed on Twinkle. I still loved shorty; shit, I would always love her, but I swear, my stomach ain’t even do that thing it used to do when I saw her in the past. I used to get butterflies in the pit of my stomach whenever she came around. A lot of that had to do with the fact that she was really engaged to that basketball nigga and walking around with that big ass, unnecessary rock on her finger.

      She wasn’t standing that far away from me, so I could see the hickies all on her throat that looked like it was going in a pattern. Twinkle wore big Chanel frames, which took up the majority of her face. Although my body didn’t react to her in ways it used to, I couldn’t even lie and say she didn’t look good because she did. She was dressed in a black pantsuit that clung to her body just a little bit. Her weight was up, but that shit looked good on her. She wore long, jet black, straight hair that touched her ass, and from her stance alone, I could tell that life was good for her. I would have to walk past her to get to my car, so I would have to speak.

      “What’s good?” I asked once I neared her.

      She removed her sunglasses. It was a little awkward to be in this moment with her because I was so used to walking up on her, squeezing her ass, and literally trying to shove my tongue down her damn throat. Now, it wasn’t any of that.

      “Hey,” was all she said. It wasn’t a dry hey, but it was real short and simple.

      “Sorry about your loss. I know you loved him just as much as Billion did. Malcom was a good ass dude,” I said, and she nodded at my words.

      “Thank you. I appreciate that.”

      I stood there for a few seconds, and when I couldn’t think of shit else to say, I was prepared to walk away.

      “So, you’re not going to tell me the news out of your own mouth? I mean, I already know what it is, but for closure, I would just love to hear you say it,” Twinkle said, grabbing my arm, so I couldn’t walk away from her.

      She jumped in front of me and stood there with her arms folded across her chest. Although we were no longer together, I could still see that she was somewhat hurt because I’d had this baby on her. If that had never happened, I knew that Twinkle and I would have still been together. When we broke up, I wasn’t fuckin’ around on her; I swear I wasn’t. The only thing she competed with was the streets, and it would not be that way for long, because all I needed was a chance to tie up some loose ends.

      When Trinity told me she was pregnant, she was already a couple of months, so the shit didn’t define what I was doing and how I had changed. I could plead to Twinkle until I was blue in the face and tell her I fucked around with Trinity when we were on one of those stupid ass breaks, but I knew that it wouldn’t make the shit right.

      “That’s my daughter. I’ll admit that a part of me was talking in circles when I told you because I ain’t want to hurt you, and—”

      “No, a part of you was lying because you wanted to have your cake and eat it, but go off,” she said, cutting me off.

      I released a sigh, trying to be thoughtful of the fact that, for one, I was wrong in this situation, and two, she’d just lost her uncle. So, I didn’t want to jump down her throat right now.

      “If I had to lie to protect your feelings, then yeah, call it that. Twink, I don’t think you understand how much a nigga loved you, yo. You think it made me feel good to know that I did the ultimate fuck up and got another broad pregnant? Not only did I get somebody else pregnant, but you found out about it damn near right when you miscarried our baby, and for that, I’m sorry. At one point in time, I was drinking every fuckin’ day, just to cope with the way that I hurt you. I had niggas in my ear and my mama, telling me how I lost a good woman, and I was just trying to find a way to come to a full understanding of that.

      “The night I took you to the hospital, and it was confirmed that the baby had died, I knew I lost you then. I swear I saw that shit in your eyes. I love you in a way that I want you to be happy, regardless, and I’m at a point in my life now where I’m okay with the fact that it ain’t going to be me who makes you happy. You a beautiful woman, you made a great ass girlfriend for me, but I was just too immature at the time to really accept all of you and the love you were giving me. When you go back home to that nigga, you make sure to tell him I said that he’s a lucky man to have you.

      “I got a daughter. A daughter who literally has my entire face, and I know you ain’t about to accept that. I’m not even going to put you in a situation to have to accept it anymore. Shit ain’t gotta be awkward between us, though. Billion is my family, which makes you family too, so we can speak when we see each other. It ain’t gotta be beef when we come around each other,” I told her, and she nodded her head up and down.

      “I think being cordial is the only thing that I’m willing to accept. I wouldn’t want to be friends. That wouldn’t do anything but complicate this even further. I wish you the best with your family, and that little daughter that you have, she’s adorable. Take care, Monterius.” Twinkle leaned in to kiss me on the cheek, and then she walked away.

      I watched her until I couldn’t watch her anymore.

      After lingering around for a few more minutes, talking to more of the family, I headed out. I was getting ready to pick up Trinity and Tegan. Trinity hardly ever left the house because she was letting Mommy life consume her. Today, I was looking into potential spaces because I wanted to take this restaurant thing that I had been talking about more seriously. I couldn’t cook shit to save my life, but I had a good taste for some good food, so one thing I was looking forward to doing was opening some soul food restaurants/bars in Miami because I didn’t feel that we had much of that here.

      I wanted to go for the old, hole in the wall kind of vibe. I had an image in my head of what I wanted to do, and now it was just time to bring it to life. I’ve accepted the fact that I was out of the streets for good now. Although I had enough money to last a couple of lifetimes saved up, I still wanted to do something that would keep me busy, so I wouldn’t miss that street life and jump back in headfirst.

      For the first time in my life, I wanted to do some shit that would make my mama proud. Yeah, I done brought her a few exotic cars over the years, and yeah, I had her living in a nice spot, but all that was done with drug money. I wanted to do some legit shit, where she could brag on me because I knew how much it meant to her for me to get out of the streets.

      Once I pulled my car into the parking lot of the apartments where Trinity lived, I got out with my gym bag in my hands, so I could change out of my funeral clothes. The shit I was doing with Trinity was similar to the shit that we had been doing since Tegan came home from the hospital, which wasn’t shit but co-parenting, and of course, getting to know each other on a deeper level. I fucked with the type of woman that Trinity was when it came to running her business and being a mother. Next week, she was planning to go back into work, doing her dance classes, so I would have to actually start picking my daughter up and taking her with me for a few hours. My mama had gladly jumped at the opportunity to be our personal babysitter.

      I made it to the door and knocked a couple of times. In a few short moments, I heard the locks turn from the other side. The door opened, and Trinity stood there, already dressed, which was good because I knew how women could take forever and a damn day to get ready. She flashed a quick smile then rushed back to finish putting Tegan in her car seat. I could hear my baby fussing from the door.

      “I’m right here, Mommy. I had to open the door for your daddy,” Trinity said to our daughter in her soft voice.

      I walked over and looked down at my daughter. She was nicely dressed in a Gucci romper with some pretty sandals on her feet. I reached my finger down and let her cuff onto it like she always did when I came around.

      “Are you okay? How was the funeral? I know that’s not a proper question to ask, but I’ve been to some funerals where people would show out,” Trinity said and stood, now that she had Tegan strapped in her car seat.

      Trinity looked good. I mean, shorty didn’t even look like she had a newborn baby at the house. The gray, cotton dress she wore clung to her body, and her stomach was back to being flat like it was before she had the baby.

      “Nah, ain’t nobody bring that shit there. They sent him out in style, though. Drove him through his old hood that he grew up in, we passed his youth park, and then we took him to the cemetery. He was laid down right next to his mama,” I told her, and she nodded.

      She was staring at me strangely until she smirked.

      “I take it that you ran into a few old flings out there as well. The leftover lipstick is still on your cheek. You can pick up her car seat. Let me just run to the back and get her diaper bag and her blanket,” Trinity said as she pointed to my cheek where Twinkle had kissed me, and then she left to go to the back.

      I walked into her kitchen, grabbed a napkin, and wet it a little bit, so I could wipe the lipstick off my face that I didn’t even know about. By the time I finished, Trinity was joining me in the den. She had the Gucci diaper bag on her shoulders, and her arms were folded. I reached out and pulled her into me.

      “How you know my mama or some old lady ain’t kissed me on my cheek?” I questioned.

      She sucked her teeth and then rolled her eyes.

      “Your mother doesn’t give me the impression that that pink is her color, neither does any other older lady,” she said and then let out a sarcastic laugh. “Monterius, you don’t owe me any type of explanation, though. I already told you, I ain’t about to nag you about shit because we ain’t together. Have your bitches, have your fun, just don’t have no bitches around my baby. I’ll knock their fuckin’ head off,” she told me.

      I lifted her and sat her down on the kitchen counter. I could tell from her eyes that she was shocked by what I’d done because since I brought her home from the hospital, I hadn’t touched her.

      “What if it’s you that I want to have fun with?” I asked with my hands on her thighs.

      “In other words, what if it’s me that you want to fuck? Monterius, move! We not doing this! I thought you said you were taking us to see some spaces,” she said and tried to push me from in front of her.

      “If I wanted to fuck you, shorty, I would have done the shit already. Chill. I ain’t even on that with you,” I said.

      “You’re so fuckin’ cocky. You will not fuck me, and I mean that. All I am to you anyway is a bitch you got pregnant by accident,” she said and then released a hurt laugh before a couple of tears fell from her eyes.

      I was so fuckin’ confused because I was only fuckin’ around with her.

      “I’m sorry. I just never really said the shit out loud. I know that I’m not the woman you wanted to have your first baby with. I know you look at me and see Twinkle. I know you wish that I was Twinkle. You wish that it was her who gave you this beautiful little girl. The way you are with me now, you’ve never been like this with me before. All I ever was to you was somebody you would use to get your dick wet. It’s like you are giving me the leftovers of what you would have given to Twinkle because you know she doesn’t want you anymore. Maybe I’m being too hard on myself, but every time you say something nice or do something nice for me, I just always think that if you and Twinkle had never broken up, I wouldn’t have you in the way that I have you now. Be honest with me, Monty. Would you have even been the least bit interested in me if you were still in a relationship with her?” she asked, looking up at me with big, watery eyes.

      It was crazy because, on most days, Tegan looked just like me, but with Trinity having this sad facial expression, she looked just like our daughter. I sighed and then ran my hands down my face.

      “Trinity, if I was still with Twinkle, I wouldn’t have looked at you or no other woman in that type of way because, how the fuck was I going to be in two relationships? I fucked around on Twinkle; that’s what I did, and I did that shit a lot. I wasn’t fuckin’ bitches to make them my second girlfriend. I know you said that I’m cocky, but Trinity, I can have just about any woman out here, so don’t think that I’m here with you since me and Twinkle ain’t together no more.

      “I could always go to somebody else, but I’m choosing to pursue you because now that I’ve been around you more these days, I like the type of woman that you are. You got it made up in your mind that I’m trying to make you Twinkle’s replacement, and a nigga not even on that type of shit. I want something new. Why can’t you understand that?” I asked.

      She raised her hand to wipe her eyes, and then she stared me dead in my eyes.

      “Because I know how love works, Monterius. If Twinkle decides to leave her nigga today and come back to you, you’ll leave me in a heartbeat. I just don’t want to get hurt, so yes, my heart is guarded. I won’t let you hurt me, because then I’ll have to kill you,” she said, laughing through her tears.

      I wiped the few tears that were still falling.

      “Ima stop talking. We both just going to watch the way this shit plays out. You’ll see I’m not going to hurt you, though. Get Twinkle out yo’ fuckin’ head. Damn, I already got her out of mine,” I said and tapped her on her head for emphasis.

      Every time I came around Trinity, it was always “Twinkle this,” and “Twinkle that.” It was me who had brought out all these insecurities in Trinity, though, so the same way I had put those insecurities there, I had to help remove them bitches. I said some fucked up shit to Trinity while she was pregnant, so the shit she just said about me wishing that Trinity was carrying my baby was just something that she’d heard me say. The day she had the gender reveal, that I didn’t go to, she said some fucked up shit out of anger. In turn, I did the same thing.

      We were discussing a woman who was sprung off the next man. I wouldn’t even want no female who’s looking at the next nigga, all dickmatized. Fuck no! He can have her.
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        Two months later

      

      

      “Baby, I hope it’s a boyyyy. I’m going to cry if it’s not,” I said, coming up to my husband and wrapping my arms around his neck.

      I had revealed my hopes for the sex of our baby to him about ten times, and that was just for today. I can’t even give a solid number on how often I’d admitted to him how bad I wanted a son since I discovered that I was pregnant. If I had to guess, I would say over five hundred because I literally said it all the time. I wanted a chunky, handsome, hairy little boy, who looked just like my husband, but of course, I wanted him to have features like me as well.

      Today was our gender reveal, and we were holding it in the backyard of our new home. The same beautiful home that my husband had shown me a couple of months ago on my birthday. I expressed to him every chance I could how much I adored the home and how much I wanted to raise our family there. This house had everything we could possibly need. It was an eight-bedroom home, and no, we didn’t need all this space, but I knew that in the coming years, our family would continue to grow. Who knows if all eight of these bedrooms would ever be occupied?

      This house reminded me of something out of a magazine. Everything inside the home was new, top of the line, with a modern look that many people were going for these days. The driveway was huge enough to fit the three cars I had and the three that my husband had. Plus, there was still enough room to add more cars. This wasn’t even counting the extra garage space.

      The front of our house reminded me of pulling up to a fancy restaurant where the valet would be standing outside, waiting to park my car. I never really envisioned that I would be living in a house this size because Lord knows I didn’t think I would find my mate, so I’ve always kind of been content with the townhouse that I used to own. Yes, I said used to own because my husband was so serious about getting my house put on the market and selling it.

      Because Billionaire worked with houses and numbers for a living, and he knew his way around the market, my home was under a contract for a new buyer in less than a week, and I made a very pretty penny on the sale. I was fine financially because Billionaire handled all the bills. Once I was paid, my money was just pocketed. Since I had extra money to splurge, I was in the process of remodeling a church for my mother.

      The divorce battle between her and my father was nasty. Things could have been settled, but he was being cruel with his demands. The man was sick; he wanted my mother to no longer have the Davidson last name. And because he was the breadwinner, he didn’t want my mother to take anything from the house, not even her damn toothbrush. I wanted God to make such a big example out of him because he was such a hypocrite.

      I couldn’t believe that after Billionaire went to the church and exposed my father for the monster he is, people still supported that clown. I had logged onto the church website last Sunday because I wanted to see what his congregation looked like these days, and I was ashamed when I saw on the live video that he still had so many people supporting him. I hadn’t seen my father in months. To be more specific, I hadn’t seen him since my mother’s birthday, and that was months ago. I didn’t miss him or anything like that. I had no respect left for that man after the crooked plan he set out for my husband to be killed. I thought it was best that the two of us weren’t around each other because I knew for a fact that I would lose all the self-control I had and try to physically harm him.

      Anyway, back to this beautiful home… one of my favorite things about the house was the huge pool in the backyard. This pool was added, and the job was just completed a couple of weeks ago. When we purchased the home, it was just a bunch of empty land in the backyard. I had known how to swim since I was a toddler, but Billionaire’s kids didn’t, so every weekend, someone came out to give the two of them lessons. With me being five months pregnant, I’ve now been introduced to doing aquatic yoga, so that’s how I spend my Saturday and my Sunday mornings.

      The lower level of the home was a basement with a lot of open space. For the past month, Billionaire had been getting that area remodeled because, of course, he wanted a man cave. He was even putting a bedroom and a full bathroom down there as well. I laughed because he said that was going to be his escape for when I started working his nerves as if he didn’t work my nerves just as bad.

      Speaking of my husband, he was slowly getting back to his old self after he had to endure the pain of losing his uncle. The state that Billionaire was in after he lost his uncle was the worst that I’ve ever seen him, which was shocking because I just knew that the lowest I would ever see him was the state he was in after the truth was revealed about Khari. I could hardly get him to eat, talk, and you could forget about sleeping because he’d turned into a zombie overnight.

      I’ve never seen my husband shed a tear, but at his uncle’s funeral, I think everyone heard his cry. There are still days when I’ll walk up and catch him somewhere by himself, and he’ll be crying over his uncle’s death. It broke my heart to see my husband crying because he was easily the strongest man I knew. I’ve learned to be there for Billionaire, but I’ve also learned to give him some space whenever he requested it because we all had those moments when we just needed to be left alone with our thoughts.

      Although he’s been trying to get over his uncle’s death, he was still going so hard with his business of flipping houses. Just last month alone, he flipped about six or seven houses, and I was so proud of him because he was turning into a beast with his business. He hadn’t missed one of my doctors’ appointments, and mentally, physically, and emotionally, he hasn’t checked out on me, so I was happy about that. Today, I had caught him laughing and joking several times, so that made me feel good because these days, he didn’t do too much of that.

      Our gender reveal had a water theme, so we were going with sharks for a boy or mermaids for a girl. I’d contacted some party decorators that I found on Instagram, and they decorated the entire outside area of the house. Everything came out so beautiful. The gift table was filled with so many things, and as much as I wanted to have a baby shower, with all the gifts that we’d already received, I didn’t even think it was necessary. I had already counted two car seats, a crib, a stroller, all types of clothes, and other furniture gifts when the only thing we asked for on the invitations were wipes and diapers.

      I laughed because those were my husband’s homeboys who didn’t follow any of my damn directions. My husband wore a pair of pink swimming trunks, and he was shirtless, showing off his big muscles along with his eight pack. Billionaire wanted a daughter. He went from not caring the gender to suddenly wanting a daughter who, in his words, “looks just like me.”

      He was in the house, sitting on one of the barstools, talking to his homies, when I walked up. I was coming from upstairs after yet another bathroom break. All I ever did these days was complain about having heartburn and pee every other minute. Aside from that, pregnancy had been good for me. I never had any morning sickness, and only a handful of times had I complained about feeling nauseated. I now was sporting a round stomach, so my secret was out of the bag for everyone because only my family knew about me being pregnant initially. I hadn’t announced it yet at work, but now it was out, and everyone was so excited.

      While my husband was sporting pink because he was team girl, I wore a beautiful, custom, sky-blue bathing suit with a silver sarong around my waist and thong sandals on my feet. My hair was growing by the second, and today, it was in its curly state, hanging loosely. The sun would set in just a few short moments, and that’s when we planned to do our firework gender reveal.

      “You going to cry if it’s a boy too. Normani, you don’t know what you want, shorty. You just told me last night that you changed your mind, and you wanted a girl,” Billionaire said as he put his beer on the island and squeezed my behind.

      “Stop, because my mom is lurking around somewhere,” I said while reaching back and gently brushing his hands off my butt.

      Not only was my mom there, but so was my sister, her husband, and even some nurses from the office who I had invited out to celebrate this moment with us. I didn’t want them to see my husband trying to freak me, all out in the open.

      Billionaire laughed and put his hands back on my butt, not giving a damn about what I just said. He was so handsome. His face was such a good sight to look at. My hands went for his beard, and I gave it a gentle tug like I always did.

      “You walking around, looking like you just swallowed a mini watermelon, yet you worried about your mama seeing me squeeze yo’ ass? The same ass I help put on you. Everybody in this motha fucka knows that we fuck. Your swollen stomach tells it all,” he shot at me.

      I was just about to respond, but my eyes fell to who was walking into the backyard. It was Monterius, his baby mama, Trinity, and their daughter. I bit my lip and sighed because Twinkle was there with Truth, and I didn’t want anything to go down, especially not at our gender reveal. I knew they both had moved on, but from my understanding, this was the first time that both couples had been around each other, and I just didn’t know how that would go down.

      I didn’t know if Monterius and Trinity were together, but a few days ago, he was at the house, chilling in the den with my husband. I walked into the room, and he was talking about doing something nice for Trinity. When I walked in, he asked for my input. Later that night, I asked Billionaire what was going on between Monterius and Trinity, and he told me to stay out of people’s business. I knew he was only telling me that because he thought I would report back to Twinkle. But when Twinkle and I spoke on the phone, she never even brought up Monterius, and neither did I.

      Twinkle was on the verge of getting married and planning a wedding that was the price of this home we were living in, plus she was pregnant. Shit! I wasn’t supposed to say that. She told me a week ago that she found out and she told me not to tell anyone about the pregnancy yet. Well, she was mainly talking about Billionaire because she knew that if he knew, he would run his mouth about it, and she was just trying to keep it on the hush for now.

      My husband turned around to see what had my attention because I guess he could see the look of concern on my face. Monterius came in, holding his beautiful, sleeping daughter in his arms, and with the other hand, he was holding Trinity’s hand. Ugh, I hated to say it, but the two actually looked really nice together. Truth and Twinkle were just as adorable. You know what, let me just shut up.

      “Baby, you told Monterius to bring her? Billionaire, it’s going to be drama,” I whined.

      His hands went to my back, which was exposed in my swimsuit, and he ran his cool hands up and down my back.

      “Because you told Twink to bring her nigga. I wanted to see my niece too, so I told Monterius that they could come. It ain’t going to be no drama. Come on. Fix your pretty ass face,” he said, and then he stood up from his chair. He turned me around, so my back was facing him, and he walked with me in a bear hug all the way to the backyard.

      The kids were in the water, splashing around and having a good time. The adults were either drinking, dancing, or looking after their children. The games we had been playing ended about fifteen minutes ago, so now, everyone was just chilling. The sun was now down, and it was time to get the fireworks ready. The lights had come on in the backyard, and my husband went right into daddy mode, telling the kids to get out of the pool.

      “I’m going over there with Twinkle, baby. Let me know when you’re ready,” I said and then stood on my tiptoes to kiss his lips.

      “Aight. Tell my cousin that I said not to start no shit,” he told me.

      “Tell your boy the same thing,” I said, and then I walked away.

      Twinkle was sitting at one of the tables, and when I walked over, Truth was walking away. I took the seat he had just vacated.

      “I didn’t know Monterius was coming with her and the baby. I knew he would be here, though,” I told her as we both looked across the backyard, staring at Monterius and Trinity.

      People had walked up, wanting to see the baby. I wouldn’t tell this to Twinkle because I knew that talking about Monterius’s baby was a touchy subject, but that little girl that Monterius had was drop-dead gorgeous. He’d been on daddy duty a few times, and he’d come to the house with little Tegan. On one occasion, I was on the phone with Twinkle, and she heard Tegan downstairs crying with Billionaire and Monterius.

      Twinkle said nothing; she just laughed, and then she shook her head. Her laugh was sarcastic, and I could tell that she was pissed.

      “Normani, life is just so fuckin’ crazy, you know? I get it, I’m engaged to the next man, I have a baby on the way with the next man, but I can’t help but look at this shit and be fuckin’ disgusted. For months, this nigga told me that bitch was just a fuck. I remember one time, I went through his phone, and I found some messages between them. He swore up and down that he didn’t give a fuck about her and that she was just somebody he entertained whenever he and I were going through our little things. Lied to me until he was fuckin’ blue in the face and told me that baby wasn’t his, and now look.

      “The same baby he said wasn’t his… look. He’s walking around here, holding onto a little girl who looks just like his ass. Doing that shit proudly too, after lying about that shit for fuckin’ months! Holding hands with a bitch who he swore he didn’t care about. I’m not going to ruin you and my cousin’s day, so Ima just chill, but Normani, I’m pissed because this shit ain’t right. Let me have been the one who cheated on him with another nigga, got pregnant, and lied about who my baby daddy was the whollleeee nine months, only for the truth to come out that my baby wasn’t even his. Monterius would have fuckin’ killed me.

      “I could take him moving on with any other bitch, but for it to be the same bitch that he lied to me about for so long, that shit just annoys the fuck out of me. The shit with them happened too fast, which makes me think that he beeeen fuckin’ that bitch, and he been had feelings for her. He was just waiting for the perfect time to act on his feelings,” Twinkle said, and I could hear the hurt in her voice.

      In the beginning, a lot of things that Twinkle used to go through relationship-wise, I could never understand. I’d never had a relationship where I loved a man so much and would give him all of me. Now that I was with Billionaire, I understood. I loved my husband in a way that’s hard for me to even understand. I loved him like this when we were just boyfriend and girlfriend.

      Putting myself in Twinkle’s shoes, I can imagine that I got pregnant with Billionaire’s baby, and within a matter of weeks, I have a gruesome miscarriage. Add on to this, a couple of weeks before my miscarriage, I find out that Billionaire could possibly have another baby on the way. Boom, we break up, but I still love him deeply. Now, the same woman that he’s lied to me about for years, the same baby he swore wasn’t his for months, turns out to be the two people that he’s now starting a family with. Yes, I’ve moved on, but still, that shit has to hurt.

      Monterius and Twinkle have years’ worth of history, so that’s years’ worth of love. I felt where she was coming from. Although I felt her, and I felt like she had the right to be angry, hurt, and even bitter if she wanted, she had to look at this from a perspective that this wasn’t a loss. It was an opportunity to start over fresh with Truth.

      “Twink, I get it, but sis, please look at the man you have across the room,” I said, then sat up in my chair, put both of my hands on either side of her head, and turned it toward Truth.

      Billionaire had some of his homeboys there, and Truth was from Miami too, so he knew a lot of people in attendance. Truth was laughing with a few of the men, and when he laughed, his handsome face showed the dimples on each cheek.

      “Girl, with all due respect, that man is too fine. Twinkle, he loves you. Are we going to act like we don’t see the interviews that he does on TV? When your name is brought up, that man is smiling from ear to ear each time. You even said it out of your own mouth that Monterius has never treated you this way. He has a game tomorrow, but he flew down here with you, so you could attend my gender reveal. I’ve never seen you this happy before.

      “I feel like you are more motivated than I’ve ever seen you before. You have your boutique here, and it’s doing amazing. Now, you’re in the process of opening another one out in Cali. Look at how mad you just got in one second of seeing Monterius, Trinity, and their baby. Can you imagine working things out with Monterius, and you have to be forced to deal with this and accept it for the rest of your life? You’ll never forgive him for having a baby on you, so why even punish yourself like that and even be angry about a bullet that you know damn well you dodged?

      “Let them do their family thing while you do your family thing with a man who doesn’t have children. Girl, you’re one of the lucky ones. Some of us out here have to deal with these niggas and their crazy ass baby mamas,” I said in a joking way, but I was dead serious.

      Twinkle laughed at what I said as she shook her head.

      “Ima tell Billionaire you said that,” she joked.

      “Girl, I swear I don’t care. It’s not even Sidnesha who’s the problem. Shockingly, me and her are actually cool. A few of those gift bags over there came from her. She dropped them off earlier this afternoon when she dropped off Lil’ Bill. Because I have a relationship with her son and he’s my stepson, it’s like I have to have a relationship with her as well. We talk, but often, it’s about Lil’ Bill, and she’s even given me advice when it comes to my pregnancy. I can tolerate Sidnesha, but Twinkle, it’s that damn Denim,” I said and rolled my eyes.

      Twinkle looked at me with a shocked expression because this was new to her. I hadn’t said anything to anyone about it. Hell, I hadn’t even told my own husband, because I didn’t need the unnecessary drama.

      “What? What the hell did Denim do?” Twinkle asked.

      I sighed and leaned back in the chair.

      “You know Khari is a sponge, and you have to be mindful of the things you say around her because she’ll go right back and repeat it. I was giving her a bath the other night, and she started telling me a bunch of things that she heard her mama say. It started out with her telling me how Denim hates the therapy sessions that she has to do, and then the conversation went all the way left, and she started repeating stuff that a five-year-old shouldn’t even be around to hear, let alone repeat.

      “Basically, she heard her mother tell one of her friends that Billionaire and I are going to have one black ass, ugly baby. Something else along the lines of Billionaire only marrying me because he wanted to prove a point that he was over Denim and Sidnesha, and how he doesn’t love me for real. It was just stupid stuff that Khari was telling me, and I knew she was telling the truth because the things she was saying had to come from an adult’s mouth.

      “Oh, and let me not leave out that Billionaire is cheating on me, and she’s going to beat my ass when she sees me for trying to take her spot when she was in a coma. Not sure when I’ll be around Denim because I haven’t seen her since yall’s grandmother’s party, but I plan to have a few words with her because I can’t let her think that it’s okay to disrespect me. The only reason I haven’t told Billionaire is that I know he’s going to go and confront her on my behalf. She already thinks I’m scary, so I’ll just handle this one on my own,” I said to Twinkle.

      “Wowwwww, Normani. That bitch has some fuckin’ big ass balls! I guess after being in a coma for almost three months, that bitch is still the damn same. You would think that she would be appreciative of you being in Khari’s life because you have been the one keeping up with her hair, helping her with her homework, and dressing her. Leave it up to Billion, and he’ll be dressing her up like a little boy. She ought to be thanking you instead of being mad at you. That hoe is so fuckin’ jealous that it’s crazy.

      “Only a fool would fix they lips to say that you and Billion’s baby is going to be ugly. Girl, that baby is going to be drop-dead gorgeous. I lowkey shouldn’t even be pregnant at the same time as you. I should have just let you bless the world with your beautiful baby, and then I bring mine in about two years later,” Twinkle joked.

      “Twinkle, please! Your child will be beautiful as hell. Come on. Your cousin is ushering me with his hands, telling me to bring my ass on,” I said before standing up, and she followed me.

      I walked over to where Billion was standing with his arms wide and walked into his embrace.

      “What you was over there running your mouth about?” he asked.

      “Nothing. Come on. I’m trying to see if I’m carrying your junior in my stomach,” I said, then pulled away from him and did a little dance. It was my happy dance because I was excited.

      My husband looked over at me and shook his head.

      “You gon’ be real upset when you find out that you carrying my daughter. They say when you fuck from the back, you can get a boy. I done had you down on yo’ ass, on yo’ stomach, against the wall, on yo’ side, you done rode me, so I really don’t know which position I scored with. Damn. That just means we fuck too much if I can’t remember.” He groaned and pulled me to him.

      Like no one else was out here, he lifted me by my behind, held me in his arms, and slowly bounced me.

      “Billionaire, stop! If you going to do all this, you might as well pull your dick out and fuck me! Put me down. It’s kids out here,” I said, half protesting because I really didn’t want him to put me down. I felt so comfortable in his arms.

      “Shit. That’s what I’m trying to do. Come on. Let’s sneak out to the room that’s down here. I don’t even need a minute. I need like forty-five seconds with you. I hate when you wear shit like this around me. I get to tripping.” He groaned and then leaned his head in and bit me softly on my neck, causing me to let out a groan mixed with a moan.

      I thought about the guest bedroom on the lower level of our home that we could use the back door to sneak in and get a quickie, but I also thought about how everyone would be looking for us. I had a way of walking funny after having sex, so I knew my walk would tell it all, and everyone would know what we ran off to do. My mama was there. It was one thing for her to know that I was having sex, but to be having sex while she’s not that far away from me, no, I couldn’t.

      “Billion, put that girl down, so we can find out what my grandbaby is going to be! Come on, with your mannish ass,” his mama came over and said, making me laugh as I was lowered down to the ground.

      Billion’s mother was in blue because, just like me, she was hoping for a boy. She was always going off about how Khari was the only granddaughter she would need because that little girl was a handful, especially with her mouth. It was half and half today because about 50% of the people there wanted us to have a girl, then the other 50% were hoping for a boy.

      Never did I think in a million years that a big part of my life would be happening, like my having my first child, and my father wouldn’t be there to witness these precious moments. It just felt so weird that these people were there to support my husband and me, yet my father was nowhere to be found. The crazy thing is, he may not be a part of my life, but he always knew what the hell was taking place with me. Nobody from his church was there, so hopefully, this would be something that he wouldn’t get the privilege to know about.

      I didn’t even want him to know what my baby looked like. That’s just how deep my hatred for him had been running these days.

      “Trust me, Ma, she ain’t want me to put her down. You came one second too early. I almost had her agreeing to follow a nigga to the back room,” he said, and I playfully hit him on his arm because he was talking too much.

      He was right, though; it would only have taken just a little bit more convincing on his part, and I promise you, he would have had my legs to the ceiling by now.

      “Everything that you got two of today, like the crib, the strollers, you might as well keep all of it. There’s no doubt in my mind that right after you pop this baby out, another one will follow it within a matter of months,” his mom said, reciting what everybody had been telling us for a while.

      When she left, my mom came over. I hugged her and kissed her cheek. She smiled big as she put her hands on my stomach and massaged it in a circular motion.

      “I’m so happy, Mommy,” I told her, beaming with joy.

      “I know you are. I can see it all over your face. I’m proud of you, Normani. You never let anyone steal your joy. Not even your own father,” she said, and her voice cracked.

      “Don’t cry, Ma. We’re about to find out if I’m carrying your handsome little grandson,” I said and pulled her to me, not wanting to see my mother cry.

      Life had been hard on my mother over the past few months. It was like she wanted to tell more of what my father had done, but each time I felt that she was about to tell the truth about my father, she would always hold back. It was something about him that we didn’t know. For example, a couple of months ago, my older sister, Naomi, commented, “Ma, your marriage couldn’t have been that bad.” Mind you, Naomi only said that because my mom had mentioned that she hadn’t been happy in over a decade.

      My mom responded, “My child, if only you knew.” Since then, I’ve been wondering what my mama meant by that, but she still hadn’t said it.

      She’d already let me know that my father used to be abusive back in the day, but she didn’t go into detail. It seemed like she didn’t want to tarnish the image we had of our father more than it already was, which is why she wasn’t letting my sister and me in on certain things. She would rather suffer in silence. I just wanted her to gain her happiness back. So far, she had been doing everything that she talked about doing, like getting on a schedule to preach at local prisons a few days a week, and she’d even done it at a couple of shelters as well.

      I wanted my mom to be in a place where she no longer had to be in any pain when it came to my father. That was why it meant so much for the church to hurry up and get remodeled. I wanted her to have something of her own and follow her passion because I knew how much my mother loved to minister and sing. My mom knew the bible like I knew medicine. Whenever someone was feeling any emotion, whether it was sadness, depression, anger, whatever, she knew exactly what scripture to reference.

      She had gone long enough, standing in the shadows of my father. It was her turn to show out. I held onto her for a few more minutes, and then Billionaire’s mother took the microphone from the DJ and called my husband and me over because it was time to find out what we were having.

      There were so many people crowded in our backyard, and everyone already had their phones in their hands, ready to capture this moment. My husband held the lighter, which he would use to light the box on the ground, which housed the fireworks. Khari and Lil Bill were standing beside me, both jumping up and down, ready to see if they were about to have a little brother or a sister.

      “Okay. We’re going to count down. Y’all ready?” Billionaire’s mother asked over the mic.

      Everyone screamed that they were ready, and then the countdown began…

      “Ten… nine… eight…”

      We finally got to, one and my husband lit the box. In less than a second, pink fireworks burst into the air. I released a spoiled scream once I saw that it was a girl, and I didn’t get what I wanted. My husband beat on his chest, and then he ran over and lifted me in the air, kissing me all over my face as he expressed his happiness. He’d gotten exactly what he wanted. I couldn’t even be mad that I didn’t get my handsome, juicy son because the excitement that came from my husband overshadowed all that.

      I looked into the crowd of people, and everyone was pleased with the outcome. Even people like me, who were team boy, were happy about our daughter. My husband eventually put me down, and once he did, I hugged my mother, my sister, and everyone else. Fireworks were still going off in the background, making this moment so special for all of us.

      

      Two hours later

      “You should sleep real good tonight. You played your little heart out all night,” I said to Khari as I assisted her with putting on her pajamas.

      We were in our bedroom, and I was sitting at the foot of the bed after I’d just helped give her a quick shower. Billionaire was behind me, lying on his side of the bed, skimming through channels on the television and calling out some of the most outrageous names he could think of for our baby girl. I wanted a unique name that many people didn’t have, and Billionaire was definitely going out of his way to give me some unique names, but I hated every single one he came up with.

      I was already in my pajamas, and as soon as Khari left out our bedroom, I planned to crash and call it a night. I definitely did too much tonight, and I felt it all in my back and my feet. There were so many sweets at the gender reveal, and I indulged in just about everything there. This little girl was kicking up a storm, so I really didn’t think she would allow me to go to sleep so soon.

      “Bae, what about Currency?” Billionaire asked from behind me.

      Khari giggled as I rolled my eyes. She probably could tell that her dad was annoying the hell out of me with his names.

      “Billionaire, no! I don’t like that,” I told him.

      “What? Why not? Currency is pretty as hell, and it’s unique like you were saying. How many female Currencys you know?” he asked.

      “None, because nobody liked the name,” I joked as I stood up from the bed and stretched.

      Billionaire looked over at me and shook his head. He stood up from the bed in his gray pajama bottoms and his durag on his head. The man hadn’t stopped cheesing since he found out that we were having a little girl. I didn’t think I’d ever seen him this happy.

      “I’m about to take a piss. I’ll think of some more names while I’m in there. We’re going to settle this shit tonight,” he said before he walked down the mini hallway that led to our master bathroom.

      The second he walked out of the room, a phone started vibrating on the bed. I looked down, and it was Khari’s cellphone ringing. Yes, this five and a half year old little girl had an iPhone XS Max. It was her mother calling her, and she was doing it via Facetime. Khari flopped her little body down on the bed and answered the phone for her mother while I straightened up the little mess in the room.

      “Hey, Mama,” Khari answered, followed by a light yawn because her little butt was so sleepy.

      “I thought I told you not to get your hair wet! That’s your problem now, you don’t fuckin’ listen. I specifically told your little ass not to get your hair wet!” I heard Denim saying to her daughter.

      I bit my bottom lip, trying to hold myself back from walking over there, snatching that phone out of Khari’s hands, and saying something to Denim. Khari had gotten her ponytails soaking wet today in the pool, so I had to wash it for her while she was in the shower. Right now, it was plaited because tomorrow, when I took the braids out, her hair would go back to being curly. I just needed to do something quick with her hair tonight because she was tired, and it was way past her bedtime. Hell, it was well after midnight, which is why I was confused about why Denim was calling so late.

      “Mama, I was in the pool with my big brother and my other cousins. They were playing so rough, and they had threw me in the pool. It was an accident,” Khari said in her little sleepy voice.

      “Khari, I don’t care about all that. I told you not to get your hair wet. I’m picking your little ass up from over there tomorrow and—”

      I quickly set down the items that were in my hands and placed them on the nightstand. I rushed to take the phone from Khari’s hand, and now I was looking Denim square in her face. When my face popped onto the screen, she sucked her teeth and instantly stopped talking.

      “I know once I say my peace, you’re probably going to say something like this is your child, and I don’t have a say so in any of this, but technically I do because this is my stepchild. We had our gender reveal today, mixed with a pool party. Every single child in the pool today got their hair wet. My husband nor I knew that Khari wasn’t supposed to have gotten her hair wet. Had we known, maybe I would have tried to prevent that from happening, but I know that her dad wouldn’t have batted an eye to interfere with his daughter having fun with the rest of the kids. If you’re worried about her having chlorine in her hair, I’ve already washed and treated her hair for the night. She’s fine. Fine and sleepy. You can call her back in the morning at a more reasonable time, please. Khari, go to your room, baby,” I told her.

      Khari quickly got down from the bed, kissed me on my cheek, and then she ran out of the room. When I finished my peace with Denim, I was about to hang up the phone on her, but then she let out a sarcastic laugh. I decided to entertain her for a little while because I wanted to see what she had to say next. From the looks of things, she was in her bedroom because I could see the headboard in the background.

      “Bitch, you got a little peanut growing inside of you, and you think you are the spokesperson for mothers around the world? Like I told you the last time I saw you, fuck you! Nobody was talking to your black ass anyway! I was talking to my fuckin’ daughter!” she screamed at me.

      “You were talking to your daughter, cursing at her, like she was one of your homegirls, so I had to jump in and intervene! This may be my first child, but credit me, sweetheart, because I work with kids for a living. I can teach you a thing or two! While I got you on the phone, you need to watch what you say to Khari or watch what you say around her because she tells me everything that you sit so bitterly over there and say about me—”

      “And I mean every fuckin’ thing I say! Hoe, I’m supposed to be scared of you?” she asked, and at the same time, Billionaire was walking into the bedroom.

      He had a confused look on his face as he rushed over to me. He tried to take the phone out of my hands, but I pushed him back and ran from him because I was getting ready to finish her!

      “You don’t have to be scared of me! All I ask is that you respect me! And to think that I actually spent the last few months praying that you woke up from your coma! You should have stayed exactly where the hell you were with your nasty ass spirit! You want to make me out to be the enemy so damn bad when you have bigger problems that you need to be worrying about, like learning how to fuckin’ walk again! You talking to me crazy, like I haven’t been the woman in your daughter’s life that’s been helping to look after Khari. Showing her how to sit with her legs crossed, teaching her how to pray at night, going over homework with her, and whatever else.

      “You haven’t liked me since the moment you laid eyes on me, and I know my presence bothers you, but I’m sorry because I don’t plan on going anywhere. I’m going to be a part of your daughter’s life and your baby daddy’s life, whether you like it or not. Now, call Khari back in the morning. She’s going to sleep for the night,” I said and hung up.

      I threw the phone back on the bed. Billionaire was staring at me from the other side of the room with his hands over his head, trying to piece together what the hell just happened.

      “Damn! What the fuck happened? I go to take a piss for a minute, and you and my baby mama in here arguing—”

      “Because your baby mother doesn’t respect me, Billionaire! She has been talking crazy about me to Khari for months. I just didn’t say anything about it!” I screamed, and then I took a seat on my side of the bed.

      I just had this perfect day, and then I let Denim get under my skin. Billionaire went over to the room door and closed it then locked it behind him.

      “Well, that was your first fuckin’ mistake! Why wouldn’t you tell me that Denim was talking shit? I would have fuckin’ handled that!” he said, walking back over to the bed and standing on the side of me.

      “That’s the thing. I didn’t want you to handle it. I wanted to handle it on my own! Look how she talks to me! She doesn’t respect me, and the moment you run to her on my behalf, she’s going to continue to think I’m soft. Right when you walked out, she called Khari, talking to her all crazy because she could see that she had gotten her hair wet in the pool tonight. I guess she told her not to get it wet, which is crazy because what five-year-old is going to actually listen to that? They’re on summer break, and it isn’t like the kids are in summer camp, so why does it matter if she gets her hair wet? On top of that, I already washed it for her. Ugh, Billionaire! It’s like she came back, and she’s on the same stuff that she was on before. Damn!” I said and hit the bed before picking up a couple of pillows and putting them behind me, so my back could have some support.

      “Ima talk to her tomorrow,” he said.

      “I just told you that you didn’t have to,” I told him.

      Billionaire flopped on the bed and came over to me. He rested his head in the crook of my neck, and his hands went under my pajama top I was wearing. As he massaged my stomach in a circular motion, I knew he was trying to calm me down, but it wasn’t working because I was still pissed. Denim just had a way with words, and that woman knew how to get under my damn skin. This felt like back at his grandmother’s surprise party, when I allowed her to piss me off. The only thing different was that I wasn’t crying this time.

      “You can let anybody in the fuckin’ world trigger you, Normani, but why the fuck would you let it be Denim? Denim got fuckin’ issues that she had longgg before she was put into that coma. That coma shit just made it worse, and nah, this ain’t my way of trying to make up some excuses for her. I just personally know that she can be sick in the fuckin’ head. She woke up from that shit, and she’s going around this bitch treating motha fuckas like they owe her something. That’s why when I drop Khari off over there and pick her up, I be in and out because I’m liable to break her neck, with her slick ass mouth.

      “Denim is jealous of you, and I told you that shit months ago, back when you wasn’t even my wife yet. I think she can see the change in Khari, as far as her manners and shit go, and she knows that another woman is responsible for teaching that shit to her daughter. You got the ring, my last name, the house, my baby, and she’s mad about that shit, especially since she ain’t where she wants to be right now in life. But still, that don’t give her the right to be talking to you like she crazy.

      “Ima holler at her, and I’m only going to talk to her because I don’t want you having no regrets. I know when I got with you, you was firm on that ‘no baby mama’ bullshit, and I just don’t want you having no regrets. We at a good place in our lives, and I’m just trying to continue making you happy. Can I do that? Can yo’ nigga continue to make you happy, shorty?” he asked as he removed his hands from under my shirt.

      Billionaire got on top of me, not putting his weight on me, just putting his legs on either side of me with his hands on either side of my head. His face was so close to mine as he waited for me to answer him.

      “You can make me happy. Just control your baby mama. That’s all that I ask for,” I told him, and then I leaned my head in and kissed his lips.

      “Prosper,” he said.

      I looked up at him with confused eyes as I went for the band of his pajamas; I was trying to get his dick out. We’d been fooling around with each other all day, and I was ready to feel him now. The kids were both in their rooms sleeping. Our room door was locked, so we could finally have some fun.

      “Prosper what?” I asked, unsure of what he was talking about.

      “Prosper for our daughter. You like that? That shit is fie,” he said.

      I laughed, but then I thought about it, and I actually liked it. It was a unique name, like what I was looking for.

      “I love it, actually,” I told him.

      “I knew you would. Now, let me prosper inside some pussy,” he said, and he didn’t have to say it twice because I was ready for him hours ago.
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      “What’s up with you? Yo’ whole vibe is off. That shit been off since we got in the car. And since when the fuck do you turn down some ice cream? You eat that shit like I drink water,” Truth, my fiancé, said from the driver’s side of the car.

      I knew he would pick up on my vibe because, hell, even I could tell that I was off a little bit. We’d just left my cousin and Normani’s beautiful home after celebrating their gender reveal with them. Now, Truth and I were just riding around Miami, taking in the nightlife for a little bit. In a couple of hours, we were going to head to the airport and take the private jet back to Cali.

      I needed to stop being so stupid and get Monterius out of my fuckin’ head. I was going to mess around and lose out on this perfect man who was sitting right beside me. The man who had me so deeply in love. The man responsible for the little peanut growing in my stomach.

      Although Normani had given me a pep talk earlier today at the party, I still couldn’t stop thinking about the way this man had moved on with that bitch like it was nothing. I probably sounded so dumb saying that. It was just crazy to think that I was with a nigga for years, and the same bitch he would tell me not to worry about was the bitch he was with now. I mean, I could take that because niggas would find them a bitch regardless, but it was that beautiful daughter Monterius had that I couldn’t take. That little girl was her father’s twin.

      We walked past each other today and gave each other a quick wave. The last time I saw him was two months ago at my uncle’s funeral, and we agreed to be cordial. Monterius had originally asked to be friends, but I knew that would never happen. How the hell could you be friends with someone you used to be in love with?

      “I’m fine. I’m just not in the mood for ice cream. I had ice cream at the party,” I said to Truth.

      I tried to reach over and intertwine my hand with his, but he moved his hand out of the way, curving me. I sighed and then leaned the back of my head against the headrest. We were at Sunny Isles beach, and where we were parked, we had a beautiful view of the ocean. It was hard to see it since it was so dark out, but we could definitely hear it loud and clear, and it was a therapeutic sound.

      “Shit was straight before we came to Miami, and you saw that nigga with his baby mama and their child,” he said, and I didn’t respond.

      Truth let out a sarcastic laugh then shook his head as he looked over at me.

      “Twinkle, baby girl, I don’t have no motha fuckin’ gun to your head. I love the fuck out of you, shorty. I love you more than anything that I ever touched, ever came in contact with. Shorty, I love you more than I love the game of basketball, and you know how I feel about that shit because ball was my first love. As much as I love you, yo, I ain’t about to force you to be someplace that you don’t think you want to be.

      “If you feeling like you gotta choose, then shorty, don’t fuckin’ choose me because I don’t want you to think of me as a fuckin’ option! You got your own fuckin’ baby that you growing, why would you even be dwelling on that nigga and worrying about being a step mama to his jit? The same jit that he had on you! I won’t give you an ultimatum because I ain’t that type of nigga. I’m breaking my back just to make sure that I’m keeping you happy. I make sure I go out of my way to have time with you. Even though we in the middle of the season, and the championship is going to start in just a few short months, I’m still making a way. If this ain’t what you want, baby, let a nigga know, and I’ll gladly let you go. Even though that shit will pain me, I’ll still do it,” Truth said.

      I not only heard hurt in his voice, but I could also hear that he was angry. I was still in my seat belt, so I removed it. I tried to climb into his lap, but again, he curved me.

      “Watch out, yo,” he said, placing his arm out to block me, but I still found a way to get in his lap.

      This man was so damn fine. So fine that he was fuckin’ beautiful. It was to the point that I didn’t even care which gender the baby I was carrying for him was because I knew that whatever we had, it would be beautiful regardless. His curly taper was nice and fresh because he had a house call barber appointment last night. We were in Miami, where it was hot as hell out, so today, he wore a pair of sky-blue Polo shorts, and his legs displayed his beautiful ink. To match his shorts, he wore a tropical, white and sky-blue polo top because he came to the gender reveal team boy. Of all the tattoos on his arms, my favorite one had to be my name in red ink that he’d just gotten on the side of his neck.

      Truth was not only so handsome but man, he just treated a bitch so fuckin’ good. An outside person looking in would more than likely be confused about when my birthday was because he was always surprising me with new, pricey gifts. They would often be just because gifts. My mother loved Truth for me, although she used to be team Monterius for so many years. My sister, who I had kissed and made up with, was also team Truth. She expressed all the time how she loved him for me.

      “When you left for college, and you found out that I had moved on with Monterius, you can’t lie and tell me that you weren’t hurt behind it—”

      “That’s where the fuck you going with this, Twink? You trying to tell a nigga that you hurt behind that nigga moving on? Yo, raise up. Ima drop you off to your mama’s crib, and Ima head back home to Cali because you trippin’ like a motha fucka right now,” he spat and tried to push me off, but I was putting up one hell of a fight.

      “Truth, on everything I love… baby, I put it on our child that I don’t want him. I know what comes with being with him, and that’s hurt and pain. You make me feel so good. You make me happy and complete, but I can’t sit here and tell you that it doesn’t hurt me when I see him with his new baby. When I lost my baby, he still had one to keep. That’s just still a sensitive topic for me, and it’s still so fresh. I want you. I swear I don’t want nobody else but you,” I said with my hands around his neck, ready to kiss him, but he wasn’t looking at me; instead, he was looking out of the window.

      “I still feel like you settling for me, and I don’t like that shit,” he said.

      I sighed and sucked my teeth because I felt like no matter what I said to him, I still wasn’t getting through. It was like he had already made up in his mind that I was choosing between him and Monterius, and because he felt so strongly about that, he wasn’t even trying to hear what I had to say.

      I’ll admit that a few months ago, I was still a little bit conflicted about which man I wanted to be with, and I found myself in a situation where I felt like I had to choose. It took Truth sending for me to come back to Cali, and me spending every single day with him for about two weeks straight, for me to realize that he was who I wanted to be with. Truth was the man I wanted our son to be like if there was a chance that I was carrying a boy for him. He was also the man I would want my daughter to be with, once she was old enough to date. He was just special.

      Truth didn’t make a bitch feel insecure, and he didn’t make me feel like I had to compete with thousands and thousands of women because women flocked to him on a daily. On game days, I had to watch numerous women lust over my man. I saw the shit in his Instagram comments, plus when we went out, women would openly stare at him, like a bitch wasn’t hanging right on his arm. Although things like that happened on a daily, Truth just knew how to make sure I knew that my spot was secured. I never went through his phone, searching for shit, because that’s just how much I trusted him. I hate to say it, but with Truth and Monterius, there was literally no comparison between the two of them at all because Truth was just that nigga.

      “Yo, let me ask you something. If I had proposed to you, like on some intimate shit, and I didn’t do that shit in front of hundreds of thousands of people, would you have still said yes?” he asked.

      I looked at him like he was crazy because I was shocked that he even asked me that question. His question took me away from the thoughts running through my head, and I just didn’t know what would make him ask me something like this. Even if I did say yes back then because I didn’t want to embarrass him, didn’t he think that I would have broken the damn silence by now? It’s been fuckin’ months since he’s proposed, so I would have spoken up by now. Plus, why the hell would I even be wasting my damn time each day, meeting with wedding planners and visiting different venues, trying to find the perfect place to get married? Why would I let wedding stuff consume my life to have the beautiful, fairytale wedding that we both wanted?

      “Truth, are you serious right now? I didn’t say yes because I didn’t want to embarrass you in front of people. I said yes, because I love you. I’ve always loved you. Baby, you are my first love. What do I have to do to prove to you that it’s you I love and want to be with, and only you?” I asked and turned his head so he could look at me.

      I looked into his beautiful hazel eyes, and for a few moments, I just got lost in them. Like he did when he wanted a kiss from me, I placed my hands on the bottom of his chin and leaned my head into his, giving him a peck on the lips. He was still too mad to kiss me back, but I knew that he would not be mad at me forever.

      “Tell me what I gotta do, Truth,” I said, and then I kissed him again.

      As I waited for him to answer, I scanned the small parking lot to make sure nobody was out there with us because I could feel it in my body where this was going to lead. It was late, so we were the only two people out here.

      “What I need you to do is control your fuckin’ feelings when it comes to that nigga. Shorty, I get it. I get that the two of y’all got a bunch of history. Had you never came back into my life, and I had moved on with somebody else, then the next broad would have had to accept the fact that I had an ex, which was you, that I still loved. Then again, nah. I wouldn’t even ask no woman to accept that because I was damn near still in love with you, even when we weren’t together.

      “I know you ain’t still in love with that fool. I just know you ain’t. I know you still love him, and that’s cool with me because I would have been looking at you sideways if you told me you didn’t love him, and you spent all these years with him. Love don’t work like that. I know I can make you ten times happier than that nigga. I know I won’t make you deal with shit, like women confronting you and telling you that I be fuckin’ them when you ain’t around because I don’t even move like that, yo.

      “I lost my pops a couple of years ago, so all a nigga really got in this world is you, the game, and the beautiful kids that you’re going to give me, so I ain’t going out of my way to fuck up the little bit that I already have. Like I just told you, Twink, I love you to pieces, ma, but if you need time to figure this shit out, let a nigga know, and I’ll fall back. Just like you have a heart, and you want to protect that motha fucka at all costs, I want to do the same shit,” he expressed.

      “Baby, it’s figured out. I swear I don’t want anybody but you,” I told him and kissed him again on his lips.

      This time, I hungrily kissed him, and he kissed me back with so much passion. While we were kissing, his hands were glued to my ass, and he was giving it a light rub. Never breaking the kiss, I lifted a little bit in his lap, so I could go for his shorts. I got it undone, and in seconds, I had his hard dick in my hands. I was in a pink maxi dress, so I lifted it a little bit, moved my panties to the side, and in no time, I slid down on what was my new norm… my new addiction. Truth and this big ass dick were crazy. I groaned on my way down, and then I bit hard on my lip.

      “Take the dress off, ma,” he groaned as he looked me in my eyes.

      I pulled the dress all the way up and over my head then tossed it into the passenger seat. I wasn’t wearing a bra today, so Truth reached up and twirled my hard nipples. Whenever Truth came to Miami, he would meet with his go-to guy for exotic rentals. Right now, we were in a beautiful, 2020 Range Rover, with red interior seats. As beautiful as this car was, we were for sure breaking it in. Truth had his seat pushed all the way back, so I had just enough room to do all the things I wanted to do.

      “Hmmmmm… baby, I love you,” I moaned as I bounced up and down on his lap.

      Truth was sucking my nipples and driving me fuckin’ crazy. Judging by the wetness of my pussy, which I could feel dripping onto his shorts, one would think that a bitch didn’t get good dick on a daily when I actually did. I just got around this man, and I became a faucet.

      “I love you too, baby. This pussy so fuckin’ tight and wet. Shit! Keep going, ma,” he coached me.

      I could feel my legs getting lazy as my orgasm approached, and I wanted to ride this entire nut out and do it slowly. Truth put his hands on my hips, trying to guide my movements, and in less than five strokes, the two of us came simultaneously. I loved some good, raw sex in the privacy of our own home, but it was something about getting a quickie in that just always turned me on a little bit more. Something about being on top, riding dick, and having to keep checking my surroundings for random people made that nut so much better. Being with Truth, I had learned all about getting it in where we could because his schedule was so complex. A lot of our sexing came from meeting up really quickly, just to get our rocks off.

      “You think this good ass pussy is supposed to get you out of anything,” he expressed as he reached in the middle console and pulled out a couple of napkins. He wiped his face with it because he was sweating.

      Laughing, I reached over and grabbed my Chanel purse from the backseat of the car. I pulled out some of the feminine wipes and wiped myself off. I wiped between my legs and wiped his dick off, which was soaked in my juices. He assisted me in putting back on my dress, and I got back in my seat. Truth finished getting himself together, and while he did that, I looked over at the beach area. I saw a few figures leaving from the oceanfront, and they were coming our way. Not necessarily to our car, but more than likely to cross the street because a few hotels were on the other side, and they could have possibly been staying there.

      I was about to put my seatbelt back on and more than likely fall asleep in the car as Truth drove us to the airport, but who I saw coming from the beach caught my attention. It was my sister’s boyfriend, Chance. Now I knew why he hadn’t been answering the phone for his daughter, Dream, or for my sister. His bitch ass had changed his fuckin’ phone number. He not only changed his number, but the fuck nigga had moved too.

      Dream hadn’t seen her daddy in months, and that little girl was hurting behind that shit. She had lost one parent temporarily to the prison system, and now the other parent just acted like he wanted nothing to do with her. That shit was just so fuckin’ weird. Although I had my issues with Chance because I blamed him for my sister’s situation, I still considered him to be a stand-up father to Dream.

      These days, it was as if he had given up on her altogether. He used to send money for her to my Zelle account to help out with clothes, shoes, hair, or whatever she needed. Fuck nigga probably didn’t even have a damn clue that once summer break was over, I was taking Dream with me to Cali. I had the talk with Dream a couple of months ago, letting her know that we would be moving. Surprisingly, she was fine with the news. She did have one little request, and that was to stay in Miami for her summer break at my mama’s house. That way, she could still go to her same summer camp from last year, plus she wanted to continue to be around her cousins.

      I found myself shaking my head in disgust as I watched Chance walk with a woman and two little boys. One looked to have been Dream’s age, and the other one looked a couple of years younger. Those little boys looked just like Dream, but just in a boy version, so I knew for a fact that these had to be his kids. Kids I didn’t even know about, and I knew damn well my sister didn’t know about them either.

      I remember my sister calling me the day after Valentine’s day, and she was going on and on about how Chance hadn’t picked up the phone for her on Valentine’s day, and she kept saying she felt like he was fuckin’ around with someone, and from the looks of things, my sister was right. Since Loyal wasn’t there to check the fuck nigga, I would do the shit on her behalf.

      “What you doing? Who is that?” Truth asked me.

      “That’s Dream’s dad. I want to find out where the fuck this nigga been and why he ain’t been answering the phone for my sister and for his daughter,” I told Truth; I was going to do the shit whether he agreed with it or not.

      Truth always said that because he was in the public eye, we had to move differently. All it took was a second for a fan or someone to be standing by and see him doing wrong. They’d pull their phones out in a second to record the scandal, and he’d be in the blogs within two hours. Trust me, I thought about that, but I also thought about my sister, who was in a prison cell, still loving this nigga, so I wanted to say something on her behalf.

      “Aight. Come on,” he said.

      I knew he only agreed because he knew I would get out, with or without him. Truth got out first, and I followed him. Chance looked right at me, and the nigga tried to walk around and act like he didn’t even see me standing there.

      “Nigga, you see me!” I spat, making him and everyone he was with freeze in place, even the damn kids.

      The woman who he was with… I mean, she was pretty, but she wasn’t my sister. I watched as Chance put his hands out and made both of his children stand behind them. Before he did that, I took a good look at both of his children, and sure enough, those two boys and Dream could be triplets.

      “What’s good, Twinkle?” he asked and scratched his head. You know… the ultimate fuck boy move.

      “Who is this bitch, Chance? You being very cordial with this hoe! Addressing her by her name and shit, like you don’t see me standing here,” the woman spat.

      I laughed, knowing that if I wanted to, I could knock her ass out right in front of her kids.

      “Calm down, shorty. Don’t nobody want this bum ass nigga but you! Even if he wasn’t my sister’s baby daddy, I wouldn’t even look his way. This isn’t a conversation that I’m trying to have with you, but if you have some legit answers for me, then feel free to jump in at any time. Chance, I could give a fuck who you are out here trolling around with. Truthfully, all I needed was for my sister to have a reason to leave your black ass alone, so she could find some peace in her fuckin’ life, given her fucked up circumstances. All I want to know is why did you change your phone number on your daughter? Before you changed it, she was calling you damn near every day, and you were ignoring all her phone calls. It’s one thing for you to do that to my sister because, hell, I don’t expect anything less from a fuck nigga, but to do that shit to your daughter, that’s a different kind of low. Who are these little boys? Are these your kids?” I asked.

      Chance released a sigh and then cleared his throat. The woman he was with sucked her teeth, prepared to speak up on his behalf.

      “These are his kids. Our oldest one here is Chance Jr, and our baby is Chad—”

      “How old is Chance Jr?” I asked, cutting her off.

      “Five,” she responded.

      “Wowwww, which means that you were fuckin’ her and my sister at the same time because Dream is five too. Niggas,” I said, mumbling the last part as I thought about how the same shit that was done to me had been done to my sister as well. I knew we were sisters, but damn, why did we have to endure the same type of pain?

      “I never knew shit about your sister until my water broke, and I found out from him that Dream was born a week before my son. This nigga didn’t tell me that until I brought my son into this world. His timing was off. I get that you want to come over here and check some shit about your sister, but I didn’t know shit about her until I already had this nigga’s baby. He didn’t say shit to me about having a bitch!” she spat, but I didn’t believe her. I never believed the side chicks.

      “How the fuck could you not have known that he had a woman? For goodness sake, he was living with my sister. The two of them were all in the fuckin’ open with their relationship! Everybody knew they were together, and if you from Miami, then you know that the shit wasn’t a secret. You can’t possibly tell me that you don’t know who Loyal is. Every bitch in Miami knows my sister, and everybody knows what she is in prison for,” I said, and the woman didn’t say shit.

      She knew she couldn’t say shit because I could read right through her and tell that she was lying. I swear, I didn’t understand bitches. Bitches will fuck behind a woman like it’s nothing. When it comes to sex, I’m so fuckin’ selfish. The way I just let my man raw me in his car, without asking a question, I’m able to do that because I know that that’s my dick and my dick only. I would never want to slide down on a dick that I know another bitch is getting when I’m not around. To know that this man was in a relationship with a woman who he wasn’t keeping a secret or hidden, and to still fuck him like it was nothing just showed me how dirty bitches could be.

      “My point exactly. I just want to hear from you why you have been ignoring your daughter?” I asked Chance.

      “I know this shit sounds foolish, but I ain’t want the truth to get back to Loyal and—”

      The woman sucked her teeth loudly, grabbed her sons’ hands, and walked away with them. From her walk alone, I could see how pissed off she was. She crossed the street, and once she was out of sight and out of mind, Chance looked back over at me.

      “Didn’t want what to get back to Loyal?” I asked him because I didn’t have a clue what he was talking about.

      “This ain’t how I wanted Loyal to find out about my sons. I know that prison shit is hard on her, and I didn’t want to put more hurt on her, so I was going to wait to tell her about my kids when she got out. Dream is getting to that age now, where she be all in yo’ business and shit. She be listening to a nigga’s conversations, and she rides for her mama, so I knew the second she saw a nigga fuckin’ up, she was going to either go back and tell the shit to you or tell it to her mama. I wasn’t ready to tell my daughter about her brothers yet, so I did what most niggas do when they back be against the wall, and I just fell back—”

      “And the bitch that just left, she’s okay with you basically saying fuck the obligations that you have when it comes to your daughter?” I asked, just to be sure.

      “I mean, she ain’t jumping down my back, telling me that I need to pick up the phone for Dream or ride around there and pick her up,” he said.

      “Of course, she ain’t! The less time that gets spent with Dream equals more time spent with her sons! Niggas lie so bad that I don’t even think y’all know when y’all fuckin’ lying! How the fuck you didn’t want to tell my sister about your son, when that little boy is five, just like Dream! Loyal just went in a year ago, meaning that you had four fuckin’ years to tell her that shit! Four, nigga! Yo, I wouldn’t be fuckin’ surprised if you ratted on my sister and had her sent to prison, so you could get her off your back once shit finally hit the fan for you! I always questioned why only Loyal went down for that fraud shit when you were doing that shit right along with her. You were more into that shit because you taught her a lot of shit that she didn’t even know—”

      “Man, I know a nigga may be dirty, but I ain’t that fuckin’ dirty to the point where I would send my bitch to prison! Loyal is locked up because she started moving reckless with her shit. I cleaned up my dirt a little bit better than she did, and—”

      “And as a nigga, you was supposed to help clean up her dirt too. Get the spots that she might have missed!” Truth spoke up after being quiet this whole time.

      He moved me out of the way, making me get behind him. I knew it would only be a matter of time before he said something. He was just allowing me some time to blow off some steam because he knew how I was coming when it came to my sister. I loved Loyal more than anything. I still go through my little moments when I broke down crying because I wanted her home. I wanted her to be with her daughter because I knew how much Dream meant to her. I was planning my wedding, and I was pregnant again, with my fingers crossed that this pregnancy would be a success. It would mean the world to me for my sister to have been there with me, celebrating these moments. My sister would have been working alongside me in my boutiques and coming up with some bomb ass ideas. She had a fashion sense that was better than anyone I knew.

      “First of all, if you love your shorty like you say you do, you were never supposed to put her in a situation where she was playing Russian Roulette with her freedom anyway. Ain’t no way in hell I would be okay with my woman out here scamming, especially if that same woman was the mother of my daughter. Just be a man about your shit and say that you was fuckin’ around, and you got caught the fuck up. Even if you got caught up, that shit don’t have anything to do with you being there for your daughter. All these dead beats the world already got, and you jump on that bandwagon, for what? So Loyal’s feelings don’t get hurt? That’s bullshit, and you know it. Don’t worry about it, though. Dream gon’ be straight. I got her,” Truth told him.

      Dream adored Truth. I think a big part of the reason she didn’t mind that we were moving to Cali is that she knew she would get to spend time with Truth, plus she could go to the basketball games, which she loved.

      “The next time Dream asks about you, I’ll just let her know that you’re dead. Take care,” I said and then headed back to the car.

      The fact that this nigga didn’t even try to run after me, interject, and fight for his daughter, just let me know right then and there that this nigga wasn’t shit. He would much rather put this new bitch’s feelings on a pedestal and the sons that he had with her than to think about my sister and their beautiful daughter. I still felt like there were missing pieces to this story, that I would probably never know about because I would never give this nigga any more conversation, and I was going to make sure I kept Dream from around his ass.

      Maybe in the future, when she was older and mature enough to make a decision on whether she wanted a relationship with her father, then that would be her decision to make, but in the meantime, I wasn’t about to expose her to somebody who was going to be half loving her, so he could appease his bitch. The fucked-up part about all this was when I would have to tell this shit to my sister. Not only was this bitch showboating around with a new bitch, but I left out the part about me seeing rings of both of their fingers, and they had two children together.

      Now, I don’t want to body shame, but I don’t know if sis was working with leftover baby weight around her stomach area, or if she was pregnant again by Chance. Whew! The mess.
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      “Congrats again on another successful closing. I just need you to sign right here on this last page, and that’ll be it,” one of the owners of the lending company that I worked with said.

      There was a big ass smile on my face as I signed my last signature on the dotted line, to the point that my damn cheeks were hurting. Not to brag or no shit like that, but I had been killing this house flipping game. I remember the day after my welcome home party when I sat down with a bunch of people who were already in this business. They explained how the shit worked, and it just sounded like a bunch of gibberish to me. Then they talked about how much money could go into renovations, but what really had me second-guessing the shit is when they talked about spending thousands of dollars on renovations, only for the house to possibly not sell at the price I wanted it to, or not sell at all. I was looking at it in the sense of me losing money instead of gaining.

      To a street nigga like me, that was equivalent to cops running in a trap house and confiscating all the money and the work. Every street nigga knew that without some money or work, it’s hard to eat. For me, eating was the goal. I had a lifestyle that I was used to living before I was sent to prison, and I wanted to come home and still be able to afford that lifestyle but to just switch up my occupation.

      If I hadn’t jumped on this business venture, I knew that my only option was for me to take my ass back out into the streets. For so long, that was all a nigga really knew. Although it was an option, I didn’t want to revert to that shit because I had two kids, my parents, my grandmother, and now my wife, who I needed to be here for. I couldn’t make reckless, selfish ass decisions like that.

      It took me some time to figure out how to get in this business and actually run it in a way that I was making more money than I was spending, but I felt like I had it now. I knew the different avenues to take, and that way, I kept my pockets heavy. I said this before, and I’ll say it again, a lot of the money came from houses that had undergone a foreclosure. Yeah, you’re going to more than likely spend a lot of money flipping a house that was foreclosed because many times, the house needed a lot of repairs, but once you handled that hard part, people flocked to these newly renovated foreclosed homes because, in the end, it becomes damn near a brand new home. It also depended on the area the home was located in. Right now, it was summer break; the kids were out of school, so this was the perfect time for parents to look into moving. Business was definitely booming.

      I just couldn’t believe that this was the life I was living right now. Even when I was told that I needed to dress a little different, cover up my tattoos, pick my jeans up, and take my golds out of my mouth because it could affect me in this business, I still didn’t change shit about me, and right now, I was signing my name on a million-dollar home that I’d been working on now for just a few short months because the house didn’t need that much help. I had this fat ass check sitting to the right of me, that I couldn’t wait to deposit into my account.

      To celebrate this shit, I wanted to take my wife and my kids out tonight for dinner because this was big. This was the biggest home that I’d flipped since I’d been doing this, so I deserved a lobster and steak dinner tonight and some bomb ass, nasty ass sex from my wife.

      “Mr. Pride would be so proud of you, Billionaire. I have to admit that I thought he was making a big mistake when he passed down his business to you. I was friends with him before he was sent to prison, so I personally know how hard he worked to get his business and to keep it afloat. I had my fears that you would run it into the ground, but you’re doing great. Don’t tell him I told you this, but you run it ten times better than he ever could,” Lenny, one of the realtors who had been sticking by me for months said, as I stood up.

      He extended his hand for me to shake, and I did just that. I wasn’t shocked that Lenny had second thoughts about me because when I first met him, he was one of the people who told me that I needed to switch up my attire. I was glad that I could prove him and everybody else wrong who had doubted a nigga.

      “Thank you, man. I appreciate that. That shit really means a lot to me, coming from you,” I told him.

      We shook it up, and I lingered in the office for a few moments more before I walked out of the building, holding onto this check that was in my hands pretty damn tight. A nigga was so fuckin’ happy that I could’ve skipped to the damn car. I had a little time on my hands before I had to pick my son up from football camp, and Khari was at my mother’s house, so I decided to do a pop up on Denim. It had been a few days since I walked in on Denim and my wife arguing on the phone, and although I said that I would handle it, I had been so wrapped up in handling business that I just ain’t have the time. Not to mention, I was actually dreading this conversation.

      Denim was a touchy place for me to speak on because there was still a whole bunch of malice in my heart for shorty. Just because I had Khari living with me pretty much full time now, that didn’t change shit about how I felt about the circumstances. Shit, I still found myself looking at that little girl and having to remind myself that she wasn’t mine. It ain’t even been a year yet since I found out that news, so this whole topic would always be touchy for me.

      I really thought that once Denim woke up from her coma, she would grace the world with her presence and be on some new shit, but she was still on the same bullshit that she was on before she got sent to the hospital. My life was somewhat peaceful right now, which is why I needed to holler at her because I wanted to keep it that way. The last thing I wanted was for my wife to be arguing with any broad and stressing herself out about shit like that.

      Denim had been staying at her mother’s house since she’d been discharged from the hospital, so that was where I pulled up. Although Denim wasn’t doing any driving because she was still doing her physical therapy, her car was parked in the driveway alongside her mother’s. There was another car in the driveway, and I really ain’t know who it belonged to. I pulled my car behind the Mercedes that Denim had, and I quickly got out. Pulling up my sagging jeans, I did a light jog to the door. I knocked, and within a few seconds, the front door opened.

      Denim’s oldest daughter, Rylo, answered the door for me. I pulled her into me, giving her a quick hug.

      “What’s up? Where yo’ mama at?” I asked.

      “In the living room with the therapist,” she said.

      I nodded and then reached into my pocket and pulled out my money clip. I took off two crisp, one-hundred-dollar bills and gave it to Rylo. She smiled big, leaning in and thanking me for the money.

      “Put it up, and later on today, ask your grandma if she can take you somewhere to spend it,” I told her.

      She ran to the back room, and I walked further into the house, where I spotted Denim in the living room with the physical therapist. While the therapist was packing her things up, Denim was sitting on the couch, doing leg exercises. She was about seven months pregnant, but her stomach wasn’t huge or no shit like that. She did her therapy in a Nike sports bra, which showed off her baby bump, and she had on some black tights. Her dreads had been pulled up into a bun.

      When she saw me, she didn’t even speak; instead, she just went back to doing her leg work, like I wasn’t even standing there. Denim knew what I was there for, and that’s why she looked away. Looking at Denim, I swear, a stranger would think that this woman was so fuckin’ innocent, and she was everything but that. She eventually stopped with the leg exercises and slowly tried to stand up from the chair.

      “Sit down, Denim. Rest your leg for about twenty minutes. We did a lot this afternoon, and I don’t want you to overwork your leg. With the little one that you are about to have in a couple of months, trust me, you are going to need all the strength in your leg that you can possibly have,” her therapist told her.

      She was a white woman who looked to have been in her late twenties or something like that. Denim didn’t respond; however, she did follow her instructions. Her therapist spoke to me, and then she announced to Denim that she was leaving, and she would be back in two days. The moment I heard the door close, I walked further into the room and took a seat on the couch.

      “If you were going to come over here, don’t you think you could have at least brought my daughter? I haven’t seen my baby in almost a week, Billion. I’m not even trying to pick a fight with you, but I think you and your wife done forgot whose Khari’s real mother is. You got her around that bi—”

      “Yo, watch your fuckin’ mouth! That’s what the fuck I’m over here for in the first place. For whatever reason, in your sick ass head, you done convinced yourself that my wife is the fuckin’ enemy when that ain’t the case at all! Yo, when you was in a coma, Normani stepped the fuck up when it came to Khari. A nigga never asked her to do that shit; she just did it on her own. She was playing stepmama when we wasn’t even married yet. Show her some fuckin’ respect, man. You act like I got Khari over there with somebody that’s fuckin’ abusing her and disrespecting her. What the fuck is wrong with you? I would think that you would have woken up and become somebody who it didn’t take a fuckin’ headache to be around!” I spat, looking at her with disgust as I waited for her to respond.

      The disgusted look came from this moment feeling like part two of when she and I were in the parking lot at my grandmother’s birthday party. I thought I would have been over this shit, but I wasn’t.

      “It ain’t nothing wrong with me, Billion! Your wife thinks that she’s Khari’s mother, and she isn’t! The way you just came over here and checked me, you need to be doing the same fuckin’ thing to her! What happened between her and me the other night is no different than what happened between you and Reggie when you gave Khari candy after he told her that she couldn’t have any. I told Khari that she couldn’t get her hair wet. Your wife’s excuse was everybody else was in the pool, and they were getting their hair wet, it’s summer break, and oh, she washed it, so I guess she expected me to be okay with it because she washed it!

      “That shit don’t fuckin’ matter, Billion! I’m her parent! She isn’t! Ain’t nobody about to be having a fuckin’ say-so when it comes to any of my fuckin’ children! The same way you didn’t let another nigga dictate some fuckin’ rules when it came to Khari, then please keep the same energy when another female tries to dictate some shit about my fuckin’ kid!” she spat, and then she slowly stood up from the couch.

      I rubbed my hands down my face, trying to take into consideration that this was a pregnant woman, and I should probably have some respect for her, but shorty made that shit so fuckin’ hard to do.

      “Are you seriously trying to stand your ass here and compare my wife to a nigga who was responsible for you shitting in a bag for three months? Shorty, it ain’t no fuckin’ comparison! You was fuckin’ that nigga. That’s the only title you had. The situation that I have with Normani is very fuckin’ different from what the fuck y’all had going on because, in the eyes of the law, my wife is Khari’s stepmother. I just think that because you know deep down that fuck nigga is Khari’s real father, you feel the need to take up for him. I don’t give a fuck whose nut entered you and swam to the egg first, that’s my motha fuckin’ child.

      “As long as my wife ain’t putting her hands on Khari, as long as she ain’t telling her no foul shit, then I’m going to allow her to parent her in any fuckin’ way she sees fit. You dead ass standing your ass here mad because Khari got her hair wet when you were on the phone cursing and shit at your own child, something that the woman you hate so much doesn’t even do! Normani will talk shit to me if I even curse in front of one of my kids. I tolerated yo’ slick ass mouth for years Denim. Get your shit together, ma, because I ain’t going to be coming down here every other week and checking you about some shit,” I let her know.

      I stood because she had her daughter in the back room, and her mama was back there too, so I didn’t want to be doing too much. Well, doing any more than I’d already just done.

      “As soon as I get a little better, I plan to move anyway. I’m moving to Georgia,” she said.

      “Let me know when you get there, so Khari can have your address,” I told her.

      “Nigga, I’ll be taking my kids with me,” she barked.

      I ran up on her ass, getting right in her face.

      “Denim, shut the fuck up, yo, because you making yourself sound like a bitter ass bitch right now! All of a fuckin’ sudden, you want to move to Georgia? You a grown ass woman. If you want to move, then move, but my daughter is not going no motha fuckin’ where! You ain’t ever in your fuckin’ life expressed any interest in moving somewhere, but now, all of a sudden, you want to be on some bitter shit and take my child away from me! Fuck you, yo!

      “In the past, I watched how I handled you because I know the kind of petty ass woman you are, and you would try to keep me from my daughter. Shorty, I make legit money now. I can prove to a court that my daughter has multiple rooms to choose from in that big ass house. I don’t look forward to stepping foot in a courtroom because that shit just brings back fucked up memories for a nigga, but just let me know the kind of time you on, because I’ll go to war for my kids,” I barked.

      Denim didn’t say shit else. She just sat her ass back down on that couch, and I turned to leave. On my way out, her mama was standing right in the hallway. From the look on her face, I could tell that we’d woken her out of her sleep with our bullshit, and she was trying to piece together what had happened between her daughter and me. Once I left, I was sure Denim would tell her side of the story.

      Denim was so motha fuckin’ toxic, yo. I forgot the way her mouth could get under a nigga’s skin. In the past, I would always be going toe to toe with Nesha. For so many years, Nesha had a lot of resentment toward me because she had been hurt for so long. With Denim, we were never in a relationship or no shit like that, so we rarely had any differences back then.

      Sidnesha had moved in with her new nigga, and shorty was happy. My son liked the dude that Nesha was with, so that was all that mattered to me. I couldn’t wait for Denim to find some fuckin’ happiness or something because I could see a nigga just spazzing the fuck out on her ass one day.

      

      7:55 P.M.

      “Baby, I’m soooo happy for you,” my wife cooed as she sat next to me in the booth inside this nice, fancy pizza restaurant down on Miami beach. Her arms were wrapped around my waist, and her head was leaning on my chest as she looked up at me and puckered her lips, so I could give her a kiss.

      I did just that, with my hands on her stomach, rubbing it as my daughter kicked like she was playing soccer in there. My kids were sitting on the other side of the table from us, and they had their own little thing going on, talking to each other while digging into their pizza. Normani had a rule that we couldn’t have our phones or any other electronic devices when we were at the table. So, she’d confiscated everybody’s shit and had it in her purse until we got back in the car.

      It was my victory dinner, and I had talked about wanting steak and lobster, but my kids wanted pizza. You see how life worked when you became a parent? Normani was at the table with me, still in her work clothes, because she’d gotten off a little later than usual tonight. She still was so fuckin’ beautiful, though, even with her low eyes because I could tell how tired she was. This was the same woman who was up at four every morning and never complained about doing that shit either.

      “Thank you, bae. I appreciate that. How many rounds you giving me tonight?” I asked, and she laughed at my question.

      “Baby, you better hope that I don’t ask you to carry me out of here. I’m so tired,” she whined.

      “I just flipped a million-dollar house, shorty. You going to make me jack my own dick tonight?” I asked, and she popped me.

      “Watch your mouth. The kids,” she said and nodded over at my children, who weren’t paying us any attention.

      “They ain’t worrying about us,” I told her and then leaned my head in to kiss her again. Her hands went for my beard as we engaged in a sensual kiss.

      “Do y’all gotta kiss all the timmmmeeeee? That’s nasty,” Khari said from her side of the table with tomato sauce from the pizza all on her mouth, hands, and clothes.

      Normani pulled away and laughed.

      “You just make sure that you don’t be kissing nobody,” I said to my daughter.

      She laughed and then did her whole little speech on how boys were nasty.

      “What’s up with you? Why you don’t be talking about yo’ lil shorty no more?” I asked my son.

      “I broke up with her. She be acting too jealous when I be talking to other girls. They just my friends, though. One of the girls is my best friend too. I’ve known her since I was in kindergarten,” Lil Bill said, and I laughed because this lil nigga really sounded like he was over there stressing. Damn, even at eleven years old, these females had a way of stressing a nigga out. I guess that shit didn’t matter the age.

      “As you grow up, son, you going to realize that a lot of women ain’t wrapped too tight. You can have female friends,” I told him.

      Normani groaned, then lifted her head off me and looked at me like I was crazy. I laughed, knowing that I had just dug a fuckin’ hole for myself.

      “If that’s the case, can I have a friend too? Let me know because I have men who are dyingggg to be my friend,” Normani said, making my kids laugh as she talked bullshit.

      “Show them to me. I’ll beat all they ass,” I said.

      “My point exactly. If I can’t have no male friends, then you can’t either. Excuse me. I have to go and use the restroom,” she said.

      “I gotta go too,” Khari chimed in.

      “Yeah, come on because I need to clean your face,” Normani told her.

      I got up so Normani could squeeze out, and then Khari grabbed her hand, and then the two of them left. Then it was just my son and me at the table.

      “Don’t listen to Normani. Listen, son, when you young, like your age, ain’t nothing wrong with having a friend. When you get older, and your relationships become a little more serious, then nah, it probably ain’t in your best interest to be having no friends. But right now, you still a kid. If your little girlfriend can’t respect you having some female friends, then let her ass go. You don’t need to be worrying about no girlfriend anyway.

      “Next year, you’re going to start middle school. Your schoolwork and shit are going to get a little more complicated, so you need to put all your attention on that. Plus, you got football, so you ain’t got no time for a little shorty anyway. How are things going over there with your mama and her new dude? He still treating you good, right?” I asked.

      “Yeah, I like Chris for my mama. Don’t say anything to Ma, but he showed me a ring a couple days ago. He’s going to ask my mama to marry him on her birthday that’s coming up next week. She’s so happy now, and that’s all I really wanted. I used to feel bad for Mama, but that came when I was old enough to actually understand. It hit me when I was like eight, that the only person my mama really had was me because you was in jail. I remember asking her if you and her were going to get back together when you came home because I wanted what some of my friends have. They live in the house with both their parents, but she told me that it probably would never happen and that you and her would just be friends.

      “I felt bad for mama when you came home and moved on with Normani, but it’s cool now because you get to be happy with Normani, and she gets to be happy with Chris. I told him that I didn’t mind him marrying my mama because he wanted to know how I felt about the two of them getting married. You happy for her, Dad?” my son asked.

      “Hell yeah, I’m happy for her. Your mama a damn good mother to you, she works hard, and she loves hard, so she deserves to be happy, just like anybody else. I won’t say anything to her, though, because I don’t want to ruin the surprise,” I told him then reached over the table to slap hands with him.

      As soon as we finished doing that, I looked over and saw a familiar face making their way over to the table. I sucked my teeth, hoping that this wasn’t about to be some bullshit. It was Suki. The woman my wife had run into a few months back when she was in New York at the doctor’s convention. She was with a couple of her homegirls, but she left them at the hostess stand to check in while she made her way over to me. While she walked over to the table, I looked at the door of the women’s bathroom. Normani and my daughter were going to come out in a few moments because they had been gone long enough. I already had to curse one woman out earlier today, and I was hoping that I wouldn’t have to do the shit again.

      “I thought that was you. I just had to come over and make sure,” Suki said.

      I swear, bitches were so fuckin’ weird, man. I hadn’t held a conversation with shorty since before I went in to do my prison term. Shit, since high school. I used to fuck shorty yearsssss ago. My son was sitting right there, and I ain’t want him to witness me disrespecting a woman, so I was going to be mindful of what I said to her.

      “Aight, you see it’s me, now you can bounce,” I said.

      The door to the restroom opened, and Normani and Khari finally came out. They were so engrossed in their own conversation that Normani never looked up to see that we had guests at our table.

      “Same ole’ Billion, huh? Look at your son. He is just toooo adorable. Is this the one you have with Sidnesha?” she asked.

      “Shorty, go! Fuck is you doing, man? I’m having dinner with my family. You coming over here, showing too much excitement for a nigga that ain’t happy about seeing you. You pulled that shit in New York when you saw my wife, lying on a nigga, talking about me and you be talking. Just go. You embarrassing yourself, ma,” I told her.

      The second I said that, Khari and Normani walked over. Khari stepped over her brother to get back to her seat, while Normani stood right in front of Suki, sizing her up.

      Suki looked up and down at my wife’s stomach, and then she let out a petty smile. “I was just coming over to say hi. I hadn’t seen him in a while,” Suki said to Normani.

      “I thought you told me that you speak to him frequently, though. Isn’t that what you told me in New York?” Normani asked.

      “Suki, go ahead and go. This shit is embarrassing,” I said to her again, and this time, she finally left.

      I followed her with my eyes and watched her say something to her girls. Instead of them waiting for a table, they just left altogether. I didn’t understand why she even brought her ass over there in the first fuckin’ place. Instead of Normani taking her seat, she stood in front of me. I pulled her into me and wrapped my arms around her waist as her stomach poked me in my chest.

      “I leave for five minutes, and you got old flings all up in your face, Billionaire,” she spat.

      In the middle of a restaurant, I pulled her in my lap and snuggled my head into the crook of her neck, sniffing on her skin.

      “Chill out. That shit was nothing, and you know it,” I said and kissed her on her cheek.

      I leaned my head down and kissed her a couple of times on her stomach.

      “Prosper, you hear your mama out here trying to start some shit?” I asked, speaking to my daughter.

      “One day, Ima just shock the hell out of you, and whatever woman I see you talking to, Ima just start swinging, and I ain’t going to ask no questions,” my wife told me, and I laughed at her.

      “Just make sure you know how to fight. I used to mess with gutta bitches. You the most proper of them all,” I said.

      Normani shrugged and even tried to stand up from my lap because she didn’t find that shit funny.

      “Chill out. I’m fuckin’ with you, ma. You ain’t gotta know how to fight because I ain’t going to have you involved in no shit like that anyway. Don’t be acting like I just be going around, being friendly with bitches. You know I’m antisocial,” I told her.

      She waved me off, not wanting to give me my credit, but it was cool because she knew I was right. The rest of our dinner was spent just having family time. We’d long ago finished our food, so right now, we were just talking. Khari’s sixth birthday was coming up, and she was talking everybody’s ears off about the big, over the top Disney Princess themed birthday party that she wanted. She kept talking about wanting a big birthday party like her brother, but the shit she was asking about just sounded like some shit that would have me spending double what I spent on my son.

      Khari’s birthday party would require both of my baby mamas and my wife to be in the same room, and I just hoped that shit ran smoothly. Well, I knew I wouldn’t have no shit out of Nesha and Normani because the two of them were cordial. It was Denim’s ass and Normani that I was worried about.
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      “For the charge of attempted murder, the jury has found the defendant... guilty. For the charge of attempted murder of an unborn child, the jury has found the defendant... guilty. For the charge of murder in the first degree, the jury has found the defendant... guilty. Lastly, for the second charge of murder in the first degree, the jury has found the defendant… guilty.”

      I couldn’t get those words out of my fuckin’ head, man. Those words… those fuckin’ charges were haunting a nigga. The exact words that a nigga had feared ever since I sat down with my lawyer for the first time months ago, and he ran down to me the different charges that I was faced with. I was told by my lawyer that he was going to do everything in his power to fight for a nigga, and he literally didn’t do a motha fuckin’ thing to help me.

      I mean, if you wanted to count the drug charges that had been dropped, then so be it, but it really didn’t matter, especially when everything else that I was charged with outweighed that shit anyway. Although I feared the worst when I went before the judge a few days ago, I already had an idea of how I wanted everything to play out.

      Denim was up from her coma, and I just knew that every murder charge they were trying to pin on a nigga would get thrown out of the window. I knew that I would still get hit with an attempted murder charge on Denim and the unborn baby, but still, my lawyer promised that I wouldn’t get the max for that charge. I was so fuckin’ sure they wouldn’t pin the murder of Karl and his son on me that I did years ago, but there were fuckin’ witnesses in the fuckin’ court that I didn’t even fuckin’ know.

      They testified against me in court, talking about they were outside that night when the murder happened. Those fuckin’ witnesses had been paid by Nate, and I knew it because they were saying shit that only Nate and I would know about. I couldn’t believe a nigga that I’ve known since I was a little ass boy had turned on me like that. I think the nigga turning on me and being responsible for me about to rot in a prison cell for the rest of my life hurt me more than the charges that I was found guilty of. That hurt me as well as the cries of my mama that had filled the entire courtroom, once she saw that her one and only child would never get out of prison.

      Even right now, as she saw me for visitation, and I zoned out, I couldn’t help but look over at her and see all the sadness on her face. There were bags under her eyes, which showed me and everybody else that she wasn’t getting any sleep at home. Her eyes were bloodshot red because when she’d come into the visitation room a few moments ago, she had already been crying. This wasn’t my mama’s first time coming down to see me, but it was her first time coming to see me since the charges had been put on me, and everything had been finalized.

      I sat across from the woman who carried me for a long, painful, nine months, and brought me into this world. It had to hurt her to her fuckin’ core that there wasn’t shit she could do about these fucked up circumstances.

      “When’s the last time you saw Khari and Rylo?” I asked after about ten minutes of not saying anything to each other.

      I knew that I needed to be the one to break the silence because she didn’t drive all the way down there, just for the two of us to sit in front of each other and not say shit. My mother used to be a solid built woman. When she wasn’t working, she spent a lot of her time in the gym, plus she loved going on her jogs in either the mornings or in the evenings. Right now, she was the smallest that I’d ever seen her. Small, and the head full of hair that she used to have was looking really thin these days. That was more than likely due to it shedding because she hadn’t been keeping up with it.

      When I asked her the question about my daughters, all she did was shake her head, as tears fell down her face.

      “I haven’t seen Khari, Reginald. I probably will never see that little girl or get to have a relationship with her because of the circumstances. I went five years without even knowing that little girl was my granddaughter. And now that I know she’s my grandchild, I can’t even build a relationship with her because of what you did to her mother. I haven’t even heard from Rylo in months. I’m assuming that when Denim was in a coma, her other grandmother had to have changed her phone number because the number I have for her has been out of service for months. Can I ask you something, Reggie?” she asked.

      I sighed, already knowing that she was about to ask me some bullshit. I didn’t tell her that she could ask me something, but I also didn’t say that she couldn’t, so she just went ahead and asked me anyway.

      “Knowing that you are getting ready to spend the rest of your days in here, I want to know if you regret what you did? Seeing your fate, do you now see that there were other ways you could have gone about this? I’ve always gotten on you about your temper, ever since you were a little boy. I used to tell you that one day, you were going to take it too far, and there wouldn’t be anything that I or anyone else would be able to do to save you. You could have done something so different. Why did you have to take a gun and pistol whip a pregnant woman to the point that you almost cost her and the baby their lives?

      “Look at what you’ve done to yourself! Look at what you’ve done to me! To us! You were all I had. I’ve always told you that my biggest fear was losing you to murder or losing you like this. You’re not even thirty yet, and you are serving a life sentence. This breaks my heart to come down here and have to see you like this. Baby, I don’t know how long I will be able to do this because each visit, the pain gets deeper,” my mama spoke, and the whole time she was speaking, she cried.

      As hard as a nigga was, as much as I wanted to be in tune with my manliness and not cry, I ended up shedding a few tears myself as I watched the woman I loved first sit across from me and break down like this. I got myself together and wiped my eyes, although they were shackled, so it made it a little hard.

      “I ain’t regret it in the beginning because, honestly, mama, I didn’t think that shit was going to get this bad. When the cops eventually found me, I really thought they were going to hit me with a little petty domestic charge. I ain’t believe Denim when she told me that she was pregnant because that bitch lies so fuckin’ much that I couldn’t believe shit that came out of her mouth that day. On top of that, I zoned out when I put my hands on her, so I really ain’t think the damage was that bad.

      “Hell yeah, I regret it. I’m walking away from three fuckin’ kids, Ma. Three kids that I so easily failed with just one careless ass action. I wish I could go back in time and handle things a little bit differently, but I can’t, Ma. I don’t need you giving up on me. You the only person I got right now. Look at me, Ma. I’m going to die in this bitch. Don’t make me do this shit alone.

      “Another thing I need you to do for me. Please, Ma… please, please try to reach out to Denim. I just want to be able to have pictures of my kids sent here in the mail. I won’t push my luck and tell you that you gotta bring them here because I know she’s not going to let that shit happen. She hates a nigga, and she has every right to. Just please try to have a relationship with my kids,” I told her.

      I placed my hands on the table, held onto hers, and squeezed them, needing her to know how serious this shit was to me.

      “I’ll try, Reggie, but I won’t make any promises. God, I’m so disappointed in you,” she said.

      I nodded, knowing that I couldn’t say or do anything to change the way she felt about me. Our visitation was over in about five more minutes, and when my mama got up to leave, I let my eyes linger on her for as long as they possibly could because something told me that I wasn’t going to see her again for a while. This shit was too painful for her to continue doing, even if all I needed was for her to come down and see me at least once a month. If I couldn’t get her to see me at all, then I would try my best to accept that, but I just needed her to pick up the phone whenever a nigga called.

      I stood up with the rest of the inmates, and as we walked back to our cell, I thought about my baby girl, Rylo, and how a nigga had failed her too. The eleven-year-old baby girl that I had with Denim when I was only eighteen. Man, I failed that little girl. I may not have been shit to a lot of other people, but for whatever reason, that little girl thought the world of me. Before all this shit went down with Denim and me, I had Rylo staying with me. I took her on some petty shit after Denim let that fuck nigga put his hands on me. In the time that Rylo was staying with me, she and I had formed a bond that was tighter than it had ever been.

      Like I said, I had Rylo when I was a teenager, and I didn’t know what the fuck to do when it came to being a father, so I’ve made a lot of different fuck ups here and there. Right when I was getting it right with my daughter, I fucked it up. Then, there was the new baby that Denim was carrying, who I would never even get the chance to know. This situation was a prime example of how one simple fuck up can cost your life. The chains that bound me as I walked back to my prison cell, which I was in for about twenty-two hours a day, was now my reality, and there wasn’t shit I could do to change the circumstances.
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      “Girl, your ass is hugeeee! How the hell you supposed to tote that belly around for another two months? See, that’s why I make all my niggas strap up with me because I’m not about to be walking around all big and shit, and barely able to see my own damn cooch,” Sidnesha’s cousin, Roheem, said.

      He had been talking shit since he came through the damn door. As annoyed as a bitch wanted to be with him running his mouth and giving his opinion where it wasn’t needed, I couldn’t do shit but double over in laughter at his stupid ass. It was the night before my daughter’s birthday and her big Cinderella party. The three of us were making candy bags and other little things that had us slaving for Khari to celebrate her big day. I had helped out as much as I could until my back started hurting, so now I was just lying on the couch, watching Nesha and Roheem as they worked.

      “You can let them niggas go raw all they want to. We all know you ain’t pushing no baby out, Roheem. The shit ain’t even possible,” I said and switched positions because this baby was just moving all over the damn place, and it was hard to get comfortable.

      I couldn’t believe I was bringing another damn daughter into this world. It was like God didn’t want to see me be great with a son, so he kept giving me all these damn girls. God, I wish the circumstances of this pregnancy would have been a little different, but it wasn’t, so I couldn’t do anything but deal with it. It felt like my damn mama and my two kids were my baby daddy because they were the ones waiting on me hand and foot, and they were the ones who went with me to all my doctors’ appointments. Because I didn’t have a partner to go through this experience with me, I think that was why I had been so snappy lately.

      It wasn’t in my plans to wake up and be back on the old shit that I was on in the past, but I was going through some shit right now, and I really wasn’t happy. I was just trying to find my damn self. My motor skills had improved, and I was walking on my own now. I wasn’t relying on my crutches or the cane, but there were other things, like the permanent scar on the side of my face, or the braces that I would get in a few weeks because my teeth were kind of fucked up after being pistol whipped in the face with a gun. There were just all kinds of ugly scars on my body, and that was hard for me to accept.

      The biggest injury of all was me waking up and finding my daughters clinging to other women. While I was in a coma, my oldest daughter, Rylo, had spent a lot of her time with my mother. Now that I was up, she still clung to her. I could be sitting right in the same room with Rylo and my mother, and if she needed something simple done, like putting her hair into a ponytail, she’d go to my mother instead of me. Shit like that hurt. Although I knew my kids weren’t doing it intentionally, it just made me feel like they thought I was incapable of doing certain things.

      Don’t even get me started on Khari’s little ass. I really believed that if she could snap her fingers and have Normani be her biological mother, she would do it in a second. She put that bitch on a pedestal that I don’t think she’s ever had me on, and I’d been in her life for five damn years.

      It was the night before my daughter’s birthday, and I wanted her to spend the night with us, so when she woke up in the morning, I could cook all her favorite breakfast foods. This little girl hard down cried this evening, wanting to go to her daddy’s house, and hurting my little feelings. Granted, my daughter still ended up staying with me, but she cried herself to sleep because she wanted to go to her daddy’s house. Khari was too young to understand, but a lot of the things she did these days hurt me.

      That shit right there was the reason why I couldn’t stand this Normani bitch. Granted, I didn’t care for the hoe from the moment I met her, but now that it felt like she was turning my daughter against me, I really didn’t like her ass. She would be at the party tomorrow, and Billion had already lectured me about not being on my bullshit tomorrow, so I was going to try. I would simply not say anything to her. Not to say that I couldn’t be mature, but I didn’t see myself being that damn mature to the point that I would be friends with the bitch like Sidnesha was.

      Sidnesha was cool with the bitch and had been invited to their baby shower that was coming up in a few months and everything.

      “You can believe it’s impossible all you want to, miss thang. You lil’ bitches can’t do nothing that I can’t do,” Roheem said to me with all that damn sass.

      I laughed, and then I waved him off. My attention went over to Nesha, who was texting away on her phone, not paying her cousin and me any attention as she smiled from ear to ear. There was a huge rock on her finger because she was now engaged to that fine ass barber, Chris. Nesha’s birthday was yesterday, and when she came in a couple hours ago, that huge rock on her finger was the first thing I saw.

      She had the video on her phone of the proposal that Chris had done last night, and the whole time I was watching the video, I found myself cheesing for her and hoping to God that one day I would be blessed with a man who loved me like that. I was happy for Sidnesha because I knew her story. Once she and I actually formed a good relationship, she ended up telling me about some of her past with Billion and the many times he had cheated. For her to have a man of her own now and be this happy, then yeah, I was happy for her because she deserved it. I laughed as I playfully nudged Roheem, so he could look at his cousin and see what I was looking at.

      He burst out laughing too while shaking his head.

      “Bitch, this is all the fuckin’ time. That skinny ass nigga is fuckin’ the shit out of her thick ass. This bitch is so sprung off him,” Roheem stated before standing up from the carpeted floor and stretching.

      He had finished his last candy bag, and Sidnesha was finished as well, so this was pretty much it for the night. Both of my daughters were in the back room, getting their rest because I knew they were going to party hard tomorrow.

      Sidnesha finally wrapped up her text message, and then she stood up as well.

      “We’re going to put all this stuff in a box and put it in my car, that way, you won’t have to come out tomorrow, carrying anything heavy. Denim, please, for the sake of Khari tomorrow, just chill. I know you don’t too much care for Normani, but just put that shit to the side for the sake of you waking up from your coma in time to be here to celebrate your daughter’s sixth birthday. You know the circumstances could have been much different, so chill out tomorrow,” Sidnesha told me.

      “Ima chill. I won’t even say anything to the skinny bitch,” I said, and Sidnesha shook her head while rolling her eyes.

      Roheem laughed as he loaded up the party bags and started putting them in the box.

      “I remember when I was in elementary school, and all the boys used to bully me because, even back then, my little ass was sweet. They used to call me all types of faggots, and I felt like they only tried me because I was little. I was a skinny little something back then, and because of that, motha fuckas preyed on me, thinking that I was soft. One day, I just got fed the fuck up, and I started beating everybody’s ass. That’s the same thing that’s going to happen with Normani. You’re going to slip up and call her a bitch one too many times, and her lil ass is going to go off. I got my money on her anyway, since you been fuckin’ with her,” Roheem said, and I waved him off.

      “Please! That bitch ain’t no match for me, Roheem, and you know it,” I said as I stood up.

      “And them niggas thought that I was no match for them, but they all ended up getting their ass beat. See you tomorrow, boo,” he cooed.

      He came over and kissed me on my cheek then grabbed up one of the boxes. Sidnesha came and picked up the other one. She didn’t even bother saying anything else to me. I think she knew there wasn’t anything she could say or do that would make me become team Normani. I heard her, though, so I was going to try to be on my best behavior tomorrow. I would do it for the sake of my daughter and me not wanting to ruin her big day.

      

      Khari’s big birthday celebration

      “Ooohh, Mommy. Look at all those bounce houses. It’s Cinderella, Mama. Oh my gosh, Mommy, I’m so exciteddddd,” my daughter cooed as she sat in her booster seat and looked out of the window.

      Everything that she’d asked for had come to life for her birthday. Even before her big brother had his birthday celebration—which I wasn’t able to attend, but I knew all about it, thanks to Khari—she knew that she wanted to have a big birthday celebration this year when she would turn six years old. My daughter was obsessed with anything Disney, but she mainly loved Cinderella, so it was no surprise that she asked for a magical, Cinderella-themed birthday party.

      My mama was driving, I was sitting in the passenger seat, and both my daughters were in the backseat. As we pulled up, we could hear the DJ blasting music, which had Rylo and Khari dancing in their seats. Khari had to make her grand entrance, and as I looked at the biggest pavilion, it was filled with so many people who had come out to celebrate this big day with her. There were so many children running around, in the bounce houses, on the ponies, riding the train, or face painting, which was just half the things that Khari had asked for.

      Out of all the cars that were parked, it’s funny how my baby daddy’s Porsche stood out. His car was parked toward the front, and because it was such a nice-looking car with the big, spinning rims, of course, it stood out more than any other vehicle there. Or maybe it was I made a point to search the lot for his car once we pulled up.

      I looked out, examining all the kids running around, and all I could think was that my daughter had to have invited every damn kid that she’d ever met in her life. There were just too many children there. I really hoped that we’d made enough candy bags last night because I wasn’t expecting a turn out this big. Khari had to have been sneaking some of those invitations with her when school was still in session. This looked like a mini summer camp with all those bad ass kids out there.

      “I see it, mama. All of this is for you,” I cooed to my daughter.

      She was dancing in her seat, excited and eager to get out and start enjoying her party. My mom parked the car, and the two of us got out first. Since there were child safety locks on the back doors, we had to help the girls get out. I sighed, just trying to catch my breath because the smallest things these days would have a bitch out of breath. I would have agreed to make this my last pregnancy, but I wanted a son, so I wouldn’t even say that this would be the last baby that I toted.

      What I did know is that I didn’t plan to have any more babies any time soon. The next nigga who shot this club up, I swear to God there had to be a ring on my finger because my circumstances right now were just fucked up when it came to all my children’s father. Yeah, Billion could continue having the title of being Khari’s dad, but the truth of the matter is that my baby daddy for all three of my kids was in prison, serving multiple life sentences.

      When I heard the news about Reggie, I screamed. It wasn’t an angry scream either. That scream was of happiness because that fuck nigga had gotten exactly what his ass deserved. I wanted nothing to do with that nigga, and I didn’t want anyone reaching out to me on his behalf, trying to have a relationship with my kids, not even his damn mama. I knew that if I had any kind of relationship with her, she would go behind my back and send pictures of my kids to him, and I didn’t want that at all.

      Rylo and Khari were both aware of why I had been in the hospital and who was responsible for sending me there. As a result, neither of them wanted anything to do with Reggie. I was surprised that Rylo had made it clear that she didn’t want a relationship with her father because that little girl loved that man to pieces. About a month ago, when I was still doing my therapy, Rylo caught me limping around the room. She actually looked me in my eyes and told me that she hated her father for what he had done to me. I heard the hate in her tone, so I knew she actually meant it.

      “Let me just put on your little crown, and then we can go,” I told Khari as I reached into the backseat and grabbed her pink and gold Cinderella crown.

      Khari had lived up to the theme of her birthday party and dressed up as a princess. I had tried to talk this little girl out of dressing like this a thousand times because I told her that she would get her dress dirty, but she insisted. Her crown was finally on, and she grabbed my hand into her small one. I heard the DJ start spinning that old school, Happy Birthday, by Stevie Wonder as Khari made her grand entrance into the party.

      This little girl was smiling from ear to ear and soaking up all the attention that she was getting from everyone. She eventually let my hand go, and she ran right for her dad. Billion squatted down low to get her, and once she ran into his arms, he lifted her into the air. My eyes left from them and landed on his wife, who was standing right beside him. She was smiling big, with her phone in her hand as she recorded them greeting each other. She was pregnant too, so her bump showed, but it was nowhere as big as mine.

      This sweet looking girl didn’t have no fuckin’ business with Billion, but if they liked it, then I loved it. I stopped looking at her because I knew that people were more than likely watching me, and I didn’t want to give the wrong impression, although it was true that I didn’t like this bitch.

      I went around, speaking to everybody, giving hugs here and there, and by the time I did all that, I was ready to sit my ass down and kick my feet up. I had promised myself that I wasn’t going to overdo it today because I didn’t need my feet swelling, and I didn’t want to get home later and have backaches.

      From where I was sitting, I could see Khari in the bounce house, holding up her dress as she jumped up and down with the rest of the kids. My mom came over to where I was and handed me a bottle of water, then she went back to hanging out with some of her friends. Eventually, Billion came over, holding a Corona bottle in his hands. As the days went by, this nigga just got finer and finer. It was summer in Miami, so it was hot as hell out. Billion was dressed in a pair of gray Jordan basketball shorts with a gray and white Jordan shirt, and a pair of cool gray Jordan sneakers were on his feet. The shirt just fit his body so perfectly, and I took the time to appreciate the view. He had a towel wrapped around his neck that he was using to wipe his sweat. He had been on daddy duty and was running around with all the kids.

      “You straight?” he asked.

      This was really the first time that he and I had been around each other since he came to my house a couple of weeks ago and cursed me out for disrespecting his bitch. I was honestly surprised that he’d come over and said anything because I had him so pissed the last time we were around one another. Lately, he had been on his grown man, mature shit, because the old Billion would have just ignored my very existence.

      “I’m good. I just don’t want to overdo it with too much,” I let him know, and he nodded.

      “I dreamed about this shit when I was locked up. I knew this year, my son would be turning eleven, and my baby girl would be turning six. I used to be in my cell, saying that for their birthdays this year, I wasn’t going to spare shit because I had already missed out on the last five. My daughter is in that bounce house, and she’s having the time of her life. I’m just glad this wasn’t one of those things that I had to hear about over the phone, and I actually got the chance to be in attendance and witness the shit for myself. That lil girl is so perfect, man. Sometimes I just wish that you had kept that secret to yourself. Sometimes I wish that I never even knew the truth,” Billion told me.

      That shit made me feel so bad. I knew he would probably never forgive me for lying to him. When he came over to my house a couple of weeks ago and went off on me, I swear it was deeper than me being rude to his bitch over the phone. He was also reacting to the lie he found out about who Khari belonged to. I could tell he didn’t want to get into that shit, so he just walked away.

      My eyes followed him as he went over to where his wife, parents, and a few of his homeboys were. Normani was talking to his mom, but Billion took a seat on one of the picnic tables and pulled her into his lap. My eyes left them and went over to Sidnesha, who was standing a little bit ducked off by the trees with her fiancé. They were too busy shoving their tongues down each other’s throat that they weren’t even in tune with what was going on. Everybody out there had somebody who they were loving and somebody loving them back. I swear, I couldn’t wait until I had my chance at love again.
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      “Baby, I’m about to go use the restroom. I’ll be right back,” I told my husband as I stood up from the table.

      We were here at Khari’s birthday party, and this had to have been my fourth time going to the restroom. The good thing about the pavilion we were in was that the restrooms weren’t that far of a walk. We’d just sang happy birthday to Khari, and now, everyone was sitting around, eating birthday cake. Most of the kids were on the dance floor, doing the new dances as the DJ was spun track after track. I looked at what some of these kids were doing with these new dances, and I wouldn’t even attempt because half the things they were doing, just looked so complicated. I could barely do a quick little two-step, so I knew I wouldn’t stand a chance with what they were doing.

      I stood up and brushed down the yellow shorts romper I was wearing. My husband had told me a while back that he loved when I wore yellow, so I made it a habit to put some yellow on my beautiful, chocolate skin every chance I got. Because we were at an outside birthday party, I didn’t try to do anything out of the ordinary with my hair; I just pulled it into a tight bun. I only wore just a bit of foundation today, I did my lashes, and I wore gloss. I wore gold sandals, which showed off the perfect pedicure that I’d gotten yesterday evening after work.

      “I’ll go with you. I wanna go too,” Khari said, looking up from the cake she was eating.

      Her adorable princess dress was filthy from all the playing and the sweets she had been eating. She got up from her chair and rushed over to grab my hand. I kissed my husband, letting him know that we would be back, and then Khari and I walked toward the restroom.

      “I’m having so much fun, Normani,” Khari cooed as she let go of my hand and walked a little faster, getting in front of me.

      “I know you are. I can tell by your dress,” I joked as I pointed at her beautiful, pink and gold Cinderella dress.

      She no longer had the crown on her head that she entered the party with, and her bun was barely holding on. Once we made it into the restroom, I would put some water in her hair and use the tiny edge brush that I had in my little pouch to fix up her hair a little bit, because this little girl was playing so wild. She laughed at what I said, and then we walked into the restroom.

      As badly as I had to pee, I walked into the first stall and got her prepped first, so she could go. I set down multiple toilet paper sheets around the toilet seat, and because her dress was so long, I had to assist her. Khari squatted down and used the restroom while I waited.

      “Go over to the sink and wash your hands. Don’t leave Khari,” I told her as I used my foot to flush the toilet.

      “I won’t,” she told me.

      I watched as she went over to the sink and washed her hands. No longer able to hold my pee, I went into the same stall that she’d used. I did the pee dance, as I fought to get the zipper on the side of the romper off. The zipper had gotten stuck, and I just knew that I was about to embarrass myself by pissing my pants, but eventually, I got the zipper down, then the romper, and I released what felt like buckets of urine into the toilet.

      “You still there, Khari?” I asked.

      “Right here, Normani,” her sweet voice called out.

      I finished and wiped myself.

      “Still there?” I asked again as I pulled up my romper.

      I didn’t get a response this time.

      “Khari?” I called her name, and again, she didn’t answer.

      All I could think about was Mexico, so I quickly swung open the bathroom stall door. Khari was no longer standing by the sinks where she originally was. I rushed out of the restroom, searched the area, and didn’t see her. Khari had a bad habit of wandering off. Whenever we went to the mall, park, or anything, we had to keep a close eye on her. Khari also had a crazy sense of humor because she watched a lot of YouTube videos where people did pranks, so in turn, she liked to pull pranks on people too.

      “Khari?” I yelled her name a little louder this time, and she still didn’t answer.

      I was definitely in panic mode now as I rushed over to the pavilion, hands shaking as I had to tell my husband that I didn’t know where his daughter was. Billion was going to go ballistic on me. When I reached him, he was standing by all of the gifts that Khari had gotten for the day and was more than likely getting ready to load them in different cars because they all couldn’t fit in his.

      “Fuck did you do? Run over here? Where Khari at? I want to show her something,” he said.

      “Billion, I don’t know where she’s at—”

      “What the fuck you mean you don’t know where she’s at?” he barked at me, and at the same time, he was looking over toward the restroom, trying to search that area from where we stood.

      He just took off running, and that’s when everybody kind of realized what was going on and took off in opposite directions, looking for Khari. God, I just hoped she had wandered off, and no one had grabbed her up.

      I walked as fast as my body would allow me to as big tears fell from my eyes. Knowing this was all my fault, I scanned the area, looking in different directions to see if I could spot Khari. I felt myself about to have a panic attack. The only thing I kept thinking about was being thrown into the back of that white van, and I was hoping the same thing hadn’t happened with Khari.

      This park was huge, and there were so many places she could have been. I was standing over by the stalls when suddenly, I looked up, and all I saw was that pink and gold princess dress on Khari as she ran my way, so carefree. She was happy and didn’t have a clue in the world how she’d just scared the shit out of me and everyone else. I fell back onto the ground, put my back against the wall, and pulled my knees up as I tried to catch my breath.

      “Normani, that’s my friend’s party over there. She’s having a Little Mermaid party,” Khari excitedly said, like nothing had just happened.

      I looked up at her with tears in my eyes because she’d scared me shitless. When she saw that I was crying, her little eyes saddened.

      “Why did you run off, Khari? I told you not to leave,” I said.

      At the same time, her father walked up, and he glared at me, with a pissed off look on his face. I had never seen him look at me like that. His eyes went to his daughter, and he pulled her to him. By now, Khari seemed to have realized what was going on. She more than likely saw that running off had made her dad angry with me, so she quickly explained herself.

      “Daddy, don’t be mad at Normani. She told me not to leave the restroom, but I didn’t listen. When I was waiting for Normani to finish up in the bathroom, I looked over there at that party and saw my friend from school. I ran over there to say hi,” Khari said.

      Many of the people from Khari’s birthday party had come over, and they were just glad that Khari had been found. I looked up and saw Denim waddling over, and I sighed, already knowing how things were about to go. She walked over to Khari, literally snatched her up, and placed her behind her.

      “Since you probably won’t say anything to your bitch, I’ll go ahead and handle it. I don’t want you around my fuckin’ child ever again! Yeah, she came back, but this shit could have ended way different! She could have been in the back of somebody’s fuckin’ truck right now. Billion, don’t you fuckin’ dare try to quiet me down because let this had been me who couldn’t find Khari, you would have been jumping down my fuckin’ throat by now! How the fuck you let a six-year-old get out of your fuckin’ sight?” Denim screamed at me.

      Khari was crying, and I was biting so hard on my lip, trying to calm myself down to keep from acting a fool and shocking everyone out there.

      “Denim, walk the fuck away, yo! Now ain’t the fuckin’ time! I’ll handle my wife how the fuck I see fit! It damn sure ain’t going to be in front of you or nobody else for that fuckin’ matter. Get the fuck on, yo!” Billionaire spat to Denim.

      “Are you fuckin’ this bitch, or is she fuckin’ you is the question because you letting this lil’ hoe get away with murder! I know that if Khari got out of sight when she was with me, I would have been every bit of an unfit mother from you—”

      “Bitch, because you are an unfit mother!” I snapped, unwilling to take any more disrespect from her ass.

      “What mother talks like this in front of their child? Should I have done something differently? Yes! I probably should have kept her in the stall with me, but at the same time, I didn’t fuckin’ expect her to run off! You needed a reason today to disrespect me, so now you have it, but the thing is, I’m not going to continue to listen to you talk to me like you don’t have any damn sense! I won’t be too many bitches, Denim! Just please, go! Your daughter is found, so please get the fuck out of my face!” I screamed at her with tears falling because I was pissed. I was so angry with myself, and I didn’t need her to blame this all on me.

      Billion’s mother was standing right there, and she got Denim to walk away with her, but Denim talked shit the whole way back over to the pavilion. When she left, it was just Billionaire and I standing there. He tried to reach out touch me, but I pushed him.

      “Don’t touch me!” I screamed.

      It wasn’t even him who I was mad at. This entire situation just had me pissed off. I had such a bad habit of always thinking the worst when something happened. I knew I was having a panic attack by how I was breathing. Khari running off was a trigger for me. It brought back everything that happened in Mexico.

      “How the fuck you going to be mad at me, Normani? You the one who let her get the fuck away!” he said, shocking me with his words.

      His words hurt me so bad that I just started swinging on him. It was one thing for his stupid baby mama to throw my mess-up in my face, but for my own husband to kick me while I was already down, that hurt me far worse. I’d never gotten so mad at a person that I resorted to violence, but he had pushed me there. I was crying and swinging on him at the same time, and my hits were connecting. He eventually got a hold of my hands and pulled me into the restroom. Monterius was walking past as Billionaire pulled me into the restroom.

      “Yo. Billion, don’t put your hands on her, bruh,” I heard Monterius say as he came over and tried to defuse the situation.

      “I look like Ima put my hands on a pregnant woman? Go, bruh! I got her,” Billionaire said, and then he led us into the women’s restroom and closed the door behind us, making sure to lock it. We were the only two in there.

      “After your baby mama just stood there and talked to me crazy and blamed this on me, you turn around and do the same damn thing. Leave me the fuck alone, Billionaire! How dare you! You know how much I love and care about Khari! I would never intentionally let anything happen to her! Just go! Leave me the hell alone!” I screamed, trying to push him out.

      I needed a moment to myself. My hands were on his chest, trying to push him out, but he grabbed my wrist and stopped me.

      “I ain’t even mean to say that shit—”

      “You didn’t mean to say it, but you thought it!” I said, cutting him off.

      “No, the fuck I didn’t! I only said that shit because you started screaming that don’t touch you bullshit, and I was just trying to make sure you was straight. Why the fuck are you beating yourself up over this, Normani? We found her! That’s all that fuckin’ matters, yo! Chill the fuck out!” he said before letting go of my hands and softly pushing me back.

      “I’m leaving. I’ll meet you at the house,” I said and tried to walk around him, so I could get to the door.

      “And get home how? You rode with me, shorty! Didn’t I just fuckin’ tell you to chill the fuck out? Ima get on Khari later about running the fuck off. I ain’t putting this shit on you at all, ma, because she’s old enough to know that she ain’t supposed to just wander the fuck off, without letting nobody know where she’s going. Talking about you leaving! Fuck is you going, and how? When I fuckin’ drove you here!” he barked.

      I didn’t answer him, and when I didn’t, he walked over and grabbed my hand. He took my wedding rings off my finger and the small Cuban link chain that he’d gotten me from around my neck. He even removed the expensive anklet that he’d bought for me.

      “I don’t need a nigga robbing you when you leave. You want to leave, Normani, and meet me back at the house, then go! You just better hope that I be at that motha fucka,” he said and then put the items in his pockets.

      After staring at me for a few seconds, he left the restroom, slamming the door behind him. I was sick and tired of Billionaire second-guessing me and thinking I would not do the things I threatened to do. He had every right to be angry because Khari was his daughter, and she went missing while she was with me. My husband had a way with words, and I swear he knew how to crush you.

      I took about five more minutes to get myself together in the restroom, and then I eventually came out. Instead of going back toward the party, I went in the opposite direction toward the parking lot. With my phone in my hands, I pulled out the Uber app and requested a ride. It let me know that the Uber would be there in two minutes, so I stood right there and waited for it. I would show Billionaire better than I could tell him, and to use the same words on him that he’d just used on me, he’d better hope like hell I was home if he did bring his ass home! He wanted to say mean and hurtful things to me, then I would do the same thing to him.

      

      Hours later

      I rolled over and looked at the time on the wall in the theater room. It was a little bit after eleven at night. I questioned how I’d fallen asleep in there and why I was still in my clothes from earlier, and that’s when everything made sense. The fact that I woke up from my nap confused let me know that I’d slept well. It hit me that I’d run off from the party, taken an Uber back home, and once I made it there, I’d gone into the theater room, watched TV for a few moments, and fallen asleep. That was hours ago, though.

      I had no clue how I even slept that long because, these days, having to pee interrupted my sleep damn near every hour. When I got into that Uber, trust me, I had every intention of being petty and hiding out in my mom’s apartment, but I knew I would be in enough trouble with my husband for running off in the first place. I didn’t want to put him in a position where he was forced to come and find me, so I brought my ass home.

      I felt around the chair I had been sleeping in and grabbed my phone. There was a missed call from my sister, Twinkle, and Billionaire’s mother. I clicked out of that and pulled up the app on my phone that showed footage of the exterior of the house. All my husband’s cars were there, which meant that he was home. I groaned, already knowing I would have to feel him for running off and doing what he thought I would not do.

      I sat all the way up in the chair and stretched. Then I stood up, folded the throw blanket, and set it in the seat. I slipped my feet into my slippers, picked up my phone, and went into the small, half bathroom in the theater room to release hours’ worth of urine from my system. When I finished, I went over to the sink and washed my hands.

      I stared at myself in the mirror, studying the lines on the side of my face from the good nap I’d just had. My eyes were still a little red, holding that sleepy look on my face. I removed my ponytail and ran my hands through my hair, knowing I would need to wash it tonight. After looking at myself in the mirror for a good two minutes, I walked out of the bathroom and the theater room then closed the door behind me.

      A good bath and to just let my body soak were what I needed. I took the stairs up and checked the kids’ room. When I saw Khari, I was surprised because I just knew that Denim would’ve raised hell about not wanting her daughter to come to my home. I didn’t think there was anything that anyone could ever do to get Denim and me to get along. It was something about her spirit that I just didn’t like. Her entire vibe was just wrong.

      I understood that Khari was her daughter, and I would have been mad too if my child had gone missing. I wouldn’t have handled it the way she did, calling me all types of bitches and whatnot, right in front of Khari. The anger she unleashed on me earlier today was deeper than Khari running off while she was in my care. Denim had a deep-rooted hatred for me, which is why she was coming at me so hard.

      I walked further into Khari’s room and kissed her on her cheek. This little girl gave me the scare of my life this afternoon, but I was just glad she was there. I eventually left her room, then went across the hall and checked on Lil Bill. He was in his room as well, sleeping on his stomach. His stocking cap covered his long dreads, and the controller for his Xbox was in bed with him, which let me know that he fell asleep tonight, playing that game. I stood there, admiring him for a few short moments, and then I closed the door behind me.

      I took the long hallway leading to our master bedroom, and before walking in, I released a sigh. I pushed the door open and saw Billionaire in the room, sitting at the foot of the bed with his shirt off, his gym shorts on, and the remote in his hands as he looked for something to watch. He didn’t even look at me; he just continued doing what he was doing with the TV.

      My eyes left him and landed on the dresser, which held all my jewelry that he’d taken off me earlier today. That my husband wouldn’t even look at me, let me know he was pissed, so I wouldn’t even try to spark up a conversation with him. I walked over to my side of the room and pulled out some panties and pajamas from my drawer to put on after my bath. Usually, I would put on one of my husband’s shirts after I finished bathing, but he would probably snap on me and tell me not to touch his clothes.

      When Billionaire was mad at someone, he could be petty as hell. I mean, look at what he was still doing to my father’s church. He had every right because my father had pushed him there. If you drove by my father’s church during the day, there would be protestors out there, trying to get his building shut down. Initially, the church was still packed, looking the same as it looked a year ago, but these days, if you pulled up his service, there was nowhere near as many people in his church.

      Once I had the items in my hands, I walked into the closet and put my sandals down. I wanted so badly to talk to Billionaire, but I knew he was mad, and I didn’t want to push him.

      By the time my bathwater was ready, I had the lights dimmed in the bathroom because that was the best way to take a bath. My music was softly playing as I finally stepped out of my clothes and lowered my body into the massive jacuzzi styled tub. Billionaire didn’t even bother to come into the bathroom, and I’d been in there for thirty minutes. I can’t even remember the last time I took a peaceful bath like this because if my husband and I didn’t bathe together, he would still come in, sit on the edge of the tub, and talk my ear off about something.

      I sighed, unsure of where to begin with him because that man’s temper was through the roof. I took a nice bath, even washed my hair, and then I was finally out. I did my nighttime skin routine, applied my body butter, and then I slipped on my nightclothes. When I finally joined my husband in bed, and I got comfortable on my side.

      Billionaire had the TV on old Western movies because it was something that he liked to watch, but also something that I hated. He was on his side of the bed, lying on his back, with his head propped in his hand. I could see it in his body language that he was still angry. As angry as I knew he was, I still crawled over and attempted to lay with him, but he pushed me back.

      “Nah, bruh. Don’t touch me. On some real shit, Normani, a nigga not even fuckin’ with you like that right now,” he said and moved over so he wouldn’t have to feel me touching him.

      I blew out my breath, taking the remote from the middle of the bed and turning the TV off. I used the other remote that controlled the lights in the room and turned them on because we needed to talk. When I did that, Billionaire stood up from the bed, and I could tell he was about to walk out of the room.

      “A nigga ain’t trying to talk right now, Normani, if that’s what you cut the light on for. You had the chance to talk to me, but you ran yo’ ass off. You talk about that Mexico trip freakin’ you out every fuckin’ chance you get, yet you hop yo’ ass in an Uber with a fuckin’ stranger. Watch out, man, before I hurt yo’ feelings,” he said and walked out of the room.

      I put my house shoes back on and followed him.

      “I shouldn’t have left, Billionaire, but I was mad. On top of that, I was embarrassed. Everybody already knew that Khari was missing, and by then, it was a scene, so everyone knew that I’d lost her. I know you say that I shouldn’t care what people think of me, but how do you think I felt with everyone pointing the finger at me? Thinking that your own wife can’t even properly watch your kids when you’re not around? That, and I let Denim get under my skin like I always do,” I said as he walked down the stairs, but he was still ignoring me.

      I was right on his heels, prepared to follow him wherever he was going. We made it to the kitchen, and he pulled open one of the drawers where he stashed some of his weed and his lighters, so I knew he was about to go outside and smoke. He got the items and headed for the patio door. I was right there, ready to go outside with him.

      “I’m about to smoke. Stay yo’ ass in the house. I don’t know why you following a nigga, Normani! The same way you ran yo’ ass off because you needed some space, well, I need the same shit right now! Watch out,” he said, and then he went to open the back door.

      “Didn’t you just have space? I just came back around you! You so mad at me that you not even trying to see where I’m coming from. I get mad at you sometimes, but I never push you off like this to the point that I don’t even want to be around you. Why are you doing this? Baby, just stay inside, so we can talk,” I said and grabbed his arm, but again, he pushed me off him.

      “Watch out. I need some weed in my system,” he said, and this time, I just let him go.

      As badly as I wanted to go out there, I knew he would be madder if I went out there pregnant, and he was blowing smoke in the air. Feeling defeated and like I didn’t know what to do, I went into the den and sat down, tucking my feet under me. From where I sat, I could see Billionaire perfectly. My hands went for my stomach because Prosper was in there, kicking up a storm. I rubbed my stomach as I watched my husband pace around the pool. Usually, it would take him about a good ten to fifteen minutes to smoke, but tonight, I felt like he was out there purposely taking his time.

      About twenty minutes had passed, and I didn’t see smoke anymore, so I stood up, prepared to go outside. I slid the door back and stepped out. He was sitting in one of the chairs under the gazebo. I made it over to Billionaire and stood right in front of him.

      “I don’t know how else to tell you that I’m sorry—”

      “Then stop saying the shit, Normani. A nigga is just having a hard time understanding your logic from earlier today. Do you realize that you still bring up Mexico? Like, did you fuckin’ forget that a few nights ago, I caught you crying because of that shit? Yeah, Khari ran off today, but we found her! You broke down when you couldn’t find her, and you ain’t gotta say it, but I know you broke down the way you did because of what happened to you in Mexico! With all that, you dip the fuck out and leave with somebody who could have succeeded at the job this time and sold yo lil’ ass into some sex trafficking bullshit for real this time! Me taking that jewelry off you wasn’t the fuckin’ green light to run yo’ ass off. I was daring you to try me, and you tried a nigga. Is this shit clicking to you yet? Do you realize that something could have happened to you and my fuckin’ baby?” he barked at me.

      I couldn’t even use the fact that the Uber driver was a woman in my defense because it was a woman in Mexico who got me caught up. All I could do was nod my head because he was right. I should have just waited, and at the very most, I probably could have called my mom or my sister to come and pick me up from the party.

      I slipped my house shoes off and climbed on the lounge chair that he was sitting in and got behind him. I scooted up close, so my stomach was pressed into his back, and I wrapped my hands around his waist, kissing his muscular back. That went on for about five minutes, and in those five minutes, he didn’t even attempt to show me any signs that I was slowly winning him over.

      I stopped kissing him and got off the lounge chair, then went in front of him and dropped to my knees. A few weeks ago, my husband and I were watching a movie, and in one of the scenes, the woman was giving the guy head. Billionaire commented, “That’s a nigga’s weakness.” It hit me then that my husband is always giving when it comes to pleasing me, and I’ve never dropped to my knees and gave it to him. I had thought about it on so many occasions, but I was just too scared to do it.

      If I was pissed at my husband, one of his favorite things to do was eat all my attitude out of me, so I was going to pull one of his moves on him, and I could only hope it worked. I took one of the pillows from the chair and planted my knees on it. My small hands went to the waistband of my husband’s gym shorts, and I grabbed his big, thick dick. I could feel his eyes on me, and I knew he thought that my scary ass would back out of doing this, but I wasn’t.

      My husband was huge, and he was curved, plus there were veins in his dick. Exactly like a mushroom is what his dick looked like. I scooted up a little bit, and at that moment, I channeled the woman from the movie we were watching the other night. I lowered my mouth on him, trying to take all of him in.

      “Shitttt,” I heard him groan, and that made me feel good like I knew what I was doing.

      I sucked my husband at a nice and slow beat. The more I did it, the more I enjoyed it. I can’t even lie, I was scared that I wouldn’t like the taste, but his taste was good, to the point that I was trying to swallow him whole. The more I sucked up and down on his dick, the more my husband kept groaning, and the wetter I could feel my pussy getting. I left one hand on the base of his dick as I continued to suck him, and I used my other hand to play with myself because she was down there crying and wanting to be touched.

      “Take yo’ shirt off, bae,” my husband said, trying to push my head away.

      I took my shirt off then lowered my head back onto his dick, using a lot of spit. As I did that, he brought his hands down and twiddled my nipples with his fingers, knowing I loved when he did that. I was moaning onto his dick, my movements were getting faster, and the more I did it, the more I kept getting turned on.

      My husband moaned my name with me. When his grunts got a little louder, both of his hands went to the side of my head, and he guided my movements on the head of his dick, I knew he was about to let loose, and I was ready.

      “Fuckkkkkk! Ima nut,” he let me know.

      Drops of his semen went into my mouth before he moved my head out of the way, and the rest of it spilled out onto the sides of his dick. I swallowed what I could, and he pulled me up by my arms then laid me down on my side, making me face him.

      “That was your way of apologizing to me?” he asked, and then his fingers went for my clit.

      He started to finger me, trying to finish what I had started down there. I was horny out of my damn mind. I could hardly keep my eyes open.

      “Baby, I want to cummmm,” I moaned because he was teasing me.

      Right when he would have me on the brink of ecstasy, he would stop. My moans were loud, and all I wanted was to feel my first orgasm without it getting played with like he was doing.

      “That’s what I’m trying to do,” Billionaire said, and then he leaned his head down and sucked on my nipples.

      His soft fingers were rolling around on my clit, and right when I felt that orgasm coming, he stopped. My eyes, which had been closed, popped open. I looked up at him like I was ready to kill him for playing.

      “Billionaireeeee,” I moaned his name.

      He ignored my cries, and this time, he finished me off with his fingers, making me cry out loud from that first powerful orgasm. By this time, he had brought his dick back to life. With me on my side, facing him, and him on his side, that dick pushed up inside of me, making me involuntarily bite him hard as hell on his chest.

      He raised my left leg and dug so deep in me that I couldn’t even say anything. Like, I tried, but my voice box just wasn’t working. Billionaire had this cocky smirk on his face like he just knew that he was putting in work, and that’s when it hit me; he was punishing me with the dick. I felt a tear drop from my eye and hit my breast.

      “I figure if I fuck you like this, you’ll start listening. I’m in there good, ain’t it?” he asked, still holding onto my leg and going deeper than he’d ever been.

      I looked down, and I could see how clear I had his dick from the juices seeping out of me. All I could do was nod my head. I couldn’t even tell my husband that I was cumming. He knew, though. Trust me, he knew. Once that orgasm came, he pulled out and lifted my body then put me down on my hands and knees. I knew he was getting ready to rock my world. Two things my husband liked with sex and that was fuckin’ me from the back and getting his dick rode.

      “How the fuck I’m the one that’s mad at you, yet you the one busting all the nuts?” he asked as he got me in the perfect arch for him.

      My arms were spread out like an airplane. The only thing up was my ass, which was tooted in the air. I looked over at my husband, who was behind me, setting up to do my pussy in. He left one leg on the chair and stood on the other one. I would’ve answered his question and told him something slick about why I was catching more nuts than him, but that dick slid back inside of me, instantly shutting me up. I was shaking on his dick, feeling like my body was just trying to get used to his dick again, although it was just pulled out of me.

      “Shitttttttt… I’m sorrrryyy… I’m sorrryyyyy,” I moaned, giving him the apology that I knew he was trying to fuck out of me.

      “Sorry for what? Be specific, bae,” he said as he fucked me silly.

      “For not listeningggggg…. Baby, slowwww down… Slowwww downnn… fuckkk… I feel you in my stomachhhhh,” I cried, mixed with a moan.

      “I can’t slow down, ma. This pussy so motha fuckin’ good… damnnnnnn, baeeee... Fuck daddy back. Fuck me back, ma.” He groaned once I moved my hips.

      We kept that motion going for about five more strokes, and then we both came. Billionaire pulled out, and I thought he would leave me alone, but he dropped to his knees and feasted on my pussy from the back. I was biting my lip, my eyes were rolling, and nonstop tears fell down my face because I had never in my life experienced something like that. I knew our neighbors had to have heard me by now. Everyone on the block had to have known that I fucked up today, wasn’t listening to my husband, and he had me in the backyard, punishing my pussy.

      My husband was tugging on my clit with his soft lips, holding it hostage, and in less than two seconds, I released my last nut for the night. I wanted to crash down on my stomach, but I couldn’t because this mini watermelon wouldn’t allow me to.

      Before I could fall on my side, Billionaire lifted me and carried us back into the house. Naked, he took us both back up the stairs and gently tossed me on my side of the bed. He went into the bathroom and came back out after about two minutes. This time, he was in a different pair of boxer briefs, and I could see the fresh bite marks that I’d placed on his chest and his neck.

      With weak eyes, I watched my husband as he went over to his dresser, picked my ring up, and put it back on my finger. I swear, I was too weak to even say thank you. He stood over me and laughed. A pillow rested between my legs because my pussy was still down there thumping something serious.

      “I fucked you silly. You okay?” he asked.

      “I still feel you inside of me,” I told him.

      He laughed and then came around and got in the bed with me. He turned the light off in the room, using the remote, and then he spooned me from behind, resting his head in the crook of my neck.

      “That head was amazing, shorty. Can I call you Supa head from now on?” he asked.

      I let out a small laugh, but I never answered him because I fell asleep.
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        One month later

      

      

      It was a little after six in the evening on a Friday. I’d just left from looking at a potential spot for my soul food restaurant/bar. I was going with the name Monty’s for it. After talking about the idea with my baby mama, she came up with naming it Monty’s since it was my nickname anyway. I fucked with it, so I ran with the name. I had big ass plans, and I just couldn’t wait for shit to get up and running.

      My mama had Tegan, and she didn’t plan to give up her granddaughter any time soon, so I had a little time to spare. Now that Tegan was almost four months old, Trinity was more comfortable with her being out of her sight, so she would really just let me and my mama watch her. Trinity was back hosting her workout dance classes, and because I was on the side of town where her studio was, I decided to pop up on her. We were still taking this shit slow, but I’ll admit that the attraction was there.

      On some real shit, I fucked with my baby mama on a level deeper than this co-parenting shit. It was her helping me out with these business ventures that was renting up a lot of space in my mind. Trinity was smart as fuck, and it took getting to know my baby mama for me to realize that shorty had a degree in business. That’s how she kept schooling me on a bunch of shit that I didn’t know yet. She was a damn good mother, and that shit right there is really what had me attracted to her. She was giving my daughter something good to look up to.

      A few minutes later, I pulled up to the gold and white building that was named Trinity’s Dance Hall. I had always seen the business in passing, but I’d never taken the time to actually park my car and appreciate how nice the shit looked. She had her own storefront with floor to ceiling windows, and although all of the windows were tinted, I could still see a little of what was going on inside. It was packed, and as I headed to the door, I didn’t see shit but asses shaking. You would have thought we were at a strip club.

      I swung the door open, and Juvenile’s “Back That Azz Up” was playing. The women were dancing, getting their work out on. The floor area was big, like a high school gym, with different pictures and things hung up on the wall. My eyes finally landed on my baby mama, who was in the front, leading the class. She was wearing an earpiece and doing the count down. Trinity made this shit look like it was so fuckin’ easy because she wasn’t even out of breath.

      A couple of days ago, I had to watch Tegan for the whole day because Trinity got some knotless plaits or whatever the fuck y’all call them shits. They were pulled up into a bun. She wore a black Nike sports bra with a pair of Nike tights, and because I was looking at her through the mirror, I could see the little four-pack she had. Nike sneakers were on her feet.

      They started twerking, and the way all that ass was back there jiggling, I swear that shit should have been a motha fuckin’ sin. I looked at my baby mama in awe as I watched her dance. Granted, I’d seen her do this shit on Instagram, but I had never seen her do it in person. There were poles in the room too because she did pole dancing classes as well, but tonight, I think she was just hosting her hip hop class.

      I stood with my back against the wall, watching for about five more minutes. Trinity saw me and questioned with her eyes if Tegan was okay. I let her know that everything was good, so she finished her class.

      “Thank you, ladies. You all did an amazing job. For those of you who are coming for my class tomorrow, it’ll be salsa,” Trinity said through her earpiece.

      Quite a few of the women came over to talk to her after the class ended. Some women were staring a nigga down as they walked out of the building. I knew they were trying to piece this shit together and see if Trinity and I were a couple, but that wasn’t their damn business. The last woman had finally walked out of the building, and then I walked over to Trinity, who was sitting down, drinking from a gallon of water. I swaggered my way over to her, watching with a smirk on my face as she drank from the water bottle.

      “What?” she asked as she opened a granola bar from her small lunch bag.

      She was still sweating. There were little beads of sweat on her forehead, her neck, her stomach, and I even saw a few on the top of her breasts. That shit was sexy as fuck, though. Plus, she still smelled good. I smelled that coconut scent that was damn near permanent on her skin.

      “I see why you fuck good. You dance good. Throwing yo’ ass all the way the fuck around,” I told her, and she laughed.

      Flashbacks of me fuckin’ Trinity came into my head. Yo, I know this so fucked up to say, but when I would double back on Trinity, man, that shit was for a fuckin’ reason. That pussy was too fuckin’ good, and Trinity was nasty as hell when we fucked, so nothing was off-limits with her.

      “My new nigga is going to love it here,” she said, trying to be funny.

      “Yeah, whatever. Get your new nigga fucked up all you want to. What’s up? Let’s go sit down somewhere and eat. After all that shaking yo’ ass, I know you hungry,” I said.

      “I can eat. I need to go in the back and shower first then throw something on. All I have is sweats and a hoodie, so we gotta eat somewhere simple,” she said, and then she stood up from the floor and dusted off her ass.

      “That’s cool. I called my mama on the way over here, and Tegan is asleep, so you ain’t gotta call round there, fuckin’ with her. My mama said you had called today five times in one hour. Chill out. My mama knows how to watch a baby. She raised me,” I told her.

      She laughed like I said a joke or something.

      “What? Why you laughing?”

      I followed her to the back as she switched that fat ass around.

      “You didn’t come out so perfect,” she sarcastically said.

      “This imperfect nigga still fucked you, though, so it don’t matter,” I said.

      She chuckled at that, and we walked into the changing area. Like a lot of gyms and shit, this room was like a locker room with a bunch of showers inside. I looked around in admiration, not even aware that she had all of that shit.

      “This is nice. I’m proud of you,” I said, with my arms folded, still looking around and admiring the place.

      “Thank you. Now, get out. I need to take a shower,” she said after she opened one locker and pulled out a good-sized gym bag.

      “I can’t see you naked? I know what everything on yo’ body looks like. Besides, I want to tell you about the lil spot that I saw today,” I told her and then turned on one of the showers for her.

      I had been at the apartment when Trinity took her showers, and I knew she liked for her water to be steaming hot, so I made sure that I adjusted the water to her liking. Trinity was so confident in her body that she didn’t tell me to get out again. Instead, she removed her clothes and stepped inside. She closed the shower curtain just a little, only so that all the water wouldn’t spill out onto the floor. The shower curtains had the logo of her business on them, and I thought that shit was nice. I wanted to talk to her about business, but I was distracted by ass, titties, and pussy.

      “I went to this spot before I came here. It’s about ten minutes away. Nice and spacious too. It had about three floors, so I’m thinking about doing something different on each floor. Maybe on the first floor, we can have the restaurant with soul food and shit. The next two floors can be the club floors. Old heads don’t like partying with the younger crowd, so the second floor can be for the youngins, and the top floor, that’ll be for the older folk. I want that ole school kind of feel in there. You know, like the kind of feel our parents had when they used to be in the club, back in the day,” I told Trinity as I watched her lather her body with soap.

      “Just make sure you somehow incorporate an elevator, so the old heads don’t have to take three flights of stairs to get up top. I think it’s dope. When I hear the name Monty’s, it already sounds like it’s going to be a lil vibe. Once you open, I can see my girls and me in the building with a section. Because I came up with the name, I get a lifetime of free hookah, right?” she asked.

      I was a tittie man; it was just something about a nice pair of titties that was just my fuckin’ weakness, so while Trinity talked, it was hard to look her in her eyes because my eyes were trained on her headlights that were staring back at a nigga. I already knew that my baby mama liked to smoke on hookahs, so making sure that she had some hookah each time she came to Monty’s wasn’t a big deal. I stepped closer, damn near in the shower with her, and I admired more of her body.

      “Shorty, you can have whatever the fuck you want. Dick, if you feel like you backed up,” I said.

      My words were hardening her nipples even more, and I could see the hairs on her body stand at the heat I was putting between us. Trinity dropped the loofah, which she was using to wipe her body off and stepped closer to me. Her body was drenched as she wrapped her wet arms around my neck. She was shorter than me, so while her arms were wrapped around my neck, I had to look down at her. My black Givenchy shirt and jeans were getting soaked, but it was cool.

      I could tell Trinity was trying to make up her mind about what she wanted to do because, for months, she kept screaming that, let’s just be friends bullshit and let’s co-parent shit, so she was stuck. I wanted the ball to be in her court, so I ain’t even make a move.

      She stood on her tiptoes, leaned her head in, and kissed me. Wanna know some crazy shit? As many times as me and this girl had fucked, we ain’t never kissed before. If I kissed you, I felt like I liked you in that way. I swear us niggas be so crazy with our logic. I’d fuck a bitch on Twinkle, but I wouldn’t kiss them because I felt like that was too much.

      Trinity had some big ass lips, so when mine went crashing into hers, it felt like I was kissing some fluffy, soft ass pillows. She kissed good as fuck. I bounced her slowly in my arms, and eventually, one of her arms left from around my neck, and she went for the buckle of my jeans. It was like she suddenly found her sense because she broke the kiss.

      “Please tell me you got condoms,” she breathlessly said.

      “You letting me fuck?” I asked, shocked that she was about to let me in.

      “It’s not like I’m adding a new body. I fucked you already. We have a kid already. Just don’t run up in me raw. My body is exactly how I want it, and I don’t need to be having any more of your babies,” she told me.

      I smirked at her revelation and then reached over with her still in my arms, so I could turn the shower off. Once it was off, I walked us over to one of the counters and pulled out my wallet to get a condom. I hadn’t fucked in months. I know y’all probably think I’m lying on my dick, but the last time I had some pussy was months ago when Twinkle and I were still fuckin’ around, so a nigga was hella backed up. I swear, all I had been doing was jacking my dick, so I hoped this pussy would be the crack I was missing.

      My jeans were down, the rubber was on, and Trinity had her ass barely hanging on the counter, which was the best way to access some pussy. It took me a minute to slide in because this fat shit right here was tight as fuck, but once inside, we had a rhythm going on. I was fuckin’ her good, and she was fuckin’ a nigga back. My tongue was damn near down her throat, and I only did that because I wasn’t comfortable enough to be moaning around her yet. I wasn’t even going to cap; this pussy was the fuckin’ truth.

      “Shittttt, Montyyyyy,” Trinity cried, breaking the kiss.

      I smirked because she did all that talking about not fucking me, and she turned around and did the shit anyway. I was marking up her flesh, and she was turning around and doing the same shit, leaving big ass hickies and shit on my neck. Once she came on my dick, I flipped us around and hit it from the back. I knew I wouldn’t last long in this position. The way that fat ass kept jiggling back on my dick, and the way she squeezed her pussy muscles tight each time I slammed into her, it was only a matter of time before she milked me for everything I had.

      “Fuck! I’m cummminggg,” she screeched.

      True to her world, she released hella juices on my dick. I nutted right after her, and once I was done, I felt complete. She tried to run off, but I kept her in place, wrapping my arms around the front of her body as I placed kisses on her neck. She melted in my arms, and when she smiled, she looked like our daughter.

      Trinity had light skin, so she marked up really easily. The red hickies stood out on her neck, clear as day, and I was behind her, trying to put more.

      “You don’t want to give this shit a chance? Not on no soft shit, but I like you, man,” I said.

      She smiled back at my words and then turned around in my arms.

      “Why it gotta be soft for you to express that you like me?” she asked, looking me in my eyes as her hands played in my beard.

      “It just takes a lot for me to be vulnerable, that’s all. What you say, though? You still think that Ima hurt you? Trinity, I care about you and our daughter. I got you. Just give us a chance, and if the relationship doesn’t work out, then cool, we’ll just stick to co-parenting, but we can’t knock something before we even give it a try,” I said, meaning every word.

      “The second you step out, or I feel like you doing some shady shit, I swear I’ll kill you,” she told me, and I laughed.

      “I’ll even give you my gun. Make it easier for you,” I joked.

      “You laughing when I’m dead ass serious. Now that we’re giving this a try, and I know that we’ll be having sex, I’m going to get on birth control. I’ll try the depo shot since we both see that I can be real forgetful when it comes to taking my pills. I don’t want you to think that I’m trying to pin all these babies on you,” she said.

      “Don’t pump that shit in your body if it ain’t what you want to do. Don’t do that shit for me because I’ll strap up,” I said and lifted her in my arms.

      She laughed while shaking her head.

      “You say you’ll strap up now, but come two in the morning, and we want a quickie, you really think you’re going to get up for a condom? No. I’m getting on something, and I’m doing it fast. As beautiful as Tegan is, I can hold off right now on another one. Mommy gotta work, and I can’t do that, toting around a big belly. I just got back in the studio after months,” she told me, and I nodded in agreement.
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      “Ohhh, my Goddd. Look at the little babies. You would think that I would get used to seeing all these little babies coming in here every day, but I don’t. They get cuter and cuter each day. Hi. How are you, handsome? And now look at you. Oh God, I can’t with these little Gucci sandals,” I cooed as I walked into my last appointment for the evening, which was a set of twins, one boy, and one girl.

      They were new patients, and after looking at their charts, I saw that they both were six months old. The mother was with them, and she was holding her sleeping son in her arms. I could see why the kids were so adorable because the mother was gorgeous. I read on the charts that her name was Askiya. She was in work clothes, which was a pink collared shirt, and the top of the shirt read, Sky’s Photography, so I assumed she had her own photography business.

      I’d been in the office since 5:30 this morning, and it was a little bit after five in the evening. As tired as I was, those little patients were keeping me up and on my toes. I wouldn’t have the pleasure today of going straight home after work. My mom was meeting with her husband about the divorce, and she wanted my sister and me there for support.

      This battle had been so hard on her. I couldn’t wait to go because I would speak up and say the things that my mom and my sister would be too scared to say. That man thought he could just say whatever he wanted to people, but I wouldn’t sit there today and allow him to disrespect my mother, and I say nothing about it.

      “You want to babysit them? Girl, these kids keep me up all hours of the night. Well, it’s really my son. My baby girl is the cool one. She gets that laid-back demeanor from her father, and my baby boy gets that clinginess from me. Their father has to meet me here because he was on the other side of town, handling business. One of my clients bragged to me that you were the best doctor in Miami, so I decided to bring my kids here. I was looking for a different pediatrician for them anyway. The one we were going to before would have us waiting for hours. I sat in the waiting area just now for five minutes tops,” she told me, making me smile at her words.

      I thanked her and then picked up her daughter, who was asleep in the car seat. This mom obviously had her hands full, so I was happy to help. Plus, my baby fever was through the roof, so I didn’t mind holding this gorgeous little girl in my arms anyway.

      “What are you having?” Askiya asked when I laid little Jhaskiya down on the bed, so I could check her vitals.

      “A baby girl. My fingers were crossed for a boy, but I’ll just take my daughter now, and then I’ll get my son right after,” I told her, and she laughed.

      “Just like me. I wanted a boy because I have a daughter already. She’ll be here in a minute with my husband. She’s starting summer camp next week, so I’ll be back to see you then for her camp physical. Anyway, like I was saying, I wanted a boy, but God ended up giving me three. I found out that I was pregnant with triplets. Two girls and one boy,” she said, and then she got a faraway look in her eyes.

      I immediately stopped what I was doing because I wondered what could have happened to her third baby. From the sadness in her eyes, I could tell it was still so painful for her to talk about.

      “I lost the other one during labor. God, it still hurts me, but I’m slowly but surely getting over it. Besides, it’s a good thing that I didn’t lose them all. What’s your sign? I’m literally sitting here, clicking with you, and telling you my business. Girl, anyone who knows me will tell you that I’m secretive as hell when it comes to my business. Your aura is just amazing,” she said, and I smiled.

      “I’m a Taurus. What’s yours?” I asked.

      “I’m a Cancer. It now makes sense. My husband is a Taurus, and we are compatible as hell,” she said.

      I was about to respond, but there was a knock at the door, and then it opened. A beautiful little girl, who looked to have been Khari’s age walked in, and a handsome man with beautiful dreads came in behind her. He had to have been her husband because this man looked just like the twins. Then, the little girl looked so much like her mother that it was scary.

      “I heard you running your mouth all the way from outside the door, with yo’ friendly ass,” he joked, making both of us laugh.

      “Huncho, hush! That’s Doctor Knox. The kids’ new doctor. I like her,” Askiya said.

      He looked over at me and smiled. “I saw your picture online when I googled the office, and I kept saying that you looked familiar. I got it now. You Billion’s wife, ain’t it?” he asked.

      God, his whole vibe reminded me of my husband’s. I think it was the way he talked. That Miami, southern drawl.

      “Yes. Are the two of you friends?” I asked.

      “We went to school together. That’s my nigga right there. Congrats on the marriage and the baby. I need to chop it up with my nigga Billion. I ain’t seen him in years, but he was locked up for a little minute, so that’s why we ain’t chop it up like that. So, what’s up? You going to say that my son is too chubby? Lil ass drinks titty milk all fuckin’ day. I want to make sure my wife ain’t overdoing it with the breast milk because I don’t want him to be getting all the milk, and my daughter don’t get nothing,” Huncho said, dead serious as he took their handsome son out of his wife’s arms.

      Askiya rolled her eyes and shook her head, so I assumed this was a conversation they probably had daily.

      “Little Jhaskiya here is 16.1 pounds, which is right where she is supposed to be. She isn’t underweight. She is good and healthy. Let me see Junior. I know he is off the charts, but that’s good. Don’t encourage your wife to stop breastfeeding them. This is the best type of milk for them. It helps the babies fight off different viruses and bacteria,” I said as I removed the clothes from his son.

      He was lying on his back, with a head filled with curly hair as he looked up at me and cooed. I could already tell he would be something else in the future. I checked his weight, and he was 18.2.

      “Tell the doctor how you be making Lil Huncho sleep in the bed with us. Doc, I keep telling Sky that shit ain’t good to be co-sleeping, but she be doing the shit anyway. Sometimes, I walk into the room, and she’ll be sleeping, with him on her chest, sleeping too. I love my kids to death, but I ain’t trying to have them sleeping in the bed with me at thirteen years old, so what we do right now will determine how our kids are going to be in the future. Ain’t it, Doc?” Huncho asked.

      “Is that why you wanted to come to the doctor with me so bad? So you could just stand up here and tell on me? Dr. Knox, I know I’m not supposed to co-sleep with them, but I only do it on nights when I’m really tired. I’m working on it,” Askiya told me.

      I knew I wasn’t supposed to laugh, but these two made me feel like I was watching a comedy show, so I was cracking up laughing. It was Huncho coming down there and snitching on his wife like she would get in trouble or something. It’s like he couldn’t wait to tell it all.

      “Your husband is right in terms of the kids sleeping with you now. It will make it so hard for them to get out of the bed with you once they get a little older. I say this to all my mothers since this can increase the risk of SIDS. What I do recommend is using the bassinet and putting it right next to your bed. That way, it can kind of feel like they are still in bed with you. What else, Dad? Anything else that you need to snitch on your wife about?” I asked, making them both laugh.

      “Nah, I think that’s it for now, Doc. Bae, tell her about your business. Doc, if you looking for somebody to take your maternity pictures, my wife does her thing when it comes to that. Best in the city. Nah, best in the fuckin’ world,” Huncho said, bragging on his wife… as he should!

      Askiya reached in her purse and grabbed her phone. While she did that, I finished with the twins and jotted different things about them on their personal charts. I also got the immunizations ready for the nurse to come in and administer. Once I was finished, Askiya handed me her phone and told me to go through the album and look at some of the maternity pictures that she’d taken.

      My jaw almost hit the floor when I saw how beautiful her work was. The underwater shoot she did is what had me in awe. There were different shoots with ponies, bathtub pictures, outdoor pictures, and I fell in love with each of them.

      “Oh, my God! Girl, you are good. I wanted to take them a little after I turn eight months because I wanted my stomach to be a little bigger,” I told her.

      “I’m going to give you my personal phone number. We gotta hang outside of your work hours. I like you,” Askiya told me.

      “Bruh, you just fuckin’ friendly, that’s all,” Huncho said, making me laugh again.

      I was supposed to have left a while ago, but I stayed with them for an extra ten minutes. It didn’t even feel like I was at work. I felt like I was around family, just hanging. I wasn’t deep into signs like Askiya was, but something had to have been right about what she said regarding our signs clicking because we were chopping it up like I had known her my entire life. I had never done this before with any of my patients’ parents because it was usually just business with us. I felt like I was around my sister, just having fun.

      I wouldn’t mind forming some kind of friendship with Askiya because Twinkle was in fiancée mode right now in LA with Truth, and I hadn’t seen her since our gender reveal. She would be in Miami in a few weeks, though, because Truth had a game. We talked on the phone every day about all things that we would do when she touched down.

      A little over an hour later, I finally pulled my car into the parking lot for one of the law firms that was handling my mother’s divorce. I was running behind, but only by like five minutes. My mom had already texted to let me know that everyone was there, and they were just waiting for me. I pulled my Tesla into a parking spot toward the front and stepped out, heels clicking as soon as they touched the pavement.

      It was Friday, and on Fridays, I dressed down at the office. Today, I wore a brown and black Fendi shirt, and I paired it with skinny jeans. I wore heels most days at the office, but again, because I dressed down on Fridays, I paired my cute outfit with brown Fendi sneakers. Because the clothes from Fendi ran a little big, I still got my usual XS size in shirt, and I didn’t have to worry about it tugging around my stomach area, which was honestly getting bigger by the day.

      I laughed, thinking about how my stomach was literally the biggest thing on my entire body. My Fendi purse was on my shoulders, and all day, I’d had my curly hair just hanging loosely. But when I got in the car after work, I pulled it up into a bun.

      God, I hoped this went well. I had such a good day at work, although it was exhausting, and I didn’t need my mother’s husband starting up his mess and forcing me to go toe to toe with him. As I walked to the building, I texted my husband to let him know that I had arrived, and I would be home in a couple of hours.

      Billion and I had made up, which was good because I hated being in the doghouse with him, although he had only kept me there for a few hours. Ladies, I’m not saying that head will make your man forgive you, but I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t a good incentive. A week had passed since I topped him off, and he was still talking about how good my skills were.

      I made it inside the office building and let the receptionist know why I was there, and she gladly came around and led me to the room where my family was. I walked inside, and it hit me that this was real; my parents were on opposite sides of the table. For so long, they had always sat beside each other. My father sat on his side with his lawyer, while my mother sat across from him with her lawyer, and Naomi on her other side.

      The second I walked in, I heard the loud, annoyed breath that my father blew out.

      “I just don’t understand why this is necessary. Me and you are getting a divorce. For goodness sake, is this a celebration for you? Why do you have to have guests?” I heard him ask.

      I bet when Naomi came in, he didn’t have a damn thing to say about my mother bringing her, but the second I graced the room with my presence, it was suddenly a damn problem. Since this was about my mother and her finally getting her freedom, I wouldn’t respond to his ignorant comment because it was what he wanted me to do anyway.

      “This actually is a celebration for me. I’m walking away from pure evil. By the way, these aren’t guests, Davidson. These are our children. The past few times that you and I have met up to resolve this, the things you requested for this divorce, and the things you were trying to strip away from me were absolutely crazy. So, I told the girls to come for moral support,” my mom said.

      I spoke to her lawyer and his, and I gave both my mother and my sister a hug before taking a seat right next to my sister. The session started, and while they were talking, I went into my purse and pulled out a water bottle because my mouth was super dry.

      “Okay, so the last meeting, we really didn’t leave on a good note, and that’s because my client wasn’t satisfied with the way that this divorce would be finalized. My client signed a prenup and was made aware that if the two of them ever parted ways, Pastor Davidson would be legally entitled to keep everything, but we need to come to a better understanding because some of the things that your client is asking for are a bit extreme. Her clothes… her shoes… her jewelry… even the new Mercedes Benz that was just purchased for my client on her birthday are all things that shouldn’t have to be taken away. It’s petty at this point. What else does he plan to strip from her? Her life?” my mother’s lawyer asked his lawyer.

      I was biting my tongue, trying to keep quiet, but I couldn’t. Before anyone could say anything, I sat up in my chair and looked over at my mother.

      “Ma, really? We can go shopping this weekend, and I can buy you anything you want! Mercedes doesn’t close until nine. It’s five minutes after seven right now. Sign your name on the dotted line, and I can buy you any car off the lot right now that you want! C’mon, ma,” I pleaded, pissed that my mother even had to beg to keep things that he knew damn well belonged to her. This man was so petty that it disgusted me.

      “Nobody wants you to buy them anything with your husband’s drug money,” my father said.

      “Hush, before I call him over here and have him beat you up! If memory serves me correctly, my husband told you to keep quiet when I come around! Please, please don’t say anything to me, because pregnant and all, it’s taking everything out of me not to fly across this table and smack you for stooping so low and trying to have my husband killed! You’re lucky that you aren’t in jail because that’s the route I wanted for you, but I was told by my husband to chill because he would rather see you lose it all, while you have your freedom as opposed to losing it all behind bars.

      “You’re a hateful person, and we all know that the only reason you want to keep my mama’s clothes, jewelry, and the car is so you can exchange it for money. I tuned in to your little church service on Sunday, and for a second, I thought I was on the wrong website. I counted a good twenty people, and that included you and the ten deacons you have. For someone less than an inch from losing it all, you still have a way of letting that evil seep right out of you,” I said.

      As I talked, my sister had her hand on my thigh, squeezing it and trying to get me to stop before I took it too far. I eventually chilled, and that was only so we could hurry up and get to the part where my mother finally signed her name and parted ways from this fool.

      “Normani, sweetheart, I get what you’re saying, baby. With my savings, I can buy myself anything I want right now as well, but this is all about principle. I’ve stayed with this man for years, accepted things that any sane woman would have walked away from years ago, but I didn’t. If I don’t leave this marriage with anything, at least allow me to leave with the clothes that I used to wear on my back, my jewelry, and a car that was given to me as a gift. What do you get out of holding onto those things?” my mother asked.

      We all looked at my father, awaiting his response. When he sucked his teeth, I already knew that he was on the verge of saying something foolish.

      “Woman, you have been screaming this same song and dance for months! If you wanted to leave so bad, well, why the hell didn’t you? Did I hold you hostage? What did I do to you that was so bad? What made you finally decide that you’d reached your breaking point and that you were ready to leave me? Please! I am dying to hear this!” he spat.

      “Pastor Davidson, please calm down,” his lawyer said to him.

      “Would you really want me to answer that right here? Right here in front of your kids?” my mom asked, and I could hear the pain behind that question.

      I couldn’t help but wonder what she could be talking about, and judging by the look on my sister’s face, I knew she wanted to know too. My father gave my mother a look, as if he was challenging her, like whatever it was, she wouldn’t say it in front of us.

      “You ask me when I reached my breaking point, and I’m just sitting here, trying to figure out exactly what time I should refer to. Then, you want to make yourself look like you are not sick in the head and try to say that you didn’t hold me hostage, but how many times was my foot almost out of the door, and you would threaten to kill yourself if I left? How many times was I ready to leave, but you have a way of making me feel guilty, telling me that I would be leaving you, just like your parents left you? Davidson, if I were you, I would watch your tone, because I’m sparing you for the sake of your kids,” she spat.

      “Don’t spare me, woman. Spare your own self,” he told her.

      My mom nodded her head at his words. I think everyone saw the look in my mother’s eyes, and that look let us all know that she was about to tell it all. Her lawyer put her hand on her shoulder in an attempt to get her to calm down.

      “Okay, since you want to take it there, let’s do that then. Since you want to sit up here and act like heartbreak didn’t happen in the past, then let me remind you. The first breaking point with me had to have been when I came home from a doctor’s appointment years ago with Normani. Normani had just turned two weeks old, and Naomi was four at the time. My mother was watching her.

      “Are we going to just pretend that I didn’t catch you in bed with the treasurer of the church? Are we going to act like she didn’t come to me months later and tell me that she was pregnant with your son? Are we going to pretend, Davidson, that you didn’t pay her thirty thousand dollars to leave Miami with the son that she was carrying for you? Right now, you have a son who is God knows where, and he’s only eight months younger than my daughter,” my mom screamed with tears flowing from her eyes. She got so angry that she stood up from her chair and threw it back.

      When I say that my mouth was on the damn floor… it was on the damn floor! A brother? Oh, my God! My mom’s lawyer was trying to calm her down, but my mom was like a ticking time bomb, and the fuse had already blown, so there was nothing she could do to calm her down.

      “You want to know when was my breaking point? Negro, have you forgotten that I was pregnant before Normani? Are we going to pretend like I wasn’t eight months pregnant with your junior, and one Sunday, you caught me talking to one of the male deacons at the church, giving him directions to a restaurant that you preached about in your sermon? You accused me of flirting with him, so you pushed me down a flight of stairs, and to this day, I still lie and tell people that I was clumsy and fell down the stairs? Davidson, are you crazy?” my mother screamed.

      My sister and I were crying because we knew none of these things, and my mother was so hurt. By this time, my mom’s lawyer was trying to pull her out of the room, so she could get her to calm down, but she wasn’t having it. She fought to stay in there and release the things that were pent up inside of her.

      “How soon we forget, Davidson! Let’s talk about the time I came home from the hair salon and caught you swabbing Normani’s mouth because you told me that she was darker than me and you, so you didn’t think she belonged to you! You accused her of belonging to somebody else until the results came back in the mail, and you found out that she was your daughter! You’re sick! You have tried to keep me quiet for years, and like a fool, I allowed you to do so! Davidson, I can preach. I can sing, and you know it. I was offered opportunities by a bunch of different producers when they heard me sing, and when I showed some interest in it, you were quick to tell me that you would keep me away from our children if I pursued it! You are sick! Do you hear me? You are sick!” my mother roared. She even tried to lunge over the table at him, and she only did that because while she was crying and showing her pain, he had the nerve to sit across that table and smirk at her like what she said was funny.

      My sister had to get up and help my mother’s lawyer getting my mom to calm down and usher her out of the room. I had never in my life seen my mother in rare form like that. I got up and went outside as well. Once outside the door, the only thing Naomi and I could do was pull her into our arms and let her know how much we loved her.

      “I lost a son because of him… I accepted him impregnating another woman… caught him in bed with someone else… I endured physical abuse for years. How… how dare he ask me when I ever had a breaking point?” my mom cried into our arms.

      I looked at my mother as Superwoman. I swear she was the glue that kept the family together, so to see her so weak and defeated caused me to be so emotional. My sister and I got her to calm down after about ten minutes, and then she finally pulled away, wiping her eyes.

      “I’m fine. Let’s just go back inside, so I can sign over the documents,” my mom expressed.

      “Melody, are you sure you don’t want me to fight for the belongings you want? I can get you those things,” my mom’s lawyer said, but my mother shook her head.

      “Everything I need is standing right in front of me,” she said, pointing to my sister and me.

      After five more minutes, the four of us finally made our way back into the room. We took back our seats, and then my mom’s lawyer cleared her throat.

      “My client is willing to walk away from it all. We would like to proceed right now and finalize the closing of this marriage,” she said.

      There were so many documents that he and my mother had to sign over to close out this entire thing. The more documents that my mother signed, the more I just became infuriated with this whole thing and him as well. This fool was petty. He was making my mother remove her name off the church, and she could never step foot into his church again. He kept the house that they owned… everything! He even made her give up the Davidson last name.

      I knew that God would handle him, so that stopped me from lashing out at him, but best believe my leg was bouncing up and down, and I was eager to explode, but I kept calm. My mom signed her last document and stood up from her chair. She looked over at the man who she had spent the last thirty-plus years with. I watched her as a lone tear fell from her eye, and she shook her head in shame at him.

      “Proverbs 6:2-16 says that a worthless person, a wicked man, goes about with crooked speech, winks with his eyes, signals with his feet, points his finger with a perverted heart, devises evil, continually sowing discord. Therefore, calamity will come upon him suddenly. In a moment, he will be broken beyond healing. There are six things that the Lord hates, seven that are an abomination to him. Remember this, Davidson, for disaster is definitely coming your way. Take care,” she finalized and then left the room.

      Since this was the end, Naomi and I walked out too. We met our mother outside the building as the sun was setting. Because I knew how hurt my mother was, I wanted to take her to see something. I wanted to show her the church that I had been remodeling for her. Although there was still a lot of work that needed to be done, I wanted to show her. I wanted her to see that she didn’t lose it all and that she was in the process of gaining it all.

      “Follow me, ma. I want to show you and Naomi something,” I said as we all stood outside.

      “I rode with your sister. We’ll follow you. You don’t have to buy me a car, Normani,” my mom said.

      I smiled at her words. I would do that for her too, but it wouldn’t be tonight.

      “I’m not, woman. Just follow me,” I said with a smile on my face.

      She smiled back, and then the three of us walked to the cars. I didn’t pull out until both of them were inside Naomi’s car, and then I slowly backed out of the parking spot. The church was about ten minutes from the law firm, in a really good area. My husband was actually the one to show me this property online since he spent a lot of his time looking at homes that were in foreclosure. This church had closed down a couple of years ago, and it was just standing there. No one was putting it to use.

      Because my husband did this for a living, it was nothing for him to talk to the right people, and we went the next day to see the church in person. As old as it was, as much work as it needed, it just felt right. It felt like the church my mom would talk about that she attended back when she was a little girl. I eventually pulled my car into the parking lot and saw that the carpenters were still inside working. That wasn’t a shock because Billionaire told me that most days, they wouldn’t leave until a little bit after nine at night.

      I stepped out of the car, and so did my mom and my sister.

      “Whose church is this, Normani?” my sister asked.

      I smiled but ignored her question because I didn’t want to ruin it and tell everything right away. I walked over, grabbed my mom’s hand in mine, and kissed her cheek. We walked to the front of the church then stood out there, admiring it.

      “This is beautiful. It looks like a castle,” my mother said in awe as she stared at the building.

      She said the same thing that I said when I saw it for the first time. I kept telling my husband that it looked like a castle. My mother stood out there, admiring it for a few moments more, and then we walked inside. Mind you, the church was super old on the inside, but with each room that my mom walked in into, she kept saying how beautiful it was.

      My favorite part about the church was the sanctuary. It was hugggeee, and there was no doubt in my mind that my mother could fill this entire place with members and her beautiful voice. I took her around the entire church, showed her where her office would be, where bible study classes would be conducted. I showed her the fellowship hall, the cafeteria, everything. Everything would be ready to go in a few months, and I couldn’t wait for Sunday morning when I could sit on one of these pews and get a good lesson.

      “This is for you, Ma. I knew I wanted to do this for you months ago when you shared with me why you stopped preaching. You let him quiet you down for months. It’s your time. The people want to hear you, Ma. Your kids want to hear you. Look around this sanctuary, mama. This is yours,” I told her, so happy that I was crying.

      My mom and Naomi were crying too. She pulled me into her arms, thanking me repeatedly for what I had done for her.
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      “Out of all the fun things that we could have done tonight, you taking a bitch to a pole dancing work out class? Girl, I should have known that you were on some bullshit when you told me to put on workout clothes,” I said to Mia, as I sat in the passenger seat, and she drove her black Range Rover through the Miami streets.

      We were in Miami because my husband was playing there in a couple of days. So many people were in town because this was expected to be one of the biggest games of the season. I landed yesterday morning and spent my entire day with Dream. As soon as I landed, I took the drive to see Loyal because yesterday was her birthday. It went without saying that I needed to visit my sister and bring her daughter too. I had to look my sister in her eyes and tell her about her bitch ass baby daddy, Chance, and how that nigga had two sons, one of which was the same damn age as Dream.

      The crazy thing is, when I gave the news to my sister, she described the bitch that I saw Chance with that night at the beach to a T. She knew about the woman because, just like me and a lot of other women, my sister knew about the other woman. However, men had a way of making a woman feel so stupid and making it seem like the other woman didn’t mean a damn thing to him. What my sister didn’t know was that Chance had other kids. I could tell she wanted to break down, but she didn’t want to do it at the table in front of her daughter.

      Although I could tell that the news hurt my sister, I expected her to lash out, but she didn’t. She told me about the bible study classes she was attending at the prison and how she was learning to work on her temper and things like that. My sister was even going to college, and she would graduate within a couple of years. I couldn’t stress enough how badly I wished the circumstances were different. I would give any amount of money to have my sister home with me, but I couldn’t. When she came home, though, I promised I would have her a beautiful ass house to raise her daughter in, plus a couple of exotic cars that I knew she would love.

      After visiting Loyal yesterday, I took Dream shopping to get more clothes for summer camp. I even bought her a jersey to wear Saturday night at my fiancé’s game. The cat was pretty much out of the bag now that I was pregnant because I had a little baby bump, which I could no longer hide. I would see Normani tomorrow afternoon since Billion was doing a little BBQ at his house. I hated that I couldn’t come to town and spend time with both Normani and Mia. God, I wish it could be the three of us having girl time. I knew that it would never happen, though.

      “You’ll like it. This is a pole dancing class for pregnant bitches like yourself. You all are allowed to bring one guest, and I’m your guest for the night. My homegirl did the class a couple weeks ago, and she told me how much she enjoyed it. I thought about you, so I signed us up for it. I know that Truth is hanging with his homeboys tonight, so I just wanted to get your ass out the house. You think you supposed to be laid up, fuckin’ and suckin’ that man every day of the week. Give your jaws a break for the night,” Mia said, talking shit and trying to be funny.

      I laughed at her dumb ass, although I didn’t want to.

      “Truth be like, ‘bae, yo’ pussy don’t hurt?’ Mia, I love that fine ass nigga.” I groaned and threw my head into the headrest as I thought about my man.

      “When a nigga says something like that, then there’s absolutely toooo much fuckin’ going on,” Mia joked.

      We talked shit the entire time we rode to the stripping class that her ass was dragging me to. We eventually pulled up, and a good number of cars were in the parking lot. This gold and white building easily stood out from any other building because of the nice, bright colors. This was nice on the outside, so I could only imagine what it looked like on the inside. Other women were walking inside. Pregnant women, with bellies much bigger than mine. Here I was, thinking I shouldn’t be pregnant and doing this when there were women there who were bigger than me.

      I got out with Mia and grabbed my big water bottle and face towel, just in case I started sweating. We could hear the music blasting from inside, and it was making me excited. I couldn’t wait to start shaking my ass. We walked in, and there were about fifteen stripper poles around the room. Some women were stretching, some were just hanging around talking, while others were dancing.

      The class wasn’t expected to start for another five minutes or so. I looked around at the pictures hanging on the wall, and I had to do a double-take. I knew this wasn’t Trinity’s shit. I didn’t even have a second longer to think about it because Trinity came out from the back, and I couldn’t even front, the bitch looked bomb! I mean, there was literally no way in hell her ass just had a baby a few months ago.

      She and I were literally wearing the same workout piece that I’d ordered from Fashion Nova a couple of weeks ago. It was a neon pink and green sports bra with the matching high waisted tights. Out of all the women in the room that her eyes could have landed on, they landed on mine. I saw the look of sympathy in her eyes when she saw me.

      Sucking my teeth, I walked out of the building, not about to stay for this shit.

      “What? What happened, Twinkle?” Mia asked.

      No, I wasn’t mad at Mia because she didn’t know. I don’t even say Trinity’s name to her. I told her about Monterius’ baby, of course, but it wasn’t like Mia knew who Trinity was.

      “That’s her! Monterius’ baby mama,” I told her. I saw the look in her eyes and knew she immediately felt bad.

      “Oh, my God. Girl, I’m sorry. Twinkle, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know. I swear on my kids I didn’t even know. You know I don’t even rock like that—”

      “Mia, I know you didn’t. I’m not mad about that. C’mon. I’m not staying here,” I told her.

      The second I said it, the door to the dance studio opened, and Trinity walked out. She looked from Mia to me, and then she released a sigh. I saw her eyes land on my stomach, as she was probably trying to see if I was pregnant or not. She opened her mouth to say something, but I put my hand up to silence her.

      “Don’t! You don’t owe me shit. You never did,” I said.

      She nodded like she got it, but I saw it in her eyes that she still wanted to say her peace.

      “Twinkle, I can’t just say nothing. The woman in me just won’t allow me to not say anything. You know a nigga will say anything to get some pussy. Any time that I’ve ever slept with Monterius, I swear on my child that he told me that you and him had broken up. I’ll look you in your eyes right now and tell you that I’ve never fucked him while the two of you were together. Hell, I wouldn’t even be able to get in contact with him when y’all were together. As a woman, I know that it was stupid on my part, and that’s what I’m apologizing for because I would never want something like that to happen to me. I’m sure you’ve known about me for a while, but you and I never had a conversation like that before. You don’t have to leave. You already paid for the class. I won’t even bring the situation up after this,” she told me, and I shook my head.

      “At one point in time, I was losing sleep over this shit. I prayed to God that your baby didn’t belong to Monterius because that would eat me up too bad, especially since you and I were pregnant at the same time, but I ended up losing my baby. Everything happens for a reason, though. You have a beautiful business and an even more beautiful daughter, but I don’t think that I will ever be cool with someone who was a key player in a situation that once caused me a lot of hurt. Take care,” I told said, and then Mia and I walked off.

      If I had stood out there and tried to fight this woman, then it would look like I cared, when I swear I didn’t. I don’t know how many ways I had to say this, but I was good off Monterius. He wouldn’t even be a fool to work shit out with Trinity because that bitch was pretty. As for me, I had the finest nigga out, and I wanted no one but him.

      “That’s what you get for picking shit and not doing your research. You can’t refer me to do shit else with you,” I said to Mia once we got in her car.

      She laughed as she started it and pulled out of the parking spot.

      “Out of all the bitches in the world who could have owned this studio, it had to be her. That’s crazy. You know I didn’t purposely do this, though. At least the two of you were mature about the situation because I was praying that your pregnant ass didn’t start fighting that woman,” Mia said.

      “Fighting would prove that I cared when I don’t. Let’s just go to a restaurant and eat, since you done sent me on this dummy mission,” I told her, and she laughed again.

      

      The next day

      “Normani, bruh, sit yo’ ass down! You doing too much. You ain’t even supposed to be reaching over yo’ head like that anyway.” My annoying ass cousin’s deep voice beamed through the damn intercom that he and Normani had installed in their house.

      Normani and I were in her walk-in closet, and she was showing me different clothes, shoes, and new purses she had. They had cameras installed in just about every room of the house, so Billion had to have been in the mancave with Truth and a few of the other niggas he invited to this BBQ, and he had nothing else better to do than spy on his wife. I was sitting on top of the massive marble island in the closet, looking at the stuff that Normani was showing me, and I laughed at Billion’s voice coming through the intercom.

      Normani stopped in her place, and she let out a small laugh too, knowing this nigga would embarrass her if she kept it up. Normani was so pretty pregnant. She had the perfect sized baby bump that easily showed in the cute, red, cotton spaghetti-strapped dress she was wearing around the house.

      “Baby, I’m just showing Twinkle my stuff. That’s not doing too much!” she said, pressing the intercom button in the closet as she talked back to her husband.

      “You is! I been watching you for the last five fuckin’ minutes. You going to fuck around and try to pull something down, and all that shit gon’ fall on you. Normani, please just vibe. Chill out. I’ll be up there in five minutes to take down whatever you trying to show Twinkle. In the meantime, though, sit yo’ ass down,” he spat.

      Normani didn’t even bother to respond. Instead, she just waved his ass off.

      “This is why I didn’t want him putting up cameras in the rooms. It’s just a way for him to stalk what the hell I’m doing. Look at these, though. I gotta find a cute outfit to wear with these,” Normani said and passed me a bad ass pair of white and black Chanel boots.

      We had been doing this for the past twenty minutes because we both loved fashion. Normani was a sucker when it came to purses, and even I was in awe of the beautiful custom closet she had. All her nice purses were in glass cases, so her closet looked more like a showroom than it did a closet.

      “These are fire. You gotta wear some bad ass distressed black jeans with them and a simple black top. I would do these for a dinner look,” I told her as I handed her back the shoe box.

      Normani showed me more stuff, and while I looked at it, she spotted something on her phone and laughed. She texted back, and then she came back over to where I was.

      “That’s what I meant to ask you. Do you know somebody named Askiya? Her husband is Huncho. I met her a week ago at the office. She brought her kids for a check-up,” Normani said.

      “I don’t know her, but I know who she is. She has that photography business. She’s really good too. I tried to book a birthday photoshoot for Dream months back, and that girl was booked for the month already, plus the following, so I had to go to somebody else. Her husband owns the gas stations, White’s. I used to go there all the time to get food. You know about White’s. I took you there with me before to get food. That’s who you texting?” I asked.

      “Yeah. She’s cool. We’re supposed to hang tomorrow morning and go to brunch. You should come with us,” Normani told me.

      “That’s cute, but I can’t. Truth and I are having brunch with his teammates and their wives. I move to another state, and you replacing me already,” I said with a fake pout on my face.

      Normani playfully laughed and then popped me on my exposed thigh.

      “Says the person who moved and got a whole new best friend. How did your pole dancing class go yesterday anyway? I forgot to ask you about that,” she said.

      “Girl! Don’t even remind me! We went to Trinity’s studio,” I told her and sucked my teeth.

      “What! Oh, my God. What happened?” Normani asked, and I explained to her the events that took place yesterday at the studio.

      We talked about it for a few more moments, and then Normani looked at me and sighed.

      “I know Mia and Billionaire messed around in the past,” she said, shocking me with her words.

      “Billion told you that?” I asked. I still hadn’t said anything about it, because like I said before, I didn’t want to step on my cousin’s toes.

      “No, he didn’t have to, and you didn’t either. I was just able to read between the lines. I just started questioning myself on why you never tried to link up with both me and Mia. Then, one time I was around Billionaire, and I saw that you posted a picture of you and Mia. I made a comment about wanting to go to LA to have some girl time with y’all, and when Billionaire didn’t say anything, I was like, ‘this nigga fucked her,’” Normani said, and then she laughed.

      I laughed too because only a psycho woman would have known that. I peeped a lot of shit with a nigga when they be lying, but honestly, that probably would have gone right over my head.

      “I hate when I find out from Billionaire about women that he dealt with. I swear I don’t care how long ago before me it was. I’m not mad or anything because I’ve long ago accepted the fact that my husband had a life before me. Sometimes, I just be wishing that he and I could be out in public, and a nigga who I used to mess with before him would come up and speak to me. Then I would I get to say something like, ‘oh yeah, me and him messed around a couple of years ago.’ I know the look on his face would be priceless,” Normani said, making me crack up because, for real, she was sick.

      Just when I was about to respond, the closet door pushed open.

      “The look on the nigga’s face would be even more priceless when I beat his ass for even walking up and addressing you. Why you gotta talk shit about me, bae? Don’t I be good to you? We ain’t been beefing in months. Why you trying to start some shit up?” Billion asked as he walked into the closet.

      He was in his home, and because he had been the one standing over the grill today, cooking the food, he was dressed down in his sweats, that were sagging off his ass and a black V- neck. Normani stopped what she was doing, let out a laugh, and damn near lusted after her husband as she looked at him from across the room.

      “I wasn’t talking shit about you. I was speaking on all your old flings. Mia, to be exact, who you actually never told me about. I just had to read between the lines with that one. I’m not even opening the floor for you to explain yourself because I’m really not even mad. I figured it out on my own,” she told him.

      Billion looked at me, shook his head, and I threw my hands up in surrender, not wanting any parts of this conversation.

      “With so much shit going on, Normani, that shit didn’t even register in my mind. Twinkle and I had a conversation about that months ago, and I told Twinkle that I would tell you, but honestly, I just forgot. If I forgot, then it obviously means that it ain’t important to me. That shit so old that I swear I don’t even remember what her pussy looked like, let alone what it felt like,” he said, trying to talk himself out of the hole.

      I laughed because I swear, I didn’t understand how Normani dealt with this fool. I would have been in somebody’s mental facility, dealing with his ass. He came over to Normani and lifted her in his arms. When they started kissing, and I saw where this shit was about to go, I quickly jumped down from the island because I would not witness a porno right before my eyes.

      “Come back in five minutes, Twink, and close the door behind you,” my cousin told me.

      “Normani, just meet me downstairs when your ass is done,” I said and then walked out of the closet, closing the door behind myself.

      I made it downstairs, and Dream was running around the house with Khari while Lil Bill was sitting in the den area, playing that game, per usual. Truth was sitting at one of the stools in the kitchen, and I walked over to him. I kissed his lips, wrapping my arms around his neck while his went for my stomach.

      “You straight?” he asked.

      “Yeah. I’m fine. You ready to go? You look tired,” I said, looking into his reddish colored eyes.

      He flashed me the most gorgeous smile that I’ve ever seen in my life, and when he did that, I poked in one of his dimples.

      “I’m ready whenever you are. We were down in the basement, shooting dice. You look so beautiful, man. I can’t wait until our baby gets here,” he told me.

      Truth expressed his yearning for our child to get here at least once a day. I was excited too, especially after already having two pregnancies before where I selfishly ended one, since I felt like I wasn’t ready. After losing the next one, I was ready for it all with Truth. He and I had decided that we would go with a winter wedding that was set to take place this December. Our baby would be born by then. I couldn’t wait to be his wife, the mother to all his children, and continue to work on our friendship too.

      I just thanked God that this time around, I actually listened to my heart. I know people expected me to sit around and work it out with Monterius because that’s what I did so many times before. Everyone expected me to one day find it in my heart to forgive him for the daughter he conceived with another woman, but women, know that we don’t need to put up with that kind of shit.

      If I was proud of myself for anything that I did in my life, I was proud that I actually put my foot down, finally learned my damn worth, and I was with a man who I didn’t have to question his love for me because he had a way of proving it every day.
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        Two months later

      

      

      My wife did this thing where she be moaning in her sleep, and I thought that was the funniest shit in the fuckin’ world. My dick had power. Shit, I had power because even in her sleep, I still gave her wet dreams about me. Normani swore I be lying when I tell her she be moaning in her sleep, so this time, my phone was in my hands, and I was recording her ass.

      I had about a good minute of proof, and then I tossed my phone back on the dresser. It was Saturday evening, a little bit after seven, and I was getting ready to head out in a minute, so I could drop my daughter off to Denim. It was summer break, and Khari had been with me for a little bit over a week straight. Today, I was taking her home because she was not only ready to see her mama, but Denim called looking for Khari this morning, wanting to know if I could bring her home.

      Denim and I were just taking this co-parenting shit one day at a time, and this shit had not been a fuckin’ walk in the park either. I had big resentment toward Denim, and we all know where that shit stemmed from. Denim had major issues, and because of that, it forced us to often bump heads. She came at my wife sideways a couple of months ago at Khari’s birthday party, and I didn’t like that shit, man. Until I felt like Denim had learned how to respect Normani, she and I would never be in a good place.

      I knew how my wife looked out for Khari, and she was an amazing stepmother when it came to both of my children, but Denim wasn’t ready to be mature yet and accept that shit. We kept it about Khari and Khari only. My wife was about to hit her eight-month pregnancy mark in a couple of weeks, which meant that we were getting closer to meeting Prosper. I couldn’t wait to meet that little girl; I swear I couldn’t.

      “Bilionnnn,” I heard my wife moan in her sleep.

      She was lying on her side of the bed, wrapped in her throw blanket, and was resting on her side. I would walk out to drop Khari off, but that moaning shit had turned a nigga the fuck on. I spooned her from behind, putting one hand under her shirt, and I felt around on her big stomach. I placed soft kisses on her neck, and it wasn’t long before she stirred, waking up out of her sleep. With my other hand, I rubbed her scalp.

      “Daddy was putting in work in yo’ dreams, ain’t it?” I asked her, and she let out a low laugh.

      “Billionaire, you take up all the space in my head. I even dream about you,” she said in a sleepy voice.

      “What the fuck was I doing to you? I recorded you, shorty. You was moaning up in this bitch, and I almost got jealous until you called my name out. Tell me what I was doing,” I groaned in her ear, already trying to remove the little shorts she was wearing.

      I swear, I was obsessed with my wife. I just had to be all up on her every hour of the fuckin’ day. Her soft hand reached back, and she held onto my dick, which was good and hard in my sweatpants. She stuck her hand inside my briefs and cuffed my dick.

      “You were doing me in the kitchen. It felt so real, baby,” she told me.

      I got the shorts off and tossed them behind me. I kept Normani on her side and got my dick out of the sweats. In two seconds, I slipped inside that hot, wet, tight shit. I couldn’t believe her pussy could get this damn wet. I bit down hard on my bottom lip as I long stroked her pussy from the side. She moaned with each thrust I gave her and tooted her ass back my way.

      “I was in it like this?” I groaned in her ear, but she shook her head.

      “Baby… you were deeperrrrr,” she cried out.

      I was trying not to hurt her little ass, but if my baby said I was deeper, then it was only right that I gave her deeper. I picked up her right leg and held it up in the air, then I dug in that motha fucka. When her moan got stuck in her throat, and she stopped fuckin’ back, meeting me stroke for stroke, I knew that I had found the spot she was telling me about.

      “Like that, bae?” I asked and then bit her lip.

      “Yessssssss… Baby, I love you… I love youuuu,” she cried.

      When she started that I love you shit, I knew she was about to bust, and so was I. This pussy just got a nigga every fuckin’ time, man. Four strokes later, and I dumped nut in her like I hadn’t just done this two hours ago before she fell asleep for her nap. Fuckin’ just had her sleeping for two hours straight, and I did the same thing to her all over again.

      Once I finished with her, I lowered her leg, kissed her on her neck, and got out of bed. My dick was glistening with her juices as I walked to the bathroom to clean myself up. I stayed in there for about five minutes, and when I walked back into the bedroom, Normani was sitting up in only her V-neck shirt. Her big stomach was resting in her lap, and she looked so fuckin’ beautiful, man. I kissed her lips, and then I grabbed my shit off the dresser, so I could dip.

      “What you want me to bring you home for dinner? I know yo’ greedy ass want something,” I said, and she laughed.

      “Just call me when you leave. What I want now can change in thirty minutes. Let me wash up right quick, so I can tell Khari goodbye,” she told me.

      While she did that, I walked out of the room, so I could get Khari. I found her in her room, playing with some of her baby dolls.

      “You ready?” I asked.

      She eagerly nodded her head up and down then rushed over to me. I lifted her in my arms. Because two babies were about to be brought into this world, one from her mother and the other one from Normani, Khari was suddenly acting like the baby again. It was cool, though, because I wanted her to stay my little girl forever. She would eventually get to an age where she wouldn’t want me loving up on her because she would think that she was too grown for a nigga.

      We made it downstairs, and Normani eventually came down to tell Khari bye. We got in the car, and the whole ride, my daughter talked my ear off about how excited she was to start the first grade in the fall. It took us a good twenty minutes to get to Denim’s house, and I swear, in those twenty minutes, Khari ran her mouth nonstop.

      Denim was still living with her mom, although she had the money to get her own spot. She talked so much shit, so she probably would never admit that she was scared to move out and be on her own because of what happened to her when her bitch ass baby daddy pistol whipped her. Personally, I thought it was better that she stayed there for a while. She was about to have three children, and she could use the help. Her mom’s car wasn’t in the driveway; it was just Denim’s car that I saw.

      I helped Khari out of her booster seat, and once out, she took off running for the front door. I carried some of the toys that she brought with her, and by the time I got to the front door, it was already open. Denim was up, pacing the floor, and by the way she was in there groaning, I could tell she was in pain. Her stomach was huge, looking like she looked when she was pregnant with Khari. Her eyes were bloodshot red, and from how red her nose was, I could tell she had been crying. When she leaned over and held onto the back of the couch in the living room, then let out a painful scream, I knew then she had to have been contracting.

      “Where yo’ mama at, Denim?” I asked once I walked into the room.

      Yeah, as fucked up as Denim be having me, as much as she and I didn’t see eye to eye majority of the time, I couldn’t just dip out on her while she was obviously in a good amount of pain.

      “She… sheee… she’s coming from the store with Rylo. Shittttt!” she screeched and then fell on the couch, crying out in pain.

      Khari had gotten scared and was crying to her mama, asking her if she was okay.

      “Can you take me to the hospital? We’re closer than she is. These contractions are coming too strong. I can’t wait for her, and I don’t want to have this baby right here in the living room,” Denim said, looking up at me with pleading eyes.

      “Where yo’ bag and shit at?” I asked.

      She pointed to the side of the room, where her bag and the baby’s bag were, and I went over to get it. I put both bags around me, and then I helped Denim stand up and assisted her in walking out of the house. She picked up her keys on the way out and passed them to me, so I could lock her front door.

      After I locked the door, I helped her into the front seat and then Khari in the backseat. She cried, moaned, and groaned the entire way to the hospital. It was crazy the amount of pain that a woman had to go through just to bring a life into this world. Just to think that in about two months, my wife would be in this same amount of pain. I knew that shit would fuck me up to see her like that, especially since Normani already said that she would do this thing natural.

      As we drove to the hospital, Denim talked through her contractions by calling her mama and letting her know that we were almost at the hospital. I could hear her mama yelling on the other end of the phone, and it sounded like she was saying they were almost there too.

      “The baby coming today, Mama?” Khari asked from the back seat.

      She was leaning over from the seat, so she could be closer to her mother when she asked.

      “I think so, baby. Sit back. We’re almost there,” Denim spoke through the pain.

      The drive to the hospital was supposed to take about eight minutes, but I got us there in about three and a half minutes because I was driving a cast member from Fast & Furious. I pulled right up into the emergency room valet area, and as I was parking, I could see Denim’s mother pulling her car right behind. She and Rylo rushed out to get to Denim. I helped Khari out of the backseat, and then I got the diaper bag and Denim’s bag from the back as well.

      By then, one of the nurses had come out and was pushing a wheelchair for Denim to get in.

      “Have a safe delivery,” I told her and prepared to walk away, so I could get in my car.

      Denim looked up at me with a little bit of hurt in her eyes because it must have registered to her that I was getting ready to leave.

      “What? You’re not staying?” she asked.

      “Stay for what? Denim, no disrespect, but that’s not my baby that you’re about to have. It’s somebody else’s. I did my part, which was bringing you here. I got my own pregnant wife at home. Be safe,” I told her, and then I pulled my daughter to me, kissed the top of her head, and let her know that I would pick her up in a couple of days. I said goodbye to Denim’s mother and to Rylo, and then I hopped in my ride.

      Five minutes of me being in the car and on the road, a text message came in from Normani. She was telling me not to stop and get her anything because she was in the kitchen and about to make something quick for us. The whole drive home, all I could think about was how this shit was supposed to play out between Denim and me once she had her new daughter. Shorty looked at me a few moments ago, and I saw the entitlement that rested in her eyes for her new child. It was almost as if she just knew I would stay at the hospital, in the room with her, while she pushed out another nigga’s baby.

      Khari was my responsibility, and although Rylo wasn’t mine, I helped out with her here and there because I didn’t want that little girl to think that Khari was more loved and more important than she was. Let me just stop thinking about this shit now because it would not do a damn thing but stress a nigga out.

      I eventually made it home and pulled my car into our driveway. It hit me that I needed to check the mailbox, so I walked down our driveway to the mailbox and pulled out the few envelopes of mail that were inside. It was one big envelope in particular that stood out to me. This was something that I had been waiting for weeks to receive. My hands shook as I looked down at something that I’d just needed to see in writing. Granted, I was sure this news had been true all along, but I wanted solid proof. No one even knew that I had done this and was waiting for the results, because I didn’t want anyone to talk me out of the shit.

      I didn’t want to live life, always thinking, what if? Like, what if there was a small chance? What I was holding in my hands were the DNA results for Khari and me. I swabbed her mouth a couple of weeks ago while she was sleeping, and I did the same thing to myself. With shaky hands, I held the mail and headed for the front door.

      Once inside, I made my way into the kitchen, where I could smell the good food that my wife was in there throwing down on. She was standing over the stove, wearing just one of my tops and a pair of her house shoes. I set the mail down on the island and looked on the stove to see what she was cooking. It was chicken quesadillas, one of my favorites. She kissed me on my lips and then turned around to look at the mail that I’d placed on the table.

      “I was hoping that my package from one of these children’s boutiques that I found on Instagram would have been delivered today. That’s the only thing that came?” my wife asked.

      “Yeah. Let the food cook. Come over here with me. I want to open something up with you,” I told her.

      She turned the oven down low because she had chicken tenderloins on the stove that she would cut up for the quesadillas. I picked up the envelope I needed and then grabbed my wife’s hand and walked her over to the table with me. I sat down on one of the chairs and pulled her down on my lap. She saw the sender’s address and the name on top of the envelope, and she turned sideways in my lap, so she could look over at me.

      “Baby, is this for Khari?” she asked.

      I nodded. My hands went for her stomach, and I rubbed it. Her soft hands rose and played in my hair.

      “Billionaire, you know this doesn’t matter, right? That little girl belongs to you regardless. She’s yours. We don’t have to look at this,” she told me, but I shook my head.

      “Shorty, I just want solid proof. Yeah, Denim pretty much told me that it ain’t no way in hell that Khari could be mine, but I want to know for sure. You the most important person in my life, so I want to look at it together. Open it,” I said and gave it to her.

      She sighed, pushed a strand of hair out of her face, and tucked it behind her ear. With shaky hands, she gently tore through the envelope and pulled out a couple of papers, but the most important piece of paper was on the top.

      “Baby, it’s a 0% chance that she’s yours,” Normani sadly told me.

      I saw it too because I was looking over her shoulder and reading the results myself. I nodded my head, cool with the results, but just really wanting to know.

      “And this is what I love about you. You had the chance to walk away from Khari. You could have been so mad with Denim that you could have chosen to not only punish Denim but punish Khari as well, but you didn’t. In fact, I think this situation hasn’t done anything but make you love her more. You’ll never hear me say anything to take your title of being Khari’s father away from you, because as her father is the only way that I see you.

      “That’ll be you and Denim’s decision on whether or not you want Khari to know the truth. I don’t see the point in telling her that her biological father is in prison, serving a life sentence. You are the best father that any child can ask for. Your kids are lucky, Billionaire. I’m lucky. I’m glad that I let you shoot my club up,” she joked, using one of my slangs.

      When Normani got pregnant, I was going around, telling people that I shot her club up, and she hated when I said that shit. I laughed and then pulled her into me and kissed her lips.

      “Before you say that I don’t be telling you shit and I’m keeping secrets, I had to rush Denim to the hospital. When I dropped Khari off, she was in the house, having back to back contractions. Her mama is there with her now, though, so she’s straight,” I told my wife.

      “As much as I can’t stand Denim, I wish her a healthy and safe delivery. You just make sure when it’s my turn in a couple of months, that you’re ready. I need you on point, baby,” Normani said.

      She stood up from my lap and went over to the stove, so she could check on the chicken. I laughed and stood up, then beat on my chest.

      “Oh, Ima be on point. I may just tell the doctor to get the fuck out of the way, and I’ll deliver my own damn baby,” I said to Normani.

      “Okay, Doctor Billion. All I ask is that you don’t pass out on me,” she said.

      I walked over and wrapped my arms around her waist then planted kisses on her neck.

      “Shorty, this ain’t my first rodeo. I done watched two babies get pushed out into this world. I watched you bleed on my dick, ma. If I ain’t pass out from that shit, I can’t pass out from nothing. Let’s just see if you can back up that shit you was saying about going natural.”

      She looked back at me like she was challenging me with her eyes.

      “And WHEN I go natural, what you going to get for me?” she asked.

      “Any fuckin’ thing you want!” I let her know.

      “Okay. That extra space that you have in the basement that you were talking about turning into a gym… no. I don’t want it to be turned into a gym because I already told you that one of the garages can be our home gym. I want a she shack. You have your man cave, which is your something that you can escape to, and I want the same. You gotta pay for everything too. Anything I want for my she shack, you gotta pay for it, and nothing is off-limits. Deal?” she said.

      Leave it to a fuckin’ woman to go above and beyond with her shit. Like, why the fuck wouldn’t she just ask a nigga for a car? Normani knew damn well that I planned to have someone build me a nice ass gym in the basement, but leave it to her ass to try to strip me of that shit.

      “Deal. Let me go ahead and start looking at the kind of flooring that I want for my gym,” I said.

      She looked at me with shocked eyes and laughed.

      “Are you second-guessing me? You don’t have faith in your wife?” she asked as she took the chicken out of the pan and set it on a plate.

      “I just know them contractions ain’t shit to play with. Do yo’ thing though, bae,” I said and slapped her on her ass then walked into the den area so I could catch up on sports.

      I don’t even know why I made that fuckin’ bet with Normani. I told y’all before that my wife was little in stature but easily the strongest woman I knew.
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        Two months later

      

      

      
        
        Delivery time

      

      

      It was a little after three in the morning, and I was down in the living room, moaning in pain with contractions kicking my ass. My husband and I had just gotten home from the hospital about two hours ago after being turned away because I was told that it wasn’t time yet for our baby. This was actually the second time this week that we had been turned around because it was just false alarms. They told me that I was just experiencing Braxton hicks.

      My husband raised hell in the hospital both times because he hated that I was in pain, and nothing was being done. Trust me, I was angry myself, but if it wasn’t time, then it just wasn’t time, although this pain was killing me. I didn’t want the option of having to get my water broken because I wanted everything to happen naturally, but I just really didn’t know what I wanted to do.

      When I was checked this evening at the hospital, I was barely one centimeter dilated, which was crazy because I felt like I was at least eight centimeters. The more this pain rocked my body, I just didn’t even know if I would be able to do this natural thing that I had been boasting about doing ever since I found out that I was pregnant. My sister had done it natural, my mother told me that she had both me and Naomi natural, so I felt like I had to follow suit.

      Billionaire was upstairs in the bedroom, more than likely, finally getting some sleep. My husband rarely slept these days. I rarely slept, and I was always keeping him up with me. I put one of my favorite movies on, which was Freedom Writers, and I hoped this movie could be a distraction, but it wasn’t. I was curled up with the blanket wrapped around my body and softly sobbing into the throw pillow on the couch.

      I knew there was one person who could calm me down when I got like this, and that was my mother. I paused the movie and then felt around the couch for my phone. Once I found it, I quickly dialed her up. A contraction shot through my back, and I swear I even felt this little girl power kick me in my vagina. By this time, I was standing up, using the sleeves of my pajamas to wipe my eyes.

      “Is it time yet?” was the first thing my mom asked me when she answered the phone. She didn’t even sound like she had been sleeping.

      “No, Mommy. I’m in pain. We went to the hospital again this evening, and they turned us around. I don’t… Oh my Godddddd,” I cried, feeling another one rip through my body. This time, I dropped to my knees.

      “Normani, what?” my mom screamed into the phone.

      “Maaaaaaa,” I cried her name, in so much pain.

      “Normani, you need to breathe! Where is your husband?” she asked.

      “Upstairs. He’s asleep. Pray for me, Ma,” I cried into the phone.

      Her prayers always worked. I swear they did. That’s why I called her in the first place.

      “Okay. Close your eyes, Normani,” she told me, and I put the phone on speaker, dropped it in my lap, and I closed my eyes.

      “Father God, I’m coming to you right now, asking You to give my daughter the strength that she needs right now to bring my granddaughter into this world. Father God, I hear the pain in my baby’s voice, and I know that it’s time. I know it’s time. Father God, I’m asking you to have your arms wrapped around the entire process of this labor. Bless it all, Father God, from the vehicle that they will use to get her to the hospital, to the doctor who will deliver my beautiful baby and—”

      “MAAAAAAAA,” I cried, cutting off her prayer because in the middle of her praying, I felt warm fluids rushing out of me. I looked down and saw the clear fluids that were coming out of me like urine, so I knew then that my water had broken.

      “Normani, you—”

      “Ma, my water broke. My water broke, Ma,” I screamed.

      “Billionaireeeeee!” I screamed my husband’s name, hoping that he could hear me because I knew I would not make it up those stairs.

      “I knew it was time. I’m getting ready to call your sister. We will meet you there. I love you, baby,” my mom said.

      “I love you too, Ma,” I said, and then I hung up the phone.

      At the same time, I heard my husband running down the stairs. I was still contracting, rocking my body, and trying to ease the pain, but nothing was working. Billionaire made it into the living room, in just his briefs. He looked down at me on the floor, saw the evidence that my water had broken, and his hands went over his mouth like he was shocked that this was really happening.

      “Baby, you gotta get the bags. Bring me down something to throw on,” I said, talking to him through my pain.

      Billionaire took a few moments to process all of this, but he eventually took off. He came back in a matter of minutes, and this time, he was fully dressed. He just brought a pair of tights down for me, so I could throw them on. Billionaire helped me put them on, and with the Gucci diaper bag wrapped around him, and my hospital bag wrapped around him too, he lifted me in his arms to carry me out the door.

      “Why the fuck you was down here anyway?” he asked as he carried me out of the front door.

      “I didn’t want to wake you up. I was in pain. I still am,” I groaned.

      “So fuckin’ what? Everything stops for you, and you know that,” he said.

      I promise I didn’t even have the strength to say anything back to him.

      

      One hour later

      “Was the dick worth it, Normani?” Twinkle asked me in a low whisper, so the adults in the room wouldn’t hear her, like my mom and my husband’s mom.

      Twinkle was in Miami because she was packing up at her old house. She would be moving to Cali for good at the end of the week. As much as I loved Twinkle, and as much as I considered her a little sister, she had been fuckin’ with me since we got to the hospital, and I was ready to slap her ass in the face. This stubborn baby still hadn’t graced us with her presence yet.

      When I made it to the hospital, I’d quickly jumped to five centimeters, and forty-five minutes later, I was ten centimeters. I had been pushing so far for over five minutes. My body was drenched in sweat, and everyone in this room had seen everything on my body. I came out of that hospital gown two minutes ago because I was hot. Everyone was witnessing me right now in rare form as I cried. I screamed for both my husband and my mother. I screamed for this baby to hurry up and rip out of me. Everything about this just needed to be over.

      I was still doing it naturally, and at this point, it was too late for me to ask for an epidural because I wouldn’t even be able to sit still for that. Twinkle was standing on one side of me, at the head of the bed, while my husband was on the other side. He was using the cold face towel to wipe the sweat off my body. My mom, Billionaire’s mother, and my sister were all at the foot, wanting to be the first to see the baby.

      “Twinkle, moveeee!” I cried, really wanting to slap her because she was irritating the hell out of me.

      “Twink, leave her the fuck alone, bruh. Ima make sure she does the same shit to you in a few months when it’s yo’ turn,” my husband said.

      “Doctor Davidson, the next time you feel another contraction, I need you to push harder than ever. This baby can be out in less than two minutes,” my doctor said.

      “Yo, that’s Doctor Knox. That’s a married woman right there,” my husband snapped to my doctor.

      Everyone in the room laughed because Billionaire could be such an asshole at times. I thought that pushing would be a piece of cake because I watched my sister do it, but it wasn’t. I had been pushing so hard that I popped a blood vessel in my eye, so my right eye was bloody looking. I was really in there, going through it. That contraction came that the doctor was telling me about, and I could see on the monitor that it was a powerful one, so I cried through it as I pushed, but nothing.

      “I can’ttttt,” I cried, shaking my head on the pillow, feeling defeated.

      My husband leaned his head in and kissed away the tears and the sweat dripping off me.

      “Shorty, you breaking my fuckin’ heart crying like this. I know it hurts, but you can be holding Prosper in your arms in a minute. Come on. Push for daddy,” he whispered in my ear.

      He kissed my lips and then pulled back. His words woke up something inside of me because this time, when that contraction came, I pushed… and I pushed… kept pushing. When I heard the women in the room scream, and my doctor and the nurses said that they could see the head, I pushed some more. It felt like I was having the biggest bowel movement of my life. Sure enough, less than one minute later, I felt the baby come out of me.

      I cried big time when my doctor lifted a beautiful little girl, who was screaming her little lungs out. He lowered her onto my chest, and not even caring about the vernix on her little body, I kissed her. I looked over at my husband, who was crying too. Everyone in the room was crying.

      “Little girl, you just caused me so much pain,” I spoke through my tears as I looked down at my little hairy baby.

      She was still crying her heart out. She stayed on me for about five minutes, and then she was taken, so she could be weighed and everything else. Billionaire leaned his head into me, thanking me repeatedly for giving him this beautiful little girl.

      I wiped the tears that were still falling from his eyes, and we engaged in a kiss that held more passion than any other kiss that we’d ever had before.

      “I’m a mommy,” I said, breaking the kiss and speaking through my tears.

      “You are. A perfect one at that. I love you,” he assured me.

      “I love you too. I know just the colors and the look that I want for my she shack,” I told him, not forgetting about the bet that we made two months ago.

      “Normani, after what you just did, you can have whatever the fuck you want,” he let me know.

      Just like that folks, I was now a part of motherhood. I couldn’t wait for the nurses to finish cleaning my baby up because I was ready to love on her, sing to her, kiss her, and tell her how my labor with her was hell.
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        Five months later

      

      

      
        
        Pastor Davidson

      

      

      “This doesn’t have to be the end, Pastor. This just means that you have to start over. Go back to your roots from when you were ministering in the projects. All the people who left, that just only means that they weren’t loyal to you, to begin with. Let’s just start all the way over,” my assistant, Martha, said as we stood outside of what used to be my church.

      All kinds of graffiti was written on the church building with signs posted, advertising that it was for sale. They wanted to beat me down, rob me of everything I had, well, they succeeded. Ever since that asshole, Billionaire, came to my church and exposed my truth in front of my bible study class, my congregation had dwindled. For about a month, I still had several members, but those members were only coming to be nosy. I knew they were waiting on me to address what had happened in bible study that night, but I wouldn’t.

      As Sundays went by, the congregation just kept getting smaller and smaller. With no money coming into the church, it was hard to keep up with this place. Every day for about six months straight, Billionaire had those thugs standing outside of my church, protesting to get my church shut down, and it worked. I really wished that Saint wouldn’t have been such a coward and that he had just done the job that I paid him to do. I never even got back the ten grand that I’d given him, and you can just bet he stopped coming to church after that, so I never saw him again.

      I couldn’t care less about the money, though, because I honestly lost so much more. I lost Normani a long time ago, so I didn’t care too much about that; it was the fact that I lost Naomi too and Melody. Melody was the one person who I just knew would stand by me through anything, but she left me, just like everyone else. Yes, I did some bad things to her over the years, but I asked forgiveness from God for those things years ago.

      I hated that she exposed our dirty laundry like that in front of our children. To bring up my son, who she knew we vowed to never talk about again, was crazy. We didn’t even know where my son was, so it was irrelevant for her to even bring that up.

      Life for Melody was good. I guess she finally got everything she wanted. Her church was the most talked about church in Miami. She even had her own segment that came on TV on Sunday mornings. She was ministering, and a couple of days ago, I even heard her new single on the radio. Good for her.

      I wasn’t broke, but I was nowhere near as wealthy as I used to be. There was no use in me continuing to pay the bills there, only for no one to show up. With Melody having her church, I knew that I would never have a big congregation like I did over the years because it would be too much to compete with her. This was the part where I would walk away from it all.

      If I was asked the question of if I had any regrets, the answer was no! Imagine folks being so mad at me, just because I loved my daughter so much that I wanted better for her when it came to her love life. I give it a couple of years before that thug that my daughter is with shows his true colors. I’ve fought, and I’ve fought with my family about this for months, and I was tired.

      My home was already packed up, the house was sold, and I was getting out of Miami. This country boy was moving on, and hopefully, wherever I moved to, I could start all over again. Hell, who knows? Maybe I’ll find my son out there and work it out with him. I guess, at this point, I was desperate since none of my daughters wanted anything to do with me.

      “Martha, I’m tired. I’m tired of fighting. I’ve let this church consume me for almost thirty years. I did my part. I spoke His word. I’m ready to walk away from it all now. After what got out about me, nobody is going to support me, and I’ve accepted that. Take care, and thank you for all that you’ve done to help with this church over the years,” I told Martha and put my hands on her shoulder before I walked away.

      On my way to my car, I had to pass the church’s garden. The same garden I planted with Naomi and Normani when they were four years old and eight. I remember that day verbatim. A lone tear fell from my eyes as I thought about my girls. I knew the God I served; therefore, I didn’t believe in superpowers, but this time, I would do anything to go back in time and start over from that day.

      

      Denim McCloud

      “My room so big, Mama. I don’t want Cinderella this time around. I’ve outgrown that. I want to do Trolls this time,” Khari said, running over to me as I sat on the floor at our new townhouse, breastfeeding my baby, Kelsey.

      I went with Kelsey for my daughter’s name because it meant brave. This little girl was definitely brave, especially with the things she had to endure when she was growing inside of me. My daughter was beautiful. I just hated that every time I looked at her, the only thing I saw was Reggie. She had his entire face, so as much as I wanted to forget about his entire existence, all I really had to do was look at her, and I would have no choice but to think about him.

      Reggie’s mother had contacted my mother a couple of months ago by sending a letter to her house, which was meant for me. She was basically reaching out and requesting to have a relationship with her granddaughters, but that would never happen. That part of my life was over. Her son would rot in that prison cell, and I just wanted nothing to do with them. I was raising three beautiful girls, and I needed to get my shit together for them.

      Everyone around me had a talent, and these days, mine was jumping into the hair business as a loctician. Nobody could re-twist dreads and style them like me, so I was actually using my talent these days. After months, I’d finally found a nice little spot for my kids and me, and we no longer had to live at my mother’s house, on top of each other, because we all had our own room this time around, even the baby, even though I would keep her sleeping in the room with me for a while.

      Billion and I were cool; we kept it about Khari, and that was it. I still didn’t fuck with Normani, and she didn’t fuck with me either. Her daughter was beautiful as hell, though. She and I would probably never get along, but my daughter liked her, so I guess that’s all that mattered.

      “We can do Trolls. What you want to do, Rylo?” I asked my oldest daughter, who had come and sat down next to me.

      Rylo was so good with her little sisters. She’d always been good with Khari, but I was surprised by how well she was with Kelsey too. She changed diapers like a pro, knew how to put her to sleep, warm up bottles, etc. When she sat next to me, I leaned in and kissed her on her cheek.

      “Simple. You can just paint it pink,” she told me.

      Rylo has always been my cool, calm child, but ever since her father was sent to prison, I could hardly get this little girl to talk. She was hurting; I knew she was, and a lot of that hurt came from seeing Khari have Billion in her life. Although Billion took care of his daughter, he looked out for Rylo as well, but a child just knows when they are getting loved on less than, which is why I made sure that I didn’t go a day without loving on Rylo.

      “Mama, when is Kelsey going to meet Prosper? They need to be best friends like Dream and me, although Dream moved to California with Auntie Twinkle,” Khari said, and I groaned at her question.

      My daughter had it in her mind that everybody was supposed to be this big, happy family, but that wasn’t ever going to happen.

      “Soon,” I said, lying to her. I wasn’t even sure why I said that to her because she would hold me to it.

      She did a little happy dance, while I just sat back, admiring this beautiful home that I couldn’t wait to fill with so many memories with my children. Just me and my children because I wasn’t looking for a man. It would take a strong man to deal with me anyway because I was too much to handle on my own, so imagine me coming to the table, toting three children with me too.

      

      Sidnesha Roy

      “Nice, strong heartbeat. Look at that lil fella in there flipping,” my doctor said as he showed me, my husband, and Lil Bill my overly active son who was growing inside of me and getting bigger by the day.

      Yes, my husband. Chris proposed months ago on my birthday, and we tied the knot exactly a month ago. I couldn’t be happier. For the first time in my life, I finally felt like I had it right. This was no longer a test or a trial. This was the real thing this time around, and it was perfect. I had the perfect man, the perfect son, and in a couple of more months, I would bring in another perfect son.

      My hair business was just getting bigger and bigger by the day, and every month, I was outdoing myself with what I made in sales. My husband was doing his thing, running multiple barbershops, and we were getting a home built together from the ground up.

      “This explains the crazy kicking that I’m always getting. It feels like he be in there rearranging furniture,” I said, making everyone laugh.

      When Lil Bill was growing inside of me, he was active too, but he wasn’t this damn active.

      “He’s just a hyper little one. It’s not a bad thing. Everything looks good, mom. When we’re done, just go up front and make your next appointment for two weeks,” my doctor told me after he cleaned the gel off my stomach.

      He eventually left the room, and Chris came over to help me down from the table. He wrapped me in his arms, kissing me a couple of times on my lips.

      “I swear I can’t believe I’m pregnant again. I swore I was done having kids,” I truthfully told him.

      “You just needed the right nigga to come around and shift your mindset. This ain’t it, though. I want some more,” he said, referring to kids.

      All I could do was grunt because whatever this nigga asked for, he would get. Like I was saying, though, life was good. Normani and I weren’t best friends, but we were cool. She and Billion even attended my wedding last month. Shit like this could work, but everybody had to be mature. Billion and I did the co-parenting thing, where we alternated with Lil Bill sleeping at my house for a week, then his for a week. That’s how it went, and we hadn’t butted heads yet.

      Roheem was still around. He’d graduated from culinary school and was working at a big-time restaurant here in Miami. He was stacking his money, so he could get his own restaurant one day. I knew it would come because I didn’t know a soul who cooked better than Roheem. Denim was around too, handling her business with three kids. She never brought up leaving Miami again, but I knew she wouldn’t because, like I said back then, it was just something that she said out of spite.

      

      Monterius Jordan

      “Come here, ma-ma,” Trinity said as she ran after Tegan.

      Tegan was only nine months, and this little girl was already walking all over the place, getting into so much shit. I laughed as I watched my daughter move those chubby legs around as she hysterically laughed, trying to get away from her mama. We were at Monty’s, which was set to have its grand opening this weekend. I just wanted to bring my girl and my daughter there, so they could get a first look.

      Trinity and I were doing this relationship thing, and so far, shit was perfect. I was realizing more and more that if I kept my dick in my pants, a relationship could work. I wasn’t fuckin’ around on Trinity. I respected her out of this world because this woman had my daughter. She held shit down for Tegan when I wasn’t around, and I loved her for that. She was still going strong with her dance studio, and sometimes, she would even bring Tegan to some of her sessions.

      I finally had Trinity in a place where she wasn’t constantly questioning me about Twinkle because she knew that her spot in my life was solidified. I was happy, I was out the streets, and life was great. I sold that house that I had built for Twinkle and me. I ain’t want to put my girl and my child in something that was originally for me and someone else. So, with the help of Billion, I got it on the market and made a pretty penny off that shit too.

      When Trinity’s lease was up a couple of months ago, I had her and Tegan move in with me, and I had my own little family that I came home to every night.

      “Here, go to Daddy. You got me out of breath,” Trinity said, holding Tegan in her arms and then handing her over to me.

      I took my daughter, kissed her on her cheeks, and then I kissed Trinity on her lips.

      “This is beautiful, baby. I can’t wait to be on the second floor, shaking my ass. Your office is nice too. Ooohh, the things I want you to do to me in there,” she purred.

      I laughed, thinking about how wild her ass was. Sex with Trinity was off the motha fuckin’ chain, man. She let a nigga explore with her pussy. She didn’t hold back from shit. I swear, we could be somewhere, five-star dining, and she’ll let me hit it in the bathroom. Trinity was a big ass freak, but then she turned it off and went into that innocent, sweet role with our daughter.

      “Things like what?” I asked, grabbing her in my arms because she tried to walk away from me.

      “I’ll tell you later,” she said and pointed at Tegan like she could understand what we were talking about.

      “She can’t understand you,” I told her, and she laughed.

      “Baby, I’ll tell you later. I’m happy for you, though. You actually did what you set out to do, and you didn’t just talk about it. You made it happen,” she told me.

      I thanked her for that because it meant a lot when your shorty let you know that she was happy for you. We lingered around the space for a while and did another walkthrough of the spot. By the time we made it to the third floor, Tegan was in my arms sleeping. I backed up against the wall with her, pulling Trinity into me.

      “You happy?” I asked.

      She smiled big at my question and then kissed me on my lips.

      “Yes, baby, so happy. I love you,” she cooed.

      “I love you too. C’mon. Let’s go home, so we can make another baby,” I let her know, and she laughed.

      “Bullshit!” she hollered, just like I knew she would.

      

      Twinkle Brooks

      “Ohhh, my God. She’s so perfect. Normani, she is perfect,” I cooed as I stood not too far from a perfect Prosper as she was doing her five-month-old baby pictures.

      This little girl was literally a black baby doll. I was in Miami for a couple of days. Dream had a four-day break from school, so I figured that I would come home to visit my mom. Plus, we took that drive yesterday, so we could visit Loyal. Dream was surprisingly loving Cali. I thought she would be ready to go home to Miami, which had been her stomping grounds for the last six years.

      She loved it because our lifestyle in Cali was much different than how it was in Miami. Dream’s little ass was famous in Cali because of Truth. She attended a great school, she met a lot of new friends, and Truth’s season was starting back up. One of her favorite things was attending basketball games. Things between Truth and I were perfect. He kept the penthouse, but he did purchase a home for us, which was more family-friendly. I swear that home had everything, to the point that it was a struggle to leave it.

      The countdown was on for our Winter Wonderland themed wedding that was taking place this December. I made seven months pregnant today, and I couldn’t wait to meet my baby boy. I was pushing for a girl, but with pregnancy, you always get the opposite of what you wish for. Look at Normani, who begged for a son, but got this gorgeous daughter instead.

      I won’t even lie, Normani’s labor scared a bitch shitless. I knew women were powerful, and we could do things that a man couldn’t, but I wasn’t pushing no baby out of me like Normani did without some drugs. It was beautiful, and I get how a woman would want to take on that pain for her child, but you could count me out. Epidural me, please!

      “She isssss. Hi Mommy. Hi Mommy,” Normani cooed to Prosper, making her chunky butt laugh, showing off the deep dimples in her cheeks.

      She had the same gray colored eyes as her mother, but everything else was Billionaire. This little girl came out looking like the exact replica of her father. This photoshoot had been going on for almost an hour because there had been three outfit changes. Prosper was in her last outfit for the day, which was a beautiful white gown. She was getting christened in two weeks, so Normani was having pictures taken for that along with pictures just to show her growth.

      The house was packed today, with Dream, Khari, and Lil Bill running around. Billion’s parents were there, and our grandmother too because everyone wanted to be in attendance to see Little Miss Prosper have yet another photoshoot.

      Askiya was there taking the pictures, and I promise you this woman had a gift because she snapped the perfect moments. She did Normani’s maternity pictures with Billionaire, and they were so beautiful that it looked fake. Their beautiful, black skin on those pictures was breathtaking. I couldn’t wait until next month when she flew out to Cali to do mine and Truth’s. Askiya was really cool. She and Normani had grown close in my absence.

      I was still kicking it heavy with Mia, who I wish could hang with Normani and me because I would love for the three of us to kick it, but I knew that neither woman would do it.

      “Okay. All done with your pretty self,” Askiya cooed as she walked over and picked Prosper up. She was trying to reach for the string to the camera that Askiya was holding around her neck.

      While they played with the baby, my phone rang. I grabbed it out of my back pocket, and I smiled when I saw that it was a Facetime call from Truth. I walked out of the patio door, so I could talk to him in private since a lot was going on inside.

      “Hey, baby,” I cooed.

      His handsome face popped on the screen, and I could see that he was holding up a little tiny suit in his hands that was fit for a baby.

      “Ima get this for little man. It’s six months. You think he’s going to fit this by the time our wedding comes? This shit is nice. It’s Armani too. What you think?” he asked, showing me the nice, white, three-piece suit.

      “Baby, I don’t know. We don’t know if he’s going to be a chunky baby or small. Wait until he gets here,” I told him.

      “Ima still get it. Just in case. What time you meeting me back at the hotel? I miss you,” he told me.

      “They just wrapped up the shoot. I’m going to leave in a few. Of course, Dream already let me know that she wants to stay here with her cousins, so I’m going to let her. We’ll just come back to get her in the morning,” I told him.

      “Cool. I should be back at the hotel by the time you get there. I love you, beautiful. Drive safe,” he told me.

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

      I blushed; this man was so perfect. I ran into Monterius a couple of months ago when I came down. Like any other time when I saw him, we spoke briefly and kept it pushing. Moving on was best for both of us. I didn’t hate Monterius, I just outgrew him, and it was time for me to move on.

      Any woman who ever gets put in that situation, I just hoped she was smart enough to know that she doesn’t have to take a man having an outside baby on her. It’s okay to be selfish with you and choose yourself first. It’s okay to move on and run into another man’s arms who will not hurt you.

      When I saw Monterius a couple of months ago, he genuinely looked happy. I wanted that for him. I would always love him, but I loved him enough to walk away. I had no regrets about the decision that I’d made, and in a few months, I would be a married woman. I swear that day couldn’t come soon enough.

      

      Normani Knox

      “God, I ask that you wrap your arms around the parents. Wrap your arms around Prosper, my sweet little grandbaby. Allow her parents to continue to have a relationship with You Lord so that Prosper can serve you too…”

      My mom’s voice went on as my husband and all our family stood in front of the church to witness our daughter’s christening. We were standing front and center at my mother’s church, and I couldn’t help but be overly emotional as I looked up at my mother while she prayed over my daughter. My mom was back to her stomping grounds, doing what she loved to do.

      My eyes should have been closed, but they were moving around the sanctuary. It was filled with so many people who took up every pew on both levels of the church. Before the christening, my mom had given a powerful message, where she talked about love, family, and breaking chains. I think she had us all crying, even my husband. My mom could always minister, but the moment she left her husband, walked away from that dead weight, something awakened in her. Now, her voice was just so powerful.

      I kept thinking about my mom telling me months ago that she had these big dreams, and because she was finally living out her dreams, I was emotional. My mom was the owner of this church, she had her new song on the radio, titled “Loving Me First,” and she was the happiest that I’ve ever seen her in my life.

      Last Sunday, we had Sunday dinner at her home, and she did the prayer. Do you know this woman still prayed for her ex-husband? She still asked God to watch over him. That alone showed a lot about her character. There was no secret that my father’s church had closed due to him not keeping up with the mortgage. Did I feel bad for him? No, I actually didn’t. He was getting exactly what he deserved.

      He had helped destroy my mother for years, and she was finally picking up the pieces. I was finally at a place where my husband and I could love on each other and not worry about outside forces, like him, trying to destroy our union. I hadn’t seen him in months. To be exact, the last time I saw him was months ago at the divorce hearing. I had no desire to see him either.

      My husband and I had these beautiful kids and this beautiful marriage, so we were good. I had been out of work now for almost six months, and I was in no hurry to go back, although I would head back next month. I was working on a new book, which I was dedicating to my husband and me. I wanted to tell a story about two people from opposite sides of life who had still managed to form a union.

      Never in a million years did I think that my dream husband would be Billionaire, but it was, and I wanted to speak on that topic because, in life, we get so headstrong with thinking what our ideal husband is supposed to be when we really don’t know until God gives us one. At least, that’s how it went with my situation. I was getting out of children’s books for a while, and I would talk about some real-life situations.

      “In Jesus’s name, Amen,” my mom said, ending her prayer.

      The choir sang, we did the benediction, and service was over. We took so many pictures to remember this moment when our baby girl received her blessing. My husband had every homeboy of his standing at the front of the church with us because he’d invited just about every person he knew to come out and celebrate this moment.

      Prosper got fussy, so I knew that her chunky butt was either hungry or she needed her diaper changed. She couldn’t have been sleepy because she slept through the entire church service. We made it outside, where my husband was dressed in a nice, white dress shirt with a pair of white dress pants and some clean white dress shoes. He wore a Cuban chain around his neck, his hair was cut to perfection, that beard I loved to tug on was growing by the day, and he just looked so handsome in daddy mode as he walked with the diaper bag going across him.

      “I feel your eyes on me, shorty,” he said, making me laugh as we neared his truck.

      “I can’t admire my husband? You look good, papi,” I cooed to him.

      He made it to the car and then turned around to look at me while blushing.

      “I got something else for you to admire later tonight,” he told me and grabbed his member down there.

      I laughed and then playfully hit him for doing that out here on church grounds.

      “Stop. Come on. My baby is hungry, and we have to get to the house because the man is supposed to be coming to give me the quote for the spa room that I need to have installed in my she shack. The fireplace too,” I beamed, happy at the way my she shack was coming along.

      Billionaire sucked his teeth, hating when I said anything about my she shack. It was still being remodeled because the things I was asking for would take a lot of time.

      “I hate that I even made that bet with you. You trying to turn that room into a little ass apartment. You talking about a spa room. Who’s supposed to be coming to the house to massage you? I massage you. That’s my job,” he told me.

      “It’ll remain your job. Why you hating on my she shack? I don’t hate on your man cave when you be down there with your boys, shooting dice,” I said as I leaned into the car to put Prosper in her car seat.

      “Let’s bet again, and see if you can do it naturally for the second time,” he said, making me burst out laughing.

      “You are soooo slick. You’ll say anything to get me pregnant again. Baby, she’s not even one yet. My body needs time to heal,” I told him.

      I had been telling my husband this since Prosper turned two weeks old. He thought I was supposed to keep pushing out baby after baby without giving my body a break. I mean, I know I told him I would give him all the babies in the world, but damn!

      Billionaire leaned into the car and pulled me to him once Prosper was strapped inside.

      “It ain’t my fault that I love my wife, and we make some beautiful kids. One more ain’t going to hurt,” he said, and then he kissed my lips. God, he was making it hard to say no.

      “Normani! You can do that in the privacy of your home!” my mom snapped, coming over and standing by the car.

      I laughed and then slapped my husband for getting me in trouble. She seemed to have popped out of nowhere.

      “I know, Mama. We’ll be over later,” I told her.

      “Hmm hmm,” she said and got in her car.

      I laughed and pushed Billionaire back, so I could get out.

      “For real, though, bae, thank you for giving me Prosper. Thank you for rocking with me too, and letting me turn you out,” he said, making me roll my eyes at him.

      “You never turned me out. You just introduced me to love,” I said before squeezing past him to get into the passenger seat.

      “Yeah, I did. You was turned out by my hood mentality,” he joked.

      As much as I didn’t want to, I laughed. I got in the passenger seat, and he closed the door. I watched as the most perfect man walked around the car to get in the driver’s seat, and I looked at the most perfect little girl in the back, comfortably in her car seat.

      If I was turned out by his hood mentality, then I’d take that because, in the process, I found my soul mate… my King… my other half, and in the words of my daddy… my thug!

      

      
        
        Thank you all for the support you have given me throughout the years. I hope that everyone enjoyed this rollercoaster of a series. Be on the lookout this winter for a Christmas book from these characters, along with the characters from Saved by a Real One.
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